











Onc of our cover articles this month, Kay
Rollison’s ‘Pension prospects’, deals with the history
of provision for the poor in this country. Rollison
analyscs the tension—currently revived—Dbetween the
pension understood as the inherent right of a citizen
and the pension conccived as charity for the barely
deserving poor. Sce page 17.

Eurcka Street photographer, Bill Thomas, has
captured, in Australian streets, parks, arenas, and at
the Chinese Lunar celebrations (at left and page 179,
some of the diversity that the Governor-General
wishes to sec represented, directly and indirectly, in
Australian institutions.

At the moment, though, some of the people, some
of the time, run ahead of ofticial expectation. During
the May Federation Parade in Mcelbourne an clderly
Chincese woman, a stranger, took genial charge of my
blond Celtic grandchildren, at the intersection of
Bourke and Swanston Streets. Unprompted, she carved

out a vantage point for them, guarded it—and them—
strenuously, wrapping her coat around their backs
when the wind cut down Bourke Street’s canyon. It
was a chance moment of friendship—across generation
and culture. The two children will grow up believing
it to be the norm.

And opening in Melbourne during the week of
the federation celebrations was an exploratory new
Australian opera, Batavia, by composer Richard Mills
and poet/librettist Peter Goldsworthy. One of the
songs, ‘Changing of the Watch’, appears in Golds-
worthy’s New Selected Poems. A few lines from it
seem apposite to the federation aspirations voiced by
the Governor-General for this experiment of ours, this
new nation in an ancient land:

Strikes cight the bedl, pray all be well,

Please Lord preserve our frail nutshell

—Morag Fraser

PR

~ Taking the high road

- wf ikt ANzAC Day, the Governor-General is a
symbol. And like that of Anzac Day, vice-regal
symbolism changes, fades and revives in unpredictable
ways. In the 1960s, it looked as if Anzac Day would
die with the last of the soldiers who had fought at
Gallipoli. Its place in Australian life is now assured.
A few ycars ago, it scemed that when the Governor-
General lost his vicarious crown, his Office would be
a parking place for just another suit. Yct now it is
invested with an almost religious significance: he is
called to mirror the nation to itself, to give expression
to its soul.

While as constitutionalist the Prime Minister has
rejected this amplified role, as politician he has surely
responded to it in appointing Archbishop Pcter
Hollingworth to the position. At a personal level,
[ welcome the appointment. If the nation’s health is
diagnosed by its care for the unprivileged, Sir William
Deanc has consistently urged preventative medicine.
The symbolic value of his words and gestures is carried
on by Peter Hollingworth’s past association with the
Brotherhood of St Laurence, a consistent advocate for
A Mmore just society.

The linkage of the role of the Governor-General’s
office with the nation’s soul, however, invites broader
reflection on the Archbishop’s nomination. Who could
better mirror the nation to itself, we might ask, than
one committed to the spirit and skilled in articulating
what in functional terms cannot be said? Spiritual

leaders, Christian or other, it would seem, have much
to offer socicty in this role.

Some have argued against this on the grounds that
it blurs the proper separation of state from church,
hard won over centuries. But from the point of view
of the state, there is little to worry about. Churches
now have little power and are marginal political
influcnces. If an Archbishop renounced his respon-
sibilities during his term of office, he would scem as
cligible as any other citizen.

From the point of view of the Christian chureh,
however, reservations arise, not from concern to
maintain the separation of church and state, but from
disquict about the shape of the reintegration of church
and state which is implicitly on offer. To accept that
bishops and, by implication, churches should attend
to souls whilc the state has responsibility for bodies
is to accept a tendentious reading of history and to
undermine the basis of being a church.

The slogan, separation of church and state,
implics a story according to which citizens were
liberated from the intrusion of the church on their
lives and pockets. Separation conferred on the state
the freedom to be scecular. But the modern history of
the West can also be read in darker terms as the
struggle of the state for sole rule over individuals’
bodily lives. With its victory over the churches, it won
the power to legislate as it wishes, to administer laws
as it wishes and, without constraint, to pass control
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over individuals’ bodies to corporations as it wished.

If this sounds unduly bleak, consider the treat-
ment of asylum seekers. In Australia, they are
imprisoned without trial, have been handed over to
profit-making corporations for their custody, and to
forcign security firms for their deportation. Critics
are intimidated by the contracts which govern access
to centres and by threat of exclusion. The government
has also proposcd that its officers should be able to
restrain the bodies of asylum seckers, including
children, by manacles and drugs. It also routinely
criticiscs judges when they give unwanted decisions,
and attacks judges when they criticise actions of
government,

The question, therefore, is whether churches can
accept a symbolic scttlement which offers them
responsibility for the soul, while leaving responsibility
tor bodies to the government.

The church is called to be publicly the body of
Christ, and is built around the memory of the broken
body of Christ. It is to cclebrate and take part in the
making whole of the body of humanity. When bodies

ore Joun Paut’s trip to Greece and Syria was of
morc than political interest. His journcy retraced the
steps of St Paul. As Bishop of the Roman church, he
embodied the ancient tradition that Rome held the
bodies of St Peter and St Paul, and so was the centre
of unity within the church. Since Paul’s day, however,
the path which he walked has become rutted and
rocky, eroded not least by the church which the pope
represents.

When St Paul visited Athens, he could speak only
in general terms about Christian faith becausc he had
no common ground with his cducated hearers. John
Paul’s joint statement with Archbishop Christodoulos
of Athens was also notable for its palpable diplomacy.
It spoke little of faith held in common, and focused
on the large social and political issues facing Europe.
It also deplored proselytism, the attempt to win
converts from the other church.

The cautious tone of the statement reflects the
extent to which the destruction of Constantinople in
the Crusades, preached by the Western church, still
cmbitters the relationship between churches. That
Popc John Paul visited Athens and not Constantinople/
Istanbul reflects the replacement of Christianity by
Islam as the religion of the Roman East.

Syria, where the Pope went upon leaving Athens,
was seminal in the stories of both St Peter and St Paul.
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are maltreated and broken, as they are through torture
and arbitrary imprisonment, the hody of Christ is
injured. A church whic  loes not publicly acceptand
discharge its accountahility to God for the broken
body denies its own ca ng.

This charge falls particularly on episcopal
churches, in which the bishop is central hecause he
is the head of the local body. He must articulate pub-
licly the injuries done to the body. So as long as a
bishop is known as such, he is claimed by this respon-
sibility.

If this argument is correct, my reservations about
the appointment of a bishop as Governor-General can
be put in a hypothetical case. If the Bishop-becomec-
Governor-General were called to address the Cabinet
and department  heads, should he draw attention
publicly in the name of the body of Christ to the
maltrecatment of the bodies of the asylum scckers?
Or should he be silent? If he does the former, will
this be tolerable to the state? And if he is silent, how
can he be said to discharge his accountability within
Christ’s body?

Along with Alexandria, Constantinople and Rome,
Antioch was one of the major centres by the fourth
century. If the Bishop of Rome had visited the other
three centres then, he would have been cordially
welcomed by bishops who lived out a common faith
within very diverse cultural forms. They would have
confidently expected that Christianity would soon
beccome the dominant faith through the Empire.

The pope’s visit to Syria gave comfort to the com-
paratively few Christians left there. Most belonged
to churches which, like that of Alexandria, were
separated from Constantinople and Rome in the
conflicts of the fifth and sixth centurics, and became
marginal to their own culture after the rise of Islam.
And in Syria, too, the pope had to walk carefully in
the rubble of long-fractious relations between Judaism,
Christianity anc  lam.

An energetic man, St Paul travelled in hope of a
new beginning. Pape John Paul travelled in frailty,
expressing regre” r the rupture within the work that
St Paul had begun, and cxpressing hope for a commit-
ment to begin afresh.

St Paul would have appreciated the largeness of
the gesture, but not envied John Paul for the respon-
sibility which he assumed.

Andrew Hamilt s is Fureka Street’s publisher.



The political sieve

N THE DYING DAYS of the Unsworth government in NSW in
1988, a Labor apparatchik was moved to protest to his supceriors
about the increasing irresponsibility of Unsworth’s election
promiscs. There was no way they could possibly be carried out,
he said. They would send the state broke. Don’t worry, was the
responsc. There’s no way we are going to win. The promisces
arc merely to limit the size of the swing against us.

This was not quite the way that Paul Keating ran his two
elections as prime minister, even if, on both occasions, his
painting of the state of the cconomy and of the size of the
Treasury was consciously optimistic. Keating actually thought
he could win. That he did so against the odds, the first time
around, increased his optimism on the second.

This time, it is doubtful whether cven John Howard thinks
he will win. Something may come up—Kim Beazley may
stumble or be caught in bed with a choir-boy—but the polls arce
ominous and little real movement is in sight. Howard would
like to win, of course, but he is not running a campaign based
on damage limitation for the party, least of all for the benefit of
Pcter Costello as next leader. Nor is he deeply concerned about
Peter Costello’s place in history. If Howard wins, he will take
the credit; if he loses, it will be partly Costello’s fault.

Even now, however, one might think that the very slim
chances that Howard has arce not helped by open conflict
between himself and his deputy, and between his and Costello’s
supporters. Hence the mystery of the leaked letter from party
president Shane Stone.

From Pecter Costello’s point of view, it hardly matters
exactly who leaked the document. It was leaked with intent to
damage him. Each of the parties to the letter—Stone and
Howard—had an obvious interest in doing so, and cach of the
others who might have seen and leaked the document—in John
Howard’s officc—also had an interest in doing so.

Obvious? In some scnses anyway. Now it is in the open, it
puts on the record the argument that John Howard has been
unable to reach his full potential becausc he is being held back
by poor deputics. It can hardly be his fault, or his fault alone, if
the Liberals cannot win the clection, carrying the weight of
Peter Costello as he has been. The bad policy which has causcd
the collapse of the government’s fortunes has come from
Costello. So too, allegedly, is much of the stubbornness and
meanmindedness. That the argument is nonsensc is neither here
nor there: anyone who would blame Costello ahicad of Howard
tor such things is sadly out of touch, but anyone who too
obviously repudiates it only hurts the party itself, and further
damages Costello.
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‘ ]acl{ Waterford

What the letter actually said was commonplace. Nor was
there anything very unusual about its being written—far more
damaging and frank statements arrive each day, particularly
from polling and focus-group rescarch. The letter said that the
government was out of touch and not listening. That’s news?
was going out of its way to alicnate key constituencies. It was
widely perceived as mean and tricky. Party backbench and
constituency anger is particularly focused on John Howard,
Costcello and National Party leader, John Anderson. Costello
was scen as being particularly impervious to criticism and
suggestion, and some of his unpopularity reflected on Howard
because Howard was the leader. In other words, nothing that
had not been said by a score of political correspondents,
editorialists, talkback pundits, or, just as importantly, by any
number of writers of letters to the editor, folks in the pub, or
focus groups for months. While nothing said about Costello
was falsc, it is possible that Stonc over-egged the pudding in
reporting criticism of him, in the belief that Howard might

be more likely to listen if the eritique embraced
some of his rivals.

Fcourst, even the commonplace gains some cextra
authenticity by being contained in an official document. The
press has not been short of eriticisms of the government by anony-
mous backbenchers in recent months, but a document
recording exasperation and panic helps show how widespread
the concern is, and is morce difficult to shrug off than attacks
from outside.

When things are running against you, you do not get the
luck cither. If the Budget turns things around, Peter Costello
will get much of the credit; if it doesn’t, Howard will get much
of the blame. The worsce things get, the more difficult it will be
to pin Kim Beazley down on anything: why should Labor try to
win the clection when the Liberals are working so hard to losc
1t? Some of Labor’s actual or potential constituencics may have
rather more success in forcing out some policy detail: they have
no particular reason to rely on vague assurances of goodwill, least
of all when cverything is sct up for a sluggish cconomy, ropey
estimates of revenue and expenditure and, probably, a new
‘black hole’. The Budget arithmetic may, howcever, unravel well
before an clection date. It would not be Peter Costello’s doing;
he is too disciplined for that. But if it did, he might consider
that it was an appropriate revenge on a man scteing him up for
the fall.

Jack Waterford is cditor of the Canberra Times.
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*Nhere all roads lead

1TTLE SIGNPOSTS ALREADY mark the beginning and end of this church year. At
its beginning, Fr Jacques Dupuis, after an investigation sloppily prosecuted by
the Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith, was exonerated and encouraged
to pursuc his work and inquirics. In November, the Social Justice Statement on
rural and regional Australia will be issucd.

These sienposts scem to point in different directions. But all roads go
through glob  sation and its cultural effects. Dupuis, for example, was drawn
to write about the uniqueness of Christ, and so about the relationship of Chris-
tianity to other faiths. This question is urgent and incscapable, because through
immigration and through information we arc in daily contact with other
religions. As we do not live within a simple Christian world, we must reckon
with other faichs.

The reckoning takes place most extensively in spirituality, and not in
theology. In spirituality faith is given practical shape. Faith, personal lives and
culturc intersect. It has always been a battleground. Amulets, blessings, funeral
rites, ateending the theatre, trendy wigs, springs of water, liturgical dancing
and the enneagram are just a few of the adaptations of culture within Christian
lifc that have caused controversy. But mutual exchange is as inevitable in
religious practice as in commerce. We need only remember the willow plate.
Samucl Bow adapted Chinese patterns for the European market. After his success,
Chinese potters adapted his patterns to scll to Europe. Their work in turn
influenced later English potters. Was it finally more than a pun to identify such
china with China?

In spirituality, there is the same challenge to identity. Is there a point, for
example, at which a Catholic nourished by Buddhist meditation, Jungian
archetypes, New Age crystals, carth religions, corporate retreats with ritual war
games, earth religions and fertility cults, not to mention Wesleyan hymn singing
and Pentecostal prayer, ceases to be Catholic?

And so to regional Australia. A treatment of it will explain the effects of
globalisation on the country, notably the centralisation of ownership and the
reduction of scrvices. Churches are not immune. As clergy and services are
increasingly withdrawn from small centres, cach denomination offers, at most,
very occasional celebrations. If people wish to support their fragile local com-
munity, they will be drawn to inter-denominational practice and a more eclectic
spirituality. Can they maintain their Anglican, Uniting Church or Catholic
identity? One way to protect identity is to define some practices as Christian or
Catholic, and to proscribe others. This rarely works, for cxclusion tends to
exclude the Gospel. A better way may lic in hospitality. Good hospitality
presupposes a relaxed place in which we are at home, so that we can readily
invite others in and accept invitations to go out. But to welcome others and be
welcomed by others on their terms requires a strong sense of our own identity.

So we return to the challenge of globalisation: to sustain and empower
small communities within their own tradition, so that they can offer and receive
hospitality.

1drew Hamilton sy is Eurcka Street’s publisher.
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has said that trying leng Sary, ‘Brother
Nun or3’, insuch a tribunal would mcan
war. Sary was granted a pardon after organ-
ising a mass dcfection of Khmer Rouge
forces to the governmentin 1996, and is one
of half a dozen Khmer Rouge leaders from
Pol Pot’s inner circle still alive. The Prime
Minister has also stated that a version of
the law passed by parliament would be
cnacted before an aid-donors” mecting is
held in Japan later this month.

Whil¢ opinion is divided on how best to
deal with the past, there is also the desire of
many tofind out what motivated the Khmer
Rouge'sbutchery. Why did they kill so many?

Thisdcbhate is mirrored by another: what
to do with the piles of skulls and bones left
around the country as reminders of Khmer
Rouge brutality? Buddhists believe that the
spirit of a person is in limbo until their
remains are properly cremated. The Prime
Minister has promised a referendum on the
issue.

Perhaps it will be conducted next year
along with long-awaited communc clec-
tions. The stranglchold that Hun Sen’s CPP
party has on local politics has been the
comerstone of his success. If opposition
groups mount a scrious challenge there is
no doubt that more spirits will have to be
laid to rest.

Nonctheless, the survey's results paid
tribute to the desire of Cambodian voters to
determine their future. While less than 50
per cent thought the upcoming clections
wouldbe fair, 97 per cent said they intended
to vote. —Jon Greenaway

Disease
I unease

YEARS as a vceterinary surgeon,
Malcolm Ramsay has scen a lot more than
cats and dogs. In the carly '90s, he worked
in Cambodia. There he contributed to the
carly stages of the rebuilding of a rural
ecor. 1y which had been ravaged by war.
Amongother things, he trained local farmers
in animal husbandry.

‘1 first came across foot-and-mouth
discase in Cambodia,’ says Ramsay,
explaining that most villages know the
discasc to occur every three to five years,
som mes affccting many animals, some-
times only a few. Foot-and-mouth discase
{FMD) is endemic in Cambodia, which
means the virus is moving constantly
through the livestock populations. ‘It is

of ' or of serious livestock
health pro it periodically disrupt



village life. FMD causces serious hardship
when it kills young stock or when draught
animals go lame.’

Vaccine is not widely available in Cam-
bodia and is expensive. H provides only six
months’ immunity so is only uscful when
combined with discase monitoring and
livestock movement controls. ‘Vaccination
can be used strategically as part of an
cradication program. This was demon-
strated successfully by Indonesia whose
lastreported case was in 1983, In Cambaodia,
however, the eradication of FMD won't
cventuate until the government has an
improved capacity to monitor discasc and
control livestock movements.’

More recently, back in Australia,
Ramsay has been working for the Victorian
government in a program designed to deal
with the spread of Johne's disease among
sheep and cattle. However unfamiliar the
condition may be in suburbia, it’s not hard
to get sheep farmers talking about Johne's
discase. The symptoms of Ovine Johne's
Discase (OJD) are subtle. ‘“FMD is basically
a loud discasc, quick to announce itsclf
upon arrival,” says Ramsay. ‘OJD in com-
parison is a quict and insidious discase,
which can take ycears to reveal itsclf’
Ramsay explains that some farmers debate
whether it is really a discase and worth
worryingabout. Yct the discovery of OJD in
a flock means that those sheep may only be
sold for slaughter; they cannot be used for
breeding. This dramatically affects the valuc
of the livestock. Ramsay has found himsclf
in the difficult position of breaking
unwelcome news to farmers.

In March this ycar, Ramsay was in Devon
in England, also brecaking bad news. He
arrived when the outbreak of FMD was in
its carly stages. He was part of a group of 20
Australian veterinary and technical staff.

‘There’s an agreement between Britain,
Canada, New Zcaland and Australia to
provide assistance in the case of livestock
discase emergencics in those countries.
That's what was being honoured when
AFFA [Agriculture, Forestry, Fisherics
Australial and state agricultural depart-
ments asked their staff for expressions of
interest at the end of February. T believe
there was a huge response and Fwas one of
the lucky ones to be sent with the first
batch. We were replaced by fresh crews
when our month’s tour of duty was over.
We were divided into four groups and sent
to Cumbria, Staffordshirc, Devon and
Newecastle.’

Ramsay was put to work looking for the
discase. Almost immediately, he began

inspecting up to 3000 pigs, 800 sheep and
300 cattle in a day. It was a week before he
found FMD. First thing on a Tuesday
morning, he returned to a farm he had
visited three days carlier. The farm was
spread over five separate premises.

‘The previous surveillance visit had
taken all day and I'd come away feeling
somewhat chilled. My speech had been
slurred by the end of the day due to a mix of

c¢xhaustion and mild hypothermia. At least
for this visit [ was wearing some extra
laycers of clothing. I began with an inspec-
tion of the dairy herd and chatted with the
herdsmen at the first premises. I then
inspected numerous pens of ewes with
lambs. No cvidence of FMD. When we
arrived at the sccond premises the slect was
coming down at 30 degrees from horizontal
and icc was building up on the straw laid on
the driveway cntrance. I inspected a barn
with ninc-month-old heifers and steers and
noticed one steer slightly depressed with a
little frothy saliva at the mouth. All other
stock in the barn appeared normal. Three of
us pushed the steer up against the wall so
I could examine it. Parting the lips revealed
a number of vesicles in the mouth. When
I tried to extend the tongue, the epithelium
began to tear. 1 had no doubt that T was
looking at carly classic FMD lesions.’

Following instructions, Ramsay con-
tacted the MAFF [the Ministry for Agricul-
turc, Forestry and Fishing) and had the
diagnosis confirmed.

‘We immediately shot the steer using
the farmer’s gun and I took samples of
¢pithelium and fluid from the vesicles. We
then disinfected the area, covered the head
in a bag and dragged the animal into a pen
to separate it from the others. Based on my
investigations, the MAFF decided to slaugh-
ter stock on all five premiscs belonging to
this farmer and his extended family.’

Ramsay says that the following seven
days werce the hardest week’s work of his life.

‘T was responsible for managing all five
premiscs as we assessed, valued stock,
slaughtered, disposed of the remains and
disinfected.”

He supervised the burning of hundreds
of carcasscs.
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‘Onc of the hardest things for farmers
and vets alike was the sense of great waste
where herdsand flocks of apparently healthy
animals were destroyed. This became wide-
spread when the ‘firebreak cull” of stock on
ncighbouring propertics was introduced in
April. Although we all knew the cull was
for the greater good of the industry, the
scense of waste was deeply shocking as barn
after barn was filled with dead animals left
to rot until disposal could be organised.’

Ramsay says that all the farmers he
encountered, whether they had animals
destroyed ornot, felt caught up in a national
crisis, one he hopes Australia never has to
contend with.

‘It was the older farmers who coped less
well. Theard the same tear-filled story from
the 50- and 60-ycar-old farmers as they
described concern for their children who
farmed with them and who looked to the
farm for a future livelihood. The 20- and 30-
year-old children, for their part, scemed
more stoical and pragmatic, keen to get the
grisly work finished and start reconstruct-
ing their lives.’ —Michael McGirr

Reading

A(:NL\‘ NicwentuisiN is careful never to

patronisc people, particularly young ones,
who don't like rcading. As Managcer of the
Australian Centre for Youth Literature, she
ledaraftof partners in a nationwide rescarch
project, Young Australians Reading to find
out what was needed to make young people
want to read. The project was partly funded
by the Australia Council and undertaken
by the Sydney-based Woolcott Rescarch
Pty Led. The results make one optimistic:
of the 801 students [primary and sccond-
arylnotone wanted to be seen as belonging
to a group of reluctant rcaders: cven if
rcading was uncool in their circle, it was
much more uncool to be categorised as a
non-reader.

But if kids would like to be scen to be
readers, turning that into books read is the
challenge, and the report has numecrous
suggestions about making reading morce
attractive to the young. These all would
require some level of commitment and
investment: book covers designed to attract
the young, teen magazines publishing book
extracts, libraries making some concession
to youth nceds (teenagers are unimpressed
by the adult section and scornful of the
children’s section). The whole tone of the
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A well-tuned
cymb:

HORTLY AL TLR L RECENT US presidential clection, Time magazine published
essay extolling the ability of Chief Justice Rehnqguist to maintain public
contidence in the US Supreme Court. The Supreme Court was able to come out
of the confusion and doubtful legitimacy of the Florida disputed returns litigation
not only unblemished but, according to Time. with its reputation enhanced.

Chictf Justice Rehnquist has notoriously hard-Right political views, as do
two other judges on the Court {of nine judges, only three could be classified as
liberals]. Nonctheless, the Court has widespread public support, even among
Democratic voters. The reason, according to Time? Mystery. Rehnguist has refused
to allow the court’s proceedings to become a media circus like the € Simpson
trial. By keeping the televisions out it has maintained its sphinx-like dignity.

Onc of the perennial themes in judicial conference is the tension between
judicial independence, accountability, and the need to inform the public about
o 1 work and maintain confidence in the administration of justice.

From time to time, politicians and the tabloid press attack the judiciary, or
members of it. [n my experience, the responsce of judges to such attacks is almost
always defensive— a great deal of anguished complaint about the unfairness of our
attackers, but not much thought given to formulating more positive approaches.

In 1625, Francis Bacon, who had been a judge, published his cssay On
Judicature. He commented, ‘An over-speaking judge is no well-tuned cymbal .’
But what is an over-speaking judge?

Last year, Justice Michacl Kirby told a story about giving a specch in
Zimbabwe on ‘Breast Milk Substitutes and the Law’. It prompted a fellow judge
to ask, ‘Kirby, is there nothing you will not speak about?’

Kirby recently spoke publicly in support of the concept of public education.
He ventured, in diplomatic fashion, that public education ought not to be
diminished in favour of funding private schools. For this he was attacked both
by the Prime Minister and the federal Attorney-General, neither of whom
appeared to have read his speech, only a sclective and somewhat sensational-
iscd newspaper report of it. They claimed he was playing partisan politics. He
responded by correcting them in a media release.

Kirby presents a challenge to the traditional notion of judge as ‘man of
mystery’. He is the antithesis of the approach lauded by Time magazine. He is
the most prolitic writer of specches, articles and essays the Australian judiciary
has cver produced and he has been criticised as one who has no unexpressed
thoughts. As his sclf-deprecating story about Zimbabwe shows, he is aware of some
of the drawbacks of prolixity. Nonetheless, he scems to take the view that it is
to the public’s advantage to know what he thinks about all manner of things.

Will we increasce the quality of justice by being mum out of court? There is
no single or simple answer. One magistrate attacked by a talkback radio jock
rang up to defend himself. Others have taken defamation proceedings. Kirby
puts out the occasion.  media release. Attorneys-General used to speak for the
judiciary; not now. Most judges think, ‘Today’s news, tomorrow’s fish-and-chin
wrappers’” and get on with their work. The debate continues.

Séamus O’Shaughnessy is a NSW magistratc.
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report is one of intensity, urgency: despite
Nicwenhuisen’s tolerance of reluctant
readers, sheis trying hard to win them over.

Should we be worried about the reluc-
tant readers? One thing the rescarch did not
explore was the nexus, if any, between
being a reader for pleasure and being a
success at school work in general; school
grades werenotrevealed among the detailed
profiles obrained.

S e kids are just not going to read
much beyond their set texts an manuals.
Some would rather be doing somcething
clse, and that may well be just as valuable
as rcading tor pleasure. Scientists, athletes,
artisans: the latest John Marsden might not
be as important to them as it is to the
publishcers, the English teachers, the librarians.

Nicwenhuisenis not as worried as some
librarians and tcachers about this: “They
worry about the young men, ' shesays, ‘they
try to pick up the skatchoarders.” But she
remembers that in the 1960s many would
tinish school at 14 and get a job. *Yes, I'm
committed to reading and the importance
of rcading, to promoting the valuce of
reading  cultural, emotional, educational.
Butat the same time I think it's very impor-
tant to keep a clear perspective and not
make assumptions that people who are not
regular readers are not valuable to socicty !
She is very sure, however, that we would
sce more committed readers if the
conditions were right. “A lot of potential
readers aren’t well-served by their school
experience, their libraries and familics.”
Scho  nced, the report points out, tomake
morc time in the secondary curriculum for
free reading in the way primary schools do.

This, however, might be difficule to
achicvein the bulging timetables generated
by the frantic push for subject credibility
that occurred in the aftermath of the
Blackburn Report. In the rush to cover all
the requirements and keep an exhaustive
record of having donc so, there is hardly
time rtually to tcach, lct alone develop
any depth in the students’ experience of
literaturc. The slashing of statf and resources
made it harder than ever to teach reluctant
studc s properly, just as the pressure was
put on to keep them all at school till Year
12. The kind of disruption that used to be
cause  mainly by disaffceted Year Nines
could now persist into senior classes; com-
pliance had to be enforeced by the loading in
of cc  pulsory work requirements that
meant cnormous workloads for tecacher and
student. Reading for pleasure was always a
luxury for senior students: now it's a won-
derar  ave the time, even if they have the



desire. The report does not venture into
such territory: it focuses on smaller, more
achicvable goals than the rebuilding of an
entire cducation system that has been cut
to the marrow.

Young Australians Reading points out
that students often do not enjoy prescribed
texts, and that ‘as this often becomes all the
book rcading that they doinlater sccondary
years, it makes all their reading experiences
less enjoyable’. It reccommends better selec-
tion of texts; this is only common sense—
ask any parent who has had to help a
disgusted child slog through thin, dreary
‘issucs-bhased’ novellas.

Publishers are asked to help by market-
ing their wares more cffectively, but as
anyonc who has rcad Hilary McPhec’s Other
People’'s Words will now know, they also
nced to select better works and edit them
properly. Media campaigns with ‘famous
role models’ have worked in Canada;
Niewcnhuisen spoke glowingly of the surf
club that had gonce crazy for Harry Potter.
The Potter phenomenon has educators and
book people in general scrambling to sce if
the magic can spread. Will the reluctant
rcadcr who embraced the Potter series now
be primed for other titles, other authors?
Young Australians Reading has made a
decent diagnosis and suggested a course
of trcatment. The bean-counters and the
policy-makers will now have to deal
with it. —]Juliette Hughes

Think

.V -VHLRE ARE THE public forums that work?

Where can idcas be discussed civilly and
intelligently?

The public sphere in Australia is bigger
than it has c¢ver been. Through talkback
radio, market rescarch, television, radio,
email, specialist magazines and websites,
newspapers, public mectings, and many
other means, the opportunitics for the
expression of feelings and opinions arc
almost endless. And yet no-one scems to
think that public dcbate 1s in a healthy
condition.

My fecling is that the reason for this is
that nearly all public discussion has been
drawn into the realm of spectacle, into the
colosscum. Spectacle, cathartic emotion,
cxemplary myths, symbols, branding: these
arce the things that postmodern media are
good at. They present things at speed, and
for maximum impact. They are the
colosscum where public emotion can be

synthesised, amplified, and expressed. They
are the place where identity, opinion and
mythic narratives clash in a conflict
witnessed and judged by the citizens and
their Jeaders.

Every culture has a colosseum; cvery
culture needs onc. The spectacular expres-
sion of public emotion is part of human
history, and will remain so until the
{unlikely and undesirablel day we evolve
into entirely rational animals. The colos-
seum is part of civilisation, but so
is, or should be, the forum. And it
istheforum thatis toolittle visited
at present. The spectacle of staged
conflict and simulated clarity of
emotion has taken over too much ,
spacc. Too much work is done by
charisma and too little by open__
discussion. The price of this
imbalance is high, for we risk
paralysis on many of the most
pressingissues we face if we approach them
in postures of ritualised combat.

From 12 to 15July this year, abit of open
spacc for the pursuit of ideas will exist in
Adelaide, at the Festival of 1deas. Thinkers
from around Australia and the world will
converge for three days and four nights of
discussion under the broad themes of water,
pollution, rcconciliation, addiction/
intoxication, and cosmology. All the day-
time scssions will be free and, if the
cxperience of the first festival in 1999 is
anything to go by, the crowds will be large.
The cvent is modelled on the perennially
successful Writers” Week at the Adclaide
Festival, and has a broader canvas of the life
of the mind to work on: from physics to
politics, from religion to microbiology, and
from current affairs to archacology.

It is the sort of thing Adelaide does
really well. In a way, things like this are the
ripest fruits of the ‘big country town’ tecl
that Adclaide is so casily and cheaply
mocked for. This is a town on a human
scale, where people expect to be able to
meet and mix with the visitors from
overseas and interstate. Indeed, people fecl
aresponsibility as well as a right to exercise
their moral and intellectual citizenship.
They are not so disabled as people from
larger cities by the sense ot being onc among
millions.

It this makes the Festival sound as
worthy as a howl of home-made mucsli and
as snug as anice cup of tea, then that would
he a distortion, but not a wholly groundless
onc. There are mindful pleasures on offer,
opportunitics to listen, think, and talk about
issucs. The process is deliberative rather
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than spectacular. While speakers such as
Bishop John Spong, Vandana Shiva, Paul
Davics, Margarct Wertheim, Naomi Klein,
Phillip Adams, Saskia Sassen, Raimond
Gaita and Tim Flannery do cxist on the
intellectual edges of global celebrity, they
will be talking to an intelligent public, not
performing in somc sort of Disney on Ideas.
They will appear on their own, and with
less well-known thinkers. They will be
asked to explain their special subjects, and
to address more unpredictable
questions.

As politics has long been little
more than a gladiatorial battle,
nonc of the speakers is a presently
an active politician. The themes
relate to current concerns—water,
population, drugs, trade, recon-
ciliation—and to intcllectual
inquiry on the longue durée
cosmology, cthics, biology,
ccology. However, the important thing is
that these explorations will not be put into
the straitjacket of immediate ‘relevance’
that governs the news media. When pancls
talle about water, they will address carth
science, rcligious symbolism, patterns of
human scttlement (like water in citics, or
in the Murray-Darling basin}, and dangers
in places like the Mekong delta and the
Middl¢ East, where water wars scem almost
inevitable. And in all the themes there will
be similar opportunities for reflection over
time, and across intellectual disciplines
that have become too specialised to
communicate widely on their own.

Finally, all thisintcllectual pleasure and
cxploration takes place in open, uncor-
poratiscd space. Of course there are
sponsors, but they are mostly government
departments of semi-publicinstitutions like
the local universitics, and their promo-
tional works arc blessedly obscure. Onc of
the things that most struck me about the
1999 Festival was therelative lack of banner
advertising. We get so used to having every
piecce of space around us sold to someone for
marketing. We need civie spaces outside
this bombardment, outside the insistence
that we arc on this planct only to consume
more stuff. This is one.

—Robert Phiddian

This month's contributors: Jon Greenaway
is Eurcka Street’s South East Asia cor-
respondent; Michael MeGirr is the author
of Things You Get for Free and The Good
Life; Juliette Hughes is a freclance writer;
Robert Phiddian is senior lecturer in English
at the Flinders University of South Australia.
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As Arthur Koestler and many others have observed,
whereas humans have always had to live with the
certainty of their individual deaths, since Hiroshima,
humanity has to live with the prospect of its
annihilation as a biological species.

Yet it is not this apocalyptic scenario that most
concerns the visitor to the city’s commemorative
tacilities located in and around ‘Peacc Park’, the
epicentre of the Hiroshima cult. What impresses is
the impact of ‘the Bomb’ on the individuals who
experienced it, who can’t have been prepared for what
descended upon them from the blue. It is fatuous to
try to measure the relative awfulness of individual
horrific events. But when, in his meditation on the
moral dimensions and legacy of the hombing,
Hiroshima Notes (1965), the Nobel Prize-winner
Kenzaburo Oe describes Hiroshima as ‘the extremity
of human misery’, it is difficult to argue with him.

Onc might, however, want to arguce with some
aspects of Hiroshima’s Peace Memorial Museum.
Foreign visitors often complain that the Muscum’s
contextualising of the historical circumstances
surrounding the usc of ‘the Bomb’ is cursory at best,
cvasive at worst. The part of the exhibition which
reveals its effects on the human life of the city is
notable for its exemplary documentary emphasis. The
displays arc simple but cloquent—a watch stopped at
the precise second of the explosion, a photograph of a
kimono pattern imprinted on a young wonian’s back,
a little boy’s twisted bicycle. A glass showcase of
fingermails and shreds of skin kept by the mother of a
teenage victim {his name was Noriaki Teshima) is
accompaniced by the legend: ‘Suffering from terrible
thirst, he is said to have tried to suck the pus from
his raw, nail-less fingers.” That this scems to be an
unneccessarily grisly elaboration points to the real
problem with Hiroshima’s commemorative identity—
too much detail looks suspiciously exploitative. This
is a general problem with war testimonices, especially
in litcraturce. The claboration of war horrors has a
potentially anaesthetic cffect on the reader, hardening
rather than arousing scensibilities. But at lcast British
World War I writers, for example, or cven Jewish Holo-
caust survivors, had a textual and cultural tradition
upon which to draw in constructing their cataclysmic
narratives. The inscribers of ‘Hiroshima’ had no such
precedents. Not surprisingly, they continually com-
plain that they lack the words, the literary language,
to describe what they saw and endured.

Nevertheless, what Hiroshima survivor-writers—
such as Tamiki Hara and Yoko Ota, and also Nagasaki’s
great, tragic memorialist Takashi Nagai-—do com-
municate are those intangible things no museum can
adequately exhibit. Not lcast, they express the demor-
alising effects of so much random human slaughter,
the impact of such sights as old ncighbours fighting
over possession of unidentifiable corpses presumed
to be family members, the irreparable ‘cracks and
fissures’ {as Nagai called them) created among both
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individuals and communitics by such colossal
uphcaval. In other words, the spiritual wreckage of it
all, evident even as Japan frantically rebuilt in the
post-war years. The quantity of Hiroshima writing is
immense, and testimony to the determination of the
survivors to describe the indescribable Yet, with the
exception of Masuji Ibuse’s canonisc novel Black
Rain (and Ibusce wasn’t even a hibakushal, the
writing has had ttle impact. Amazingly, in his
incisive study of atomic representations, Nuclear
Criticism (1993}, Ken Ruthven ignores the Japancse
perspective except for a single fleeting reference to
Black Rain. Did Ruthven consider it irrelevant, when
comparcd with how the spectre of omnicide has
haunted the Western imagination? But Hiroshima
literature as little status in the metropolitan literary
cultures of Japan cither, being considered a marginal
genre. Much of it is now out of print, and is regarded
coolly by a public  »t wishing to be again confronted
with the horrors ot war, and perhaps unwilling to face
up to the ironic ¢ scquences of its present depend-
ence on nuclear ¢ rgy.

The vircual erasure of atom bomb literature from
the critical recor  is both curious and regrettable,
because Hiroshima writing should command our
attention. Nuclear weapons, as Margarcet Thatcher
once remarked, ‘¢ V't be uninvented’. The Cold War
may be over, but the nu ar threat remains as deadly
as cver, and has become menacingly dispersed across
the globe. Yet complacency, or what Ken Ruthven
calls ‘nuclear amnesia’, prevails. The dropping of ‘the
Bomb’ is now historically distant, and popular fiction
and film have so worked over the idea of ‘nuclear
holocaust” as to make it scem comfortingly fictional.

Nowhere is this nuclear amnesia more troub-
lingly cvident th  in  an. Copics of Black Rain,
Hiroshima Notes and Nagai's The Bells of Nagasaki
might be available in the tourist kiosk in Hiroshima's
Peace Park, but it is the T-shires showing that
fashionably iconic image of the silhouetted, skull-like
‘Genbaku Domu’ or Atom Bomb Dome, that the
sightseers want. o provincial’, says the Japanese
litecrary cstablish  2nt of the collective Hiroshima
testimony. Of cor ¢ it is heavily localised, for what
can be more immediate than the wholesale destruc-
tion of one’s home environment? But it also share: 1
universal paradigm of the journey, albeit of a singularly
domestic naturc. A journcy in a city changed in a flash;
a difficult journcy into an uncertain future, under-
taken in a sea of ashes; a journcy into the unknown,
as radiation illnesses lurked and progressed; a journey
to recover human dignity. Reading the accounts is a
harrowing journcy too, vicariously, but nonctheless
utterly, engaging. Most of all, the significance of
Hiroshima writing ‘travels’ across time and place Tr
is as compelling now as it cver was.

Robin Gerster’s latest book is Legless in Ginza:
Orientating Japan (Melbourne University Press).












Democracy rulec ...

The meaning of the London May Day protests.

="

= 1B TERM ‘mo’, short for mobile
vulgus, the excitable crowd, was first
coined during England’s Glorious Revolu-
tion of 1688. The London mob was the first
one so designated, and the term sub-
scquently came to be the political code or
shorthand for vulgar, irrepressible reality.

The London mob, so feared by rulers,
police and newspaper editors, has roared
in the city strects for hundreds of years,
¢ on holidays, and often smashing
and ‘liberating’ the property of their foes.
In 1517 the rioters of ‘Evil May Day’
targeted the property of rich foreign crafts-
men and merchants, whom they held
responsible for their atrocious ecconomic
conditions. In 2001, the protestors of the
damp and uninspiring May Day felt that
Habitat, Barclay’s Bank and a small
electrical goods shop in the Tottenham
Court Road were responsible for child
labour, the destruction of rainforests, global
warming, GM crops, traffic, pollution,
multinational companics, global brand-
ing, Third World dcbt, and sanctions
against [ran. Or perhaps they just needed
a bathroom and a nice lie down.

This May Day’s protests were su— 0s-
cdly highly planned. This would not be
v sual in London’s history, if it were
true. By the late 18th century the London
mob had beccome less spontaneous and
more strategic. John Wilkes' campaigns
for wider parliamentary representation,
civil liberties {for bourgeois Englishmen)
and the freedom of the press during the
1760s and 1770s, for example, were sup-
ported by demonstrations where windows
got smashed and wealthy Londoners’
houses were attacked. So it continued
through the next couple of centuries,
mostly in targeted campaigns—Corn
Laws, suffragists, race, Campaign for
Nuclear Disarmament and anti-Vietnam
marches. May Day, though, has become
ditfuse, an occasion for discontent about
the quality of our lives.

This ycar's May Day demonstration
was a damp squib.
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We were warned, tor weeks, that it
would be war. Papers ran grainy, closed-
circuit TV picturcs of the supposed
‘organisers’ {the ‘24 missing anarchists’}
and police warnings to stay away from
what would undoubtedly be a confron-
tation between 6000 police and an army
of international conspirators.

What happened? It rained. It rained a
lot. Big stores and offices put up plywood
hoardings. The 30 or so self-important
‘anarchists’ squatting in a warchouse let
themselves be searched that morning by
police, who were using an obscure and
slightly objectionable power based on an
apprchension of conspiracy to damage
property. They found an acrosol paint
can, a carpenter’s knife and a small
amount of cannabis in the rucksack of a
Dane who thought it was legal here.
Nobody showed up for the proposed mass
tceding of the doomed pigeons of Trafal-
gar Squarc. Cyclists blocked Charing
Cross momentarily to highlight safety
and pollution concerns. There was street
theatre at Euston, free vegie burgers at
King's Cross, and at lunchtime unionists
marched with drums behind the red flag
through the Angel chanting, ‘The people,
united, will never be defeated.’

Meanwhile, back in the city ... aftera
gathering at Her Majesty’s Theatre organ-
ised by the Socialist Workers’ party, or-
ganisers of the crowd of about 2000 told
the amiable yellow-jacketed police escort
that they might just drift up towards
Oxtord Street, which they did, with no
objection, at about 3pm. Then, everything
changed. New police, grim-faced, dark-
clothed riot police, silently encircled and
cut them off, saying politely but firmly,
to those already there, ‘you may not

JUNE 2001

OKY¢

lecave’ and to others, ‘you may not come
in’. 17 erc was milling, singing, and
people peeing in the gutter. After an hour
or so someone threw a plastic bottle. Half
an hour later the man in charge of the
Met operation was telling a TV reporter
that about 4000 or 5000 pcople were throw-
ing bottles and missiles at his officers.

By this time an objective observer
would have seen that the whole of central
London had been brought to a halt
because of the atmosphere of tension and
expected violence promoted by police,
politi  ns(PM Tony Blair ‘condemned the
violence’ that day, before there was any)
and t press. Yet for hours the trapped
crowd sang ‘Bohemian Rhapsody’, ‘Ycl-
low Submarine’, and ‘If you’re happy and
you k  w it, clap your hands!’

Yes, there was violence  camc hours
later, as frustrated and tired people tried
to leave and were driven back by police
on horscback, with batons, truncheons
and shiclds, and even then most were
retreating in fear of being crushed. Some
ratbags did smash windows and thicve,
once they had got away.

This was ot a London mob. This was
a police exercise: promoted, planned and
execu 1with Singaporean cfficiency. For
the people, May Day 2001 was the Day

That Nothing Much Happened. 1t
was not a great day for democracy.
L

WASN'T REALLY a great week for demo-
cracy. That week the government
annot  zed the appointment of 15 new
‘life peers’ to the Housc of Lords. These
appointments, by an independent Com-
mission rather than the more usual
patronage of the Prime Minister, were
supposed to be the ‘people’s peers’ and to
mark the high point of Blair’s commit-
ment to political reform, after he
abolished hereditary peers’ right to sit in
the House in 1999. Based on the DEMOS
think 1k proposal, derived from ancient
Athens, whereby citizens were cho: at
randc  to rule the city-state, these new



lifc peers were not to be drawn from
narrow elites but from the ranks of
ordinary people: onc need only apply.

Of course, cven in Athens only some
citizens were eligible: no slaves, aliens
or women, for example, could take part
in the ballot. And so it was in London.
More than 3000 people did send in their
CVs, the vast majority from London. The
‘people’s peers’ comprise seven knights,
four charity workers, a lord’s wife and
three professors. Most come from Lon-
don or the south-cast; the majority have
already got awards from Her Gracious
Majesty, 11 are already in Who's Who,
just four of them are women, and there’s
not one nurse, pensioner, volunteer
worker or plumber, and not one working-
class git among them. The new Establish-
ment has engaged in an act ot homosocial
reproduction.

It is truc that it is now a liberal estab-
lishment. But if I were a native Londoner,
I would take to the streets over the power-
ful words of Lord Stevenson, head of the
sclection committee, on class, merit and
reward in the Workers’ Paradise:

You haven’t got your hairdresser in this
list, but if you go back to our criteria, one
of them is that the human being will be
comfortable operating in the House of
Lords. Before we were to nominate some-
once from that kind of background with an
outstanding achicvement in his or her
chosen way of life, we would have to be
very, very confident that they would feel
comfortable standing up in debates and
talking and cutting it. I don’t rule out the
possibility that someone of that kind will
be appointed, but it would be a great
responsibility on our part appointing them.
We would have to do it very carefully.

Lord Stevenson might learn some-
thing from the proceedings of our Aus-
tralian Constitutional Convention, in
1998. That unruly mob learned very
quickly how politics, and the wishes of
ordinary people to rule themselves, are
done, and done over, in parliaments.

This fear and disrespect of the com-
mon sense of the common man and wom-
an shows that the ‘mother of all
parliaments’ has become an old madam,
demanding ‘respect’ which she no longer
deserves.

Moira Rayner is Director of the London
Children’s Rights Commissioner’s Office.

Science burning Bush

N A CURIOUS TwIsT, science is rapidly becoming the conscience, the Thomas a
Becket, of the US Bush administration. It’s an odd reversal of roles. It is more
usual for science, with its wealth of ideas, to be pushing against legislative
barriers erccted by politicians. But in the past few months, we have scen in
George W. Bush a politician who refuses to be constrained by science.

Science and politics are, of course, two completely different worlds and
clearly, different standards of certainty arc used in science and in politics.
Nowherc is this illustrated better than in the case of George W. versus the
climate-change scientists.

Bush, you will remember, has withdrawn American support for the Kyoto
agreement on reducing greenhouse gas emissions to slow the rate of global warm-
ing. He argued that scientists themsclves were still disputing whether global
warming was real. Now that is an interesting contention, given that support
among climate scientists for the idea that human activity is causing global
warming runs at well over 90 per cent—according to Robert Watson, the co-
chair of the world’s chicef scientific body on global warming, the Intergovern-
mental Panel on Climate Change.

Worse, American scientists are busy presenting the other side of the coin
to Bush in a government report entitled Climate Change Impact on the United
States. In it, he will learn that doing nothing about global warming may well
have repercussions close to home. These include less snow in the Rockics, which
will reduce the water supply to desert citics (including Los Angeles); more
hurricanes in Florida; and rising sea levels and hotter temperatures along the
heavily populated castern scaboard.

Then there is the Bush administration’s desire to develop its anti-missile
shicld. While the government is arguing the virtues of such a system, very little
of substance has been said about how it will work. Perhaps that is because most
scientists don’t believe it’s possible. So far, only onc of three tests of a missile-
based system has worked, and that test was widely believed in the science world
to be a fluke or a fraud. And an Isracli expert has recently stated that an air-
borne laser-based system would be unworkable because the beam would be
irrctrievably scattered and weakened by aerosols in the atmosphere by the time
it rcached its target. {Who will rid me of these turbulent scientists?’)

Those pesky rescarchers—government biologists at that—arc cven out there
in the wilderness denigrating the President’s plan to have Congress approve oil
drilling in the Arctic National Wildlifc Refuge in Alaska. In direct contradic-
tion to Exxon, a recent report from the US Fish and Wildlife Service says that
most seabird populations show no signs of recovery more than a decade after
the Exxon Valdez oil spill in southern Alaska. Collcagues from the same agency
further north are predicting disaster for caribou herds—already in poor shape—
if the drilling is allowed to go ahead. The arca earmarked for activity happens to
be right in the middle of the caribou calving grounds.

Science, it appears, has become the spectre at the Bush dance.

Tim Thwaites is a freclance science writer.
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Recalling McAule

Recent biographies of James McAuley, including
Michael Ackland’s Damaged Men, fail to explain why

the man has proved so compelli ;.

N Fesruary of his last year, Jim McAuley took me
to lunch in Hobart, to Murc’s Fish House in Battery
Point. He paid. We’d just finished a 200-minute
English staff meeting at the University of Tasmania.
Part of it was given to ascertaining the ‘correct’ plural
of rhinoceros. {There are threc or four options as it
happens. Ionesco was on the syllabus.) Needless to
say, Jim had not been in the chair. At lunch—at lcast
as long as the staff mecting—he told me that he had
sccondary cancers in the liver, and would not survive
beyond the end of the year. Medical friends were
deeply engaged. There would be treatments in Sydney,
but only by way of postponement. He was dircct,
angry, uncomplaining. When he died, on 15 October
1976, T was astonished to find that onc¢ senior
colleaguc (who had been on leave) had not known how
ill Jim was. For Jim kept his life in compartments. It
was said of him that he had cronies, rather than friends.

I had comc back from Oxford to tutor at the Uni-
versity of Tasmania, where Jim had been one of my
teachers from 1968 to 1973. At Mure’s he was
welcoming me back, although not in the expectation
that I would, or should, stay long. I didn’t. Not many
years before—in 1970—he had been diagnosed with
bowel cancer. This came as a shock to his daughter
who, I recollect, had been about to go to the same
cancelled lecture (to have been given by her father) as
I was. After Jim had recovered from surgery, a Malay-
sian mate, tutor and postgraduate student in the
English department, Salleh ben Joned, had gone out
with me to Calvary Hospital to sce Jim. (Salleh, a poet,
colummist, academic, would later return to Malaysia,
fall foul of the humourless Mahathir regime, and end
up in Scandinavia.} For relaxation, Jim was rcading
Anthony Powell, the 12 volumes of A Dance to the
Music of Time. It was an indulgence not till then
permitted, but a real refreshment for him. It wasn't
then—to be vigilant about remembrance—that he
famously said, ‘better a semi-colon than a full stop’.

In the early spring of 1976, while Jim was still
coming to work, I was chatting in his office (never
ask, ‘How are you?’}. On his desk, in his crabbed but
beautiful penmanship, was a poem on a single,
cxpensive sheet of paper. When he saw me reading it
upside down, he put the poem away in the top drawer.
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The title was ‘Explicit’. It was intended, with a grave
theatricality, to be his last poetic testament. Ron Had-
drick read 'Explicit’ on the three-hour ABC program
that went to air some Sunday nights after Jim’s death.
Friends like Vin Buckley fondly reminisced. Several
of McAulcy’s hymns were performed. Meanwhile,
having begun ‘Explicit’ darkly jesting: ‘Fully tested
I've been found/Fit to join the underground’, he was
perhaps discoveri:  what substance there was in his
conclusion; how 1ong would be that “dark and cold’
winter, before springtime, when “the wattle turns to
gold’.

As school kids, cager to get to university,
numbers of us knew of McAuley; marvelled that a
rcal poct would scttle in Tasmania; would teach us.
There was more than one, of course. Gwen Harwood
had given a talk to our English class at Hobart
Matriculation College when this smart-arse recalled
the hoax of hers on the Bulletin, the acrostic sonnets
from Heloise to Abelard and back which so aggrieved
the editor, Donald Homne {they spelled out: so LoNG
RULLFTIN FUCK ALL EDITORS). Only a very few years later,
in 1969, McAuley and Harwood read together at an
undergraduate literary society mecting in Hobart.
(This was an occasion which Jim regularly supported,
reading another timc with his old mate Alec Hope.l
This time he read from Surprises of the Sun—
Romantic, self-questing pocms that should forever

have disturbed characterisations of his
I verse that politics largely dictated.

N MICHAEL ACKLAND'S parallel lives of McAuley and
Harold Stewart, Damaged Men, he quoted acquaint-
ances of Jim who disturbingly asked whether the Emn
Malley poems werce all for which he would be remem-
bered. They weren’t. £ hough the effects of this
marvellously deft  nposture continued to haunt its
victims, and two generations of their defenders,
I scarcely heard Jim mention the hoax. My impres-
sion was that it had long ceased to matter to him.
That it has mattered, for so long, at such length, to
many others bespeaks a culture thinner than it thinks
itself to be. It also indicates how the indictment of
Jim’s conscrvative  olitics was wilfully imported into
judgments of his puctry—first he assaults modernism,
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Upping the Aunty

s THE ABC ‘lazy, presumptuous with taxpayers’
money ... flabby, and incoherent” as Paul Ham said in
March in the Svdney Morning Herald? s it inefficient
and in need of reform, as Richard Alston, the Minister
for Communications and the Arts, has been saying
for five years?

The motive tor allegations is casy enough to find.
Opinion surveys consistently show that the ABC is
Australia’s most respected organisation. It is publicly
funded, but independent of the government. This
attracts the hostility of Treasury, Finance, and much
of the Canberra establishment. More dangerous still,
it provides a platform for all viewpoints, including
many which are unwelcome to governments and
vested interests. No wonder it is attacked as a faction-
riven burcaucracy. But where is the factual material
for the attacks? It will not be found in the public record
of over ten reviews plus inquiries every ycar, from a
host of parliamentary, public service and audit bodies.
The ABC rates very well in those reviews.

Unfortunately, some ABC insiders are among the
source of the rumours and damaging ‘factual’ material.
Since the ABC employs the nation’s largest number
of journalists, it should not be surprising that some
spend their time exposing the alleged wickedness of
their own organisation. In some parts of the ABC, a
communication problem with the boss becomes a
public scandal demanding a Royal Commission. That
is just a fact of life, a part of the free, journalistic culture,
and a cross which most ABC pcople, from junior staff
to division heads, carry as the price of free speech.

Quentin Dempster is a crusading ABC journalist
famous for his book about whistleblowers and his
cxposure of corruption in the Bjelke-Petersen govern-
ment in Queensland. His new book, Death Struggle.
attempts to exposc the wickedness of ABC leadership.
The cover promiscs an exposé of the way ‘political
malice and boardroom powecr-plays are killing the
ABC’. Well, there is some political malice from
Canberra. It starts with politicians who have been
wounded by news and current affairs programs. But
the tabloid approach of this book misses the point.

Death Struggle claims to expose misdeeds by
‘political animals at their most dangerous—from Bob
Hawke and Paul Keating to John Howard, Richard

Alston, Donald McDonald and Brian Johns. Through
the eyes of a key player we gain an up-close and
personal view ..." and so on. The problem is that there
is almost no cvidence of the political animals doing
anything dangerous. This sensational treatment
overlooks the fact that Canberra’s way of strangling
an organisation is much more effective, and indirect:
via bureaucratic channels, and through 101 different
impacts on finance and resources.

What about the alleged ‘hoardroom power-plays’?
Whatever problems Donald McDonald may have as
current chair of the ABC, or Jonathan Shier as
managing dircector, there is no current suggestion of
‘boardroom power-plays’. And Death Struggle does not
tell us about the power-plays in the period it covers,
from 1992 to 2000. There were a few power-plays, but
nobody was stupid enough to try them at a board
meeting. The back cover also promises ‘a chilling
account’ by Dempster as an investigative journalist.
The keyword of the 350-page book seems to be
‘scandal’. Everything opposed by the Community and
Public Sector Union (CPSUJ seems to have become a
‘scandal’. Yes, the book does rehash some mistakes

in management and strategy, but it takes
S imagination to turn them into scandals.

OMEBODY NEEDS TO cxplain that this book is
misleading. It misrepresents the dedication of
thousands of ABC people who delivered an excellent
service throughout the 1990s. It is potentially dam-
aging to public broadcasting, because a book by a
former staff-clected director looks more authoritative
than a tabloid newspaper article. People who care
about the ABC may be persuaded to believe this
account, and enemies of public broadcasting may
claim it proves their case.

I was chair of the board for five of the years the
book covers. I feel an obligation, even at the risk of
drawing attention to the book, to say in print, and for
the record, that this catalogue of alleged scandals,
blunders and politics bears no resemblance to what
was happening at the ABC, or what the main issues
were.

In the 1990s, the ABC invigorated Australian
media as never before. Australian drama reached
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cven kleptocracy; the recent mutiny of the
army stems morce from gross neglect than
insubordination. While there is progress in
negotiating devolution in Bougainville, the
province cannot return to its pre-civil war
prosperity. And population growth is among
the highest in the world there, and in the
contiguous Solomons which is riven by
sccessionism and despoiled by Asian
loggers. Its government must SO0n ¢ease to
function altogether without salvage which,
if it happens, will be reluctantly and
probably even futilely rendered, because
the causes will not be readily recognised.
Any salutary post-mortem will have to
move beyond the ritual retrospects of
exploitative colonialism to the troglodytism
of the late three-time Prime Minister,
Solomon Mamaloni, and those whorelished
his pork-barrclling. In Vanuatu we have
just had the ludicrous spectacle of an Indian
trade and investment adviser becoming a
government official by depositing an alleged
82.5kg ruby {‘the world’s biggest’) as an
carest of his philanthropic intent to invest
in the biggest infrastructural projects the
country has scen. He said he might donate
it to the nation. He claims it is worth $317
million; passing through Australia its
declared value was $40,000. A more
notorious finance haven is Nauru (pop.
11,360 which includesimmigrant workers),
infamous now not just forits lunar crater of
colonial eco-devastation but for its patron-
age of the moncey-laundering of huge crimi-
nal gains, cspecially from Russia. In Fiji
(pop. 800,000), the largest of Pacific Island
states after Papua New Guinca, the latest
racial-constitutional crisis may prove
irresolvable and may be seriously aggravated
by the end of this year as morc Indian
farmers losce their leascholds. More
emigration is likely, and where
better than to Mrs Hanson's land?

1ITH sTrAaTEGIC denial at least for the
time being a dead issue, all this ironically
points to an increasingly burdensome role
for Australia, especially in Mclanesia and,
to a lesser extent, for New Zcealand, prima-
rily in Polynesia. Our mighty partner, the
USA, cxpects us to shoulder it although,
presumably, it will continuc to keep its
own cye on Micronesia. Failed and new
states in Africa and the former USSR and
Yugoslavia have become competitors for
the aid and investment funds of other
powers. Atthe launch of The Pacific Islands:
An Encyclopedia, Forcign Minister Alex-
ander Downer gave anunexpectedly cloquent
speech, showing that he at least saw the

urgencey of a less patronising and more ho-
listic responsc to Oceania. It is to be hoped
he can persuade some of his more capahle
departmental officers to point their careers
in that direction. Andin view of the boorish
behaviour at Islander forums of at least two
of our primc ministers in the past, this
cneyclopedia should inspire more respect
for Pacific customs.

Grotesquely, during the last decade,
when we should have expeceted our tertiary
institutions to provide the research,
instruction and training to understand our
region, they have been deprivedof the funds
and incentives to do so. The Pacific History
department (sct up in 1950), and related
disciplinesin the Research School of Pacific
Studies at the Australian National Univer-
sity, led the worldin this arca and developed
postgraduate programs for Pacific Islanders.
Gradually these disciplines were watered
down to include South East Asian and East

Asian studics. No Pacific History is taught
at undergraduate level at the ANU today.
Courses at the universitics of New South
Wales, Adclaide and Newcastle or at La
Trobe and Macquarie universities no longer
exist. It is not good enough in the current
climate for politicians to say it is up to
universitics to choose what they teach. For
salient disciplines like this, appropriate
pressure or carmarked funds should be
applied. This is why this colour-coded one-
volume cncyclopedia is overdue, and
umperative even. It hasbeensome five years
in the making and, to its great credit, AusAID
has contributed $107,000 to its preparation
and publication. In pursuit of flexibility
and inclusiveness, some 200 scholars from
Canberra to Cardiff, from Masscy [NZ) to
Marscilles, have been recruited.

It wo | be misleading, however, to
give the impression that the tome is
pre-cminently political. Itisa compendium
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of factual reference relating to the physical
environments of the Pacific Islands, their
peoples and diasporas, histories, social
organisations, economics and cultures, as
well as political systems. These issues are
grouped under thematic headings rather
than as items in alphabetical order, so that
commonalitics as well as differences can be
emphasised—for cxample in scections on
language, indigenous chicfly systems and
religion. Whilcitisinvidioustoselectitems
for praisc, a general reader (and this book is
not just tor Pacific scholars) will find the
discussion on climatc change, globhal
warming and related phenomena rational
and rcadable, as is the section on World
War I1.

There are generous profiles of cities,
chicfs, cxplorers, missionaries, obscrvers
{even Denis Diderot, whoneverleft Europel,
scientists {some often neglected like Lajos
Biro), anthropologists {Mcad and Wedg-

woodl, explorers, politicians, sportspeople,
and writcers, both indigenous and visiting.
This allows full scope for nit-picking as to
who should be in or out. The editors have
been indulgent, including Somerset
Maugham as well as Mclville and Michencr,
and poct James McAuley on the basis of his
minor cpic, Captain Quiros, and other
writings. But Kenncth Slessor because of
the long poem ‘Five Visions of Captain
Cook’? Still, Danicl Defoce and his
inauthentic Man Friday are there too.
The final grouping, ‘Island Profiles’,
proceeds for casy reference from 'American
Samoa’ to’Vanuatu’ and ‘Wallis and Futuna’
and, imaginatively, includes areas which
are neither states nor dependencies, such as
Chatham Islands (NZ), Galapagos Islands
{Ecuador}, Irian Jaya (Indonesia), Ryukyu
Islands (Japan)and Torres Strait Island (Aus-
tralia). The inclusion of the last-named
should alert Australian readers to the fact
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that their off-shore fronticr is populated by
Pacific Islanders, and that there have been
at lcast fouroccasionsin the '80sand '90s in
which calls for sceession have been made in
this Eddic Mabo territory.

It would be too much to expect these
davs that, in general, the unvarnished
lucidity of most entrics did not owe a great
deal to the two cditors, Brij Lal and Kate
Fortune, especially as the contributors are
not expected to be hidebound by past con-
ventions of excluding all but ‘objective,
veritiable, uncontroversial facts’. Lal and
Fortune justitiably claim that they are
‘comfortable with the knowledge that
scholarship is partial, fluid and changing'.
They accept its ‘tentativeness and inescap-
able subjectivity” without lapsing into the
modishness and jargon that made, for
example, The Cambridee History of the
Pacific Islanders (1997), at times preten-
tious and uncommunicative, especially the
parts written by anthropologists.

The work is admirably illustrated, with
images of people, fauna, flora, artefacts,

documents and maps. We are assured that
‘great care’ has been taken ‘to select images
which do not dchumanize or exoticize’
people—an admirable bias as long as it is
recognised as such. {Sec particularly the
scection on ‘Dress and decorative art’ and
‘Performance’.) However, while “the visual
representation of the West’s others is
problematic’, we need not wallow in sclf-
doubt. T am rather sceptical of obligatory
deference to deconstruction such that we
have to believe that a photograph ‘may
provide as much information about the
photographer as the photograph’. True, it
may, butmorc oftenitdocs not. To test this
once could ask Malcolm Frascer as a benign
eminence to take cthnographic photographs
in Easter Island.

Speaking of which, perhaps today the
book would not be quite encyclopedic if it
did not give an cxample of postmodern
modes of discourse. So our cditors have
included a narrative of the mutiny on the
Bounty, in which we find that “the theatre’
of Bligh’s mutiny was held at London’s
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Theatre Roy,  soon after his return. How-
cver, ¢ ttle later “the theatre of the stage’
had to bow to ‘the theatre of the courts’,
which was supplemented by “a theatre of
rumour and gossip’. Finally, we are told
that “the theatre of the Bounty has had its
bicentenary’ [1989) which does not quite
mean that the Bounty has been a subject tor
‘theatre’ for 200 ycears. Rather, what hap-
pened on the Bounty, according to the
author, was ‘purc theatre’, which raises the
cpistemological question of what was
‘actuality’. Orarc time, spaccand eventsall
metaphorical or metonymical these days?
In which casc we may need a new word tor
the conventional sense of metaphor. The
wise cditors fortunately preface this
exquisitely self-conscious narrative with a
14-linc summary of what basically happened
and follow it with a paragra  on William
Bligh himsclf. But it is a wordy way 1o
have to illustrate a problem.

James iffinis emeritus professorof history
at the University of Papua New Guinea.

Church, demccracy

/f_'_|

e [iE Caritonic CHURCH 18 not a
democracy.” How often do we hear this
from Catholic conscrvatives? Of course it
is a not inaccurate statement of the actual
si 1tion in the Catholic Church of today,
and it is defensible as a very genceral
theological statement. But does it mean, as
it usually scems to mean in the mouths of
clerical burcaucrats and others, that there
is no place in the church for due process,
consultation of the taithtul, and respect tor
people? Or that the Floly Spiritonly operates
through the autocrat, the seceret delator, the
non-clected?

Suchasentimentalsodisplays historical
ignorance. Manv features of carly church
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and dissent

life were, indeed, democratic: the clection
of bishops by the whole congregation, pro-
longed public discussion of doctrine, and
the administration of communal resources
by the laity. A degree of democratisation is
not just an aegiornamento, a catching up
with current standards of public life, but
also a return to Christian basics.

On the other hand, the neglect of due
process by the Vatican, especially by the
Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith
|{CDF), has inrecent times become a scandal
with conscquences highly detrimental to
the papacy itself. In the recent case of the
Belgian Jesuit theologian, Jacques Dupuis,
the Congregation succeeded inhumiliating
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the pope by having to withdraw two versions
of their list of alleged errors, already signed
by Pope John Paul, which Dupuis and his
Australian Jesuit theological adviser were
able to demonstrate were not to be found in
the book.

These and similar themes run through
the two recent books by Paul Collins, as
well as his carlicr Mixed Blessings and
Papal Power. Collins, an historian and a
theologian, or perhaps better a master ot
historical theology, uses his expertise as
well as his long experience in the media to
illuminate the deeper sources of current
differences within the Catholic Church.

There have been several recent general






law (which, ina somcewhatparallel instance,
protects individuals from being foreed to
‘manifest their conscienee’).

As an eminent theologian wrote in the
standard commentary on the Decrees of
Vatican I1: “Over the pope as the expression
of the binding claim of cceclesiastical
authority, there still stands one’s own con-
science, which must be obeyed before all
celse, if necessary even against the require-
ment of ceclesiastical authority. This
emphasis on the individual, whose con-
science confronts him with a supreme and
ultimate tribunal, and one which is beyond
the claim of external social groups, even of
the official Church, also cstablishes a
principle in opposition to increasing
totalitarianism.’

Another common teaturc to these cases
is that they involve priests and religious,
professional church people who mostly
dependfor theirlivelihood on the church. It
is tempting, but probably unfair, to sce in
this a certain vindictiveness on the part of
Roman ccclesiastical carcerists. However,
the cffects—psychological, personal and
professional——on those who have given a
lifetime to the church are enormous. The
anguish that comes through in Collins’
interviews is heart-wrenching. No doubt
they will survive, and pick up the shattered
picces of their personae. But what is the
cost, and what must we think of a church
that thinks such human suffering is a price
worth paying?

Paul Collins reminds us that what Hans
Kiingonce called ‘creeping infallibility” has
become in recent time ‘galloping infallibil-
ity as the CDF sceks to extend it to all
a ctsof the ‘ordinary magisterium’ of the
church. What is needed is some historical
perspective. Robert McClory, in Faithful
Dissenters (Orbis Books, 20001, lists the
dissenters, from Aquinas and Galileo to Yves
Congar and John Courtney Murray, whom
history has vindicated against their papal
critics. A solid dose of history is needed by
many defenders of ahistorical orchodoxy.

It 1s less than two centuries sincee Pope
Leo XIT solemnly asserted: “Anyone who
has recourse to vaccination ceases to be a
child of God ... Smallpox is a judgment
from God ... and vaccination a challenge
hurled against heaven. Papal fatuities from
Boniface VIII's solemn statement that ‘it is
altogether necessary to salvation for every
human creature to be subject to the Roman
Pontift’ to Pius XI's rejection of ‘progress,
liberalism and modern civilisation’ remind
us of the dangers of such excesses. The first
victim is the credibility of the papacy itsclf.
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What might be done! Somece of Collins’
conclusions at the end of Upon this Rock
may scem utopian, although one might
arguc that the Kingdom of God is itsclf the
supreme utopia and demands a utopian
government. In any case, police-state
mcthods without police-state efficiency are
hardly the answer.

Collins first dirccts his attention to
reform of the Roman curia. Its extremely
centralised structure isimpossibly cumber-
some under modern conditions. Can one
frail old man, or a vigorous young one for
that matter, bear the weight of the world
flooding in by ¢mail, fax, vidco and print?
And why should he? Might not decision-
making be devolved, as it was for most of
the church’s history, to local bishops, local
synods, local Christian communities? This
could enhance the authority of the papacy
by restaring its proper function.

Communion with the centre is essen-
tial but relatively casy today. Why, asks

Collins do we need the antiquated (and,
I wou dd, non-biblicall structure of the
college of cardinals, which cvolved out ot
the senior clergy of the diocese of Rome?
Might not the World Synod of Bishops plav
the role that it scemed destined to play for
a bricf cuphoric moment after the Second
Vatican Council?

Lastly, the church must listen, not only
to its own members but to the whole
world, including the disatfected, and to
both scxes. An cxceptionally gifted,
energ 2 oand, in all senses of the word
charismatic popc has, in the eyes of many,
failed to be the focus of unity and hope that
he undoubtedly intended. What hope for »
lesser man?

Paul Rule tcaches history and religious
studics at La Trobe University, and in the
Department of Theology ar - Religion and
the Riccei Institute at the University of San
Francisco.
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The biz p cture

int Franniry’s latest excursion into
continental megahistory begins with amas-
sive cosmic collision and ends in prophecy.
[tis a 63-million-year history in 330 pages,
covering the period from the end ot the
dinosaurs through to a late 20th-century
reflection on the ccological cost (to the
North Amcrican continent} of the USA’s
global cconomic and political domination.
The Eternal Frontier is a play (or film) in
fiveacts, the first beginning with an asteroid
impact in the Gulf of Mexico, and the last
{'In which Amecrica conquers the world’
ending with Flannery’s speculation that
the bulk of North Amecrica’s population
1000 years from now will be descended
from today’s Mexicans {a slightly morc
restricted racial mix than that portrayed by
Ridley Scotr in Blade Runner).

Evaluating a book like this provides
some interesting challenges, the most
difficult being the need to avoid an overly
academic response to what some readers
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fand cvidently the publisher) regard as an
heroice effort of popularisation. Books like
this, sometir s satirised as the ‘what 1t all
means’ school of global history, are becom-
ing ¢ common, clearly attcempting to
meet a neec Hr explanation on the grand
scale. st made famous by Stephen Jav
Gould {whose book on the natural history
of the Burgess Shale, Wonderful Tife, is
simply awc-inspiring for its
intellectuality) and later, and much less
satisfyingly, carricd on by Jarced Diamond
{whois praiscd by Flannery in-text and who
in turn praises him on the dust cover),
mega  tories of this kind usually require a
strong narrative line that weaves much
variation and time into a pretey simple
explanatory system.

How good such narratives are as science
on the guality ot the rescarch

h h cer

depur
undertaken, the quality of the writer's
understanding, the clarity and sophistica-
tion ot the explanatory (read theoretical)









time to know. The French and Amcricans
errcd on the side of fear. Their failure to
understand the Janus face of Ho's politics
resulted in three decades of continuous
warfare, leading to the slaughter and
maiming of millions and the deep scarring
of a hcautiful country.

Ho's latest biographer, William J.
Duiker, like many historians, believes he
was a patriot forcmost and a communist by
circumstance. Although international
communism coloured his mental landscape,
it was love of country, expressced in his
lifclong devotion to the cause, which guided
his actions. Marxism-Lcninism, he once
told an Amcrican officer, was his ‘frame-
work’ for freedom.

Duiker lays down Ho's patriotic creden-
tials carly on in his big book. In the opening
pages of the first chapter, he traces the
lincage linking the Comintern agent to his
revolutionary ancestors. Vietnam, the
author explains, has a long and honourable
tradition of fighting forcign invaders; her
1000 ycars of military resistance against
Chinesc invaders stands at the centre of the
nation’s mythology and cultural self-
awarcness. The fact that Ho hailed from
Nghe An, in central Vietnam, made his
historical destiny that much clearer. Nghe
An is a harsh rural province famous for
producing national heroes and rebellious
movements. Ho imbibed this tradition of
resistance from his native land at an early
age: at 13, he was expelled from a colonial
school for anti-French activities and at 21,
he¢ went to France to continue the fight.

Despite his background, Ho was not
unique. At the turn of the century, especially
in the late '20s, when Victnamesce socicty
was plunged into crisis by the failures of the
traditional ruling class of mandarin scholars
to resist French colonialism, a new
generation of nationalists was called upon
tosave the nation. Young Western-educated
men like Ho responded by forming political
movements or going overseas in scarch of
idcas and stratagems. Df Tay [Go West] was
the name of a popular novel which also
became a rallying cry.

What made Ho successtul and distin-
guished him from his idealistic compat-
riots was something rather commonplace:
hard-hcaded pragmatism. While his fellow
travellers were being jailed and killed or
coerced into compromises by the colonial
authoritics, he stayed alive and bided his
time. Ho’s ruthless pragmatism, political
cunning and survival instincts served him
brilliantly during his three decades of
political apprenticeship abroad and his

Gardener

If it were England, and later in the day,

she might have met him, taded shirt,
scuffed leggings and all, partly shadowed

by long allees at, say, Chiswick—
everything turned to vista, seeking out

the Statue of Cain and Abel, the Domed
Building, the Rustic Arch, the Doric Column

Topped by Venus, the Bagnio,

the Obelisk and the Deer House, and the rest.

As it was, the heart gone out of her with grief,

she picked her way through scrubby bushes,

expecting nothing but the nothing left

when love’s pegged up for the sun to eat.
pegg P

It was peculiar, then, to round a rock

and find some idler, hands pinked

by spiky work, but the rest of him at ease,

liking the morning, nestling a crocus,

his wide mouth practised about her name.

remaining years in Victnam. One could say
they formed the compass which guided
him and later his party from the August
Revolution through to April 1975.

Duiker’s account of Ho’s life on the run,
from 1911, when he left Vietnam, to 1941,
when he returned, reads like an action-
packed picaresque thriller. Using new
materials from recently opened Comintern
archives in Moscow, the author has picced
togethera definitive picture of a significant
ifambivalent shaper of last century’s bloody
history. Those ‘blurry tracks’ of his daring
cscapes and sudden disappearances, which
had frustrated previous biographers, have
now been paved with meticulous research.
Duiker combines scholarly analysis with
biographical narrative to produce not just a
biography of Ho Chi Minh but also a history
of 20th-century Vietnam.

Where Duiker falters is in his undis-
guiscd sympathy for the man he describes
as ‘unquestionably onc of the most influen-
tial political figures of the twentieth
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—Peter Steele

century’. Some readers may feel that he let
Ho off too lightly on a fcw issues. Like his
culpability in the failed land reform cam-
paign of the mid-’50s, which resulted in the
death of more than 10,000 peasants. And of
course there is the question of his legacy.
Duiker asserts that Ho was ultimately a
man who worked for peace and a nation
builder, yet his actions led directly and
indirectly to bloody conflicts which, some
would say, nearly wrecked his country. As
Bui Tin, a tormer senior officer of the North
Vietnamese Army, has contended, Ho's
imperfect understanding of communism
and Marxism led to the demise and suffer-
ing of many people. It scems that the party
which he founded and his political epigones
were bereft of the intellectual wherewithal
to provide their people with enough food to
cat and clothes to wear. For all his consider-
able achicvements, Ho's place in history i<
still under a cloud.

Minh Bui is a freclance journalist.
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lcaving, a crabby friend lcts slip that Zosha’s sccond husband,
Adash, was not Miriam’s father as she had always supposcd. Adash
is buried at some little distance from Zosha, near his old mates, so
that people can imagine the menfolk carrying on in death just as
they used to do at the Scheherazade, talking and playing cards.

The Springvale cemetery also features in Zable’s book: ‘with
cach passing life I feel it more keenly: there are tales aching to be
told, craving to be heard, before they too disappear into the grave.’
The narrator comments that his work is to add to the mythology
of an ancient tand. Cafe Scheherazade is in some ways about
allowing dust to scttle.

The Front of the Fumily is also about healing, but it is a more
raucous book. Miriam’s scarch for her real father may allow her to
tap into the stories of an older generation as she moves around the
community looking for clues. If they know anything, the friends
of her parents are not willing to divulge it. Both Miriam and
Fclunia have enough to contend with as they negotiate their own
middle years. They are both in relationships which are falling apart
but ncither of them really knows where to head, not even which
step to take firse. They manage to be both frenctically busy and
purposcless at the same time. Their lives are complicated but they
sharc a sensc of futility and confusion. As a portrait of two women,
The Front of the Family is a compelling book. It is a hook which
appears to have been laboured over: every detail of these lives is
carcfully rendered. Thatis a strength. Singer has great affection for
her characters and their world. She respects theirstory and handles
it with carc.

Michael McGirr is the author of Things You Get for Free and The
Good Life.
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Jacques Delaruelle wonders about the dual imperative
of teaching the contemporary and critically

discussing historical art.
Peter Timms talks to Geoffrey Ricardo about art
and social commitment.

Marion Halligan reflects on the fog sculpture in the
National Gallery of Australia’s sculpture garden.
Robert Nelson queries the acquisition of
Lucien Freud's Afier Cézanne.

John McPhee on Lucien Henri
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POLITICS IN THE PUB
SYDNEY
6pm 7.45pm every Friday

June 1: ‘S«‘”ing oft and selling
out: Schools, Tand, ADI, Compo
and Caflan Park™  Wendy Bacon
{Department of Communications,

UTS): John Robertson (Ass.
Seeretary, NSW Labour Council);
Hall Greenland (Leichhardt
Councillor and Journalist)
June 15: " ACTU and a futurce
Labor Government: cosy or
combatives”  Sharon Burrow
(President, ACTU) and
.\'.1|l_\ McManus (Australian
Services Union)

The Gaelie Cluby,

64 Devonshire St Surry Hills

CATHOLIC EDUCATION
CONFERENCE
Melbourne, 4 6 June. “The Story
of our Nation. The Story ol
Catholic Fducation.” www .

centreforce.com.au/ceem 2001

SPIRITUALITY IN THE PUB
SYDNLY
7.30pm Ypmfirst Wednesday of
the month
2 May: "Men at the crossroads”
Mark Byine (author of iths of
Manhoody and Br Graham Neist fms
(who runs spirilu.\lit_\ courses lor
voung men and womeny.

6 June: "A comversation on
alienation: crossroads lor the
voung'  Robert Fitzgerald
(Commissioner lor Community
Services NSW Y and ©isa Alonso
[ ove (member of Yuung Christian
Warkers JH(J [S¢] nr(“nd(nl’ of service
{or voung people Teaving care).
Bellevue Hotel, 159 Tlargrave

Street, Pml(lingmn

GOT THAT GAGGED FEELING?
For tive vears, bree S])“L'xl1
Victoria has dravwn attention to
attacks on free speech, We have
helped those who have spoken out.
In 1999, we awarded the
outspoken Victorian Auditor
General, Ches Baragw anath, our
tirst Voltaire Asard. B you are
interested in Free S[)cuh Victoria,
contact 'l'vrr} I ane, PO Box 93,
Forest Hill VIC 3131

SELF-PUBLISHING
Sick of rejection? Why not publish
that book vourselt?
Contact Svlvana Scannapicgo.
Tel: (03y 9427 7311

PSYCHOLOGIST
Julic Houniet
(B.A L, Dip. App. .\m:l’.s‘\'chq
Mals. S, Member of APS and
clinical member ol VAT
Individual /marital/ familv therapy;
anxicty; (loprc.\.\inn; rvl.\tinnship
difliculties; l)h()l)i.\.\; unnpu]si\(‘
dixorders; addiction.

Tel: (03) 9481 7836

EUREKA STREET CLASSIFIEDS
Got somvlhing to sell or lease?
Want to huy? Need staff? Want to
offer prolessional services?
Lureka Street classificds ads for just
$25 are vour answer.

Mail vour ad and cheque by the
5th of the month for display in the
following month’s cdition.

25 words for a single ad ($25) or
55 words for a double ad ($50).

Send to:
Eurcka Street Classificds
PO Box 553
Richmond VIC 3121

Next deadline: 5 June for
July/August 2001 edition
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This is the BBC.
So! You admit it, then? Six months hard labour, to be

Greenslade:

Scagoon:
donc in twelve monthly instalments.

FX: [gavel]

Greenslade: I shall appeal.

Scagoon: Very well, Released on bail of tive long ewisted things

/

with holes in the end.

His 18 11 BBC used to be the universal signatl for the
end of Saturday morning in our house. The Goon Show's genial,
mad-arsed wordplay crowned the day. Saturday mormings were
1 re leisurely in those days, cven in the mad shopping rush,
because the afternoons were a sacred site. The shops would
shut, by order. Governments regulated such things in those
inflexible days. Noon. At case. No-one was expected, nay,
a wed, to spend the whole weekend serving Mammon. [t was
sometimes a pain, but a short one. It forced you to have whole
slabs of time that Belonged To You. Not to your employer. 1f
he wanted you on a Saturday afternoon he had to pay vou lots
extra so he didn't make you do it all the time. All time belongs
to the merchants now, and ‘flexibility” has become the entropy
of our precious leisure hours. We're never off the hook, leisure
is for the birds, the lilies of the ficld, the structured unemployed.
When we had weekends we had jobs too. And the Goons were
the fanfare for those long-gone Saturdees. (I know the ABC has
kept The Goon Show. They rescheduled it years ago to 3pm
Saturday and 8pm Tuesday, when no-one is listening,.|

[ have vague memories of listening to the Goons in Britain
as a small child in the '50s, laughing at the funny men doing
funny voices but also at my parents’ Jovian laughter, the
cenigmatic laughter of grown-ups, full of world-knowledge and
a sion to shared pasts. And these pasts were brimful of their
own triumphal experience, redolent of shared victory over
monstrosity. Hitler had been beaten and memories were history.
Nothing, not the Bomb, not the Cold War, certainly not the
Korcan War would light a match next to that, the ordinary
people’s memorics of beating the devil. The end of World War
IT was as close as the Gulf War is to us now. It was closer than
the fall of the Berlin Wall,

On May 3 Radio National ran a ten-hour delve into 100
years of times past. Being a nation for one century concentrated
the memory usctully, often poignantly, if not always wonder-
fully. Just as, in the best tragedices, there is always a point at
v ich you think that this time Othello might not put out
Desdemona’s light, that this time Juliet might just wake before
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Romeo takes the poison, there were points where 1 was thinking:
Oh no, they're not reallv going to start WWI drop the atom
bomb; vote for Reagan, are they? Doomed to repeat history no
matter how much we hear it, we need to laugh at it, cven
incredulously.

Goon humour is invested with that 20th-century
experience, with a barrack-room nuttiness that knows what
any war costs, cven a just one. Goon fans are becoming rare,
but they are to British humour’s best traditions what Marx
Brothers fans arc to the Americans’. Their laughter is full of
arcanc knowledge now, when the rest of the world laughs at
Friends, that dismal travesty, and thinks The Weakest Link
sharp and ironic. The Gulf War producced no comedy; no
experience was shared in that phoniest of wars except CNN's
ooh-ah window on the fireworks lighting up Baghdad. There
was so much propagandised information raincd on us that we

had no time to filter it through comedy; only occa-
sionally would outraged irony inform commentary,

ARRY Secomir, God rest his sunny soul, was part of the
trinity that was the Goons. {Michacl Bentine, peace to his bones,
was part of the phenomenon for only a short time: the essen-
tials were Spike Milligan,  ter Scllers and Harry.) Like the
theological trinity, the Goons were indissolubly three yet
incffably one. ey had fought the Nazi along with the other
young men of their time,  1king the world sate for Korea,
Victnam and internct porn. No-onc questioned [except for an
cceentric few) the justness of WWIL But Milligan’s many
memoirs of his war experie  es show us how difficult it is to
stay sanc even when you're on the righe side.

I love the story of his first, tated meeting with Sccombe:
Milligan’s gun had fallen over a cliff. He hatloocd down to the
soldicrs at the bottom: ‘Have you scen my gun?’

‘"What colour was it?’ r  lied Secombe from

Sccombe was the one you could never imitate: the play-
grounds werce full of Bluebottles and Eccleses but never
Scagoons, becausce that fran  : Welsh tenor could be donc only
by a sct of vocal chords as steely-clastic as Harry’s own. And

clow.

the character! The pompous cunning naif, the corrupt innocent
abroad, the cternal gull. Seccombe’s singing was essential to Ned,
our inner fool—Everydag. Singers must risk total embarrassment
all the time; for some this makes for arrogance and brittleness.
For Sccombe, it bred his special brand of undefended self respect.
a great-heartedness that me - a dark world lighter.

Juliette Hughes is a freelan writer,
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