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N AGEING AGNOSTIC introduced me to Eureka Street
in Rockhampton in the mid-1990s. Joan Brady had led an inter-
esting life: frontierswoman in  cntral Quecensland, mother
of ten, consumer advocate, financial counsellor and political
activist and an carly recipient of a heart transplant.

Her caustic language bewil  red and alicnated many, yet
her passion for social justice, indigenous equality and empow-
erment of the little person w  legendary. Thrusting this
weighty publication into my palms, she remarked that it was
‘time for me to really get educate

Her recommendation did not disappoint; for the next dec-
ade Twas an occasional reader of Eureka Street, consuming it
in doctors’ surgeries and public libraries, and sharing it with
subscriber friends. Sadly, like many others, I never proffered
my own cash for the education.

As a communications specialist, I admired the quality of
the articles in the magazine and dreamt of seeing my name one
day in its print. I envisaged my first article as some prominent
commentary on Australian culture lending itself to extensive
original thought and acclaim as an important piece of intel-
ligent discourse.

Instead, T find my contribution somewhat less lofty as 1
try to ease you down gently about the demise of the print edi-
tion, while bravely highlighting the numerous advantages of
the publication’s move to online. We all have our life’s expec-
tations unmet on occasion!

As chicf exccutive officer of Jesuit Communications
Australia, the owner of the Eureka Street masthead on behalf
of the Australian Jesuits, I am in the unenviable position of
oversceing the ending of this print era. It is not casy. Many
of you have taken the opportunity in recent months to let me
know the central role the magazine has played in shaping your
reading habits and cven your lifestyle choices. The pleasure of
retlective reading—in bed, on a train or in the garden—being
replaced by devotion to a computer sereen has proved, and will
prove, too much for some of you.

Forallthosc whohavebuiltan‘institution’around the print
format of the magazine, I apologisc for the decision to remove
it. Whether it be the closure of transport or other public
services, the demise of a sporting club, the rationalisation of
churches or the loss of faith in political parties, it is difficult
to sce positives in the crumbling of ‘our’ institutions.

But it is my hope that this sense of loss will lead to Fureka
Street’s great gain. 1t is no secret that subscriber numbers had
been on a downward spiral in past ycars and that financial
losses were mounting. It is a testament to the Jesuits’ commit-
ment to independent media and public affairs that the print
format had not ccased carlicr. This also had much to do with
the strong will of several editors and the quiet determination
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of former publisher and now editorial consultant, Fr A1 ew
Hamilton sJ.

The gain in going onlinc is in Eurcka Street’s accessibility
to many morce readers with significantly lower production costs.
Long-term travellers with the magazi ould be concerned
if this were at the expense of the pub on’s cthos—to tell
stories from a humane perspective often lacking in other
media. Care has been taken in the planning stages toa rm
this mission and to avoid the pitfalls of populism, so prevalent
in all forms of publishing today. Eureka Street has had, and
will continue to have, a focus on th¢ uman dimensions of
individual, communal, political and international situations.
The online form, with the possibility it offers for quick 1 Hlic
response, will enable it to engage its rcaders more directly and
frequently.

For you subscribers, I am acutely aware that proot will be
in the tasting.

Eurcka Street will launch online on Tuesday 16 May 2006.
Most existing subscribers would be aware by now of the other
detailed changes including the annu  individual subscrip-
tion price of $45, for which they will reecive 24 fortnightly
email editions. These will also be accessible, along with sev-
eral other features including newsletters and editorials, on the
publication’s website, www.eurekastreet.com.au

Experienced online editor Michacl M lins will be the
new editor of Eureka Street, replacing print professional Robert
Hcfner, who very ably took charge of the magazine for much
of the past ycar.

From my desk I overlook the asph  -laden Eurcka Street,
a laneway behind our North R 1mond office in Melbourne. 1
watch the street’s movements every day. Like other parts of our
nation, it forms a great picture of Australian community life.
The postic doing his rounds on his two-decades-old bicycle;
the female octogenarian pushing her manually powered
mower against her handful of grass strips; the Vietnamese
school children; the urban professionals in their inner-city
playground; the retired; the unemployed (or so it scems to me);
and the neighbours who, in the midst of all the busyness of
city life, still enjoy a smile, a nod, a conversation or a glass of
beer on the verandah on a Friday afternoon.

A far cry from the Anglo-Celtic domiciled, working-
class cottages of the street’s ecarlier inhabitants a century
or more ago, I think to mysclf. Yet, no diffcre: in many, many
more respects. Likewise, welcome to Eureka Street Mark 11,
friends, where the new and old blend together in rencwed
harmony.
officer  of  Jesuit

Tom Cranitch is chief executive

Communications Australia.



Answering the needs
of the times

One of the questions [ most often found
myself answering while working at Jes-
uit Publications was how I came to be
involved. The short answer is that [ was
propositioned by a Jesuit at a pub. Truly.
And like most propositions in pubs, onc
rarcly knows just what once is agreeing
to in saying ‘yes’. But perhaps this is
just as well. While T had no idea of pre-
ciscly what lay in store for me, 1 equally
could never have predicted how much
I'd learn, how many great pcople I would
meet and work beside, or just how fastid-
ious I would become over the placement
of a comma.

The experience of working at Jesuit
Publications, and on Eurcka Street, was
onc that was both rich and unpredict-
able. The magazine was all-consuming
in terms of time and encrgy, but equally
incredibly satisfying.

I wonder about the move to publish-
ing Eurcka Street online. Publishing is
always a gamble, both in what it sccks
to do and in terms of the actual proc-
ess. That’s why I found it so addictive.
Onc can never predict just how well an
image will work in print, how surpris-
ingly the colours of a cover will leap
from the page, or how a scnsitive layout
can turn a worthy but weighty picce into
an cffortless read.

Then there is the interactive com-
ponent of publishing, ranging from finc
and considered responses by readers to
articles, to the gleeful discovery by an
eagle-cyed subscriber of the typo on page
17 that six rounds of proofing missed.

There is something solid and reliable
about a printed page. It is a commitment
to the reader and to history. Once back
from press, there is no running away
from the work you've created.

Eurcka Street was created to answer

the needs of the times. The need for
an informed, independent, intelligent
and considered forum for public debate
remains. And if a new format is required,
then again I say ‘yes’, even though I'm
not sure what that means for its future.
It has been carried by a loyal and sup-
portive readership, and the gencrosity of
its many talented contributors.

Eurcka Street has always punched
above its weight. T hope it continues to
do so.

Marcelle Mogg
Editor, 2003-2005

Making tea
and conversation

Around the time T joined Eureka Street 1
was reading The Decline of the Tea Lady,
a delightful book by Jenny Stewart {who
also writes in this final print issue).

‘When I first joined the Australian
Public Service in the mid-1970s, life
with the tea lady would have been unim-
aginable,” Stewart wrote. ‘The tea ladices
began to disappear in the carly 1980s,
victims of a vagucly defined climate of
financial stringency which nevertheless
required its sacrificial victims ...

‘Both in the making of the tea and in
the cleaning up, the tea lady represented
(to usc the jargon term) significant econ-
omies of scale, all now sacrificed in the
name of economy.’

With some surprise I discovered that
not only had Jesuit Publications held out
against this trend, but that its resident
tea lady was really a bloke—and no less
a figurc than Andrew Hamilton sj, who
each morning made the tea and coffee
and rolled it out on a trolley for everyone
on the editorial floor {and sometimes the
whole office, plus visitors) to enjoy.

Many of you know Fr Hamilton only

through his writing, which has been a
distinguishing featurc of Eurcka Strect
from its beginning. Through it you have
come to know his intellectual rigour,
and his sensc of fairness, compassion
and humour. [ have come to know him
as a man who lives his faith every day,
in ¢cvery way, not least of which is the
preparation of a mighty fine cuppa.

Putting out a magazine, as Morag
Frascr says in this issuc, is a team cffort.
I never dreamed, 15 years ago, when my
collcaguc at The Canberra Times, Jack
Waterford, handed me an carly copy of
the magazine, that I would someday be
part of its editorial tcam.

That team has changed over the
years, but what hasn’t changed is the
magazine’s commitment to good writ-
ing, whether by cexperienced obscrvers
such as Jack and Andy, or by cmerging
voices who have gone on to be heard in
the wider world.

Looking back over past issues, what
strikes me most is the quality and con-
sistency of the writing.

Some articles stand out, such
as Margaret Simons’s picces on  the
Canberra press gallery and the droughe,
and Brian Doyle’s short essay on taking
to one’s bed.

But the overall impression that
lingers is of a body of finc work, about
ideas and issues that often were not being
discussed in any other public forum.

It’s been a privilege to be, for a short
time, a part of that. I'll miss the morn-
ing tca, but ¢ven more, the conversation
it always inspired.

Robert Hefner
Acting Editor
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happens here in Esfahan. 1 am 31 years
old, I have a BA and I work here. The pol-
iticians have done nothing for us.’

Now there’s just a bus ride back to
Tehran. I am finally riding in a Volvo,
considered luxurious by my fellow bus
travellers. We pass within miles of the
Natanz nuclear enrichment facility,
buricd deep in the desert just south of
Kashan, where Shah Abbas the Great
lies entombed.

—Jan Forrester

MW GIVES AUSTRALIAY

LL THE MAJOR RELIGIONS UTgC
kindness and gencrosity, and all cultures
scem to like stories that celebrate these
qualitics; for example, the Good Samari-
tan, Simpson and his donkey and the
almost universal obligation to be hos-
pitable to visitors. Sometimes we assess
the virtue of a socicty by the way it cares
for its poor, its disabled and its vulner-
ablc. By this mcasure India probably
rates quite highly and the United States
rather low, with Australia somewhere in
the middle.

Some people sce giving as a moral
imperative. Philosopher Peter  Singer
sums it up with characteristic blunt-
ness: ‘We need to challenge the idea that
you can live a morally decent life just
by looking after your own family and
not actually causing harm to others. We
need to develop a sense that if we have an
abundance, we arc actually doing wrong
if we don’t share it

These thoughts are partly provoked
by the indignant reactions to Kerry Pack-
er’s recent publicly funded send-off. It is
said that Packer avoided paying tax, an
impression that probably arose from his
famous 1991 comment when he appeared
before a parliamentary committee: ‘I
pay what [tax] I'm rcquired to pay; not a
penny more, not a penny less. 1f anybody
in this country doesn’t minimise their
tax, they want their head read!’

Actually, this scems pretty reasonable.
I don’t pay more tax than L have to cither. I
don’t think I know anyone who does.

The serv'ce of the word

N THE CATHOLIC FUNERAL LITURGY, we hear that ‘Life is changed, not ended”.
These words, laconic and simple, have stayed with me recently, as I have been
with dying and bercaved friends, and lived with the passing over of Eureka Street
from print to online.

Caught close to dying, the wise attend to their words, and particularly to
words that make large claims. They ask what kind of change this might be, and
whether, in its living, it is better than an end. Only when they have explored the
desolation experienced in berecavement or dying will they seek words for the con-
solations brought by not ending. They are like dentists who probe the full scope
of decay before sealing the cavity.

The grief of many of our readers at the change in Eureka Street counsels this
same wisdom. It should come naturally to little magazines, because it is central
to our service of Australian public life. Our business is with words, and particu-
larly with sifting the bad use of words. It is not just that public language is often
ugly, meaningless, stale or incorrectly used. The larger fault is that words are not
tested. Whether elegant and literate, or ugly and badly joined, they fail to test the
deep human reality of the situations and policies they describe. They decorate
them morc or less clegantly. This gap, between the way in which people’s lives are
changed and the words we use to decorate the process, is turf for spin.

It is the task of good writing, as distinct from clegant writing, to enter hon-
estly difficult human reality, particularly where life is changed for the worse. In
Eureka Street we have tried to do this for people detained, bombed, deprived of
legal rights and patroniscd. The only reason to record such forms of dying is the
conviction, against the odds, that life is not ended, and that therefore those whosc
lives have been destroyed should be remembered.

To sift, purify and measure words against human reality is not a choice. It is a
commission. Many have received it, ourselves among the least of them. If Eureka
Street dics, it matters little. It does matter that, living, Eureka Street is faithful.

When speaking of scrmons, Lancelot Andrewes criticised those who ignored
the claim that words make. By scrmons, he meant words shaped with meaning
and purpose.

They seemed to reckon of sermons no otherwise than of songs; to give them the hear-
ing, to commend the air of them, and so let them go. The music of a song, and the
rhetoric of a sermon, all is one. A foul error, even in the very nature of the word; tor
that is a law, a testament, and neither song nor sonnct. A law, enacted to be done.

It is a plain mistaking of the word—which is as sced in a soil, or as a scion in a
stock—to take it for a stake in a hedge, there to stick and stand still, and bring forth
nothing. Or according to the metaphor ... where it is termed ‘a glass’, which we
should look in to do somewhat by; to take away some spot, to mend somewhat amiss,
to sct somewhat right; and it is plainly to mistake it to look in it and look off it, and
forget our chief errand to it.

When we attend upon any of the couplings of living and dying, the service of
honest words is both gift and charge.

Andrew Hamilton sj is an cditorial consultant for Eureka Street.
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find that the expericence is, on all levels,
a deeply satistying one. It leads to intel-
lectual adventurcs, a stronger sensc of
self-worth, happicr familics and more
motivated employcees.

It certainly doesn’t impoverish the
donor. Daniel Petre, a wealthy and gener-
ous Australian, has remarked that a per-
son who gives away ten per cent of a $100
million fortune will not experience a
noticeable decline in his or her lifestyle.

Some people believe that philan-
thropy holds grcater appeal for people
who arc moving towards the end of their
lives and want to securc some credit
points while there’s still time. Perhaps
they have the opportunity, the maturity
and the inclination to reflect on life's
bigger questions once the powerful pre-
occupations of youth {building a carcer,
buying a housc, scx) have receded.

A rccent issuc of The Economist car-
ried an excellent series of articles that
described the great change that is now
taking place in philanthropy. As people
have become more financially literate,
they are less content to donate money
to organisations that will distribute it.
Increasingly they want to sce a direct
connection between their giving and
some social outcome. They want to feel
that they have given their time, their
knowledge and their wisdom, as well as
their money.

They are discovering that the more
they invest in philanthropy, the more
they and cheir families can get in return.
They want writing a cheque to be part of
the process, not just the outcome.

Modern  philanthropists  are  not
donors, they are social investors.

—Denis Tracey

Y ANTYNUARRTEDY IN NN O

HEN CARLOS AND EMILIO were
marricd in Madrid last July, it marked
the end of their 30-year courtship.

The two men met in a Madrid caf¢
in February 1975 when Spain was still
ruled by the dictator Genceral Francisco
Franco and homosexuals were impris-
oncd under the Law on Social Dangers.

‘Back then it was scandalous, but
we still moved in together,” a beaming
Emilio told reporters after Spain’s first
gay marriage.

Emilio’s mother used to pray for him
to change his sexuality. ‘Now she’s buy-
ing us a cruise.’

Almost a year into marriage, Carlos
and Emilio arc still going strong.

‘What makes you feel closer is pco-
ple’s reaction,” says Carlos. ‘Now they
associate you, put you together. Even
though we have been together for 30
years, in the eyes of the law we used to
be just room-matces.’

For Emilio, getting married was
about more than mere legal recognition
of their rights. ‘TI've noticed a big differ-
ence with my mother and siblings, he
says. ‘Now they talk about family issues
with both of us.’

Like an old married couple, they even
finish cach other’s sentences.

‘It's not that we used to fight a lot,
begins Emilio. ‘But now we never fight,’
concludes Carlos.

The case with which these most
celebrated of newlyweds have scttled
into married lifc belies the fact that
their union marked something of a
social revolution in this once staunchly
Catholic country.

Despite polls showing that two-thirds
of Spaniards supported the reforms, the
legalisation of gay marriage—only Can-
ada has gone as far in cxtending full
legal cquality to homosexual unions—
prompted a conscrvative backlash that
raiscd the political temperature across
Spain.

The  Catholic  Church  not  only
opposed the new laws, but did so with
a vchemence that  alienated many
Spaniards.

Before the law was passed, Juan Anto-
nio Martinez Camino, the vocal spokes-
man for the powcerful Spanish Bishops’
Conicrence, said that legalising gay mar-
riage was akin to ‘imposing a virus on
socicty” and was the biggest challenge
faced by the Church in 2000 years.

During parliamentary hecarings into
the legislation, Aquilino Polaino, a psy-
chiatry professor from Madrid’s Catholic
University, appeared before the Senate’s
Justice Committee at the request of the
main opposition Popular Party and testi-
fied that homoscexuality was ‘a discasc’
that ‘can be corrected by therapy’. This

‘discasc’, he assurced senators, was causcd
by ‘a hostile, distant, alcoholic or violent
father’” and ‘an overprotective, cold and
demanding mother’. Homosexuals, he
concluded, ‘did not play games as chil-
dren, may have suffered sexual abuse
within the family and arc more likely
to be promiscuous, take drugs and sutfer
from schizophrenia.’

A few days later, hundreds of thou-
sands of demonstrators marched through
the streets of Madrid to protest against
the laws, led by Catholic bishops in full
ceremonial regalia.

Although opinion polls reveal that
morc  than two-thirds of Spaniards
support the new law, Carlos is still
quictly angry about the response to their
marriage.

‘Everyone deserves the acceptance
of their fellow human beings,” he says.
‘It’s like a balm. That’s why it makes us
so angry that some people are against it,
After six months, nothing has happened.
The fact we are married hasn’t hurt
anyonce.’

Emilio, who is Catholic, is more
emphatic: ‘1 am very pissed off at the
Church. I have read a lot about it since
the law was passed. It shocks me that
their position is so categorical.’

The Church’s opposition has, how-
cver, come to nothing. Since Carlos and
Emilio wed, more than 500 gay and les-
bian couples have tied the knot.

On 14 January, Spain’s Constitu-
tional Court finally rejected a legal chal-
lenge brought by Catholic registrars who
refused to officiate at gay weddings.

After 30 years of living together, Car-
los and Emilio are accustomed to weath-
ering the controversy that surrounds
their relationship. What they're yet to
get used to 1s how even mundane cvents
have taken on a whole new meaning.

‘A couple of weeks aga, 1 had to have
an endoscopy,” Carlos recalls. “The nurse
asked me who would be accompanying
me. Without thinking, I said, “I'm here
with my husband.””’

—Anthony Ham

Contributors: Jan Forrester is a Sydncy
freclance writer; Denis Tracey works at
the Asia-Pacific Centre for Philanthropy
and Social Investment at Swinburne
University, Mclbourne; Anthony Ham is
a freelance writer based in Madrid.
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J. EAR ENOUGH TO 2§ YEARS AGO my friend Vincent
O’Sullivan came to Flinders University for a year as Research
Fcllow. Vince was, and continues to be, a wonderful writer,
a brilliant wit, a splendid conversationalist, a stcrn opponent
in argument and, in short, excellent company.

Every week or so, we would retreat to Rigoni’s in Leigh
Street for a relaxed yarn about writing, sport, the world and
its ways. While we worked on our bottle of the house red
and tortellini alla panna (we never ordered anything else),
or when we had moved on to Tattersall’s baroque saloon bar
for a post-prandial ‘cleanser’ or two, I would often regale him
with some new idea I had for a story or satirical piece or essay,
because Vince was a generous and an acute literary mentor.

The trouble with my ideas, however, was that they
existed either only in my head, like Keats’s ‘unheard melo-
dics’, or in the form of cryptic reminders in my spiral note-
book. For example: ‘A bloke who gradually realises that other
people are stealing his personal anecdotes and telling them
about themsclves discovers parts of his body are disappear-
ing.” And, a few pages later: ‘Someone who constantly hears
his namc being mysteriously called in crowds, shops, cte.” Or
again: ‘Usc Smetana’s deafness, the note ringing constantly
in his car, as a motif.” Or: ‘Story about going to the Picasso
Exhibition.” Or a scrawled speculation: ‘Story bascd on how
dog lovers become obsessed by their dogs,” and so on.

Once day in the winter of that yecar, we met as usual and
some half hour or so into our conversation I said that while
travelling into town I'd had a ‘terrific idea’ for a short story.
Vince looked at me not with the usual interest and atten-
tiveness but, on the contrary, with an uncharacteristic hint
of exasperation.

‘Look, mate,” he said, ‘why don’t you write these bloody
stories instead of just talking about them?’

[ admit to having been slightly shocked but when, later,
I examined my reaction, I realised it was not so much that
I was surprised at Vince’s sudden toughness as that I recog-
nised with enormous apprchension that my safe little world
of ‘terrific ideas for stories’ would have to be translated into
action or ceasc to carry any weight. In short, I'd have to ‘write
the bloody things'.

At just about that same timc Christopher Pearson took
over the Adelaide Review and, with deadlines looming, imme-
diatcly rang around to conscript contributors. Why he asked
me for ‘any stories you've got lying around’ remains myste-
rious. I supposc, like Vince, he must have suffered various
versions of my ‘terrific story’ idcas. Anyway, the O’Sullivan/
Pearson pincer movement forced my hand.

For the next few months, in the cold dark of carly morn-
ings and latc at night when the housc creaked in the silence,
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Writing the sloody things

I wrote 22 short stories, the first couple  which 1 sent off to
the Adelaide Review. At the same time, encouraged by the
Review’s voracious need for material during its first vulner-
able months, I had a go at a kind of sports writing that I'd
been thinking about for ages (another so far untricd ‘terrific
idca’}—a sort of comic-satirical take on test cricket and Aus-
sie Rules as both entered into the tighter g grip of commer-
cial and television interests.

It was all long ago and scems triv. cnough now, but
Vince’s uncompromising cdict and Pearson’s out-of-the-bluc
appeal made a huge difference to my lifc: in fact, they thor-
oughly redirected it. A collection of short storics, Quicken-
ing and Other Stories and Oval Dreams: Larrikin Essavs
on Sport and Low Culture, dedicated respectively to Vin-
cent O'Sullivan and Christopher Pearson, were the immedi-
ate results. From that tremor, attershocks reverberated down
the years.

All of which, along with other memories both literary
and scurrilous, came back to me as I stood yarning with vari-
ous luminaries at Writers’ Week 2006. Vince was there, now
the most distinguished and decorated New Zealand writer of
his time, but unspoiled by fame and sti  celling jokes. And
Rob Drewe {The Shark Net, Grace, Sydney Swans tragic) who,
on reading the column about millipedes in these pages a few
months ago, offered to bring a ute load of canc toads down
from his northern New South Wales eyric to see if they'd cat
my millipedes and solve both our problems in onc hit. And
Kerryn Goldsworthy, short-story writer, columnist, one-time
academic. And Morag Fraser who, as editor of Eureka Street,
originally asked me to write for it. And waves of former stu-
dents, many of them now writers of note, who made me feel
venerable and absurdly durable in the onc moment.

Every one of the dozen or so Writers’ Weeks Thave attended
cither as audience or gucst has been marvellous. But this one
scemed special. It wasn’t only the weather—one of Adelaide’s
most luminous, cloudless autumns—or the excellence of the
sessions, masterminded by the amiable, 1flappable Writers’
Week chairman, Dr Rick Hosking, and his committcce. It was
something clsc; perhaps once's age, I admit with reluctance.
And perhaps, too, the consciousness that the age we live in
is in turmoil and that havens, like Writers” Week, of art and
culture and conversation among glossy beautiful mounds of
threatened books and journals and magazines under the gln-
bally warming sun should be valued as never before.

Brian Matthews lives in the Clare Valley and is Professor
of English at Flinders University. His most recent book
is The Temple Down the Road: The Life and Times of the
MCG (Viking).



Short-term gains

HAVE WRITTEN AT LEAST a gross of columns for Furcka
Street—amazingly not having missed an issue—since it began
in 1991, and find myself with mixed emotions as I write this
for the last printed issue—at about the same time as Commu-
nications Minister Helen Coonan is circulating her white paper
on the future of the media. I shall write on for the interncet edi-
tion—assuming the editors want me to—and my job of doing
so will not be different, right down to drafting the article on a
computer, and sending it to Mclbourne, late as usual, by cmail.

For at least the past 20 years, people have predicted the
demise of the newspaper, the magazine, and, probably, ulti-
mately, the book. I do not believe it for a second. Indeed, some
of the new technology—not least the ebook—may well lead to a
revival of interest in the printed word. Here in Canberra, 1 have a
particular perspective on thinking so.

About 20 per cent of the population of Canberra—a propor-
tion far higher than anywhere elsc in Australia, and possibly
the world—are news junkies. They read, watch, listen to and
otherwise access anything they can if it has some relevance
to their lives. They are politicians, political staffers, public
servants and other government advisers, lobbyists for private
and public causes, and members of Canberra’s substantial edu-
cation, military and diplomatic industrics. Information and
informed views—and being up-to-date on what occurs—are
their stock-in-trade.

The news junkics sop up information wherever they can
get it. They are the most sophisticated consumers of all medi-
ums. Many get up in the morning and flick on television news
and current affairs. They listen to AM on the radio, and browsc
the newspapers—three on average, sometimes more. As soon as
they get to work, they are browsing the internet, and will likely
consult news sources several times during their working day.
They will go out of their way, if they can, to hear ABC news
and current-affairs broadcasts, and to watch key television cur-
rent-affairs shows. They buy books, particularly non-fiction, and
are at least ten times more likely to do so than average Austral-
ians—themselves keen book buyers by international standards.
And they read magazines, particularly current-affairs ones |a
nice example is that about one in every 40 readers of the British
magazine The Spectator lives in Canberra). They are catholic in
doing so. A high proportion of, say, Quadrant readers also read
Eurcka Street, Arena and The Bulletin.

These sophisticates know very well the advantages of partic-
ular mediums: the immediacy of radio; images on television; the
permanence of print and the capacity it and some delay allows for
morce detail, analysis and informed commentary; and the value
of the internet for rescarch. The highest consumption of any of
these mediums—so far as news and views are concerned—is by
the people who arc the heaviest consumers of the other medi-
ums. By and large, they are not dropping any old mediums for

new oncs—or where they are, it is not because of technological
change or convenicence, but because particular old mediums are
less competent at doing their particular job, and the reason for
using them is less pressing.

The majority of Australians—cven of Canberrans—are not
like these news junkics. Some people (worryingly, an increasing
numbecr} are completely turned off news in any medium at all.
They would not read newspapers if they were free. They turn
off, or move the dial, on radio and television when news or cur-
rent affairs come on. They make only the most limited personal
use of the internet. But while people note the slow and steady
decline of newspaper circulations—about half of what they were
40 years ago—or the declining total audience of television—like-
wisc—it has not been becausce of a switch of mediums so much
as a deercasing engagement by and with audicnees, not least in
an environment in which the amount of information available is
increasing exponentially.

Few media are now owned by people—such as the old
Fairfaxes and perhaps the Symes—with some vocational sense
of duty to enlighten, inform and intluence the world. Own-
crs are now overwhelmingly corporations, often mere wings
of corporations, focused on farming potential advertising rev-
enuc and maximising profits. They realise that the bigger the
audicnce, the higher the advertising premium, and that qual-
ity and quantity of content are critical to that. Increasingly,
however, they are focused on costs, and on a drcam that costs
can be cut by finding ‘synergics’—ways of getting bigger audi-
ences for the same content. The dream is of a journalist who
will, in the same day, tell it on radio and television—perhaps
in an extended way on a subscription channel as well—and
write it for the paper, which will, of coursc, republish it on
the internet, probably sending you an SMS as it does so. And,
of course, using the power of syndication to do it in separate
markets with duplication of journalists. The pursuit of that
drecam—and the maximum audicnce—involves the idea that
the new media empires should involve all mediums.

It won't, in the long run, work. The hungriest punters do not
want the same information repackaged for different mediums,
and will only take it once, if at all, given that there arc alter-
native sources. If syndication and cost-cutting make less of the
product attractive, relevant, interesting, or urgently demanding
to be consumed, the overall demand for the product will fall. A
fresh range of market media analysts—a good few of whom are
illiterate—will foreshadow impending death and call for more
cost-cutting. More media concentration is to be resisted not
because proprictors are telling cditors and journalists what to
write, but because the greater the concentration, the less pres-
surc for quality, breadth and depth.

Jack Waterford is cditor-at-large for The Canberra Times.
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Are we asleep at the wheel?

T IS EASY FOR ALL OF US to be criti-
cal of our governments and of our media.
But in a democracy we clect our govern-
ments and the media fecds us what we
like to consume. When we elect leaders
without pity, when our judges fail to show
pity, when our civil servants act without
pity, or when our media pursues ratings
by denying pity and love, there is every
chance that they are reflecting us back
to ourselves. When there is a major fail-
ing by government to live up to our pub-
lic morality, there is every chance that
we have all been infected to some extent,
adopting the utilitarian calculus that the
ends justifics the means, that nothing is
good or bad in itself. Tt depends only on
the political or economic consequences.
A senator can change partics after elec-
tion pleading that there is no real differ-
ence between the party policies. If that is
so, surely political morality dictates that
you stay with the party to which you were
elected until the next clection when you
scek to make the move. But self-interest
is cquated with common sense, and the
attempted move is justified if it succeeds.
Paul Keating once advised that in any
race you should always back sclf-inter-
est because you know it is trying. In the
corporate scctor, middle-order managers
wonder why they should be honest when
dircctors misuse company property for
their own personal benefit.

When retiring as a tcacher at the
Australian National University in 1975,
Manning Clark asked if it had all been
worthwhile. He recalled attending the
requiem mass at St Christopher’s Cathe-
dral in Canberra the previous year for his
friend Eris O'Brien:

The procession after the service reminded
me of the Catholic, Protestant, and the Enlight-
enment—symbolising what one had thought
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our history was about, in part. But there was a
scquel. Outside the church, as that bell tolled
its melancholy dirge for the dead, T was seized
with that dread which has never heen far from
mec in the last ten or so years: that the bell was
tolling a requiem for the only vision of life
with which I had any bond. I feared that all
these three ways of looking at the world, and
the men who believed in them, were about
to be replaced by men who belicved in noth-
ing; men with the appetites of the sybarite
and the morals of the Pharisee; men who were
not touched by the story of the prodigal son,
or Schiller’s great ‘Hymn to Joy’, or Mozart’s
Magic Fhute, or Karl Marx's point about moral
infamy, or the teachers of the Enlightenment
on tenderness, or Steele Rudd’s Dad, or Henry
Lawson’s Christ figure—men without pity,
with that great hell in the heart, of not being
able to love or be loved.

This quote haunted me over the sum-
mer after I spent an afternoon watching
the Cole Commission on the Oil tor Food
Program. As the historian and preacher,
Manning would have no interest in pub-
licly pursuing the government on this
matter, and that is not my role. Rather,
we need to reflect on how we as a society
allowed this state of affairs to develop.
Unlike the Bush administration, our gov-
ernment joinced the Coalition of the Will-
ing in Irag with a restricted purpose: to
rid Iraq of weapons of mass destruction
and to remove the threat to international
sccurity, especially the threat to our ally,
the United States. Regime change was
an additional item on Mr Bush’s agenda.
As a pcople we permitted our govern-
ment to do the moral handstands, sign-
ing up to the Coalition without signing
up to all the objectives given for war by
the Icader of the Coalition. Whilce Bush,
Cheney and Rumsfcld wanted regime
change in Iraq at any cost, Mr Howard

told us, ‘I couldn’t justify on its own a
military invasion of Iraq to change the
regime. I've ncever advocated that! We
signed on, in part, paying our ducs for
our alliance with the US. At the same
time, our government (with the support
of the Opposition and the nonchalance
of most of us) wantc to maintain high
wheat sales to the Iragi regime when
cveryone knew that to do business in
that part o 1e world you had to
pay kickbacks.

UR COLLECTIVL MORAL TORPOR and
national irresponsibility were reflected in
the nonchalant acceptance of assurances
from our government that all would bc
well with our wheat sales to Iraq cven
though we were gearing up for war with
Iraq. In return for our government’s strong
language against Iraq following its failure
to permit thorough weapons inspections,
the Iragi government expressed concerns
about the contamination of our wheat.
We said they had W D; they said there
were iron filings in our wheat. There were
neither. The Austr.  an Wheat Board was
able to put the sales back on track, with the
government telling us the issue ‘has been
resolved, which is excellent news for the
Australian Wheat Board and for Australian
wheat farmers and their familics’. Mark
Vaile told Parliament that this ‘certainly
vindicated the federal government’s faich
in the AWB and its ability to successfully
manage its commercial dealings with the
Tragi Grains Board’.

In hindsight, w : we not all asleep at
the wheel while the ship of state sailed
through these precarious amoral watcers?
Commissioner Terence Cole and Oppo-
sition Forcign Affairs Spokesman Kevin
Rudd will presumably get to the bortom
of particular ministers’ blame. But v at
about the blame on all of us! Barnaby
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Denying but not defying

Death is a natural part of our lives, yet in most Western societies
it seems to have to be either fought and conquered, or chosen;

it cannot just be

EUREKA STRITT

MAY-JUNE 2006

HE PROTRACTED AND PUBLIC dying
of the late Pope John Paul II, the tube-
feeding cases of Terry Schiavo in Florida,
Mrs BWV (in the case of that name) and
Maria Korp in Victoria, arc all examples
of a rumbling dialectic in modern West-
ern socicties about the limits of medical
treatment and causing death.

In The Tabler last year, Paul Kceley,
a palliative care physician in Glasgow,
challenged those responsible for the pro-
longation of the late pope’s dying proc-
ess. He wondered why the pope was not
allowed to dic peacefully, ‘rather than an
ugly medicalised death’, being subjected
to futile and intrusive treatment, such as
a tracheostomy, when afflicted by termi-
nal pncumonia.

One can also only be amazed at
the incredible death-denying spin put
out by the Vatican mecdical spokesman
throughout the saga. Why were devout

Catholics praying for their Holy Father
to be further delayed in his reunion with
his creator? Keeley rightly points out the
spiritual importance and history of the
‘good death’.

Causal asscrtions are never far away
when the media considers these issucs.
When talking of the decision by the DPub-
lic Advocatce of Victoria to withdraw tube
feeding from Maria Korp, who was dying

with scvere irreversible brain damage
after prolonged asphvxia, a Mclbourne
newspaper unhelpfi vy ran a head-
line stating that she was being ‘starved
to death’”.

In an attempt to improve decision-
making at the end of life, specifically for
situations where «  patient is incom-
petent, there has been growing intercst
in the development ot advance directive
programs in Australia. Programs such as
Respecting Patient ¢ oices and Planning
My Future Medical Carc {the latter cur-
rently under consideration by the Aus-
tralian Catholic Bishops Conference and
Catholic Health Australia) attempt to get
people to appoint agents and leave writ-
ten instructions recording their wishes
for future care when they are unable to
speak for themselves. Similar moves are
under way in Britain, and there are long-
established legal instruments of this sort

in the United States  anada and scveral
Australian states. So far, howcver, all
such policy-based legali ¢ approaches
have had negligible impacts on care and
dccision-making at t
high hopes.

The problem is that the issuc of caus-
ingornotcausingde 1, the moral linein
the sand, has become virtually the only
aspeet of care and  cision-making at

end of life, despite



the end of life that gets socictal or media
attention. In fact, much of the thinking
about death in society centres on the
idea of ‘matural’ death. Though widely
used in common parlance, as if its mean-
ing is clearly understood, on closer scru-
tiny the term actually encompasses two
things. At onc level, in its forensic sense,
it implices absence of any human contri-
bution to the cause of death. At another
level, in an existential sense, it implics
the sclf-cvident truth that death is an
incevitable part of the ‘natural’ human
condition. From this sccond meaning
tlows a spiritual, social and behavioural
sense of conscious preparation for death,
as a key component in the quest for both
meaning and dignity in human life, par-
ticularly in its final part.

Modern palliative care is deeply
imbued with this aspect of the term,
and works to assist people to deal with
the rcalities of their situnation—as indi-
viduals and in their family and social
context. However, this palliative-care
approach is certainly not value-neutral.
It relies on an acceptance, of some sort
and at some level, of the inevitability,
and hence the ‘naturalness’ of one’s fate,
that going with the process rather than
fighting against it is the most dignified,
comfortable and indeed logical way to
proceed when it becomes apparent that
further curative-intent treatment, or
maintenance of life-support measures, is
only postponing the inevitable, and prob-
ably causing its own suffering as well.
None the less, when giving voice to this
apparently almost truistic recognition
of reality, palliative care can come into
stark contlict with modern individualis-
tic ‘human-potential” world views, based
as they seem to be on the imperative to
fight for everything you want, or c¢ven
that, it you have enough faith, you will
get what you want. Death scems to have

to be cither fought and conquered,
or chosen; it cannot just be.

AUSE OF DEATH 1S, OF COURSE, a
matter of central importance for both
medicine and the law. Medicine, and in
particular, palliative care, that branch
of hcalth that cares for people who are
dying, adopt the¢ position that medical
intervention should neither intend to has-
ten death nor prolong the process of dying
when cure or remission of disease are no
longer realistic goals.

This position of what might be
called ‘causal neutrality’ has grown
from, and is consistent with, the Judeo-
Christian ethic, the dominant one in
Australian and other Western societics,
and also with Islam. Each of the three
major monotheistic religions holds that
humans have a natural life span deter-
mined by God, that the mode and timing
of death does not lie with humans, and
that human agency cannot be involved.
Law tends to be shaped over centuries
by the dominant religious tradition of
the country or jurisdiction concerned,
and all have historically forbidden caus-
ing the death of a person (unless sanc-
tioned by the state for punitive reasons).
This position of causal ncutrality has
been challenged over recent decades on
three fronts.

First, euthanasia has bccome a topic
of wide public debate. Overwhelmingly
the public has indicated that, in certain
circumstances at the end of life, most
notably where suffering is unrelieved
or where quality of life is impaired to

such a degree that the person feels that
life is no longer worth living, it is per-
missible to have someone clse help that
person to die. This runs directly counter
to the values laid down by religion and
reflected in the law. With a few notable
exceptions, most jurisdictions explicitly
forbid third-party assistancce in dying.

Sccond, modern medicine now has
the capacity to maintain life, and thereby
also to prolong dying, or lifc in a perma-
nently brain-damaged unconscious per-
son, in ways that were inconceivable
when the major religions laid down their
moral and legal codes. It is thercfore
quite mistaken to apply time-honoured
absolute interdicts against causing death
(although all have allowed the death pen-
alty and some still do) to decisions about
modern medical treatment.

Third, in public policy and the law
there has long been the assumption that
some palliative interventions, or delib-

erate lack of inter cd
contribute to the c: 'se
interventions incluc a-
lating doses of opioi or-

phine for pain and symptom relief, and
sedatives for agitation and distress at the
end of life on the one hand, and the ces-
sation or non-initiation of various medi-
cal trcatments on the other. These are,
however, allowed because of the ethical
and public policy imperative to relieve
suffering and avoid a purposeless pro-
longation of dying and its attendant suf-
fering and loss of function, as stated so
clearly in the objectives sections of the
Victorian Medical Treatment Act [1988)
and the South Australian Conscent to
Medical Treatment and Pallia-
tive Care Act (1993).

Howevcr, the assumption concern-

ing cause of death and the use of opioid
and scdative drugs in palliative care is
wrong. Any drug can endanger life if
used inappropriately, but the knowledge
and skills built up over some 30 years of

palliative-carc practice have shown that
opioids and other similar drugs can quite
safely be used for symptom control with-
out bringing causation into question if
the parameters of accepted  practice
are followed. Pain is treated by opioid
drugs without danger to lifc for weeks
and often months before death, and for
even longer in people with chronic pain
who live a normal life span. It is also
truc that the usc of cscalating opioid
and scdative drugs close to the point of
death has the theoretical potential to
have some influence on precise timing
of dcath, although it is not possible to
validate such an observation onc way or
the other, and nor is it cthical, appropri-
ate or important to attempt to do so.
This clinical undecrstanding, gener-
ated by modern palliative care experi-
ence, did not, however, exist in 1957,
when the then Justice Devlin gave advice
to an English jury in the famous casc of
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lin, concerned specifi-
of morphine and heroin
was reliant on medical
y, which held that opi-
ingerous and that their
life inevitably entailed
buting to the cause of
piratory depression. To
accommouate tns within the law, Dev-
lin introduced, for the first and only time
into such legal deliberations, the doctrine
of doublc cffect. This has its origin in the
Roman Catholic moral theological tradi-
tion, in which an outcome forbidden by
religion, in this case causing or contrib-
uting to the premature death of a dying
patient, is permissible, provided that cer-
tain conditions arc met, notably that this
outcome must not be intended.

Despite the genceral falsity of the
medical assumption underpinning it,
and the fact that the intentions and
motives of the
also open to question, Devlin’s advice
is still frequently gquoted when end-of-
lifc issues are considered in the Eng-
lish common-law tradition. The law
continues to assume that palliative
care interventions may indeed contrib-
ute to causc of death, but takes a com-
monscnse  and approach to
accommodate this, usually as Devlin

did, by invocation of the princi-
ple of doublc cffect.

doctor on trial were

humane

uc in no small part to its incor-
poration into the legal reasoning in this
frequently cited case, this false causal
assumption, combined with the legacy of
the Judco-Christian imperative, contin-
ues to gencrate anxicty among doctors,
nurses and the general public. Health
workers, imbued with the scientific tra-
dition, tend to believe that the law just
looks at bare causality, and, it secims,
palliative care may contribute to causc
of death in  © cyes of the law. However,
while the law looks at the facts of a case,
it is also concerned with the legal proc-
ess of determination of legal liability,
and in legal parlance the term ‘causation’
cncompasses both these aspects, and will
not even apply a causal analysis if there
has been no legal duty established, or ille-

gal conduct.
At the same time, medical practice is
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to a large degree based on, and informed

by, an imperative to keep patients alive

at all costs, and to do cverythine nncei-

ble to achieve this. The massive

advances within medicine thro

20th century have promoted tl

both within medicine and in

mind, that dcath can be indefia

poned. To admit death is to ad

This, combined with the

assumption that palliative int

may incidentally contribute to

death, has generated a resistance witnin

mainstrcam medicine to the delivery of
appropriate care of people who
are dying.

alliative care teams, especially those
working in acute hospitals, often find
themselves working through (overtly and
covertly) these causal issucs in end-of-life
care with the treating team, patients and
familics. They become advocates for the
recognition of natural death in the sense
of acknowledgment of its imminence and
incvitability, often in situations where
heroie but  futile  and disproportion-
ate treatment options arc being offered
to dying persons. The challenge is to
bring about a transition in the goals of
care to comfort and dignity rather than
cure or length of survival. This tends to
be resisted by a willing co-conspiracy
between desperate patients and familics,

and their doctors, in a system which all
too readily constructs death as an enemy
to be fought at almost any cost until the
last possible moment.

Most religious groups have been very
supportive of palliative care. Provision
of appropriate and timely skilled care for
pain and suffering is almost universally
agreed upon, regardless of divergences of
opinion about cuthanasia. But religions
can further help by reassuring their peo-

ple that all their scriptural foundations
and moral codes were formulated well
hefare we had the capacity to prolong
and that nonc of these tradi-
‘¢ the dying to be treated as if
rable, that modern medicine
have its limits. Heroic treat-
curable ¢
struction of the dying proc-
thosc who belicve, ignoring

ditions should be

Despite the continuing sce-

of most socictics, religious
groups st have a valuable role in recon-
necting people to ancient traditions that
can bring comfort and mcaning to those
facing death and loss. If their teachings
are being used, howcver erroncously, to
justify acharnement thérapeutique (lit-
crally, therapeutic harassment as it has
been put in French), it would greatly help
if they would set the record straight, and
reassert the ‘nmaturalness’ of death.

In carc and decision-making at the
end of life it is arg d that the delib-
crative processes and discourse should
move away from almost cxclusive focus
on human agency and deach causation,
important though this is, and c¢cmbrace
non-obstruction of the dying process
and scli-determination as well. “Natural’
death should be scen having a compos-
ite meaning, which embraccs both foren-
sic and existential senses. And in the
final analysis all would surcly agree that

there 1s more to a ‘good’ or ‘good enough’
death than causality.

Dcath and dying are cverybody's
business, and medicine can case the jour-
ney or make it harder; this, and only this
can be our choice.

Michael Ashby is dircctor of the Centre tor
Palliative Care, and Protessor of Palliative
Medicine, Department of Mcedicinge, St Vin-
cent’s Hospital, University of Mclbhourne.



The Zen

NCE, THE CHIEF cOOK of a Chinese
Zen temple was busy preparing lunch. As
he was working, there appcared tloating
above the rice pot the revered Bodhisat-
tva, Manjushri. ‘Get away from here!’ said
the cook, later a noted Zen master. ‘I'm
making lunch! To drive him away, the
cook tinally hit Manjushri on the head
with his stirring spoon. He said that cven
if the Buddha himself had appearced tloat-
ing above the rice pot he would have hit
him too!

During World War II in the village of
Le Chambon-sur-Lignon, a group of French
Protestants harboured Jewish refugees. In
Philip Halli¢’s book about thosce cvents,
Lest Innocent Blood Be Shed, the ltal-
ian wite of the pastor lcading the resist-
ance has a central role. Magda Troem¢
is described as a quick, forceful person.
In the winter of 1940-41 when the first
refugee from the Nazis, a German Jewish
woman, knocked at the door of the presby-
tery asking if she could enter, Magda ‘gave
an abrupt, ungrudging, raucous command
issued through a wide-open door: “Natu-
rally, come in, and come in.””

These two stories may appear antithet-
ical: one about driving someone away, the
other about bidding someone to enter. Yet
both speak to a particular type of good-
ness: onc that it based on simply doing
what needs to be done.,

Discussion on the nature of this kind
of spontaneous moral action is difficult.
When asked about the rationale for her
actions many ycars after the war Magda
answered: ‘1 try not to hunt around to
find things to do. I do not hunt around
to find people to help. But I never close
my door, never refuse to help somebody
who comes to me and asks for some-
thing. This, I think, is my kind of reli-
gion. You sece, it is a way of handling
myself. When things happen, not things
that I plan, but things sent by God or by
chance, when people come to my door, 1
feel responsible.’

Ddl dIl NdITOWSKI

master’s stirring spoon

For moral philosophers these state-
ments pose a problem. How did Magda
choose where her responsibilitics  lay?
Were they to the unknown German Jew
knocking on her door or to her own four
children endangered by the refugee’s pres-
ence! What general principles, philoso-
phers ask, allow us to perceive what is
right in a particular situation? When Hal-
lie tried to ask Magda such questions she
would become impatient and turn back to
her cooking or sewing or cleaning.

Perhaps the source of Magda’s cthical
discrimination can be found in her com-
ment ‘it is a way of handling myself’; that
is, it tflows from a way of being rather than
a set of established beliefs about right and
wrong. At the beginning of his sccond
book of Ethics Aristotle refers to the term
as having its origin in the Greek word
for an individual’s character. For Aristo-
tle, rcason is the central force in the rela-
tionship between character and morality,
aligning the passions in accordance with
the golden mean that constitutes right
action. Magda’s goodncss, in contrast, is
founded not on the rational intellect but
in a fundamental orientation towards oth-
crs: ‘When people come to my door, I feel
responsible

When philosophers have tried to talk
about that kind of connection—Hume’s
‘sympathy’ or John Stuart Mill’s ‘benevo-
lence’—their peers grow uncomfortable.
How do we prove such ideas! How can
we define them? But Magda’s goodness is

beyond the reach of such questions. To be
able to call out without thinking as she
did, ‘Naturally, come in, and come in,
requires the collapse of our self-centred
desires. Spiritual practice can aid in this,
but Magda did not share her husband’s
religiosity and was actively opposed to its
mysticism. Indeed, as the story of the Zen
cook shows, attachment to religious or
philosophical ideas about right and wrong
can even get in the way of goodness.

The cook had a tangible job to do—he
was preparing a meal for his community.
In the Zen framework, taking care of
cveryday life is more important than
worrying about csoteric religious matters.
Meditating on a cushion, stirring a pot of
rice—cach moment of being is essential
and cach must be given wholehearted
attention and care. This taking care of
needs as they arise shouldn’t be confused
with the kind of fretting and worrying
that consumes Martha in Luke: 10, and
it has nothing to do with complaint. It
does, however, have much in common
with the story that precedes it, that of the
Samaritan who sces a man wounded on
the road and helps him without thought
or theology. If there had appeared floating
above the injured Jew a vision of Yahwel,
I think the Good Samaritan would have
hit him with his sandal: ‘Get away from
here! I'm busy bandaging!’

Ethics cmanating from this way of
being, this openness to whatever presents
itself, look easy, natural. But such a nature
is hard to cultivate, and all the philo-
sophical and theological talk in the world
won’t create it. It takes work to be able to
operate from that place—the same work
done in the church and on the strect, in
the meditation hall and at the rice pot

Sarah Kanowski is a broadcast journalist
and freelance writer. This was one of two
cssays she submitted to win last year’s
inaugural Margarct Dooley Young Writ-
crs’ Award.
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ow far have you come, bal /?

HLRCHEZ LA FEMME. In his March
1 speech to the National Press Club,
Treasurer Peter Costello announced: "We
ought to be looking to make this the most
female-friendly place on Earth.’

What a fabulous thought.

Of course, there are guestions to be
asked. Which females, 1 wonder, docs
Costello have in mind? Students? Work-
ing mothers? Women over 65! Or maybe
he’s thinking of women with disabili-
tics, or breast cancer patients, or women
seeking abortions or about to give birth.
What about female artists and writers,
indigenous women, women asylum scck-
crs or Muslim women? ['ve certainly not
¢xhausted the range, but I hope I've made
my point, that half the population is as
varied as the other half, and providing for
the needs of one group among us may well
detract from those of another. The first
thing anyonc involved with women's pol-
icy learns is that we women are a diverse,
contradictory, often refractory bunch.

Thirty years ago, when I was involved
in developing policy myself, the govern-
ment conducted annual pre-budget con-
sultations, Essentially a public relations
exercise (the budget had already been
decided when they were held), the consul-
tations exemplified the relative innocence
of those days, when ordinary citizens met
with Cabinet ministers and face-to-face
delivered their demands. It was carly in
the Fraser government and a round of con-
sultations with women’s  organisations
had been arranged. But before the women
met with the ministers, we in the depart-
ment brought them together to discuss the
issues among themselves, and with skil-
ful manocuvring enabled them to present
a morc or less common front.

Separately, however, cach had a con-
cern about the others. ‘Sara, said one
migrant women'’s representative, ‘do you
actually believe that the Aborigines are

. what do you say ... redeemable?” When
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she left the room and her indigenous
counterpart returned, she expressed her
disgust for the ‘Eyetics’. The Country
Women’s Association delegate clearly dis-
liked them both. By the end of the day the
entire procedure had taken on the charac-
ter of farce, with one woman coming in a
door immediately after another had gone
out, to voice her distrust of the actor off-
stage, just as that woman had donc only
the minute before. And so it went. We
had consecrvatives and social democrats,
single mothers and ‘family’ champions,
businesswomen and housing advocates; a
varicty of perspectives not altogether con-
ducive to mounting a unified case.

It would be casy enough to interpret this
story as evidence of the legendary cattiness
of women, and it was indced the fear of giv-
ing that impression to Cabinct that made
us work so hard to smooth over the differ-
ences. And in those days, too, the media
pounced on any disagrcement as positive
proof of the notorious female tendency to
squabble. Yes, it was sexism at its worst. But
I risk reporting the experience hecause of
how deeply, if hilariously, it was impressed
upon mec through those mectings that, in
policy terms, there is, in reality, no single
group called women, and how difficult it is
to negotiate our differing demands.

Yet, despite it all, no one can really
question that, as a group, women have
been and still are discriminated against by
the mere fact of being women. For nearly
60 years it was entrenched in the wage-fix-
ing system of our country that a woman
was only worth three-quarters of a man. In
the post-war period women paid a 22 per
cent luxury tax on contraceptives. Not
until the 1970s was a woman able to buy
a housce or take out a loan without a male
guarantor, and a woman was considered a
deserter if she left a marriage, no matter
how dangerous or difficult it was. Apart
from thesc ridiculous examples, an argu-
ably more insidious systemic discrimina-

tion has continued to operate, with the
result that in spite of arbitration commis-
sion judgments of the '70s and legislation
cnacted in the '80s, women still carn, on
average and over a lifetime, less than men
doing comparable jobs. And the mere fact
of this has consequences all the way down
the line, from today’s purchasing power to
tomorrow’s superannuation.

Recently I've had reason to revisit
women’s policy for a paper on oral his-
tory I was asked to write. In che carly '90s
[ was approached by the National Library
of Australia to begin recording conver-
sations with feminist activists for their
oral-history archives. I'm still conduct-
ing the interviews, which document the
resurgence of Australian feminism in the
late 1960s and its intluence on govern-
ance from that time. Those I interviewed
include academics, consultants, journal-
ists and writers, but the largest group by tar
have been former ‘femocrats’, women who
went into government in order to improve

conditions  tor  women and
advance their status in society.

EMOCRATS ARE A peculiarly Austral-
ian phenomenon. Their appearance on the
scene in the 1970s and ‘80s can be attrib-
uted to what the historian Keith Hancock
once observed was a rraditional Austral-
ian reliance on state support for individual
endeavour, plus the happy coinciding of
feminism's resurgence with the election of
the Whitlam Labor government. This scr-
endipitous combination of forces, arguably
uniquce at the time in the Western world,
had repercussions long after Whitlam's
dismissal and influenced the movement's
dircction throughout the Fraser, Hawke
and Keating years.

By 1991, when Eurcka Strcet was born,
feminists had found positions in all our
parliaments, local councils, burcaucracics
and universities, and had made an appreci-
able impact. In the culearal arena, too, a
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The Eureka moment

ORAG FRASER RECALLS sitting
in a friend’s  Huse on a hot day in Syd-
ney with a handful of faxes that had just
arrived from poet Scamus Heancy in Ire-
land. Heaney had recently given a talk at
the Melbourne Writers” Festival ar Fra-
scr, editor of Eurcka Street, had aske  1im
if the magazince could publish the taik.

‘He said sure, but let me sce what you're
going to publish. So I dutifully transcribed
every impeccable word—he’s a great rhet-
orician—and faxed it to him. When T got
it back he had not left a single sentence
untouched. This is the poet/control freak/
maniac. It was a great privilege to be sit-
ting there editing the editing.’

An carlier Eureka moment that Fraser
recalls is more personal. Her father died
between the first issue of the magazine
going to press and coming back from the
printer. ‘1 was at my father’s funeral in
Adclaide when Michael Kelly and Adrian
Lyons walked down the aisle carrying
the first issuc, and 1 thought my father
would’ve really loved that!

That first issuc, published in March
1991, began a 15-year print history that
comes to a close with this final May-Junc
2006 issuc. Along the way the magazine
has published some of the finest writers
working in Australia and overscas, and
has covered issucs that were often ignored
or glossed over by the mainstream media.
The masthcad of the March 1991 issuc
listed Michacl Kelly sy as publisher, Adrian
Lyons st as editor and Morag Fraser as asso-
ciate editor. To introduce the new maga-
zing, its editors wrote:

But why launch a new publication at a time
of recession and international contlict? We
believe that with the mass media now in
fewer hands than they have been for dec-
ades, the range of perspectives offered to
Australian readers is too few. And the right
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questions—the questions behind the ques-
tions-—arce not being pursued vigorously
cnough. Eurcka Stree! aims to pinpoint
issues of importance to Australia, in the
context of the region and the wider world.
We are enlisting writers who report accu-
rately, analyse pereeptively and who are
capable of making their own contribution
to the questions at hand ... Above all, we
want Furcka Street to be a ‘good read’
for thoughtful people.

By the third issuc, May 1991, Fraser was
editor, a role that she filled with distinction
until 2003. {1 came in with one Gulf War
and went out with another,” she observes
wryly.) Fraser's impact on Eureka Street
was cnormous, but she acknowledges a lot
of support: ‘It was always a group exercise.
If I hadn’t had extraordinarily good proof-
readers, if I hadn’t had a series of assistant
editors and production cditors who were
very good at their job, T simply couldn’t
have done it. It’s interesting that a lot of
them have gone on to write elsewhere and
do other things. They were very good.’

Fraser recalls having lunch with Peter
Stecle s1, who was the Provincial Supe-
rior of the Australian Jesuits when Eurcka
Street started, and getting his full endorse-
ment for the magazine: ‘I asked him just
what it was the Jesuits were looking for,
and he said, “Just publish thc best writing
that you get.” He knew that our notions of
the best writing would coincide.

Steele says that when he made the deci-
sion to start Eureka Street he had one main
hope: ‘“This was that it should provide an
opportunity for lively, intelligent, and
courteous conversation between (mainly)
Christian believers and the Australian
community at large.

‘Tdid not see any publication with which
I was acquainted as providing a model for
this one. I believed, and still do, that the

Australian cxperience of both the secular

and thesacredisdistin = ve, indeed unique:

andIthought thatit wasuptoallwhowo |

be seriously involved in the magazine to

find an original voice for original mattcers.

I have been gratificd and heartened
to sec the extent to which this
has in fact taken place.

ROM THE BEGINNING the magazine
strived for a style and a look that Frascr says
was ‘somewhere between Harper's and The
New Yorker. The hal  ark of those two
magazines was the quality of the writing,.
That was always what  wantc  and what
I was very much encourage  to do, first by
Peter and then by Bill Uren, who was the
next Provincial.

‘“We'd had alot of set-up help from a Jes-
uit called Michacl Harter who'd worked
for America magaz . I visited Michael
in his lair on Stater land and I'd scen a
lot of what both America and Commion-
weal had produced. 1 ke did the initial
layout design.’

It was a design that won numerous
awards over the years in the Australian
Catholic Press Associ  on and the Aus-
tralasian Religious Press Association, but
the true distinction of Eurcka Street lay
in its coverage of issucs of social justice,
politics and contemporary life, and in the
quality of its writing,.

Tt was a privilege to be able to give writ-
ers, thinkers and pcople who were inter-
ested in public policy and politics genuine
space, not just soung »space, in order to
develop arguments it how we might
live, says Frascr. ‘Dealing with writers
of great quality was marvellous—writers
who were still endowed with a genuine
humility, always anxious about whether
what they had done was as good as what
they could do.

‘And of course we had an interest in









Dildil Loylie

A song of believing

$ A FAN's NOTEs for grace, and
quavery chant against the dark, I sing a
song of things that make us grin and bow,
that just for an instant let us sec¢ some-
timcs the web and weave of merciful, the
endless possible, the incomprehensible
inexhaustible incxplicable yes.

Such as, to name a few:

The way the sun crawls over the rim
of the world cvery morning like a child’s
face rising beaming from a pool all fresh
from the womb of the dark, and the way
jays hop and damsclflies do that gcomet-
ric acroamazing thing and becs inspect
and birds probe and swifts chitter.

And the way the young mother at the
bus-stop has her infant swaddled and hud-
dled against her chest like a blinking extra
heart, and the way a very large woman
wears the tiniest miniskirt with a carc-
less airy pride that makes me so happy I
can hardly squeak.

And the way scals peer at me owlishly
from the surf like rubbery grandfathers,
and the way cormorants in the ocecan
never ever get caught by onrushing waves
but disappear casually at the last possible
sccond so you see their headlong black
stories written on the wet walls of the sca
like moist petroglyphs.

And the way no pavement asphalt mac-
adam concrete cement thing can ultimately
defeat a tiny relentless green thing.

And the way people sometimes lean
cagerly face-first into the future, and the
way infants finally discover to their abso-
lute agogishment that those fists swooping
by like tiny fleshy comets are  theirs!

And the way when my mom gets
caught unawares by a joke shec barks with
laughter so infectious that people grin
two towns over, and the way one of my
sons sleeps every night with his right leg
hanging over the side of his bed like an
oar no matter how many times I fold him
back into the boat of the bed.

And the way the refrigerator hums to
itself in two different keys, and the way
the new puppy noses through hayfields
like a headlong exuberant hairy tractor.

And the way my daughter always
makes one immense final cookie the size
of a door when she makes cookics, and
the way one son hasn’t had a haircut since
Napolcon was emperor.

And the way crows arrange them-
selves sometimes on the fence like the
notes of a song I don’t know yet, and the
way car engines sigh for a few minutes
after you turn them off, and the way your
arm goes all totally nonchalant when
you arc driving through summer with
the window down, and the way people
touch cach other’s forcarms when they
are scared.

And the way every once in a while
someone you hardly know says some-
thing so piercingly honest that you want
to just kneel down right there in the gro-
cery store ncar the pears.

And the way little children fall asleep
with their mouths open like fish, and the
way sometimes just a sidelong glance

from someone you love makes you all
shaky for a second before you can get your
mask back on.

And the way some people when they
laugh tilt their heads way back like they
need more room for all the hilarity in
their mouths.

And the way hawks and cagles always
look so annoyed, and the way people
shuffle daintily on icy pavements, and
the way churches smell densc with hope,
and the way that men’s pants bunch up at
the knces when they stand after kneeling
in church,

And the way knees are gnarled, and
the way faces curve around the mouth
and cyes according to how many times
you smiled over the years.

And the way pceople fall asleep in
chairs by the fire and snap awake startled
and amazed, unsure, just for a second,
what planct exactly they are on, which is
a question we should probably all ask far
more often than we do.

Look, I know all too well that the story
of the world is entropy, things tly apart,
we sicken, we fail, we grow weary, we
divorce, we are hammered and hounded
by loss and accidents and tragedies, we
slide away into the dark occans behind
the stars.

But I also know that we are carved
of immensc confusing holiness; that the
whole point for us is grace under duress;
and that you either take a flying leap at
nonsensical illogical unrcasonable ideas
like marriage and marathons and democ-
racy and divinity, or you huddle behind
the brooding wall.

I believe that the coolest things can-
not be measured, calibrated, calculated,

gauged, weighed, or understood except
somctimes by having a child patiently
explain it to you, which is another thing
that should happen far more often than
it does.

In short, I believe in believing, which
doesn’t make sense, which gives me hope.

Brian Doyle (bdoyle@up.cdu) is the
editor of Portland Magazine at the
University of Portland, in the USA, and
the author mostly recently of The Wet
Engine, about ‘the muddle & mangle
& music & miracle of hearts’. His new
book, The Grail, about a year in the life
of an Oregon vinceyard, will be published
this ycar by One Day Hill Publishers in
Victoria.
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INICholas Lruen

Cut from the same cloth

HROUGHOUT LAST YEAR WC COM-
memorated the 125th anniversary of the
climax and end game of Ned Kelly’s life,
from the bizarre sicge of Glenrowan to his
hanging at Old Mclbourne Gaol four and a
half months later. Kelly was hanged on 11
November, a date we remember as the end
of two other great moments of dehiance,
grand vision and grand folly.

We should also have spared a thought
for another November death. After surviv-
ing two years’ hard labour which ncarly
killed him, Oscar Wilde left England for
the Continent, where he died just a few
years later, on 30 November 1900.

The contrasts hetween Kelly and Wilde
could not be more obvious. But their lives
bear uncanny symmetries from the triv-
ial to the profound.

Both counted themselves sons of Tre-
land, and sharced both the month of their
deaths and year of their birth, 1854,

The generous and unsuspecting nature
of cach was central to his downtall—Ned
in his trust of the schooltcacher Curnow
who tlagged down the train, and Oscar in
his extravagant gifts to rent-boys that so
incriminated him in court.

Both were innovators never success-
tully imitated.

Wilde’s jokes were and often still are
regarded as stilted, sitting uncasily with
the content of his plays. Yet they are like
depth unscttling  established
meanings, and doing what religious texts
often do—prompting new understanding
through contradiction and paradox. Kelly
was an innovator with his own crimi-
nal cscapades, turning bank robberics,
remarkably ¢nough, into weekend social
events—occasions for improvised party-
ing and propaganda.

As recent scholarship illustrates, there
wis a4 much stronger political undercur-
rent to the events surrounding both Ned

charges,
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and Oscar’s triumphs and tragedics than
is often supposced.

McKenna’s recent biography of Wilde
draws out the political radicalism  of
Wilde’s  leadership of ‘the cause’ for
the liberation of men who loved men,
uncovering plenty of cvidence both of
Wilde’s brazen subversivencess and of real
concern at the highest levels of society
about the outbreak of ‘Greek love’ of
which Wilde was the figurchead.

So too, the ‘Kelly outbreak’ was no
simple matter of four outlaws in the hills.
Born in the aftcrmath of the Eureka Stock-
ade, Kelly became an inchoate republican
revolutionary. And the authoritics had so
mishandled the situation that Kelly had
cnough sympathisers to have created a
bloodbath in Northern Victoria of grander
scale than Eurcka. Whilce our heart goes
out to Ned as the underdog, our head
reminds us to be gratetul that Glenrowan
was the fiasco it was,

But Oscar and Ned share somcthing
much deeper.

Each engincered his own  demise,
moving with a heedless, dreamlike cour-
age towards the doom he had so assidu-
ously courted. They are mythic for that
courage and for the elemental nature of
their story.

As they took one incluctable step after
another towards their doom, what on
carth were they thinking? Given so many
chances and the many warnings of their
inner voices and their brothers in arms to
turn back, what did they think they were
doing? If we tried to envisage their lives in
‘real time’ unfolding to themselves, rather
than in the mythic hindsight to which we
arc continually drawn, we'd conclude that
they didn’t know themselves.

Picture Ned emerging from the fog of
dawn walking into a hail of bullets in his
territying and ridiculous suit of armour,

walking into a trap tf  hc had carcfully
and absurdly sct for himsclf, and there
you have Oscar.

Having primed himself before he met
its object, Wilde’s grand passion was Bosic,
son of the violent Marquis of Queensberry
(today most famous for ‘Queensberry’s
Rules’ in boxing), and known to be some-
what unhinged.

As Wilde knew, Quecensberry  was
beside himself with anxicty, hostility
and gricf, having just lost another son,
very likely from suicide. in the throes of
a ‘Greek’ love atfair wi Lord Roschery—
the then prime minister. Oscar’s out
geous  behaviour with Bosic provoked
Queensberry to publicly defame him after
endless warnings.

Though the words  the card Quceens-
berry Tett for Wilde at his club were hard
to decipher, Queensherry’s lawyers were
able to arguc that it said: "Oscar Wildc:
posing as a sodomite.” That was preciscly
what Oscar had been doing with Bosice.

But, becoming the vehicle for Bosic's
passionate hatred of his tather, Wilde sued
Quecensberry for ceriminal libel. Like a
string of ridiculous lies in Ned's various
cxplanations of his conduct, Oscar swore
to his attorney, quite falscly, that the defa-
mation was bascless. Yot he had been the
model of indiscretion all around London
for years.

Oscar's armour against Queensherry
was about as sccure against counterattack
as Ned’s against the  Hlice. Kelly scems
to have conceived wnat became his last
stand as an act of rehellion and possi-
bly mass murder. But his innovations of
armour and of the robbery as town party
now playced their part in his downfall.
Like a baddic in a ba novie, Kelly didn't
properly supervise the arrival of the rrain.
He was partyingint  pub!

Wilde was  cross-cxamined by fel-



low Irishman Edward Carson QC—an
acquaintance in childhood and a good
friend of Wilde’s at Trinity College, Dub-
lin. Carson sighed to his wife after Wilde's
case against Queensberry had collapsed:
‘I have ruined the most brilliant man in
London.” Like Christ and Socrates, Oscar
was begged by his friends to tlee. But he
scemed  caught in indcecision.  Shortly
before his arrest at 6.20pm he resigned
himself to his fate, observing: “The train
has gone.” There were four more trains to
Paris yet to depart that evening.

Ned, too, embraced the heroism of his
last stand, though what happened that
night is murky and surrcal. He was shot
several times carly on in the siege of the
inn. Joc Byrne was overheard telling Ned,
as he'd told him before, that the armour
was always going to bring them to gricf.

Even with the lifeblood having poured
from his best friend Joe Byrne, with his
brother and Steve Hart inside the inn, the
story told by Kelly’s biographer Ian Jones
suggests that Kelly could have won the
siege of Glenrowan. A cadre of sympa-
thiscrs were waiting in the wings for the
prompt for a north-cast Victorian repub-
lican uprising. If that were so they could
surcly have slaughtered the police sur-
rounding the inn, picking them off from
the dark by the light of the full moon.
Jones claims that Kelly told them to desist
and go home—that it had now become the
gang’s fight.

In Jones's retelling, Kelly also passed
up scveral opportunities to escape. Having
bled badly for most of the night, with mul-
tiple bullet wounds through his arm and
foot, Kelly put his helmet back on, walked
into a hail of bullets uttering defiant and
murdcrous abuse, apparently intending to
rescuc Steve and Dan in the inn.

Both Oscar and Ned's trials werce trreg-
ular in various respects, retlecting likely
political interference from the highest
levels to secure conviction. But both rose
above their anxicty and pain to spceak
with courage, clarity and fecling.

Oscar had been deteriorating physically
and psychologically throughout his month-
long remand before his first trial. But when
asked about the ‘love that dare not speak
its namc’, he gave us a glimpsce of his leg-
endary cloguence and of his defiance—
though his words spoke more to fantasy
than to the tawdry reality with which the
trial was concerned. He survived his first
trial with a hung jury, but, following much

murmuring in the corridors of power, his
sccond trial secured a conviction.

Kelly, in pain and  disablement
throughout his trial, atfected a digni-
ficd stance clutching his lapel with his
wounded hand. In contrast to the attor-
neys he had had in carlier hearings,
his attorney in his murder trial was an
incompetent novice.

Kelly was told the jury’s guilty deci-
sion, and Judge Redmond Barry’s inevi-
table death sentence was only a moment
away. [Barry, an cstablishment Irishman,
was a notorious ‘hanging judge’. Years car-
licr he had asscrted the protection of the
rule of law on Ned’s behalf by condemn-
ingaman to death for trying to burn down
Ned’s tamily home in a fit of drunken
rage. The arsonist was Ned’s uncle and his
sentence was later commuted.)

After Justice Barry pronounced the
deathsentence, an extraordinary exchange
ensued between Kelly and Barry, the lat-
ter concluding with a pompous but sin-
cere lecture on social harmony and much
clse besides and Kelly responding again
and again with fearless simplicity, and
ultimately with his famous defiance.

After Barry’s incantation ‘May the
Lord have mercy upon your soul’, Kelly
responded, ‘T will go a little further than
that and say I will sce you there, where 1
g0, He turned and blew a kiss to his friend
Kate Lloyd, saying, ‘Goodbyc, you'll sce
me there,” then turned and left the dock
‘appearing quite unconcerned’.

Both Ned and Oscar were acting in the
scrvice of theirown myths and understood
themselves to be doing so. As Oscar said,
he put his talent into his work, his genius
into his life. One might add that though
his work was comedic, his lifc was grand
tragedy. All this is truc also of Ned.

Wilde was caught between indecision
and funk, courage and mythmaking. The
social disgrace that he brought down
upon his own head looms like a shadow
within all his successful comedics.
Whatever the variations between them,

their theme remains the same: social
downfall and disgracc narrowly averted.

Like Wilde, Kelly too was driven to
publicly justify himsclf, his Jerilderic let-
ter being the most famous example. But
though, as with Wilde, it was ultimatcly
a retlection of the great dénouement of his
life, Kelly's most cloquent statement about
his life’s betrayal of better hopes was not
in words. As he prepared for the madness
of Glenrowan, Kelly’s thoughts turned to
a time in his short life when his courage
and strength, both of body and of c¢harac-
ter, had been turned to better ends. When
he was eleven he had saved another boy
from drowning in a swollen river and was
rewarded with a green sash by the boy's
grateful family. When the police removed
Kelly’s armour they found the sash around
his body, stained in his own blood.

The last word is Oscar’s, though per-
haps he could be speaking for Ned.

All trials are trials tfor one's lite, just as
all sentences are sentences of death, and
three times I have been tried ... Society
as we have constituted it, will have no
place for me, has none to ofter; but Nature,
whose sweet rains fall on just and unjust
alike, will have clefts in the rocks where
[ may hide, and sceret valleys in whose
silence I may weep undisturbed. She will
hang with stars so that I may wall abroad
in the darkness without stumbling, and
send the wind over my footprints so that
nonce may track me to my hurt: she will
cleanse me in great waters, and with biteer
herbs make me wholce.

Oscar has my pity and my awe. So too,
despite his tlaws and his criminality, does
Ned.

Nicholas Gruen is CEO of Latcral Eco-
nomics and Pcach Financial, a visiting
fellow of ANU and Melbourne Univer-
sity, weekly columnist with the Courier-
Mail and contributor to www.clubtroppo.
com.au. He can be contacted at ngruen@
peaches.com.au.
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In praise of teaching

OST OF Us REMEMBER our tcach-
crs, particularly those who taught us in
primary school. They remain imprinted
on our memorics, their foibles forever
illuminated by that limited but merciless
clarity that all children possess.

The teachers I remember were charac-
ters, in a way that is probably less com-
mon now, when any form of ccecentricity
scems to be frowned upon. There was Mrs
Westwood, a feisty lady almost as widce as
she was high, who kept a bucket of water
on the classroom verandah and, like Betsy
Trotwood in David Copperfield {although
I scem to remember Betsy was on the
lookout for donkeys, rather than canines),
would rush outside every time an crrant
dog padded past the classroom, to dousc
the offending mongrel with water.

Because [ grew up in the 1960s, before
tcaching as an occupation became almost
completely feminised, I remember, too, a
number of malce primary school teachers,
including Mr Rogers, an Englishman, for-
midable in his grey dustcoat, who taught
us our multiplication tables and kept the
boys in line with a natural authority that
I suspect remains as mysterious now as it
was then,

My memorics of high school tend to
be greyer and more detached. At my state
girls” school, I recall a succession of com-
petent women teachers, although then as
now, there was neither the time nor the
inclination to give individual attention
to students, whether they were con cu-
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ously bright or not. You cithcr swam or
you sank, and many sank. It remains the
dubious gift of the public school—a kind
of prophylactic neglect that proofs those
who survive it against the vicissitudes of
university life.

Idid not think then that 1 would become
a teacher—I fancied I would be a journalist,
or possibly an clectronics engincer—but
when I became an academic, 1 found that 1
had to lcarn how to teach. That meant, in
turn, that I had to relearn just about every-
thing I thought I knew about my subjccts:
policy analysis and public admimistra-
tion. Until then, my knowledge had been
implicit, the result of steeping myself
in these subjects over a number of years.
Now I had to externalise my knowledge,
to present a generally accepted picture

that could be justified and rationaliscd.
I reviewed textbooks, T ocereated stepping
stones and building blocks.

Then came the hard part. Having
decided what 1 thought T knew, T then
had to try to impart it to my students—
or at least that is what I thought 1 had to
do. But it’s much more complicated than
that, because few people, even by the time
they come to university, know how to
learn. And so the job becomes once of con-
stantly sccking balance—Dbetween teach-
ing content and teaching skills, between
‘teaching the test” and really exploring the
subject, between going too fast for somce
and too slow for others, between assuming
too much, and assuming too little.

Despite the current concern with peda-
gogical technique, no teacher can succeed
for long without a sou  ¢rounding in the
subject he or she is tcaching. The basic
knowledge is crucial, because students
will quickly ‘suss’ a tcacher v
know his or her stutf.  10wing your sub-
ject is really the begic ng of discipline,’
an cxperienced teacher told me. ‘Kids are
like dogs; they know  vou are uncertain/

But there is something else about
teaching; T call it the Mr Chips syndrome.
The kids move on, but we are left behind,
growing older, a bit more frayed around
the edges, a little more set in our ways. We
develop a kind of defensive bravado, a cle
nishness that binds us to our collcagucs,
but also distances ue om them. In some
sense, no matter how jolly the commu-
nity, we arc alone; the teaching room is
our domain, but if we have a bad day, the
situation is difficult tc
Somchow our world, whether school or
uni or college, is not 1 same as the one
our students will inh 1. e real busi-
ness, the making of money, the forging of
reputations, takes place elsewhere.

Over time we gradually lose touch
with the wo  outside, and settle into the
cyclical routines of the community that
1s our school or university, The ycar has
a certain rhythm, as  ngeless in some
ways as the scasons it still follows. The
productivity-boosters would have us
work through the summer, but only the
most zcalous students, and the most cash-
strapped academics, can keep it up on a
regular hasis.

Like all partly closed communities,
cducational institutions breed a strange
infantilism—gossip  rockets
the speed of light, rumours are not so
much spread as diffused through a kind of
miasma that tloats everywhere, through
the  school smelling of old
lunches and pubescent armpits, or, where
the inmates are older and the buildings

) does not
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newet, the cooler ambience of carpet tile
and concrete block.

Chameleon-like, we take on the cul-
turc—and the reputation—of our institu-
tions. In general, the status of educational
institutions is determinced by the status of
the people who go to them. I do not know
of any other profession where this is truc.
Hospitals with the sickest patients arc not
considered low-grade, nor law firms with
the guiltiest clients. But schools with the
toughest kids, and lcast-intercsted par-
ents, arc the ones that cveryone steers
away from.

After a while, status (or the lack of it
begins to eat into the confidence of the
staff as well. {'If you were any good, you
would not be here/) This is particularly a
problem for tertiary institutions, where the
best staff are belicved to congregate in the
best institutions. In reality, there is prob-
ably more variation in tcaching quality
within universities than between them.

Collectively, schooltcachers have little
status. Teaching is ‘the downstairs maid
of professions’, as Frank McCourt puts it,
and in Australia at least, academics proba-
bly rank cven less highly. Whether you see
this as a healthy manifestation of a robust,
no-nonsensce culture, or a commentary on
our lack of maturity as a nation, probably
depends upon the sort of experience you
had at uni.

Some academics may emecrge, blink-
ing, into the sunlight, as talking heads
on news or current affairs programs, but
there are no Australian superstars like
Simon Schama, presenting or explain-
ing the world to us by hosting shows on
TV. Indeed, teaching someonce who later
becomes famous is once of the few ways of
establishing credentials in the real world.
‘So, did you really have Wil Anderson in
your class?’ I remember my young son
asking one day. Bashfully, I confessed that
this was so. His look of delighted incredu-
lity said it all.

Education remains the public-policy
panacca, but there is not much sensible
public policy about the management of
teaching as a profession. While many
exccellent teachers stay the course, oth-
ers, cqually good, leave relatively carly in
the picce. Why?! Many lcave, not because
they dislike teaching, but because they
cannot face the thought of doing the
same thing for the next 30 years. They
fear becoming trapped.

Allteachersneedabreak from teaching,

ideally working in the workplaces where
they hope their students will end up, but
secondments are difficult to organise.
There is little rotation, little movement.
You cannot swap jobs with anyone else,
becausc no one would work for your salary.
And if you try to leave, you find that the
skills that you have honed over the years
mean nothing in the wider world.

Why this should be so, I do not know,
because the skills of good teaching are
many: organisation, persistence, scltless-
ness the list goes on. Teachers need
a highly developed sense of fairness,
an ability to spot and to nurture talent,
and a good deal of resilience. It takes a
certain amount of courage, certainly at
tertiary level, to hold the line on assess-

ment, cspecially where fee-pay-
ing students are concerned.

HERE ARE OTHER PROBLEMS tooO.
Wherceas once students with special needs
were given short shrift, now the pendu-
lum, as it usually does, has swung too far
the other way. As the semester progresses,
the requests for special consideration roll
in, each one requiring caretul considera-
tion, and raising the further question—am
I being fair to the others?

Political correctness makes confi-
dent judgment cven more difficult. I have
invariably found Aboriginal students who
look Aboriginal very straightforward peo-
ple to deal with, and one or two have made
memorable students. But those with fair
skin who identify as Aboriginal scem to
carry extra burdens. I remember one such
student threatening to report me because
[ had given him a pass in a particular sub-
ject, where others had routinely given him
distinctions. ‘Your mark,” I told him, ‘is
your mark.” And that was that.

Looking back, T can understand his
confusion. Thinking they were being
helpful, or perhaps fearing they would
be thought prejudiced if they applied the
normal standard, others had led him to
believe he was performing much better
than was actually the case.

Afrer 15 years, the act of learning is as
mysterious to me now as when I started.
And therce are as many shapes and forms
of minds as there are people. T remember
the doggedness of many of my male stu-
dents, and the sheer insouciance of others
so laid back it was a miracle they could
stand up—but they got by. And then the
women  students, often more talented,

who gave up because they lost bahics, or
mothers, or husbands, or because they
thought they were not good enough, and
nothing I could say to them would make
any diffcrence.

What is the future of teaching as a
career, considered from an institutional
perspective? I am more pessimistic about
the fate of university teaching than [ am
about school teaching. At least school-
teachers work in financially stable schools
orsystems, and, having done the hard yards
in one place, they can look forward to a
more rewarding posting next time around.
Just as students can choose between pub-
lic and private schools, so can teachers.

The fate of university teachers is more
variable, and more dependent upon the
fortuncs of the particular institution they
find themselves in. Unlike schools, uni-
versitics have sufficient autonomy to get
themsclves into trouble, and few defences
against the terrifying phenomenon of the
modern cntreprencurial academic. But
morc burcaucracy is not the answer. Those
who advocate tighter control of schools by
the federal government should look at the
mess that has been created by 30 years of
centralised policymalking. To create a sin-
gle university system, and then neglect to
fund it properly, was a wanton act of fiscal
vandalism. It has short-changed students,
and also a whole generation of would-be
academics. As universitics have scoured
the globe for fee-paying students in order
to meet their payrolls, some of the most
heart-breaking fates are reserved for peo-
ple teaching traditional university sub-
jects in down-market factories, churning
out degrees for international students.

At the other end of the scale, it is pos-
sible to study, from Australia, at some
of the world’s best universitics. Am 1 in
danger of being superseded? T would still
rather have someone real out the front
than the best lecturer in the world on the
internct. Teaching is about energy, about
relationships. It is the worst of jobs, the
hest of jobs. T just wish the rest of you
would take it more seriously. And please,
if you feel like saying ‘thank you’ to once
of your teachers, take the trouble to do it
1 can’t guarantee that they will remember
you, but that is not really the point. It is
the circle, started so many years before
joining up with itsclf, that is the point

Jenny Stewart is a Canberra-bascd writer
and academic.
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An ancient cult

EORGE SILBERBAUER is the kind
of anthropologist who can tell you cvery-
thing about rainbows. In a recent email,
my Botswana-based cousin Dave, whose
wife Ginny is a Tswana chicf’s grand-
daughter, wondered just what a rainbow
actually was: the rains had come and the
country was full of them.

Silberbaucr’s reply was typical. Here’s
an extract, edited perforce to remove
some lovely forays into the science of
rainbows and their faint sisters, moon-
bows, togcther with remarks on rainhows
in Greek mythology and the Talmud:

Big nostalgia pang there. Bots stole
my heart long ago, but it's a wicked thief
when it rains. All that dust and yellow-
brown dry turns into lush green and
flowers of astonishing variety and the
thunderstorms are monumental.

Rainbows are to be respected. As vou
good convent girls all know, after the
Flood, God said to Noah, ‘This is the
token of the covenant I made between me
and vou and every living creature that is
with vou.’

Ginny will remind him that the Tswana
name is ‘pestle-of-the-gods’ {a pestle is a big
deal—every good wife spends a large part
of her day grinding maize to make pap, or
sorghum to make beer), or ‘space/place-of-
the-gods’, depending on which part of the
country you come from. In Zulu rainbows
are less substantial, only ‘withies-of-the-
queen/goddess’, but also translatable as
‘fragrance of the queen, or goddess’.

Ask a bloody academic a question and
he goes on forever but, as a fellow-teacher,
David will appreciate that it would all
have been so much simpler were there a
blackboard and chalk available. Just as
well he didn't ask about other refractive
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phenomena like haloes around the sun
and moon. They're really tricky and we
would be here until the crack of doom.

Please pass on my warmest Dumel-
Ditumelo-ka-thato (greetings with love)
to them,

Silberbauer’s love of all Botswana is
patent: when his cldest daughter was chris-
tened in Melbourne, her middle name was
a Kalahari Bushman one: /xade. (The slash
indicates one of the many click-sounds in
Bushman languages.) The vicar received
carcful coaching in click-pronunciation,
but on the day his falsc teeth were une-
qual to the task and shot into the font. But
it would be hard to match Silberbauer’s
linguistic abilities: watching him talk to
Ginny (who was visiting us in Mclbourne
in January with Dave) in perfect, courtly
Sctswana was a revelation.

Silberbauer’s CV  includes  several
degrees, many publications and many
community involvements. There is an
abrupt gap in the scction dealing with his
conference papers, with nothing before
1983: he lost everything when the fam-
ily home in Upper Beaconsfield burned
down in the Ash Wednesday bushfires.
Conference papers tended to be fragile,
one-off things in pre-internct days. Being
an anthropologist probably helped him
weather the losses; he was able to use the
expericnee as firsthand research into the
effects of catastrophe and loss on commu-
nities. Years later, he was asked to help
traumatised survivors of January 1997's
fircs in Victoria’s Dandenongs: together
they resurrected, with improvements, the
bushfire-alert siren system that burcau-
crats had scrapped. It was healing to
achieve something together out of disas-
ter. He now lives in Gippsland, writing,

ure ir e

running some dairy cows and sharing his
home with Shima, a huge, gentle Akita,
and Poikie, a vocal, pug-faced British
Shorthair cat that his daughter rescued
from neglectful owners and confidently
gave to him.

Lately Silberbauer has bheen drawn
back into his links with the Bushmen—
their ancient culture 1 heritage are in
peril. In the last year he has been testi-
fying as an expert on their behalf in a
legal action brought 1st the Botswana
government by 243 hmen who scek
restoration of the cssential ceducational
and medical services and water supply
that the government withdrew from the
Central Kalahari Gar  Rescrve (CKGR).
Stakes are high—-the reserve has the mis-
fortunc to be in part vast desert that is
as full of diamonds « Hil as wildlife.

The still-running casc is the long-
est in Botswana’s hic  -y: in Scptember
2005 Silberbauer went there for a long,
delicate wrangle to establish just what
could be preserved for the Bushmen.
Things had been better for them until
relatively recently: Botswana’s first pres-
ident, Sir Seretsc Khama, was benign
in his attitudes towards the Bushmen,
as was his successor, Sir Kcetumule
Masire. But under the current leadership
of President Festus Mogae, the govern-
ment maintains that Bushmen and the
reserve’s wildlife do not mix, and that it
is too expensive to maintain water sup-
plies and services therc.

Silberbauer returned to Australia two
months later with much still to do, but is
not alone in his desire to help. In March
of this ycar, the UN’s Committee on the
Elimination of Racial Discrimination
(CERD]) in Geneva had some unusually



tough words for the Botswanan govern-
ment’s treatment of Africa’s oldest peo-
ple and their culture, expressing concern
at ‘persistent allegations that [Bushmen)|
were forcibly removed, through, in par-
ticular, such mecasures as the termina-
tion of basic and cssential services inside
the Reserve, the dismantling of exist-
ing infrastructures, the confiscation of
livestock, harassment and ill-treatment
of some residents by potice and wildlife
officers, as well as the prohibition of hunt-
ing and restrictions on frecedom of move-
ment inside the Reserve’,

The committee urged Botswana'’s gov-
crnment to ‘pay particular attention to the
close cultural ties that bind the [Bushmen]
to their ancestral land’ and condemned
the government’s removal of some indig-
enous rights from the constitution.

This has particular relevance to the
casc in which Silberbauer was called to
give evidence. The UN committee noted
that the removal of these rights ‘may
impact on the ongoing court case brought
by some residents of the Central Kala-
hari Game Rescrve against the Govern-
ment to challenge their relocation from
the Reserve’.

Silberbauer knows the task is difficult,
but his understanding of dislocated com-
munities will be invaluable. Sitting and
listening are indispensable, he says.

“You can’t jump from hunter-gatherer
to Collins Street in a single bound; the
intermediate changes should be coherent,
with none causing damage or dislocation.
I advocated that each community should
have its ‘Listencr’ (preferably a culturally
relativistic anthropologist) to give them
an interpretation and understanding of
other people’s modes of thought in the
rest of the nation. Sit with them and lis-
ten; explain feasible courses of action and
their consequences, then wait for their
decision and set to work facilitating it.’

He says it may be a slow way of doing
things and certainly costly. But, he adds,
it’s more effective, and ‘in the not-very-
long run, cheaper and more humanitarian
than burcaucratic impositions from afar’.

Silberbauer says that forcing views
on any culture only produces the oppo-
sitc of what onc wants to achicve. His
links with Botswana go back a long
way. Before the then British Protector-
ate of Bechuanaland became independ-
ent in 1966, he wrote the CKGR's policy
to assist the new incoming government,

aiming to cmpower Bushmen to take
their place in modern Botswana without
losing the integrity of their culture and
social organisation. The haven he recom-
mended was enshrined in legislation in
1961, forming what was then the world’s
largest game reserve: 52,800 square kil-
ometres—almost the size of Tasmania.
Botswana is about the size of Texas, now
with a population of 1.3 million, about
50,000 of whom are Bushmen.

Silberbauer was born in Preto-
ria, South Aftrica, in 1931. He served
as an SAAF pilot and navigator and
fought for Britain in the Korean
War. Afterwards, in 1952, he joined
the British Colonial Service. After
cadetship and a spell as District
Commissioner of Ngamiland, fol-
lowed by further study, he was put
in charge of the Bushman Survey. It
was 1958 and he was 27—an unim-
aginable responsibility for the next
ten years.

‘My main fecling at the start
was unrelenting terror that T would
screw up,” he recalls. ‘I was the
weakest link on which their fate
depended!’

In 1967, with the CKGR estab-
lished, Silberbauer wanted to do his
PhD. The question of where to do it
was solved suddenly when Monash
University offered him a senior lec-
tureship in anthropology and sociol-
ogy. He stayed in the job for 30 years
and became an Australian citizen.

In Australia he has worked
and studied with remote Western
Descrt  Aboriginal communities.
He is active in the CFA as a fire-
fighter. He has an instinct for what
can be salvaged from catastrophe
and dislocation and hopes to be able
to help the Bushmen in that way. Otficial
estimates place them in the Kalahari for
20,000 years, but Silberbaucr thinks they
have been there far longer. They once
inhabited the whole of the southern third
of Africa.

‘“When I was in the Scacow Valley in
the Northern Cape, 1 was standing on
ground that was as thickly strewn with
artefacts as the pile of this carpet,” he says,
pointing down. He looks up. His eyes are
steady, full of knowledge. ‘And they went
back half a million vears.

Juliette Hughes is a freclance writer.

George Silberbauer: “1 advocated that cach community

v

should have its “Listener”.” Photo: Juliette Hughes
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Con’essions of a thinking fogey

ONE OF Us CAN CARRY SO much
as a pair of scissors or our knitting needles
on to an aircrafe these days, but in recent
times ['ve been carrying with me every-
where, even on aircrafe, a loaded, pointed,
sharpened dangerous idea. It is that the
internet, like youth itself, is wasted on the
young, the very crecatures whose natural
habitat it is thought to be.

Every year Edge: The World Question
Centre puts a question to members of a
flock of fine thinkers. This year’s question,
put to 119 agile minds (one of them belong-
ing to Australia’s Professor Paul Davics), is:
What Is Your Dangerous Idea? The result-
ing socially, morally or cmotionally dan-
gerous 75,000 words of their essays make
for stimulating rcading,.

The dangerous idea  contributed by
David Gelernter, a computer scientist at
Yale University and chief scientist at Mir-
ror Worlds Technologices, is that the so-
called Information Age isn’t dispensing
any information.

‘"What are people well informed about
in this Information Agc?’ he asks. He
muses that perhaps in this Information
Agc {beginning in 1982 with the invention
of the internet and the personal computer,
but really breaking into a gallop in these
present times! the only things anyone is
better informed about are video games.

Hc says that while he's not sure what's
happening in ‘scholarship in general’ in his
ficld, science, average folk scem to know
Iess than they did in 1985, He suspects peo-
ple knew more about science in ’65 than
they did in '85.

‘What if," he challenges, ‘people have
been growing steadily more ignorant
cver since the so-called Information
Age began?’

Protessor Gelernter is being  polemi-
cal—trying to prod our minds. Mine fan-
cies that he may be quite wrong and that
this Information Age, perhaps wasted on
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the young, may be the heyday of the think-
ing fogey.

Gelernter’s point of view is at the intel-
lectual end of the common feeling among
unthinking fogeys that the internet is an
overwhelmingly anti-intellectual environ-
ment and only a kind of global psychic fair
or porn supermarket.

But I, being 60 and quite well read and
interested in the arts and ideas, begin to
find the internet an indispensable tool of
the thinking, feeling lite. Here is an illus-
tration of what I mean.

Just seven days before sitting down to
begin this essay and stumbling about my
rented apartment in Melbourne very carly
one morning, hurrying to get ready for work,
I was half-listening to ABC Classic FM.

And so I only halt-heard the introduc-
tion of a hewitching piece of music. The
music involved some songhird-like trillings
by what I thought was a clarinct, introduc-
ing and then supporting a contralto who
warbled the kind of aria {somehow plain-
tive but somehow brave as well) that I hope
will be part of the piped music of Heaven.

I had to know what that music was! But,
distracted by shaving, T had missed cvery-
thing in the presenter’s introduction save
for the magic word Vivaldi.

Back in Canberra five days later, and
with time at last to do some fossicking, I
used the magic of the internet to go to ABC
Classic FM’s web site, a place adjusted to
these informative times. There, by clicking
on ‘archived’ I was able to go to the day and
rough time on which I'd heard the music.
In the listing by time and composer of
every recording played that day there was
the information that the composer was
Vivaldi, the name of the picce was the aria
Come. come and help me from Vivaldi's
oratorio Juditha trivmphans, and the per-
formers included the contralto Birgit Fin-
nila, warbler of the shaving-arresting aria
in question.

Then there was the essential informa-
tion of the name of the record company and
the catalogue number of the recording. Tel-
ephoning my CDgrocer with this informa-
tion and finding that he had the recording
in stock, it was in my hand and then strut-
ting its spiritually uplifting stuff from my
CD player that very attcrnoon.

But there’s more.,

The booklet that came with the CD v
irritatingly minimalist in its information
about a work about which I was shamcfully
ignorant and determinced to know more.
Turning to the internet again [ was able
to dispel this ignorance with just the few
clicks required to take me into the treasure
trove of material abo

But wait! There’s more.

The CD booklet has someone playing
the salmoe, and it turned out to be a sal-
moc, not a clarinet, accompanying Fin-
nila in the aria that first beguiled. What
on earth, I asked Google to interrogate the
internet for me, is a salimoc?

Google found almost at once [but alas,
after taking me on an unsolicited visit to
a blush-making porno  phy site rejoicing
in the name of once ot the words I'd inno-
cently given Google to scarch with) the
information that a sals
is a 17th-century version of the clarinet,
still popular with performers of ancient
musick on authentic truments. At onc
of the sites a cultivated French voice cven
told me, when triggered by my click, how
to pronounce the wo  chalumeau. It is
chah-LOO-moe.

But there’s even more than that.

Needing my memory jogged about the
biblical story that Vivaldi illustrates in
Juditha triumphans, T employed Google
again to do that for me. Google obliged,
promptly, but while also showing me doors
(cemptingly ajar] to information, with repro-
ductions of the art works, of great paintings
by people like Caravaggio and by Artemi-

1 work.
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con-scrvative moral agenda has strength-
encd ties between the Anglican and
Roman Catholic lcadership in Sydney.
She writes: ‘Although cvangelical Angli-
cans arc generally suspicious of Rome—a
reflection of the Reformation confronta-
tion between the Church of Rome and
Protestants—and although relationships
between Sydney’s Anglican and Catholic
archbishops in the past have been distant,
Peter Jensen and his Catholic counter-
part, Cardinal George Pell, have forged a
strong friendship.” They are both against
women clergy and gay clergy; they are
both countercultural; and they are both
fiercely proud of their orthodoxy.

Behind the author’s judgments is a
great puzzlement: why her own brand of
Anglicanism—Iliberal Catholic—is not
thriving. She puts it down partly to Gen-
erations X and Y wanting certainty, and
to the fact that conservative churches
scem to connect better with young peo-
ple. She does not like what is happening,
and she cannot understand why her own
style of churchmanship is not working.

In the cnd, this is a telling issuec.
Evangelicals in all churches have more
sensc of strategy, adopt outrcach pro-
grams like Alpha and Encountering God
which attract crowds of outsiders, and put
energy and zeal into community cngage-
ment. The old idea of ‘put on a good lit-
urgy and people will come’ simply does
not work any more.

And now the Anglican Evangelicals—
who have always been a ‘broad church’
themselves,  including  those  who
supported  women’s  ordination—are
being outgunned by the new Puritans.
And it seems to work. The Anglican
leadership in Sydney wants to train 1000
ministers to convert as many as 10 per
cent of Sydneysiders to ‘Bible-believing
churches’. It's an amazing aim, and they
ar¢ on the way towards it, putting vast
human resources and money into the
enterprise. What if it works? What will
Dr Porter do then?

Dr Porter has a curious thesis about
fundamental religion—that their leaders
develop strong male headship doctrines
because they themsclves had ‘missing
fathers’. She writes:

Regardless of whether any or all of the
men involved had fathers away at a war at
a crucial time in their childhood, there is
documented evidence that fundamental-

ist church leaders—who share opposition
to women in leadership with conscrvative
evangelicals—had largely absent fathers.

The evidencce is from the United States.
Is it as true in Australia?

Two more insights make this book
worth buying and rcading. In the first, Dr
Porter takes us into the doctrine of the
subordination of the Son to the Father, and
traces heated debates between recently
retired Primate Peter Carnley, theolo-
gian Kevin Giles and the Sydney leader-
ship. The subordination of women to men
is a corollary of the Son’s subordination
to the Father. Male headship is thus jus-
tificd. The public policy consequences
follow: homosexuality is outside God's
moral law; women should not teach men;
de facto relationships are disapproved of;
scx outside marriage is a sin; divorce is
not an option.

In the second, the question is: why
make homosexuality, rather than the
ordination of women, or divorce, the test
of orthodoxy? Dr Porter makes another of
her political judgments: ‘Biblical author-
ity alone scems unlikely to be the reason
why homosexuality has become the “line
in the sand” in world Anglicanism. I sus-
pect it is respectable window-dressing
for the exercise of blatant power politics.’
There was not the same evangelical unity
on women’s ordination or divorce, and
‘in any case, there are rather too many
women and too many divorces, both in
the Church and in the wider community,

for cither issuc to have gained
the necessary traction.

HE ULTIMATE GOAL in the Puritan
campaign is winning approval for lay pres-
idency—authorising lay pcople to conduct
the Holy Communion scrvice. They cas-
ily won the vote in the Sydney synod, but
have so far failed in the national synod.
Pure Puritanism, says Muriel Porter. And
very unnerving for the rest of the Angli-
can world.

Now let me confess. I trained for the
Anglican ministry at Moore College, Syd-
ney, at the crossover between principals
Marcus Loanc and Broughton Knox. I just
cannot remember Dr Knox as the divisive
ideologue that Dr Porter describes.

To mc, then vice-principal (later
Archbishop) Donald Robinson’s view
were much more radical. He scriously
belicved that e¢kklesia (church) was only

cver real when the local church gathered
for worship. Later, as archbishop, he had
a lot of trouble excrcising diocesan disci-
pline over clergy whom he had trained to
believe that only the local manifestation
of church mattered.

Jumping forward to 2006, it is becom-
ing evident that there are many sides to
Peter Jensen. His ABC Boyer Lectures sur-
prised people with their cirenic language
and persuasive style. He wants a genu-
inely Australian Church which produces
a more compassionate and just Austral-
ian way of lifc. And some media profiles
of him, such as that by Andrew West in
the December—January 2006 issuc of The
Monthly, depict him as gencrally more a
friend of Labor politically. With Cardinal
Pell, he challenged the Howard Govern-
ment on its industrial relations reforms.
He meets with ALP frontbencher Lindsay
Tanner and with preselected Labor can-
didate Bill Shorten, and forges new alli-
ances. He is not so casy to pigeonhole.

And while Dr Porter focuses entirely
on Sydney’s leadership, there is a vast rank
and file of about 100,000 regular church-
going Anglicans there who probably don't
know whether they are cevangelicals or
liberals, let alone Puritans. Some of my
best friends live in Sydney, and they are
diverse, God-fearing and committed to
living out their Christian faith in work,
home and community. They probably
support Peter Jensen’s goal of a manifold
increasc in church membership and they
will put their energy into accomplishing
the drcam. And why not?

The implications arc far-reaching for
the national Anglican Church and the
international  Anglican  Communion.
How much diversity will be tolerated in
the future? Is it conceivable that even the
ordination of women could be reversed,
as has happened with the Presbyterians
in Victoria? And is the hope fading for
mutual recognition of ministrics with
Rome, let alone eventual union?

Alan Nichols is a consultant in church
stratcgy, health cthics and refugee policy.
He worked with the Jesuit Refugee Serv-
ice Asia Pacific from 1991 to 1993, and is
a Canon of St John’s Cathedral, Gahini,
in Rwanda.
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Getting to know Billy better

HE HuGHEs cLAN is too big. Billy
Hughes: Prime Ministerand Controversial
Founding Father of the Australian Labor
Party is written by Aneurin Hughes: not
a close relation, I believe. He is a former
British and Europcan Community diplo-
mat, who has spent a number of years in
Canberra. His well-researched and nicely
written book has added a new dimension
to the understanding of Billy Hughes, giv-
ing us a better picture of a man, ‘much
more complex and perhaps more interest-
ing than the rather stilted and cardboard
caricature often described’.

Historian Geoffrey Bolton, in an
essay on Billy Hughes, tells of a commit-
tee appointed to advise the Bicentennial
Authority on the names of 200 Austral-
ians who’d made a distinct contribution to
our history. In the first list of names Billy
was omitted. Later a wise public servant
pointed out that his old adversary Arch-
bishop Mannix had been added to the list
and that Billy would thercfore have to be
included. And so he was.

Why was Billy a late entry? After all, at
the time of his death he’d been Australia’s
longest-serving prime minister, and an
apparently successful minister in several
other governments. He'd punched above
Australia’s weight in international nego-
tiations, been remarkably prescient about
the futurc role of Japan in the Pacific, and
stood up to US President Woodrow Wil-
son at the Versailles Peace Conference.
And for the troops who served in France
he’'d become an iconic figure, popularly
known as ‘the little digger’.

Billy Hughes was quick-witted, and a
forceful orator. He read widely and quali-
fied as a barrister. Dr Evatt thought him a
man of ‘matchless courage’. His political
skills were widely acclaimed. But nobody
scemed to like him very much. At the
peak of his carcer he was a brave mascot,
at the end an irascible eccentric.

The problem was that he was seen as
a divisive character. He'd split the Labor

Party—and, indeed, the nation—over con-
scription for service in World War L. In his
long parliamentary career he’d changed
allcgiances a number of times and been a
member of five different political parties.

There have been several biographics
of Billy Hughes, mainly concentrating on
his political career. They are generally fair
if incomplete accounts of his life. About
Billy they use adjectives such as secretive,
slippery, authoritarian, volatile, stubborn,
bullying, ruthless, shrewd, artful and dis-
trusted. He's rarely accused of kindness,
fairness, honesty or generosity of spirit. It
makes for an unusual imbalance, a scem-
ingly lopsided picture.

Referring to these earlier biographics
Geoffrey Bolton concludes thatBilly Hughes
‘continues to defy definition’. So Aneurin
Hughes’s book is timely and enlighten-
ing. It deals with the political highlights
of Billy’s career and then fills in some of
the gaps. And there are gaps and errors of
fact, often papcred over by the great man.
Ancurin writes that Billy’s records and his
reminiscences ‘suggest conscious weeding
and selectivity’. To Donald Horne Billy was
an ‘illusionist’, determined to establish his
own myths about his ‘Welshness’, his age,
his early years in Australia and his first
‘marriage’. ‘We may,’ Horne wrote, ‘not
know what is true, but what is important
about him is the myth.’

Historians are, for example, at odds as
to whether in about 1886 Billy actually
married his landlord’s daughter, Eliza-
beth Cutts. Aneurin thinks there was no
marriage and notes that the birth dates of
the six children seem to have been unreg-
istered. Billy gave no help on this issue. In
his meticulously kept records and in his
writings he reveals nothing.

Whatever the truth, this first family
was never ‘The First Family’. When Eliza-
beth died in 1906 Billy put the eldest child
Ethel in charge. From then on his rela-
tionship with them scems to have been
largely aloof, and less than generous.

In 1911 Billy married Mary Camp-
bell, a nurse, who seems to have suited
him, although he was given to disparag-
ing remarks about her intellect. Their
daughter Helen became ‘the apple of his
cye’. Their relationship provides the only
evidence that he was capable of love. Her
death in childbirth at age 22 was the great
tragedy of Billy’s life.

Andrew Hughes quotes a newspaper
columnist saying, ‘Mr Hughes, despite
his radicalism, is fundamentally a British
imperialist.” It was these two elements,
radicalism and impcrialism, which scem
to have provided the impetus of Billy’s
political life. He remained a radical.

Aneurin writes of ‘his persistent rad-
icalism, which remained undimmed
throughout the years’. It sometimes led
to his crossing the floor to vote with the
Labor Party. Dr Evatt shared this view: ‘He
was not a reactionary, quite the contrary.!’

It was his imperialist enthusiasms
that brought Billy undone with the
Labor Party. As a £5 ‘Pom’ migrant hc
was susceptible to the blandishments he
received about the war in Britain, but he
underestimated the strength of the Irish
influence in Australian politics and mis-
judged the mood of the Labor movement
on conscription.

What of the ‘Labor rat’? Gough Whit-
lam is quoted as saying that Billy dealt
three blows to Labor: he split the party,
left a legacy of factionalism that became
an addiction, and undermined the party’s
trust in leadership. Should he be blamed
for all these things that appear to be
endemic in the Labor Party? Through the
mists of retrospect it seems a tough call.

Ancurin Hughes has written a thought-
provoking account of an extraordinary fig-
ure about whom we now know a great deal
more than before. It should be in every cal-
lection of Australian political history.

John Button was a minister and senator in
the Hawke and Keating governments.
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Poet with the gift of friendship

OR MORE THAN 50 YEARS Philip Mar-
tin has been an cssential part of my life
and imagination. Notwithstanding a dis-
tance of sometimes thousands of milces,
his companionship has been one of my
constant reference points, and not only
in litcrary matters, Philip had the essen-
tial gift of friendship, which is much
rarcr than we usually think. 1t goes well
beyond, though it includes, camaraderie
and mateship. Philip could scan a dit-
ficult situation {as well as a poem) with
great deftness. He could listen, hold still,
empathise, keep his counscl then, if it
were needed, give it with a candour and
clarity that were often disarming and
ncarly always liberating. In other words,
his friendship was one that paid attention
and did not tlinch.

Thoroughly Australian in that he
telt completely at home in Sydney, Mel-
bournce and Canberra, Philip was a true
cosmopolitan. He had a strong pulse of
affinity with Italy, Eastern Europe—par-
ticularly Hungary—and most cspecially
with Renaissance England. His knowl-
cdge of Elizabethan poetry was astonish-
ing in its range and accuracy. He knew
by heart hundreds of lines of Spenser,
Donne, Shakespeare and many others,
and he found occasions to quote them,
quite naturally, when they were relevant
to what was happening right now. Yeats,
too, and A. D. Hope and David Campbell
and Brucce Dawe. He also had an almost
encyclopaedic

classical
music which he carried lightly, without
the slightest fuss or pretension.

knowledge  of

Besides his own four volumes of poems,
Philip also made some fine translations
of a sclection of poems from the Swedish
of Lars Gustafson, and his book-length
study of Shakespeare’s sonncets Self, Love
and Art is onc of the best introductions
to the sonnets that onc could wish for.
To pick it up and read it now has a most
salutary cffect. It rises out of the desert of

techno-critical jabber of modern criticism
and sounds like a human being speak-
ing to us without the least condescension
about some of the important things Philip
found in the poems. I regard it as a rare
treasure.

All of us who were touched by Philip’s
companionship, his widc-ranging talk,
his hilarious and affectionate mimicry
of colleagucs and teachers, and his quick
generosity are at a loss. We find ourselves
walking about in an emptiness where
Philip used to be. If we are sustained
somewhat in this bleakness it is becausc
the things that Philip stood for, though
threatened, are still here. These gifts
and qualitics arc not only personal. They
come from a long humanc and, in his
casc, religious tradition for which Philip
was one of the outstanding lightning rods
of his place and time. They have little to
do with the tawdry trappings of ‘personal-
ity’. They work on a different level. Our
mutual friend, the late A. K. Ramanujan,
once said, when we were all together in
Chicago, that the deeper we go into our-
sclves the more we find we are alike, and
it is in this sense that we should under-
stand the word ‘kind’. We are all kin.
Kindness is therefore our natural state,
though we attain it only intermittently. It
is in this sense that I want to call Philip
a4 kind man; he made us aware that we all
share whatever we have, and not out of
any moral compulsion. It is just the way
things are. It was becausc of this unspo-
ken but clear belief that Philip made so
many solid friends in cvery part of the
world wherc he touched down.

In his own poems Philip made a dis-
tinctive contribution to Australian let-
ters. Two fine articles by, respectively,
Nocl Rowe (Southerly 1, 1986 ) and Gary
Catalano (Quadrant, Jan-Fcb 1998} detail
the nature of that contribution. I won't
repeat what they hoth say fully and clo-
quently but will add only that what some

readers might miss is that, although Phil-
ip’s manner and diction are somewhat
reminiscent of carlier lyric and meditative
poets such as Herrick and Herbert, this is
really a mask. The bones of his poems arc
distinctly modern.

Peter Porter once said, ‘Philip Martin
is incapable of writing an inelegant sen-
tence.” That remark gives a clue to much
morc than his prose and poctry. Although
he was by no means a saint, he was inca-
pable of living an inclegant day. He had
an unswerving sensc of value and style in
music, painting, food, architecture, and
much eclse. He was what Yeats called a
‘social man’ who could sct the table on a
roar with a beautifully rounded story. But
he was also very engaging onc-on-one, a
skill that once rarely sces among men in
Australia or America or, come to think,
in most other places.

In his life companion in his mature
years Philip was cextraordinarily lucky.
Before and after his severe stroke in 1987,
Jenny brought him so much joy that 1 think
he often believed he was in some kind of
reverie. And cven after the stroke Philip
was a loving and humorous companion.
The last time I saw him, all three of us
laughed outrageously at some of the mad-
der moments we recalled from Bevond the
Fringe. T remember that moment vividly:
it was as if all of us were, for a moment,
completely whole.

So many people sense that we have
lost one of our stable co-ordinates, a way
of speaking and of thinking. This scnsc is
a strange admixture of sadness and anger
that Philip could well understand. Were
he here, might say, ‘Yes, well it all scems
part of the bargain.’ And then he might
add, ‘And I'm afraid you'll have to get used
to it as best you can.’

Now resident in Canberra, Keith Harri-
son has published a dozen books of poctry
and translation.
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The best lack all conviction, while the worst
Are full of passionate intensity.
—W. B. Yeats, ‘The Second Coming’

ELL, HERE WE ARE, talking like this for the last time.
How has it been for you, the last ten years? Actually, Eureka
Street has been part of my life for 14 of its 15 years: Morag Fraser
asked me to help out with the proofing in 1992, and I've sort of
stuck to the place like dried Weet-Bix ever since.

March 1996 is so distant now, it was a different cosmos.
The Labor government in Canberra was just about to lose the
clection after deciding to shaft its environmental voters, stop
annoying big business and go after the demographic now known
as ‘Howard'’s battlers’. (Good move, fellas. You showed us. And
where are you now? That’s right, say it loud and clear—IN
OPPOSITION. FOR TEN YEARS. Just so you know, because we
are all thinking that MAYBE YOU HAVEN'T NOTICED.}

What else? Well, a computer hard drive was about half a gig,
and mobile phones were about as big as Maxwell Smart’s shoe-
phone. And no one had heard of that ballroom-dancing chip-
shop woman who made racism not respectable but just bloody
shameless.

As the first Hughes Watching Bricf was being written, John
Howard was alrcady telegraphing the future by refusing to go on
the ABC to debate the then PM, Keating. He wanted Ray Martin
and Kerry Packer’s Nine, and he got what he wanted because, as
we now know, Howard tends to get what he wants. The events
that followed have a curious incvitability about them, as we
look back on the decade of wedging, dog-whistling and weasel
words. T find myself wondering time and again, ‘How the heck
did we let that happen?’ T don’t think I'm alone, but we wonder-
ers don’t seem as organised, ruthless or determined as the peo-
ple we are wondering about: Yeats said it all up there at the top
of the page.

When Howard was clected he slashed the budget of the
national broadcaster that he had so feared as a host for his pre-
clection debate, and installed as boss Jonathan Shier to run the
organisation into the ground. It’s all the more credit to ABC
employees that news and current affairs have continued at all.
And as we now go to press with Eureka Street’s last print issue,
Communications Minister Helen Coonan has announced the
abolition of the one and only staff-clected position on the ABC
board. Once that would have mea  a strike, a nice big fat one,
with strong debate in the press. But it was tucked away behind
some bloody Commonwealth Games reporting and nobody
scemed to notice. In any case, are strikes ‘legal” any more under
the draconian industrial laws that have just come in?

A rough decade of television stuff that stands out:
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Signi g of’

The image of the World Trade Center’s destruction on 11
September 2001,

The Sydney Olympics Opening Cerem .

The utter failurc of any channel except  3C and SBS to dis-
play any sympathy for asylum seekers.

The disappearance from mainstream
radar of Aboriginal rights and reconciliation.

Ditto for the cnvironment, particularly this last decade’s
onslaught on our forests.

The resistless rise of horrible reality programs.

The proliferation of cooking programs in a culture that cats
packaged food in front of the telly.

The impregnability and longevity of soap operas.

Good comedies: Father Ted, Kath e Kim. Absolutely Fabu-
lous, The Vicar of Dibley, Roy and HG, Frontline, Backberner,
Good News Week.

Good series, mini or otherwise: The Sopranos, The West
Wing, Sea Change, Xena, Buffy, Changi.

Good news: Media Watch, Four Corners and the 7.30 Report
with Kerry O’Brien: may they survive to cc nent on this time
as a unique and unfortunate glitch in the long, successful his-
tory of the national broadcaster.

TV programs that changed the way we look at the world,
whatever you might think of them: The X-Files, The Sopranos,
Friends, Seinfeld, Sex and the City, Buffy the Vampire Slayer,
Roy e HG, Big Brother, Jamie's School Dir — +s, The Simpsons,
Princess Diana’s funeral, the September 11 ages.

Back then in pre-millennium, pre-9/11, pre-SIEV-X days 1
began this column by breathlessly inforir 1 you all that we
were watching less TV than before. Tt scemed like a good thing
at the time—a whole ten minutes less per week than in 1991, Of
course, there were only the five network channels then; the big
cable rollouts started a bit later. The impact of pay TV has been
quict but profound, and the media pundits are predicting the
end of network TV as we know it.

Other media, web-based, are taking over: the single Ed-
Murrow-type of audience is splintered into a billion niches,
so our 21st-century Joe McCarthys flour  without effective
challenge. Murrow had audiences of about 60 million. No onc
matches that now: the proliferation of channcls dilutes such
influence, and voters arc entertained 24/7 into passivity as bil-
lionaire warmongers ravage the Earth and keep us all working
s0 hard for less money that we're too tired 1 2 activists.

Maybe, as mobiles and the internet grc  xponentially, we
are seceing the beginnings of Teilhard de Chardin’s noosphere,
that web of connectedness that leads all ev.  1tion to the omega
point. Or maybe we are just in for a great big dollop of Bladerun-
nerish dystopia. Whatever happens, we ne¢  to remember that
there’s more to lifc than watching. Valete et bona fortuna.

ws/current affairs

Juliette Hughes is a freelance writer.
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