















































Random thoughts
—Yang Weizhen (1296-1370)

my west neighbour cried over a sudden family death last night

and my east neighbour is upset by a dismissal from the officialdom today
one does not know what'’s going to happen tomorrow

so how can you let your glass of wine run dry?

Mountains deep and shallow
—Yang Ji (1326-1378)

chinaberry flowers wet with a soft drizzle

loquat ripe on every tree in a southerly

i go for a slow walk and do not remember the mountains deep and shallow
orioles keeping me company all the way home

Fishing song
—Zhang Zhihe (730-782)

white egrets are flying in front of the xisai mountain

where waters flow with peach flowers and fat mandarin fish

in a black bamboo hat

and a green straw cape

one does not want to go home against the slanting wind and rain

Moon like a hook
—Li Yu [ca. 937-978)

wordless, i climb up to the west balcony
the moon like a hook
a clear autumn locked up in the deep lonely courtyard of wutong trees

unscissorable

and un-sort-out-able

is what one feels when saying farewell
a heart of sorrow

—All poems translated into English by Ouyang Yu (1955- ) {Continued on Page 47)

























organ thunders and peals around us, while for me the layers
just keep on accumulating.

Like so many Europcan churches, St Jacob’s is in a fair
way to overwhelm me. But I delight in it, too. All that pink-
and-white baroque-edging-into-rococo richness: the cherubs
tumbling about in gold-encrusted puffs of cloud or standing
tiptoe on gaudy pedestals, or else appearing to fly through the
incense-laden air, arrows at the ready, the trumpeting angels,
the pierced hearts with the drops of ruby blood forever falling,
the statues of Our Lady, cach onc framed by a nimbus of glit-
tering stars, and the contrasting ones of Our Lord suffering so
starkly and so paticntly. Then there are the Bible stories and
the allegories, not to mention the elaborate memorials to the
dead of local families: it would take me a week at least to read
this church’s narrative and even then much of it would remain
clusive, locked in the foreign language of a different denomina-
tion, a denomination which has often seemed so far removed
from me as to be a completely different religion.

My ancestry is lost in the mists of time and in those of a
northern clime, but the more recent forebears were definitely
products of the English and Scottish Reformation. Their lives
were both dour and hard, and it scems to me that they had
very little compensation in the way of spectacle and beauty in
church; there can have been little sense of entering a different
world, a privilege that the Catholics and the Orthodox have
always had. In the kirks a certain skill in woodcarving was
often evident, and in recognition of the Auld Alliance between
France and Scotland, a blue fleur-de-lis carpet was usually a
feature. But in some churches even organ music was forbidden.
And whereas old Catholic churches were all decorated swirls
and Orthodox churches all formal curves, heavily symbolic
straight lines were the thing in Nonconformist buildings.

I stand in St Jacob’s and pondcer these matters and many
others. My grandmothers never left Australia, but I try to
imagine them standing here beside me. T also try to imagine
their conditioned reactions; it isn’t hard to do. Mutterings
about graven images would have been one of them. Fulmina-
tions against the Catholic Church in general and the Pope in
particular would have been another. Then there would have
been the mandatory criticism of the Church’s wealth, gaincd
through the exploitation of a groaning pcasantry. My mother,
irreverent spirit that she often was, would undoubtedly have
commented on the amount of dusting such a place requires,
while going on to marvel at the organ pipes, the woodwork, the
sculpture, the general richness.

Katerina is interested in German churches as works of art,
too, for art is her area of expertise. But it never occurs to her
to remark on the extravagance of the spectacle, for Orthodox
churches are often very splendid: the worshipper enters to a
blaze of light from both massed tapers and huge artificially-
lit chandelier, above which Christ the Pantocrator presides
in glory, looking down from a blue heaven sprinkled with
gold and silver stars. The iconostasis is intricately carved,
and decorated with more gold and silver, the saints gaze
stcadfastly from the walls, and light glints off every surface.

During another outing we happen upon the Lutheran
chapel. Somewhat unexpectedly, the door gives under our
touch, and we enter an unadorned lobby; leaving this space
we enter a rectangular hall that makes the very modest

Preshyterian churches of my youth scem positively lavish. 1
cannot believe there is no stained glass, but all the windows
are clear except for two that bear the samce small but stern
portrait etched in black and grey. Heroic Luther. Here I stand;
I can do no other. His cry cchoes down the centuries. But hero
though he was, he still had four women burned as witches.
Katerina has never been in such a building before, and
while an invisible organist practises a simple hymn tune she
paces slowly up and down the short aisle. Apart from the look
of mystification on her face, there is very little to sec or think
about: plain wooden pcws, a large wooden cross, no decora-
tion whatsoever. We do not linger. Out in the street, I imme-
diately have a question to answer. What are you supposed to
do when you go in? I see her point: no holy water, no candles,
no icons, no statues. Ah. Well, the idea is that yvou sit quictly
in your pew and pray. Nothing formal: just a little talk with
God, reallv. The mystified expression does not clear.
And I am not surprised.

KATERINA HAS JUST HAD a brief expericnce of religious
culture shock of the kind I had, all those years ago, only in
reverse. She has had a momentary glimpse of a world she
hardly knew existed. But [ have been as baftled as she is now,
for it has always scemed to me that Orthodox churches are
theatres in which a long-hallowed play unfolds before an
enthralled audience, the members of which take very little
part in the performance. Sermons or homilies, if any, scem
to be a brief afterthought. The other consideration, and I try
to explain it to Katerina, is that Nonconformity has no filters
or mediators; all the protective layers are stripped away. Of
course my grandmothers knew this, and understood the Non-
conformist emphasis on individual responsibility, accepting
as immutable truth the notion that the business of life was
directly between them and God. They were less clear, I think,
about the way in which any religion has the potentiality to be
a means of social control.

Coming from different cultures, Katerina and I approach
the world from our own angles and directions. And when it
comes to religious practice, we occupy contrasting spaccs.
Hers is a visual one, dominated by images, prescribed rituals,
colour and light; mine is much more aural, for the sermon is
the main focus, still, of Nonconformist scrvices. This, surcly,
was one of Luther’s greatest contributions, that of the democ-
racy of the word: he translated the Bible into German, giving
his humbler countrymen not only the chance to read Holy
Writ, but also the tools of thought. Reading the Bible gave
them at least a chance of understanding the sermons.

Although T have experienced many forms of loss, includ-
ing this latest one of the tiny person who would have been
my first grandchild, T have never suffered Katerina’s specific
anguish. If [ had been her then, T know I would not have gone to
St Jacob’s or to the distant Orthodox church for solace. T would
have gone to sit in a wooden pew in the Lutheran chapel for, in
extremis, we seek what we know, or something very close to
it. As Katerina needs the visions and the light, what would I do
without the comfort and the reassurance of the word?

Gillian Bouras is a freelance writer whose books are published
by Penguin Australia.
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A fa-ewell to arms?

AN SEBASTIAN 18 NOT the sort of
city in which you expect to discover
dark sccrets. Once the resort of choice
for Europe’s 19th-century aristocracy and
strung out along a perfect arc of Spain’s
northern coastline, this most clegant of
citics stands as an c¢nduring symbol of
Europe’s belle ¢poque.

And yet even its mayor, Odon Elorza,
admits that San Scbastidn posscsses ‘a
trcacherous beauty’.

Barely three years ago, San Schastian’s
old town was the militant heartland of
the Basque terrorist group ETA (Euskadi
Ta Akatasuna—Basque Homeland and
Liberty). Its narrow lancs—the so-called
Comanche  Territory—were  sinister
recesses of violent nationalism which
scemed entirely out of place in modern
Europe. Bloodied footprints left behind by
perpetrators of political crimes l¢  into
ETA bars where no police dared follow.

Now, a street called Juan de Bilbao is
the last remaining bastion of thosc danger-
ous days. A sign in a window announces:
‘Tourist! You are not in Spain, nor in
France. You are in Basque Country. Wel-
come.’ Painted on a wall a few doors away,
next to the Belfast Irish Pub, is the ETA
symbol, a scrpent coiled around a hatchet.

Just across the laneway is the Herria
Bar—part of a network of tabernas across
the Basque Country whose profits, pros-
ccutors have claimed, directly finance
ETA operations—with pictures of ETA
prisoners above the bar and a jar promi-
nently placc  for collections to help ‘the
cause’. The street is still off-limits to
Basque police.

However, although ‘Gora ETA!Y (‘Long
Live ETA!') gratfiti is still evident through-
out the Basque Country, particularly along
rural roads and in the old town of the
Basque political capital of Vitoria, TA's
territory is shrinking. In the streets sur-
rounding Juan dc¢ Bilbao and throughout
Spain it is being whispered that, after half a
century, ETA’s time has forever passed.
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The first underground cells of ETA
were founded in 1952 at the hcight of
the Spanish dictator General Francisco
Franco’s repression of the Basque Coun-
try {Euskadi). After the end of the Span-
ish Civil War, in 1939, more than 20,000
Basques were imprisoned in concentra-
tion camps, and 21,780 were executed
by Franco. Standing alongside San
Scbastian’s graccful curve of sand, the
Playa de la Concha was a prison where
the sound of Franco’s soldiers exccuting
Basque prisoners could be heard almost
every day until 1947,

The founders of ETA considered them-
sclves to be intellectuals. They wanted
indcpendence, but their primary goal was
the publication of an underground journal
and the promotion of the outlawed Basque
languagc, Euskcera.

After meeting in 1967 for only the fifth
time, ETA published The Official Ideol-
ogy of ETA, which committed its foot
soldicrs to an independent Basqueland
to be achieved through ‘revolutionary
nationalism’. The old guard of leaders was
ousted. It would be the first of many splits
within ETA, each one signalling a shift
towards a younger leadership more com-
mitted to violence than distinguished by
any idcological sophistication.

On 7 June 1968, a Spanish paramili-
tary civil guardsman, José Pardines,
stopped a car ncar San Schastidn. Inside
the car were Txabi Etxebarrieta, the new
ETA leader, and a colleague. The two men
shot Pardines. It was the first ETA killing.
Txabi would soon be killed in revenge by
Franco’s sccurity forces. The cycle of tit-
for-tat killings, which would last more
than three decades, had begun.

Nonetheless, in  the early 1970s
ETA was widely viewed as a hero of
the underground resistance movement
against Franco, just one of many groups
battling the repression of the dictator’s
fascist rule. ETA was cven credited
with precipitating Spain’s transition to

democracy, for it was ETA which, on 20
December 1973, assassinated Admiral
Carrero Blanco, Franco’s ruthless 1
charismatic right-hand man and che 1
SuCcessor.

Following Franco’s dcath on 20
November 1975, it was widely assur 1
that with the advent of a democratic
Spain, ETA would have no rcason to
continue its campaign of violence. Far-
rcaching autonomy was granted to ¢
Basque Country in 1979, including its
own parliament, police force, education
system and powers of tax collection.

But ETA and its supporters had, in ¢
mcantime, watched as the transitional
Spanish government continued its policy
of repression in the Basque Country.
ETA dccided that independence alone
would truly liberate the Basque people
and that the only mcans to achieve this
was through violence.

Indeed it would become a paradox of
Spanish democracy that ETA killed just
38 pceople under Franco’s dictatorship,
but would go on to kill 779 [including
118 in 1980} under a democracy within
which the Basque Country enjoys far
greater powers of autonomy than any
other region of Europe. Every timce
ETA killed, the Spanish government
responded in kind, even during the 1980s
through the use of shadowv dcath squads
with tacit government ba  ing.

In a 1982 interview with the French
Le Monde newspaper, an ETA spokes-
man said simply: ‘Even if [Spain]| were to
convert itself into a model of democracy,
it won't change things as far as we are
concerned. We are not, nor have we been,
nor shall we ever be Spaniards.’

After decades of sustained violence,
the tide finally began to turn against ETA
in the 1990s. France, whi  had hitherto
turncd a blind eye to ETA terrorists oper-
ating on its soil, began to take the ETA
threat s¢ Husly. 1992, the entire ETA
leadership was arrested in France.



A new, vyounger ETA leadership
cemerged which would, despite a 1998
unilateral ceasefire, continue ETA’s cam-
paign of violence. However, the numbers
killed by ETA—I14 in 2001, five in 2002
and three in 2003—were a far cry from its
bloody ‘successes’ of the 1980s. In 2002,
the Spanish Parliament outlawed Herri
Batasuna, the political wing of ETA which
had consistently received about 15 per cent
of the Basque popular vote, thereby deny-
ing ETA its last remnants of democratic
legitimacy. Failed bombing attempts in
December 2003 and February 2004 fed
the suspicion that ETA had lost the art of
killing and was recling under the weight
of mass arrests (185 in 2002 alone).

On 27 September 2004, ETA released
a video in which it denicd that it was
experiencing difficultics and promised
that ‘the conflict’” would continue until
the Basque Country was given the right
to choose between independence and
remaining part of Spain.

Less than a week later, ETA’s claims
were looking decidedly hollow when its
leadership was arrested during a joint
French-Spanish police operation.

The Spanish government of Prime
Minister Jos¢ Luis Rodrigucz Zapatero
described the arrests as the ‘decapitation’
of ETA. In so doing, the government
pointed to the fact that ETA’s structurc
is, unlike al Qacda’s disparate cells,
compartmentalised and hicrarchical and
therefore highly susceptible to leader-
ship vacuums.

Perhaps the clearest indication of
ETA’s decline, however, came in a letter
published on 2 November in the Diario
de Noticias newspaper in the Spanish
province of Navarra. The letter, signed
by six senior, imprisoned ETA leaders,
stated: ‘“Things have never been so bad

You can’t carry on an armed fight
through warnings and by uttcring threats
that are never fulfilled ... In current cir-
cumstances the armed struggle that we
carry out today is no longer any use. We're
slowly burning to death.’

Deprived of its former French safe
haven, with its leaders and most of its
rank-and-file members behind bars and
devoid of a coherent strategy, the last
indigenous terrorist group left in Europe
is suffering an unprecedented crisis. Per-
haps most significantly, ETA’s program
for sclf-determination has been largely
adopted by moderate Basque nationalist

parties, thereby draining ETA of popular
support. A rccent poll suggested that 0.6
per cent of Basques identify themsclves
with ETA.

ETA’s demise has been predicted many
times before and no-one in Spain expects
that they have heard the last of it. Gorka
Espiau, a spokesman for Elkarri, a Basque
NGO which favours dialogue with ETA,
warns: ‘They may lie low for a year or
two, but I am surc ETA will return whilc
the political problem remains unsolved.
The weaker they are, the stronger they
must show themselves.’

Spain’s scnior anti-terrorism adviser,
Fernando Reinares, has similarly warned:
‘ETA is in its terminal phase. We know
that terminal phases often produce rival-
rics and fragmentation that can lead to
spectacular attacks.’

As if on cue, ETA carried out a
series  of high-profile attacks across
Spain in December during the national
constitution holiday, a ficsta which

commemorates Spain’s return to
democracy in 1978,

SUCH ATTACKS NOTWITHSTANDING, in
mid-January ETA, in its first conciliatory
gesture for seven years, announced that
it was willing to enter into ncgotiations
with the Spanish government over the
future status of the Basque Country.

In a statement published by the
Basque-language  Gara  ncwspaper—
which ETA routinely calls to warn of
impending terrorist attacks—ETA said it
was prepared to support proposals made
in November by its bannced political
wing, Batasuna.

Batasuna’s proposal had demanded
‘cxclusively political and democratic’
talks with the Spanish government to
‘take the conftlict off the streets and on to
the negotiating table’. The centrepiece of
the proposal was for a referendum in the
Basque Country so that Basques could
decide whether they wished to remain a
part of Spain.

Inits communiqué, ETA argued that it
was ‘essential that the whole socicty has
a chance to participate in such a process’
and called for talks with the Spanish gov-
crnment on ‘demilitarising the contlict’,

In response, Spain’s Defence Minister,
José Bono, told reporters that the govern-
ment ‘cannot talk to someone with a gun
in his hand .. Nobody sensible can sit
down with these people.

Howecver, a day before ETA’s statement
was published, the Spanish Prime Minister,
Jos¢ Luis Rodriguez Zapatcro, told Social-
ist Party representatives in San Scbastian
that he might talk with Batasuna—banned
under the Law of Political Partics in
2002—if it was ‘brave cnough to renounce
and condemn ETA violence’.

The Public Administrations Minister,
Jordi Sevilla, similarly left the door open
to the possibility of talks, stating: “Things
are moving quickly ... but we await only
one letter from ETA, the one that tells us
where and when they will lay down arms
and abandon terrorism.’

Until there is a renunciation of vio-
lence, no Spanish government can accede
to ETA’s bid to rcturn to the centre of
political life. And yet, fears remain that if
ETA’s latest offer is spurned, as in 1998, a
younger ETA leadership may emerge from
within the ranks of disatfected Basque
youth. ETA’s history suggests that a
resumption of violence would soon follow.

Amid the overtures for peace, ETA’s
statement warned that it remained active
and claimed responsibility for 23 attacks
(but no deaths) since September. How-
cver, it denied involvement in the bomb
scarc in December at Madrid’s Santiago
Bernabeu soccer stadium. Further, two
days after ETA’s declaration, a car bomb
cxploded in Getxo, an affluent town
north of Bilbao, injuring a policeman,
leading somie to believe that there may
alrcady be a split within ETA, with more
militant members keen to carry on the
armed struggle.

There is also widespread concern that
so far apart arc the positions of ETA and
the Spanish government—ETA  wants
independence, which  the government
will not countenance—that ETA could
merely use the truce as a cover to regroup
and rearm itself as it did in 1998.

The potential obstacles such as these
ensure that the road towards a Spain free
from ETA violence remains once fraught
with peril.

However, 18 months after the last
ETA killing—the longest period since
the 1960s—such attacks increasingly
provide evidence of weakness rather than
strength. In the midst of a war on terror
which can seem unwinnable, this is no
small victory.

Anthony Ham is a freelance writer living
in Madrid.
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March fo~ Brosnan

S A PUBLIC FIGURE, Father John
Brosnan was hard to ignorc. Throughout
his life he worked tirelessly for social
justice, providing support for those in
prison. Next month, the Brosnan Centre
cclebrates his life and work.

Working as the Pentridge Prison chap-
lain for 30 years, Father Brosnan was
acutely aware of the need to support young
offenders upon their rclease from prison.
‘There are three things needed by people
upon their release,’ he often said, ‘a place
to live that is decent, a job that they can
handle and friendship, and the hardest to
provide is friendship.’

The Jesuit Order had already responded
to these needs by setting up the Four Flats
program in Hawthorn in 1977. Four Flats
was a small halfway house for young men
released from prison and juvenile justice
centres. Following Father Brosnan’s retire-
ment from Pentridge in 1985, funds were
raised to extend the Four Flats program
and cstablish the Brosnan Centre, which
opened in 1987, At present 25 staff (imostly
youth and social workers) continue to sup-
port young offenders aged 17-25.

The centre targets those who are at most
risk of reoffending upon release. These
young people often come from families
where there is a history of abuse, violence,
or family break-down where their parents
have been unable to take care of them.
Many have spent much of their youth in
institutions, or moving between foster
homes. In other cases, their offences have
led them to be rejected by their families.

‘These young people are one of the
most needy groups. One of the most fragile
and vulnerable,’ says Brosnan Centre man-
ager Peter Coghlan. ‘To the public they
may look and act tough, but what’s under
the surface? That’s all a sign of being vul-
nerable or fragile ... Social justice is about
really putting your neck on the line for
people who need you’

The key to the Brosnan Centre’s suc-
cess is establishing a trusting relationship
between the young people and the work-
ers at the centre. The centre pioneered the
practice of prerelease engagement with
young offenders—workers regularly visit

prisons and juvenile justice centres to
begin building these relationships.

Brosnan Centre workers devise an
individual ‘exit’ plan for young offenders,
which includes assistance with accommo-
dation, vocational training and employ-
ment, drug, alcohol and mental health
problems. The workers cnsurc that the
young person has the necessary paper-
work for Centrelink, Medicare, and a bank
account. Upon release, the centre provides
basic material needs such as clothing, food,
transport tickets and telephone cards.

The centre directly assists young

people to find information about
suitable  employment  arrangements
including supported employment

schemes, courses and jobs. Supported
accommodation for releasees is avail-
able at two houses. The house in Carlton
accommodates up to four young people.
Perry House, in Reservoir, is a purpose-
built house designed for young people
with an intellectual disability. From this
supported accommodation, young people
move on to transitional housing, where
they are accommodated until they are
able to obtain their own public housing.

Quantifying the success of agencies
such as the Brosnan Centre is difficult.
The greatest measure of success is the
period of time the young people are able to
stay out of the criminal justice system. If
they can start to break the release-offence-
incarceration cycle, then that is success.
‘They may not reoffend at all,’ says Cogh-
lan. The centre frequently receives ‘good
news’ stories from former young offenders.

Mike was a young offender who'd been
in prison and hadn’t had contact with his
family for a number of years. He and his
case worker worked through Mike’s fam-
ily issues with the aim of re-establishing
contact. Just prior to Christmas, Mike
decided to try to reunite with his family.
Last week, his mother rang the centre to
let everyone know that everything was
working out well.

Jason was involved with the centre 20
years ago. He’d come from a horrific back-
ground, and had been in and out of youth
training centres and prisons for years. He

called recer
that, despit
happily ma
was running,

‘Apparently,’ says Coghlan, ‘if you were
ever going to give up on a young person,
it would have been him. But the workers
didn’t give up. They persisted and persisted
and took him as far as they could.

The Brosnan Centre’s work extends
beyond providing direct assistance to
young offenders. Following in the footsteps
of Father Brosnan, the centre undertakes a
broad advocacy role. The statf give talks
to schools, community and parish groups
and service clubs to try to promote aware-
ness of the work the centre does, and to try
to change the public perception of young
offenders. In keeping with the Jesuit Social
Services purpose to build a more just and
inclusive society, the Brosnan Centre also
advocates for broader social change.

This was the ethos of social inclusion
behind Father Brosnan’s work. His open-
ness, warmth and generosity were legen-
dary. ‘Even the young people who didn't
have experience of him helping them, loved
him,” says Coghlan. ‘He was a great man,
and a real character.’

Next month, to celebrate Father Bro-
snan’s life and work, the Brosnan Centre’s
patron, Garry Lyon {former Melbourne
Football Club captain), will launch ‘March
for Brosnan’ month at the Brosnan Centre.

March for Brosnan events

Picnic in the Park: A fundraising pic-
nic in the park will be held on Sunday, 20
March, at 12.30pm at Pentridge Village
Estate in the Father Brosnan Community
Park, Coburg.

Getting Schools on Board: Brosnan
Centre staff will give talks to schools
about the centre, and are seeking support
through donations (funds raised by ‘uni-
form-free days’), or by collecting materials
{hairbrushes, shaving cream, deodorants}
to make hygiene kits for young people.

For further information, donations or
volunteering, please contact the Brosnan
Centre on 03 9387 1233.

Louise Clarke is a freelance writer.
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They probably say this to anyone who expresses a prefer-
ence for jabiru. Its bad reputation goes back into prehistory;
some kind of sickness curse used to fall on all who went there.
But Indie’s entitled to make her decision about her next life

just as [ am. More to the point, as I should seriously
think about doing.

NEXT DAY WHILE WE ARE WALKING to the implant place,
she tells me that the problem with being a maker is that you
don’t have any control of things. Even making shoes could be
dangerous. If the demand for shoes dropped they might change
their molecules and turn into pineapples or carry bags or what-
ever else was in short supply. Indie keeps inventing new rea-
sons for becoming an outposter as if she is trying to persuade
herself it is the right decision.

I wander around and read all the messages while she has
her implants. ‘Are you nearly 30?’ the men and women in the
pictures ask, pointing at me with huge accusing fingers. ‘Have
you decided yet?’

‘No and no,’ I say to the solemn man in one picture, and,
‘by god, you don’t look as if you ever have much fun,’ to the
serious woman in another.

They don’t answer although I speak in a normal sort of
tone and am quite close to one of the little pink ears stuck up
in the corner where the walls join the ceiling. All walls have
ears in these places.

When Indie comes out, I ask her how she feels but the new
languageware in her implants has worked fast and I can’t make
much of her gabble-gabble and blah-blah talk. She keeps pull-
ing at my arm as if she wants me to go somewhere with her.
But I won’t be able to carry emotions like love into my new
life and I don’t want to go to jabiru. I'll take my chances here.

If you are receiving this in another time or place, maybe by
way of a spacereader or clbowguide, you might wonder at that
word ‘god’ T have said once or twice. I've just been trying it out,
really. You see, I am one of the few people who knows the word,
as it was forgotten several hundred lifetimes ago along with all
the occupations in the god category. I learned about godthings
when I was helping the LOP research the god phenomenon. He
told me god had held this planet in thrall for more than 2000
years 8o it must have been a very powerful word.

I like the way the LOP says ‘thrall’, which is a new word
to me, and I practise it as I walk home from work. ‘Thrall,
thrall, thrall,’ T say to the bus driver, and he says, ‘You mad
or something?’ Then I see him practising the word as he
checks the passengers’ tokens, putting his tongue up against
his teeth then making an ‘o’ shape with his lips. His tongue
makes the ‘1’ sound at the end of the word but you can’t sce
that from looking at his mouth. Soon the passengers are say-
ing it to each other—a chorus of ‘thrall, thrall, thrall’ has
filled the bus, drifted out the windows and been taken up by
passing pedestrians.

Now I hear thrall all the time, frequently when people
mean something quite different. “What a thrall’ they say
about an exciting new film. Or, ‘Take care you don’t thrall on
the step.’

All this has given me an idea. If thrall has this effect, I
wonder, what about the god word? Maybe I can spread this in
the same way.

Most of what I know about god is that he was some sort
of guru whose words changed the world. If he had that much
power, maybe his name would have the samc effect. 1 also
know he started his life humbly enough at graceland and his
followers moved out from there in elcctronic waves converting
thousands every day, persuading them to wear godrobes made
of white leather and plucking at ancient instruments known
as geeters which were similar to our modern guantanos. Most
of the other knowledge about god was lost in the second Great
Bang, the one that did curope in. Thinkers working on the
ruins kecp finding out godthings but no one’s rcally working

on them with any enthusiasm. Thinkers are not
I taken very scriously these days.

N MY RESEARCH with the LOP I rcad about the lobster crawl
effect which you may have heard about. A thinker from an
ancient time—she was described as a philosopher—theorised
that the scratching of a lobster’s claws on the lonely floor of
a silent sca is cnough to set up vibrations that can set off vol-
canoes in places as distant as nova scotia. We don’t have a
category for philosophers as we don’t use big words like that
now, so they have been absorbed into the general category of
thinker. Anyway, since the second Great Bang actual thinking
has been generally discouraged. The bang was caused by too
much thinking, some were heard to say. It was caused by too
much god, said others. Others again suggested ‘much’ should
have been translated as ‘many’, but I find that a very difficult
concept to grasp, no matter how hard I think.

So I've decided to do my own experiment and to do it
quickly as I have little of this life left. My plan is to drop the
god word into my conversation regularly, just as I did with
thrall. T will say it with different emphases and with different
people, my intention being to make it known and used again.
Maybe I can even get people to follow some of its practices if
I have time to find out more of them. I must work fast if [ am
to spread the word and let it ripple out and grow to the force
needed to set off a volcano.

Now I don’t have to think about Indie any more T will
think about graceland as I feel sure grace has something to
do with god. Graceland was in usa, of course, but it seems to
have something in common with the ruins of curope they
keep excavating. The pictures show people in white robes with
rays of light around their heads that I think might be the thing
called grace. No one’s really put all these ideas together as
they are so abstract and people got out of the habit of abstract
thought after the second Great Bang.

I must get out of this habit of starting important words
with big letters. I've picked it up from my god research but it
looks so archaic. I'm attracted by the way it adds emphasis,
though—a Great Bang looks somehow greater than a great
bang. I would ask Indie what she thinks if she wasn't sitting
on a rock in jabiru watching for something. I know now that
I won't see her again but that’s OK. Everyone’s friends disap-
pear into their new lives, as has always been the case. The LOP
told me there was once a big word called ephemeral that seems
connected with that process. It’s got nothing to do with grace
as far as I can tell.

Another fascinating thing about the relics they have been
digging up from ancient europe is all the pictures of babies
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An ecumenical spirit

‘e ords a1 e

Like a long-legged fly upon the stream
His mind moves upon silence.

HESE LINES EVOKE about my carlicst memory of Davis
McCaughey. They arc the refrain to ‘Long-Legged Fly’, a poem by
W. B. Yeats, and were recited by McCaughey to the motley group
of hairy students who attended his Sunday poctry evenings in
The Lodge, when he was Master of Ormond College in the Uni-
versity of Melbourne. Yeats makes several surprise appearances
in this book, indicating two particular strands of continuity in
McCaughey’s thought, his trust in the Irish poetic inheritance,
and his skill at bringing the past to bear on the future.

Wherever we meet McCaughey in these papers, his voice
is confident, measured, considered. His argument is presented
in a characteristically inclusive manner, cach essential idea
left open for our reflection. There is nothing forced, but he
is rcgularly forceful. The direction of each picce—whether
lecture, article, sermon, or eulogy—is handled with seeming
case, though the scale of the material he controls is some-
times grand and multifarious. His rare digressions are cver
vital to the context. Fearless in support of his own assertions,
McCaughey still keeps asking questions. Assertion very often
lcads to ‘an overwhelming question’, not so often the other way
around. He is not in doubt about what he says, but allows us
to keep uncertainty as well as certainty in our own minds.
He respects his reader. The editors praisc his ‘unyielding rig-
our’ and ‘lightness of touch’. Other pleasing features of the
McCaughey style are a soundness of purpose, a defiant clarity,
and an elevating irony.

McCaughey’s writings are intended for public speech. The
content is never self-indulgent or trivialising. They are mod-
els of logical argument, leavened by a disarming sensitivity
towards his listeners. ‘This leads to the third and last obser-
vation with which I shall weary you,” he says, after a lengthy
paper of closely reasoned lucidity. In discussing Alasdair Mac-
Intyre’s After Virtue he warns, ‘Maclntyre must not be held
responsible for my use or abuse of his thought.’

The editors draw attention to ‘the effortless transition
into poetry or literature’ in McCaughey’s theological writing.
This is his practised art, but also displays his intuitive cham-
pioning of literary criticism in theology and biblical studies,
a movement that gained specd mid-century and today is a
minimum requirement. He knows that ‘Christianity has
been a great literary event’. Literary critical readings of the
Bible, literature as a means to theological understanding, the
written heritage as key to the scriptural heritage—these and

1€ Ca = ars, Peter Matheson & Christiaan Mostert (eds).

David Lovell, 2004. 1sBn 1 863 55106 9, RRP $25

other modes of criticism and discourse are at work through-
out this book.

The strongest force that enlivens this collection is its
ccumenical spirit. Ecumenism is the first premise of many
of these papers, and all the others can be read with ecumen-
isin as a main motive. “The Formation of the Basis of Union’
and his other addresses on the foundation of the Uniting
Church in Australia are crucial documents for our under-
standing of Australian church history and justify purchasc of
this book in their own right. McCaughey makes it plain why
the Bible, that book of little books, is an open text for open
minds. Church union is not a ponderous pursuit of doctrinal

differences but a reclamation and canvassing of
strengths and common directions.

I HE SUBTITLE is a misnomer. Some McCaughey Papers,
surely. To be truc to its claim, The McCaughey Papers must
be a sizeable editorial challenge; other volumes in the sct
would contain his many writings on socicty, government,
literature, history, and education. Here we have just some of
his important writings on religion, though glimpses into his
other interests are evident. For cxample, McCaughey draws
our attention over again to the values that make for more
complete individuals, a more imaginative and responsible
society. He rebukes the managerial mentality, reminding
us that vocation is central to personhood and that a healthy
society does not flourish by pure self-interest. Literary con-
sciousness meets Christian conscience when he recommends
MaclIntyre’s saying that ‘it is in the narrative order of a single
life that virtue is perceived’.

Davis McCaughey was a quintessential figure in the
formation of the Joint Theological Library, a vital national
and international resource. Right into his late eightics,
McCaughey could still be seen ascending the spiral staircase
into the library. As a member of staff who makes mental notes
of borrowers’ reading habits, T observed that McCaughcey not
only took out the latest critical works, but also copies of titles
that he had donated to the library himself 30 years earlicr. He
embodies the view that it is not just the books you recad that
form and define your character; more importantly, it is the
books that you reread.

Philip Harvey is a Melbourne librarian and poet.
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Forgiving and forgetting

N SOME waAys [Drisoners of the
Japanese is similar to another American
classic, Studs Terkel’'s The Good War.
In both books ordinary men tcll stories
about their World War II cxpceriences,
but where The GGood War often makes
Daws’s book will make

you smilg,

you cry:

They took four more officers ... They beat
them for hours-beat them to death. They
threw the bodies in a swill pit behir - che
Japanese latrines. Next morning ... one of
the guards was walking around in a pair of
British suede shoces.

Gavan Daws is an Australian histo-
rian who lives in Hawaii, and this book
is written primarily for American read-
crs. While it includes matcerial about
British, Australian and Dutch POWs
las well as the thousands of Asians who
were enslaved by the Japancse during
World War 11}, most of its voices are
Amcrican. But as the Japancse treated
all their captives with indiscriminate
brutality, this is of small conscquence.

Prisoncrs of the Jupanese raiscs a lot
of questions. Why did Allicd submarines
sink Japancsc ships which they knew,
or should have known, were carrying
POWs? (This lcads to the almost unbear-
able fact that ‘of all POWs who died in
the Pacific war, once in three were killed
on the water by friendly fire’.} But the
most fascinating issue is the way men of
different nationalities behaved.

The British tricd hardest to preserve
discipline and the distinctions of rank.
The Dutch (who usually had much more
tropical experiencel tended to be more
compliant. They survived in far greater
numbcers. The Americans include  the
ruthless traders and were more
competitive with once another. Alone of
the nationalities, they killed cach other,
especially on the hell-ships that were
taking them to Japan towards the end
of the war.

most
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The Australians, on the - 1940s: ‘Japanese  are  Cross-
Lans, I ISONERS Ja , ,
other hand, scem to have or cyed; their bomb-aimers can't

POWSs of World Was [1in the Pacific

maintained a real solidarity,
and this, along with Gal-
lipoli, has become one of the
most powerful and moving
manifestations of the way
we sce oursclves.

But this is to oversimplify
the complex orders
that arose in captivity. Mcen
quickly lcarncd that their
chances of survival
stronger if they formed small groups—
familics almost. The ideal number scems
to have been four. Beyond this family,
affinity might cxtend, in diminishing
degrees, to larger units based on a home
town, a military unit and cventually a
nationality. Other alliances developed.
The Australians and Americans both
disliked the British. And of course cvery-
onc hated the Japanese.

Many writers—Primo Levi, for exam-
ple—have cxplored the moral dilem-
mas that prisoncrs in wattime face, and
Daws includes some awful examples.
The POWs stole ruthlessly from once
another; food, medicine, cquipment and
clothes {one man had his trouscrs torn
off whilc he squatted in the latrine). Most

officers made sure they lived
better than their men did.

social

were

OME QUESTIONS CONTINUE tO WOITY
us. First, why did the Japanese behave
so badly?! Onc answer cites bushido,
the ancient Japanese warrior code that
made capturce a disgrace. Daws is scepti-
cal: “Bushido ... mcant whatever officers
wanted it to mean.” He thinks that the
main factor was more basic: ‘They were
different races ... cach sceing the other
as unspeakably alicn and repulsive!

It is truc that 60 years ago most
Westerners felt superior to Asians. My
mother, born in 1912, recalled the derisive
storics told in Mclbourne during the carly

GAVAN DAWS

sce straight’; ‘They won't it
in the rain, you know.” It was
inconceivable that they could
beat us in a war. And then,
at Singapore, the unthinkable
happened and the rules—-cither
% ours or theirs—didn’c apply.
o I The fact that these events
ad, happened  within  living
memory lecads to the biggest
question of all: how have we
all moved on so casily? The Japancse
moved on straightaway; no explanation
and no apology; just a persistent refusal
to acknowledge  that anything unto-
ward occurred. Some years ago, when
the TJapanese
at its hcight, there was a story—prob-
ably apocryphal—of a Japancsc leader
who apparently said, immediately after
the war, “We'll just have to do it the

cconomic miracle was

slow way.’

But we Westerners have moved on
too. Many Australians who grew up dur-
ing the 1930s and ’60s heard their fath
and uncles hinting at the dreadful things
they had scen and heard at the Pacific War
and declaring that they would never |
Japanese products. During the 1970s and
'80s there was occasional protest when
Japancse developers bought up Australian
beachtronts. But these days references to
the Japancesce atrocities are scen by many
to be in poor taste.

The rcason that most of us in the West
have been so willing to torgive and forget
probably involves pragmatism and our old
friend, economic rationalism. But some
people remain uneasy. This excellent
hook will reinforce that uncase. And a
good thing too, I think.

Denis Tracey lives in Mclbourne, where
he teaches and writes about philan-
thropy and social e nt. In 1 cr

moments he studies theology.









Missing my friend
—Meng Haoran (ca. 690—ca. 740)

the mountain light suddenly gone in the west
the pond moon gradually rises in the east

my hair let down, i enjoy the evening cool
relaxing in the open space with an open door

a lotus wind issues fragrant airs

and the bamboo drips clear-sounding dews

i'm about to get my gin out and play it

but realize my closest friend is not here to listen
thus i miss you my friend

and wish we could meet in a midnight dream

Cold night

—Jie Xisi (1274-1344)

sparse stars frozen in a frosty sky

over the thin forest wet by a flowing moonlight
i stay awake in an empty hall

listening to an occasional leaf fall

Drinking alone with 1 e moon
—Li Bai (y01-762)

a pot of liquor amidst flowers

i drink alone without friends

i invite the moon, cup in hand

there are three of us, with my shadow

but the moon little knows how to drink

and the shadow just follows me about

their presence so temporary

i shall seek pleasure when the spring comes

as 1 sing the moon is pacing up and down

and as i dance my shadow swishes around

awake, we have fun together

drunken, we go our separate ways

we forget ourselves so much in our mutual enjoyment
we can only hope to meet again in a far milky way heaven

—All poems translated into English by Ouyang Yu (1955-
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