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From the Rev. Gerry Costigan. direc-
tor of Anglicare, Perth.

In the December issuce you dealt with
housing. Anglicare runs SAAP-funded
and other housing programs, and K.
Power spoke strongly to my housing
statf. My wife Chris, who rcad that
article more than once, maintains that
womenin the USA and Australiahave
been striving to get that article’s
message promulgated for some time,
but less well.

Your December cover should win
aprize. Please enteritwhereverappro-
priate. I think Bill Thomas’s pictures
might give you the matcerial you need
for postcards, posters and cven the
first Furcka Street calendar.

Gerry Costigan Cottesloe, WA,

From David de Carvalho

In February Tattended the Australian
premicre of Bruce Berestord’s Black
Robe. The audience contained more
than your usual smattcring of people
‘interested in religion’. Tam sure that
most of them, like myself, could not
fail to have been provoked into seri-
ous reflection about the church’s
mission as a result of the film'’s stark
conclusion, which announced unc-
quivocally the dire consequences of
Christianity for the Huron people.

A key theme in the film was the
17th century theology regarding the
necessity of baptism and the nature of
salvation. Three hundred vears ago,
the main, if not the only, aim of the
missionary was to perform the ritual
of baptism upon the unbaptised, thus
guaranteeing them entrance in heav-
en. To this end, and tor the sake of the

] ADVANCES IN TREATMENTS FOR SAVAGE ]

DO6S: GROUP THERAPY

50 LAST WEEK, SCRUFFY, YOU WERE SAYING
YOU REALLY FELT 00D ABOLT RIPPING
THAT KITTEN TO PIECES — ANYBOW LIKE
TO REACT TO THAT?
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people to whom they went, mission-
aries endured horrendous hardship.
Today, the church speaks more read-
ily about the nced to bring justice and
peace to this earthly existence.

The question that the film chal-
lenged me with is simply this: given
the Christian’s belief that God loves
us and wills our happiness, what are
we to make of the fate of the Hurons?
H we accept the historical causation
suggested by the film, Christianity
made them less vicious towards their
cnemies and hence more vulnerable
to the attacks of those more vicious
than themselves. Their society was
no longer based permanently on fear
and hatred of outsiders. Is this not the
very ideal that we wish for our own
culture today? But the consequence
for the Hurons was obliteration.

What steps, then, as Christians,
should we take to promote faith in
Jesus in today’s world? Did God smile
when the Hurons were baptised? Did
he cry when they were slaughtered?
Did he do neither? These might seem
ridiculous questions, but the answers
have implications for the way we
perceive the Christian mission.

David de Carvallio Blackburn
South, Vic.

From John Rasmussen

It is rarc to find a story as honest and
moving as ‘A shout for the jug girl’
|Quixote, Jan/Febl.

Whatever Ray Cassin’s feminist
or chivalric credentials, thanks for the
shout. I heard.

John Rasmussen Eltham, Vic.

HEN INDONESIAN  TROOPS
gunned down at least 100 East
Timoresecivilians outside Dili’s Santa
Cruz cemetery on 12 November last
year, they set in train events that
could be a watershed for East Timor
and for Indonesia itself.

There have been many massacres
during the 16-year Indonesian occu-
pation of East Timor: the killing of
Australian journalists in 1975; the
execution of civilians on the Dili wa-
terfront after the invasion in Decem-
ber of that year; the killings at Craras
in 1983, after the breakdown of peace
talks between Xanana Gusmao and
Colonel Purwanto; and the extra-
judicial executions carried out by oc-
cupation forces. The Indonesian mili-
tary have also carried out massacres in
Indonesia: the massive, officially
sanctioned pogrom of the left after the
attempted coup in1965, innumerable
killings of West Papuans in Irian Jaya,
the slaying of Muslim demonstrators
inJakarta in 1984, and the slaughter of
thousands of Muslim separatists in
northern Sumatra during the past
couple of years.

The butchery at Santa Cruz, how-
ever, can be distinguished from other
excesses by its timing and by the
publicity it received, for it happened
in the presence of American television
journalists. Indonesian officials like
the Foreign Minister, Ali Alatas, and
the head of the country’s Centre for
Strategic and International Studies,
Jusuf Wanandji, regard the massacre as
amajor setback, and in the context of
Indonesia’s foreign policy and internal
changes it is not hard to see why.

World trends in favour of democ-
racy have not been lost on Indonesia,
which remains heavily dependent on
foreign aid and is aware that its stra-
tegic importance has lessened with
the end of the Cold War. Indonesia has
consequently striven to improve its
international standing, and last yearit
joined the UN Commission on Human
Rights. It has established normal re-
lations with China and the then Soviet
Union, and begun an expensive cul-
tural offensive in the United States;
the latter campaign is designed to
dispel what former Foreign Minister
Mochtar Kusumaatmadija called the
image of Indonesia as ‘a nation that
eats people’.

The appointment of the urbane
Sabam Siagian, a civilian journalist, as
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Shots heard round the world

ambassador to Australia was part of
this strategy. ‘1 am the new face of
Indonesia’, Sabam declared when in-
terviewed on The Ray Martin Show
after his arrival in Canberra. But the
Dili massacre and subsequent tough
talk from the military undid much of
this work. It is not surprising, then,
that Jakarta quickly moved into
damage-control mode, setting up an
inquiry, prosecutingseniorofficers and
presenting the ‘incident’ as a local
aberration.

The massacre also coincided with
a movement for change in Indonesia.
Though not yet a serious challenge to
theregime, amovement for democracy
is emerging that questions official
attitudes towards security and seeks
respect for basic rights. The massacre
has fuelled debate about the future
shape of Indonesian institutions. In
the words of one Indonesian com-
mentator, the Timorese who died at
Santa Cruz are ‘martyrs forIndonesian
democracy’. Although Amnesty In-
ternational described the report of the
official inquiry into the massacre as
‘fatally flawed’, the inquiry itself was
welcomed by liberal Indonesians. It
represented avictory over the military,
and a first step towards establishing
notions of accountability.

The Dili tragedy has demonstrat-
ed even to the crudest apologists for
Indonesia that the ‘integration’ of East
Timorisonly keptinplaceat gunpoint.
The several thousand protesters at
Santa Cruz on that day came from a
wide spectrum of East Timorese so-
ciety: youngpeople, many of themnot
born in 1975; public servants; repre-
sentatives of both Fretilin and UDT;
and representatives of the Catholic
Church, towhich most East Timorese
adhere.

The protesters’ clear calls for in-
dependence confirm claims that the
resistance movement enjoys wide
support and is essentially nationalist
in character. The massacre will un-
doubtedly have stiffened its resolve.
As a foreign missionary who was
present put it, if 80 per cent of East

Timorese were anti-integration before
the massacre, the figure must now be
95 per cent.

But whether or not the massacre
marks the beginning of the road to
democracy for Indonesia and East
Timor depends largely on the interna-
tional community. By holding the in-
quiry, disciplining its military and, to
some extent, cooperatingwith the UN,
Jakarta has shown its responsiveness
to world opinion. If the modest pres-
sure applied so far can win these con-
cessions, it is arguable that stronger
diplomatic action by the world com-
munity, including Australia, would
achieve more substantial change.
Australia, however, has chosen to ig-
nore repeated offers by the East
Timorese to hold talks with Indonesia
under UN auspices, and the Foreign

Minister, Senator Evans, talks
instead of ‘reconciliation’.

IHE TERM IS INTERESTING On two

counts: it is President Suharto’s buzz
word for integration, and it is central
tothe Australian government’s policy
on relations with the Aborigines and
Torres Strait Islanders. A clear impli-
cation of using the word is that, in
Australia’s view, the East Timorese
must accept that integration with In-
donesia is irreversible—Australia is
no more sympathetic to the aspira-
tions of the East Timorese than it is to
Aboriginal claims of sovereignty.

Lois O’'Donoghue, chairperson of
the Aboriginal and Torres Strait
Islander Commission, explained the
implications of the term for Aborigi-
nes bluntly when she said, ‘It seems to
me that the process of reconciliation
is asking Aboriginal people to stop
beating their heads against the now
unalterable facts of Australian histo-
ry’. Aborigines, she said, had to rec-
oncile themselves to having been
swept aside by immensely powerful
forces, and to their weakness as they
work towards an accommodation with
modern Australia.

There are obvious commercial and
strategic explanations for Australia’s
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unwillingness to push the issuc of
East Timor within the UN, including
Canberra’s defence of the Timor Gap
Treaty at the World Court. It is a
shocking irony, however, that Aus-
tralia’s Timor policy might also be
driven by defensiveness over the ap-
palling treatment of the Aboriginal
people, which Indonesian critics of
Australia delight in pointing out.

For East Timorese, the notion of
reconciliation with Indonesiais about
as appealing as the notion of reconcil-
iation with an incorrigible serial rap-
ist. They know their rights and enti-
tlements and they know Indonesia;
they are not about to enter a relation-
ship on terms dictated solely by the
aggressor, nor should they be expected
to. Talks yes, but under UN auspices.
Portugal, to its credit, has convinced
the European Community of the
merits of this proposal. It is an idea
that should be vigorously supported,
if necessary by withholding military
sales and cooperation.

If it fails, however, considerable
blame will rest with Australia, which
not only opposes self-determination
for the East Timorese but champions
integration in world forums. [ |

Pat Walsh is director of the human
rights program of the Australian
Council for Overseas Aid, and coordi-
nator of the East Timor Talks Cam-
paign.
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Touchdown, Notre Dame

N JANUARY TS veaR Australia’s sccond Catholic
university, the University of Notre Dame Australia,
opened its doors in Fremantle. Some may be surprised
that sections of the Catholic community in one of Aus-
tralia’s smaller capitals should take up such an expen-
sive enterprise as a private university—cespecially since
Perth already boasts four public universities, one of
which has a theology department. And the project has
in fact been regarded with misgiving by many Western
Australians, Catholic or otherwisc.

The origin of Notre Dame Australia lics in a familiar
Australian phenomenon: the steady decline in the pro-
portion of teachers in Catholic schools who are members
of religious orders or congregations, and an increasing
reliance on lay staff. Yet Perth has never had a Catholic
teachers college, and in 1986 the chairman of WA's
Catholic Education Commission, Dr Peter Tannock,
proposed establishing one. Tannock discussed the matter
with Denis Horgan, a former schoolmate and prominent
Perth businessman, and Horgan suggested that, instead
of a teachers college, a Catholic university should be
created.

The idca won the support of both Tannock and
Perth’s then archbishop, the late William Foley, and
Tannock and Horgan travelled to the University of Notre
Dame, Indiana, in search of a suitable model. Both men
were impressed by what they saw and returned to Perth
with a vision for a similar university in WA. In August
1988 Archbishop Foley formally announced the proposal
for a private Catholic university in WA: it would be
called the University of Notre Dame Australia and
would have substantial links with its Indiana namesake.

The original proposal envisaged an eventual student
body of about 6500, paying a total of about $65 million
a year in fees. A planning committec was established
with Horgan at its hcad and Tannock as vice-c© rman,
and which included representatives from Notre Dame,
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Indiana. Horgan may seem to have been an unusual
choice as chairman, since his own formal cducation
ended when he left school at 14, Indeed, Tannock was
the only person on the planning committee who had
worked as an academic in WA.

In July 1989, the archbishop announced that the
university would open in 1992, with an initial enroliment
of 400. The bill incorporating the university was passed
by both houses of state parliament in December 1989,
an impressively briet time after the announcement of
the official go-ahcad.

An inauguration ceremony was held at the Perth
Concert Hall on July 2 last year, at which David Link, a
former law professor from Notre Dame, Indiana, was
invested as vice-chancellor. And on January 22 this year,
the first students held their orientation day in the uni-
versity’s college of education building in Fremantle. But
there were not 400 enrolees, only 76—31 in a one-year
graduate diploma in education, and 45 in two part-time

master’s degree courses, in educational lead-
ership and religious education.

N THE $saME DAY that the new students were ex-
ploring their campus in the port city, upriver in Perth
the university was being mentioned at the royal com-
mission into WA Inc. The university itself was not un-
der scrutiny, but the basis on which Denis Horgan had
been granted a loan by the state-owned Rural and
Industries Bank to buy propertics for the university in
Fremantle was. Later this year, the WA Legislative
Assembly’s public accounts committee will investigate
a government grant to the university of 150ha of land at
Alkimos, 50km north of Perth. The grant includes 50ha
for a planned second campus and 100ha of endowment
land to help fund the university.

It was 01 er-
sity should nave comcidea with public reviews ot its












THE LAW

PeETER NORDEN

—~ Justice: not blind but shortsighted

\IOVERNMENTS AFRAID OF LOSING

the next election often display knee-
jerk reactions to expressions of com-
munity opinion. This is so even when
the government is being asked to
curtail traditionally accepted civil lib-
erties, asisshown by recent legislation
in Western Australia and projected
legislation in Victoria.

The WA legislation, which was
strongly supported by the Premier,
Carmen Lawrence, allows 20-year
prison terms to be imposed onjuvenile
offenders. In Victoria, the Attorney-
General, Jim Kennan, has drawn up
legislation enabling the government
to retain in custody some serious
offenders who have completed their
full term of imprisonment.

Extraordinary penal measures such
as thesc result from community fears
generated by an especially serious
crime, or because of an unusual series
of events. In WA, scveral deaths oc-
curred after high-speed police car
chases of teenagers in stolen cars,
Those killed included a pregnant
young woman, an innocent bystander
who became the latest victim of what
amounts to a feud between young car
thieves and the police.

In some parts of WA the police
have been subject to extreme provo-
cation—youths will entice them to
start a chase by drawing up outside
police stations in stolen cars with the
horn sounding. Some of these youths
have many previous convictions for
property offences such as car theft and
burglary, and have spent much of their
lives in insitutions. Many are Aborig-
ines, with little education and no
prospect of employment.

The Serious and Repeat Offenders
Sentencing Act, which was passed by
the WA Parliament early in the new
year, allows indeterminate sentences
to be imposed on repeating juvenile
offenders and provides forjail terms of
up to 20 years for teenagers convicted
of serious offences. Carmen Lawrence
apparently believes that community
feeling in WA is so great that her
government had to introduce such
legislation.

The legislation was not, however,
without its critics. A national confer-
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ence on the role of education, employ-
ment and training in the criminal jus-
tice system, held in Fremantle in Feb-
ruary, carried a resolution declaring
that the legislation contravened fun-
damental human rights, and would
‘neither prevent nor deter serious or
violent crime’. The Catholic Arch-
bishop of Perth, Barry Hickey, said
that the act had robbed the courts of
the flexibility needed in dealing with
young offenders.

Throughout the debate on the Sen-
tencing Act, there was little serious
discussion of police responsibilities in
high-speed car chases through subur-
ban areas. Nor did the underlying
causes of the behaviour of juvenile
offenders receive much attention in
the media. Certainly, the teenagers
concerned start the car chases and are
primarily responsible when tragedy
occurs. But should we not expect gov-
ernment authorities to regard the pro-
tection of human life—whether that
of bystanders or of the car thieves
themselves—as more important

than the arrest of property

offenders?
IN MELBOURNE, COMMUNITY FEARS

about violent crime have been aroused
by incidents such as the Hoddle Street
and Queen Street shootings, in each of
which innocent people were killed. So
when a prisoner about to be released
from Pentridge Prison began writing
to the media, threatening a more seri-
ous crime once he was granted his
freedom, he had an eager audience.

The prisoner, Gary Webb, also
known as Gary David, was a self-
mutilator who had been sexually
assaulted as child and had spent most
of his life in institutions. Those who
knew Webb recognised his threats as
expressions of fear—he was reluctant
toface the responsibilities that release
would place on him in the wider soci-
ety. But for the media, and hence for
the Victorian community, his threats
and life history created an image of a
monster living in the cells of Pen-
tridge, a monster who should never be
released.

In 1990 «  Victorian Att ey-
General, Jim Kennan, introduced the
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Community Protection Act, which
allowed David to be kept in prison
beyond the end of his term. A novel
piece of legislationin that it applied to
only one person, the act originally had
a 12-month ‘sunset clause’ but was
later amended to include extensions
of three years at a time.

Many who opposed the act did so
on the grounds that it set a precedent
for keeping others in custody after the
end of their sentences, and these fears
have now been confirmed. The Attor-
ney-General’s department has drafted
a Community Protection (Violent
Offenders) Bill, which is expected to
be presented to parliament later this
year. The bill extends the powers of
the existing act to a range of ‘danger-
ous offenders’ regarded as suffering
from ‘a severe personality disorder’.

Opposition to the legislation has
come from many in the criminal jus-
tice system—Ilawyers, judges, psychi-
atrists and criminologists—who ask
why the bill focuses on ‘dangerous’
prisoners at the time of their release,
rather than at the time of conviction
and sentencing. Psychiatrists, in par-
ticular, have doubts about the powers
that this new legislation would give
them to predict ‘dangerousness’.

These changes in the criminal law
in WA and Victoria are quick-fix
solutions put forward by governments
anxious to soothe community fears.
But the changes could posc more
dangers than does the criminal be-
haviour they are intended to prevent.
The principle of proportionality—the
notion that the sanction to be imposed
should not outweigh the seriousness
of the crime that has been commit-
ted—is clearly under threat.

In responding to a short-term cri-
sis of confidence in existing laws and
practices, the WA and Victorian gov-
ernments appear to be willing to un-
dermine a consensus on limits to the
power of the state that has developed
during the past 200 years. ]

Peter Norden SJis aformer chaplain to
the Victorian prison system. He now
worksas:  blic:  icate for Cath
lic social services in Victoria.
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Looking for the stable door

In July the Anglican general synod will attempt to resolve the vexed
question of women priests. To some it may seem more like a post-
mortem. Last month’s events in Perth, where Archbishop Peter
Carnley has ordained 10 women, mean that the horse has bolted.

N 1978, WHEN 111 ANGLICAN GENERAL $YNOD had its
first major debate on women priests, two delegates con-
sidered ‘in the know’ about church government dis-
cussed the likely outcome of a blocked vote on the
ordination issuc. The question was whether an indi-
vidual bishop, perhaps from a ‘bush’ diocese, might be
tempted to break a prolonged deadlock by ‘going it alone’,
thus presenting the church with a fait accompli.

Delegate number one, Melbourne’s the Rev. Alan
Nichols, now on loan to a Jesuit mission in Asia, con-
sidered such an act unlikely. Delegate number two, the
Rev. Bruce Wilson, now himself a bishop—and tipped
by many to be about to follow Perth’s example—nodded
in agreement. A discussion ensued on the appropriate
punishment for a transgressor: ‘Something with boiling
oil in it?’

Well, now it's happened. On Saturday, March 7,
Archbishop Peter Carnley of Perth ordained 10 women
to the Anglican pricsthood. He called the event ‘A day
of liberation and expanding horizons’. Opponents sce it
as a day of shame.

‘Today,” Carnley told the crowded congregation,’we
are peeling away the sickly yellow, faded, silverfish-rid-
den wallpaper with which the church has surrounded
itsclf and imprisoned women for centuries past in its
benign and perhaps well-meaning determination to
confine them by role.” The wallpaper metaphor alluded
to the writings of a 19th century American feminist,
Charlotte Perkins Gilman.

Carnley, who hails from the ‘high-church’ wing of
Anglicanism, has a liking for the saints. He chose the
date for the ordinations {(which coincidentally allowed
the women to celebrate their first Eucharist on Inter-
national Women’s Day] because it was the feast of St
Perpetua and her companions, martyred at Carthage in
203. This may suggest that he expects, if not boiling oil,
then at least a degree of flak, probably in the form of a
lawsuit seeking to have the ordinations declared un-
lawful.

The archbishop had support for his actions from
his diocesan synod,  wel”  hic  istant bishops and
most of the clergy. He even had the support of a local
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Liberal Jewish rabbi, David Wallach, who invited
Carnley and the women awaiting ordination to his syn-
agogue a fortnight before the ordinations. Carnley did
not, however, have the support of the former dean of
his cathedral, Fr David Robarts, who with other mem-
bers of with the Association for the Apostolic

Ministry, had tried unsuccesstully to get a

court injunction to prevent the ordinations.
ARCHBISH()I’ CARNLEY ORDAINED a round ten. There
is something special about the number 11. Rabbi Rudolf
Brasch, author of a history of popular superstitions, says
it is the fool’s number—one more than 10, the ‘number
of perfection’. In some cultures 11 is unlucky, because
it cannot be counted on both hands. If Owen Dowling,
the Anglican Bishop of Canberra and Goulburn, is
superstitious, which I doubt, he would have much to
think about.

On January 31, the NSW Court of Appeal granted
an injunction preventing Bishop Dowling from going
ahead with the ordination of 11 women. The injunction
overturned a decision of the NSW Supreme Court, which
had regarded the ordinations as an internal ecclesiasti-
cal matter—though with wider human rights over-
tones—in which sccular courts should not intervene.
The appeal court saw its role in a narrower sense: inter-
preting the constitution of the Anglican Church of
Australia as embodied in federal and state legislation.

Dowling says that he was motivated by a desire to
interpret and follow ‘the mind of Christ’. This prompt-
ed a lawyer to comment, outside the court: “What on
carth has the mind of Christ got to do with it?” According
to Dowling: ‘In the fundamental declarations of our
church it says that “We shall forever obey the commands
of Christ.” I think part of the task of our church is to

interpret what we believe to be the mind and

spirit of Christ for our time.’
CRITICS say THAT DOWLING, in proposing to act uni-
laterally, was setting himself up as ‘some kind of Pope’.

Dowling points out that his own diocesan synod voted
him the right to do it, and instructed him to do so. This
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MIKHAIL GORBACHEV MAY have

been relegated to the political hinter-
land in what was the Soviet Union,
but his popularity elsewhere appears
to be anything but dented. If evidence
were needed, what better than the 110
newspapers around the world, from
The Guardian in London to Tokyo's
Asahi Shiinbun, that have been trip-
ping over themselves to pay for the
right to publish amonthly think piece
by the ex-president.

In a singular media coup, at the
end of last year the Turin morning
daily, La Stampa, talked Gorbachev
into giving it world copyright for the
articles for the next two years. The
rush to buy in has not been an entirely
gentlemanly affair. Said Vittorio
Sabadin, the Italian paper’s editor-in-
chief: ‘'The New York Times tried to
take control of the thing. When it
published his first piece (it appearedin
La Stampa on February 6 and subse-

DURING THE DEBATE before the 1983

abortion referendum in Ireland, some
opponents of the proposal to change
the constitution put forward night-
mare scenarios involving child vie-
timsof rape orincest. These objections
were dismissed as hysterical scare-
mongering. The dean of St Patrick’s
(Church of Ireland) Cathedral in Dub-
lin, Victor Griffin, was uncannily pro-
phetic in his warning. ‘If the amend-
ment succeeds,” he said in February
1983, ‘and the life of the mother is
interpreted by the courts as merely
physical life, then abortion for rape or
incest will be unconstitutional and a
criminal offence.’

Those with long memories might
have recalled those words as they
watched a number of Irish women
politicians face the world media on
the steps of the Dail. The women
responded to questions from televi-
sion and press reporters and spoke of
their solidarity with a 14-ycar-old girl
who was pregnant as the result of an
alleged rape, and who found herself at
the centre of aconstitutional impasse.

The parliamentary session from
which they had come was one devoted
to statements on the case by the po-
litical leaders. There are nine women
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Gorbachev byline

quently in other papers), it claimed it
had negotiated the rights. We man-
aged to convince them to print a re-
traction. It is the first time The New
York Times has bought the rights to
articles from a foreign publication.’

The US daily possibly thought it
could strongarm the Italians, as
Sabadin had commissioned The New
York Times syndication service tosell
therights outside Europe—something
it has done with some success. ‘About
50 papers in the US, but also others in
places as diverse as India and Saudi
Arabia have signed up,’ Sabadin said.
The Australian press, however, appears
tobe too deepin the doldrumsforsuch
a luxury. No Australian title has yet
expressed interest.

Not that Sabadin was keen on
naming sums. Gorbachev, he said,
would get ‘a percentage’ of what the

intheDail, several of whom had sought
in vain to give a woman'’s perspective
on the issues. Each had been refused,
with the Speaker appealing to them to
respect the rules of the chamber. So
instead they made their points into
cameras and microphones and onto
reporters’ notebooks, their words
guaranteed transmission around the
globe. It was a striking metaphor for
the way the issue has been debated:
Ireland’s male leaders in their sealed
tepee making earnest statements to
an irrelevant Hansard, while the
women outside had the ears of the
world’s opinion formers.

In the daysthatfollowed thathasty
media circus in Kildare Street, the
Dail became less and less relevant. As
members deliberated, and no doubt
wished the problem would go away,
the running was taken by anarticulate
rock star. Theacerbic Sinead O’Connor
declared that the ‘pro-life’ amendment
campaign in 1983 had attempted to
legislate morality for the country’s
youth, but that the youth were now
fighting back.

We await the full text of the
Supreme Court decision overturning
a ingbyMr  t De lo
thatprevented the 14-year-olaginrom

sale of rights around the world brought
La Stampa. The money would go to
Gorbachev’s new foundation, which
formally saw the light of day in Mos-
cow on March 4. (The London Sun
reported that The Guardian was pay-
ing £1200 for each 800-word column.
The Guardian’s deputy editor, Jona-
thon Fenby, denied this but would not
reveal the sum.)

The foundation’s the thing. The
mutual esteemfel y Gorbachev and
Gianni Agnelli, La Stampa’s publisher
and boss of Fiat, helped clinch the
deal.{That, said Sabadin, and the ‘close
friendship’ between Gorbachev and
La Stampa’s long-time Moscow cor-
respondent, Giulietto Chiesa.) Agnelli,
too, hasafoundationand, inarecently
signed accord between the two bodies
he accepted an invitation to become a
member of Gorbachev’s institution.

'Tis the most distressful count -

seeking an abortion in England. No
doubt it will be reasoned and erudite,
but many Irish people will be con-
vinced that the worldwide attention
that the case has attracted was in the
minds of the five learned judges. The
worldwill be pleased that the Supreme
Court has resolved the girl’s 12-week
ordeal, and seasoned observers of Irish
affairs will have a tinge of regret that
by its judgment the court has let Irish
legislators off the hook.

Ireland has a written constitution
whose main function, as in all such
documents, is to enumerate the fun-
damental laws by which the state is
governed. It is the duty of the legisla-
ture to flesh out those basic laws by
enacting statutes that cover specific
cases or by clarifying particular
wordings used in the written docu-
ment. These interpretations may be
challenged in the Supreme Court, and
it is not uncommon for the President
to initiate such a challenge before
signing a bill into law.

Because of the divisiveness of the
abortion referendum, however, nolrish
governmentorpolitical party hasbeen
prepared to introduce a bill clarifying
t. 1983 ’ o of ~
outcommes ot tnis cas¢ may be a relax-









than Flanders that the rest of the state’s powers should
fall to the regions.

Even in Britain, people are beginning to wonder how
long the union between England and Scotland, begun
seven years before the fall of Barcelona, will last. In the
past 10 years the ruling Tories have been all but wiped
oft the clectoral map of Scotland, now holding only nine
seats of a total of 72. And with national elections called
for April 9, talk of home rule abounds.

In January 50 per cent of Scots polled by The
Scotsman newspaper and Independent Television News
declared themselves in favour of independence. The
Scottish National Party, once derided as ‘tartan Tories’
with no policy other than blind anti-English chauvin-
ism, is gaining ground. A survey in mid-February gave
it 29 per cent backing, a jump from the already unusu-
ally high 17 per cent before. Its present leader, Alex Sal-
mond, is credited with lifting the party’s fortunes by
proposing a full economic and political program, the
merits of which have yet to be thoroughly examined.
And Salmond, like Pujol, made the Baltic analogy in
speeches at the end of last summer.

Ben McConville, a Scottish journalist based in
London, says the union has outlived its usefulness. He
and others claim that in the ‘new Europe’, Scotland will
recover its identity and profit from the single market.

Constitutional lawyers are not sure how it would
work, and National Party assurances that an independ-
ent Scotland would automatically become the 13th star
in Europe’s flag are far from universally accepted. Nor
their claims that most of the North Sea oil rigs would
go to Scotland. One commentator, Frank Frazer, said
recently that, in the least favourable interpretation of
the law, an independent Scotland could be left with as
little as 0.2 per cent of oil revenue. McConville raises
another ugly spectre: Ulster is not the only place with
sectarian problems. Scottish Protestants are, he says,
tiercely loyalist. ‘Remember that the Tories are called
the Conservative and Unionist Party of Scotland.’

If they lose more seats, the Conscrvatives will have
difficulty staffing the Scottish Office. Labour, which has
pledged to introduce devolution—a Scottish parliament
with a degree of autonomy—has accused John Major of
putting the union at risk by playing the SNP off against
Labour. The latter has also promised to introduce pro-
portional representation in Scotland—a risky move if
the SNP manages to garner as big a chunk of the vote as
polls suggest it might. To many Scots, all the politick-
ing in Westminister is irrelevant. The Scottish media
talk of little else now, and even Fleet Street has noticed,
although one Scottish journalist working in London said:

‘There’s a bloody revolution going on up

T there,but you’d never know it down here.’
!

HE BELIEF THAT AUTONOMY would remove shackles
also lies behind the rise of the ‘leagues’ in northern Italy
since 1988. Umberto Bossi, 50, and his Lega Lombarda
{Lombard League), the main group, face a malke or break
on April 5, when the country goes to the polls. The Lega,

at first considered a tleeting protest party, gave the
mainstream parties a fright with its ‘March on Brescia’
—an allusion to Mussolini’s March on Rome in
1922—when it pipped the country’s biggest
party, the Christian Democrats, in the north-
ern city’s local elections in November. The
volatile Italian press is talking of Bossi’'s own
March on Rome, and some observers say the

Lega could emerge as the country’s

fourth biggest party.

CENTRAL TO Bosst’s pLATFORM 18 a demand
that the peninsula be turned into a loose fed-
cration divided into three—north, centre and
south. The reasons are simple: the industrious
north, long the powerhousc of the Italian econ-
omy is depicted as weighed down by subsidics
to the impoverished, Mafia-riddled south and
the hopelessly tangled web of Roman bureaura-
cy. The Lega is tapping into impatience with a
central government increasingly seen as so cor-
rupt and incompetent as to be positively inimi-
cal to the interests of all Italians, but especially
those in the north.

To complicate matters further, part of the
‘deep north’ contains a German-speaking mi-
nority incorporated into [taly from Austria after
World Warl. The Lega is a new phenomenon in a nation
state that, after all, has a short history. South Tyrol (the
Alto Adige to Italians), however, has been a headache
for Rome since 1919.

The Sudtiroler Volkspartei (South Tyrol Peoples
Party) has consistently demanded independence or re-
union with Austria, and Rome has spent a lot trying to
appease a people who still pretend not to know how to
speak Italian. Anxious to keep the lid on the issuc going
into the elections, Giulio Andreotti’s Christian Demo-
crat-led four-party coalition finally implemented the last
stages of an autonomy package on January 30 that was
supposed to go into effect in 1972,

Rome hopes to have buried the problem, but Aus-
tria, which filed a complaint with the United Nations
in 1960 over the treatment of the 440,000-strong mi-
nority, said it would only drop it if the Volkspartei was
fully satisfied—something the party’s leader, Hartman
Galzemer, has not yet been willing to confirm.

Not that Vienna should be too smug about its
backing for the Tyroleans south of the Brenner Pass.
The head of the regional Tyrolean government in Aus-
tria, Alois Partl, declared recently that the Tyrol, in-
cluding the Alto Adige) would soon be reunited as a
scparate and autonomous region. ‘The era of the nation
states,” said Partl, ‘has passed.” In a ‘federal Europe’,
Tyrolean unification would take place ‘without cen-
tralist interference by nation states’—cither from Rome
or Vienna.

Damien Simonis is Fureka Street’s European corre-
spondent.
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Belgium is at the
heart of Europe’s
limping evolution
towards some kind
of federation;

yet perhaps no
European region
feels more than
Flanders that the
rest of the state’s
powers should fall

to the regions.
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Critics of boxing say
it is a barbaric and
bloody pursuit, and
cite the brain
damage blows to the
head can and do
cause. Boxing's
supporters say it 18
like the French
Foreign Legion: real
tough but everyone'’s

a volunteer.
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The crowd begins to warm up by cheering Hill who,
like Fenech, is trained by Johnny Lewis. A big ginger-
haired bloke sitting on my left laments that he is ‘a lit-
tle too far away to hear the punches.’” Hill and Nelson
are big and fast and the fight see-saws. But in the crowd
necks are craned up and back towards one of the grand-
stands, where a row of wits is clutching cards that spell
out FENECH RULES on one side and TYSON ROOTS
on the other.

The ginger-haired bloke gets to hear one punch as
Hill gives Aundrey Nelson a smack in the head that is
loud enough to be heard 80 metres away. Hill is award-
ed the fight on points and Aundrey is Detroit-bound.
An acroplane circles overhead, towing a banner

that rcads, WE LUVS YA, FENECH.
TOOHEYS.

NhXT ur rrom the Lewis-Fenech stable is a hand-

some Siberian, Kostya Tszyu, 22, who decided to stay
in Australia with his hairdresser girlfriend Natashya,
19, after winning the light welterweight title at the world
amateur boxing championships in Sydney. The program
helptully explains that the big Siberian’s name is pro-
nounced ‘Tzoo’. He swarms over a hapless Queensland
boxer named Darrcll Hiles and the fight is stopped after
90 scconds.

Enter Grahame ‘Spike’ Chencey, 22, the Australian
welterweight champion, who is described
in the program as ‘a natural brawler who
can be like a pit bull terrier freed from a
leash,” and who has a taste for macadamia-
nut icccream. The program notes also say
that Spike’s mum, Carol, baked bathtubs
of lamingtons in their cottage at Sheedy's
Gully, necar Lithgow, and worked three
jobs to raise money for his first overscas
fight. Spike is wearing white silk shorts
split high up the thigh tor his fight against
Alberto Cortes, 28, an Argentine south-
paw who has moved up from super light-
weight and is maybe at the end of his
fighting days.

The crowd, unfocused in the carly
bouts, now begins to switch on, and ‘oohs’
and ‘aahs’ in rhythm with the big punches.
In the row where Tam sitting a latecomer
arrives and his mates explain the Fenech-
Tyson sign. There are guffaws all round,
which give way to growls as about 100
Africans emerge from a grandstand, sing-
ing and dancing and waving the Ghanaian
flag, a handsome banner of horizontal red,
yellow and green stripes with a black star
in the centre. The Africans make a circuit
of the oval, singing chants in praise of Azumah Nelson—
‘zoom, zoom'—and getting chants of ‘piss off, piss off’
in reply.

In the ring, Cheney is bleeding from a cut near his
right cye and his revealing white shorts are bloody. But
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the pit-bull tenacity shows in the closing rounds and he
wins on points, to the approval of a crowd now well-
soaked by rain.

Fenech and Nelson are up next and impatience
builds during the break, which is enlivened by the sight
of Kerry Packer, at ringside, wriggling into a yellow
plastic coverall. A flick through the program reminds
me that Fenech is the ‘Marrickville Mauler’. Nelson’s
monicker, “The Terrible Warrior” seems to lose some-
thing in translation. The Victorian Opposition Leader,
Jeff Jeff’ Kennett, wanders by, and Dawn Fraser brictly
goes missing before drawing the raftle to help Johnny
Famechon. ‘Hope she hasn’t gone off for a few laps,’ says
the man in the gold lamé jacket.

The crowd stands for the the procession of Fenech
and his entourage into the ring. He gets a mighty roar.
Azumah Nelson, wearing a black cap covered with a
ring of gold stars, gets boos and a smattering of applause.
National anthems are played and there are about as many
people who know the words of the Ghanaian anthem as
there are people who know the words of Advance
Australia Fair.

I am thinking about the preponderance of men at
the fight when a woman behind me sereams, ‘C'mon
Jetf, kick the shit out of ‘im!”

The bell rings. They bounce into and away from
cach other, and soon Nelson zooms a short right to
Fenech’s head; Fenech takes a count of eight and the
spectators look at cach other in wonder. Fenech is down
for another count in the second round, but the fans
desperately agree with cach other that he slipped. The
video replay on the electronic scorcboard seems to
confirm this and the crowd howls its disapproval of the
count.

Round threce is better for Fenech and it ends with
Nelson appearing to land a few punches after the bell—
the video replay shows Fenech lifting his knee in reply,
an action that a sportswriter later describes as ‘Fenech
retaliates with a knee which misses Nelson’s midrift’
The crowd begins to chant ‘Fencech, Fenech,” before
turning its attention to Nelson: ‘Nigger!” This

prompts a furious chorus of drums and whis-

tles from the Ghanaian fans.
EYEBALL\ ARL NOW LOCKED on to the ring, wandering

only between rounds to the video replay or to the
Toohey's women in the skin-tight suits, who circle the
ring with a placard bearing the number of the next round.
The ginger-haired bloke is unimpressed. ‘I'm not too
happy with the birds. I've seen better at Festival Hall!

In rounds four, five and six the crowd starts to give
some serious boxing advice: ‘Keep that guard up! Hold
him! Get him on the ropes!” Once of the Ghanaian fans
is clinking a cowbell, and the volume of the singing from
the Africans begins to rise. ' Are they doing voodoo down
there?” asks a man in the crowd.

Round seven is broken when the referee rules that
Nelson has to tape up a glove. The crowd howls again,
but maybe Fenech doesn’t mind a breather. He comes






To treat people
as though they
can only

be accounted for
within the
Christian system
of belief,

so that Christians
need not take
other accounts
seriously, seems

doctrinaire and

myopic.
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ANDREW HAMILTON

Crossing the great divide

‘What difference does Jesus make!’ is a classic theological
question. It acquires a new urgency when Christians
try to come to terms with other religions.

I CONTROVERSY IS THE MEASURE of importance, the next
crucial issue facing Christian theology will be the rela-
tionship between Christianity and other religions. The
straws are alrcady stirring in the wind. Critics of the
World Council of Churches have turned from its es-
pousal of liberation movements to the positive attitude
it takes towards non-Christian religions. Cardinal
Tomko, who is head of the Vatican congregation deal-

ing with the question, frequently makes cau-
tionary statements about unnamed but easily
identifiable theologians who have ‘dangerous’
views about other religions. And even in Aus-
tralia, the distribution to Catholic schoolchil-
dren of stations of the cross depicting Aboriginal
mythological motifs has caused controversy.

Although some of the views expressed have
been more passionate than sensible, the issues
involved arc central to Christian faith, for at the
heart of the Christian attitude to other religions
lic two claims that sit uncasily together. The
first claim is that God wishes all people to be
saved, and that therefore Christ died for the
salvation of all human beings. The second claim
is that it is only through the name of Christ
that we are saved. This statement can be made
even more limiting it we believe literally that
only thosc who believe and are baptised will be
saved.

In the face of these two claims, three kinds
of position have been adopted. The first position
is exclusivist. It argues that all who are saved
will be saved though faith in Christ. Protestant
adherents of this position claim that explicit
knowledge and confession of the Lord Jesus is
necessary for salvation. Its Catholic supporters
claim further that only those who confess their

faith in Christ as baptised members of the Roman
Catholic Church can be saved.

The second position is inclusivist. It holds that all
those who are saved are in fact saved by the life, death
and resurrection of Jesus Christ. The ordinary way of
salvation is through faith in Christ, lived within the
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church, but those who have no Christian belief may be
saved. Their salvation will be by God’s mercy and it
will be due to the work of Jesus Christ, even though
they do not realise it.

The third position is pluralist. It gives priority to
the first claim, that God wills all to be saved. It claims
further that God saves human beings through a variety
of ways. Faith in Christ is onc favoured way to salva-
tion, but neither Christ nor faith in him forms the only
path to salvation. Those who hold this view often em-
phasise the human life of Jesus, and minimise the sense
in which he is divine.

The positions that are adopted within most
churches and by most theologians fall into the second,
inclusivist, category. Within Catholic theology the dif-
ficulty with the exclusivist position is that it has been
formally condemned. It is therefore necessary to say that
people outside the church and without Christian belicf
can be saved. The difficulty with the third position is

that it scems to remove the sense of urgency

and centrality from faith in Christ.

I O ADOPT AN INCLUSIVIST POSITION, however, 1s not an
answer but an invitation to further retlection. If God
can save people who do not believe in Christ, it is rea-
sonable to ask how this can be so. Not all would say
that this question should be pursued—indecd, it is
commonly held that Christians should preach and teach
the necessity for Christ, while leaving the salvation of
others to God's merey. This position is not as self-serving
as it may scem. Older Catholics will remember how
speculation about whether unbaptised babies could be
saved led to the notion of Limbo, a sort of second-class
heaven, and to the grief of many mothers whose babies
were still-born. In that case, teaching that such babics
are saved, while leaving the way of salvation to God'’s
merey, has much to commend it. A theology built on
exceptional cases is not always well balanced.

But, particularly in Asia, it is impossible for theo-
logians to avoid the question of the necessity of Christ.
They belong to church communities that are tiny

Continued p28.
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The spectator

England's tabloids, Death, and an absence of passion:
Gerard Windsor, in London, draws some connections.

OBERT MaxwiiL misappropri-
ated the pension funds of his employ-
ces. Atraudulentact, butastraightfor-
ward concept, one might think. Brit-
ain’s premicertabloid, The Sun, thought
otherwise. It recast the story for its
rcaders in allegorical form. The cover
headline on 9 December 1991
announced ‘Night Bob Got His Hands
On My Asscts: Sceretary Tells'.

This witticism could pass as a
metaphysical conceit, but context is
all and this English version of explain-
ing the Trinity by the shamrock is
cvidence more of an empirical cast of
mind than of any metaphysical one.
Locke would have been delighted to
usc this tic of the tabloids as evidence
for knowledge coming through asso-
ciation of images.

Everything can be explained and
most tangibly impressed on the mind
by linking it with flutters in the groin.
So, for example, Sara Kcays, Cccil
Parkinson’s one-time mistress, has
successfully sued New Waoman foran
article headed ‘Laughing All The Way
To The Bonk’, and Social Democrat
leader Paddy Ashdown’s confession of
past adultery was greeted by The Sun
with ‘Now It’s Paddy Pantsdown'.
There can be an ad-man cleverness
about the genre, and I'd be suspicious
of anyone who denied ever being
amused by it. But the reductivist qual-
ity palls quickly. Youitch fora greater
range of jokes. Orlet’s say it brings out
various Catholic and Irish prejudices
n me.

There is an ad in the London tube
at present that runs under the slogan
‘And That's Guaranteed’. It pictures
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twao places set with food. One is
labelled ‘Harry Ramsden’s, Guiscley
Yorkshire and the other ‘HarryRams-
den’s, Heathrow’. The two scttings
arcidentical. The centralitem on cach
plate appears to be a platypus in bat-
ter, but by displaying interest in the ad
(I wasbowled overby itland getting to
the small print, you find that the offer-
ing is ‘haddock fillet, chips, white
bread and butter, cup of tea, £4.65".

1 had to be restrained from crying
out upon this indictment of a people.
What happened to Hogarth’s raw,
scarlet, sack-sized roast beef of old
England? Predictability, bleached
uniformity, and the promise of consti-
pation—what a vision to set before a
nation on the move. When Locke fell
into his swoon, I'll say the Garden
died, but it was a chip-slicer, nothing
so graceful orindividually named as a

spinning-jenny, that God took
out of his side.

ONDON 18 CcurrinTly  displaying
another, high-culture, example of the
same emaciated cast of mind. The
Victoria and Albert Museum  has an
exhibition ‘The Art of Death: Objects
From the English Death Ritual 1500-
1800, The tinger wags in the opening
words of the accompanying bro-
chure—'Dcath today is rarcly dis-
cussed openly, cuphemisms are em-
ployed ... our ancestors ... openly rec-
ogniscd death as a universal human
experience ..." All very true no doubt,
but the preacher’s authority is fatally
undercut when vou learn that the ex-
hibition was  heduled for January
1991, but was quick-frozen on the

outhreak of the Gulf War. The V& A
put out a press release to the effect
that in a time of potential mourning
among the tfamilies of Britain ‘the
acstheticisation of death’ was inap-
propriate.

The exhibition has a curiosity val-
ue even if it is rarely enlightening;
Cromwell’s death mask, a ticket to
Nelson’s obsequies, a wrapper for a
tuneral biscuit, mementos mori, etfi-
gics, Van Dyck’s Venetia Dighv onher
Deathbed. There are uncexpected and
moving items, but their impact 1s not
helped by inaccurate and clichéd sign-
posting. A sampler, forexample, refers
to death as ‘the consummation of fe-
licity’ but the caption points it out as
typical of the view that death was a
releasce from the misery of life.

But for a Catholic viewer of this
three century parade of death through
a Christian country the clamorous
absentee is any representation or re-
ferral to the mysteries of Christ’s death.
This emptiness becomes even more
strident when you visit the current
blockbuster at the Royal Academy,
the cight-gallery Andrea Mantegna
display. It is laid out to climax with
the cight-panel Triumph of the Cace-
sars, a lavish panorama of worldly
success, and ticred terraces have been
erccted for the contemplative viewer.
But the dominant subject—and there
is hardly any surprise about this,
merely its alien prominence here in
London—is the passion of Christ. Man
of Sorrows, Flagellation, Crucifixion,
Deposition, Picta, Entombment,
[ Y ovo
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glamorous saints, the Christian mira-
cle is indeed possible.

All adults of course, including the
English, fight with demons. But to lie
locked in confrontation with princi-
palities and powers is not a public
English pastime. The matters for con-
cern are what is known. You learn
that young. England’s answer to
America’s Ninja Turtles are Thomas
The Tank Engine, Postman Pat and
Fireman Sam—village life of transicnt
grumbles and petty decencies. Not
that the English can’t write for chil-
dren—Janct and Allan Ahlberg and
Colin McNaughton, forexample, have
a zany linguistic ability and a busy
pictorial imagination that gives them
an edge over any picture-book writers
in Australia, but Mr Creep the Crook
and Mr Biff the Boxer and Grandma
Swag and Officer Pugh have been

around on the postcards for

O generations.
7 courst all this Englishness

makes for rationality and tolerance,
and the irruptions into English life of
the irrational in a form like Irish ter-
rorism are all the more
starkly alien. Still, forall the
snugrestfulnessand civilised
appointment that England
affords, a lurch, a zig-zag, a
hop-step-and-jump of the
mind is a relief. 1 was one
evening on a bus, immedi-
ately behind the driver, and
he was Irish. The usual
prominent sign forbade
speaking to the driver whilst
bus was in motion.

An elderly man boarded.
He displayed his pension
card, then took a firm two
hand of the rail fencing the
driver. The bus cased away.
The passenger began to tell
how he was 80, had been
visiting a sister-in-law in a
nursing home, liked getting
out, did everyone good and
so forth. The driver com-
mended him, with transpar-
ent sincerity, expressed in-
credulity at his 80 years, and
assured him ‘I'll neverbe here
myself when I'm your age’.
The passenger again demonstrated his
lung capacity. At length. Finally there
was a pause. The driver said, ‘Wel
down now and rest your legs’.
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The felicity of the driver had its
written equivalent in a column by
Fintan O’ Toole, in The Irish Times on
5 February, 1992. This was how puns
and analogies could be employed,
peeling back possibilities, suggesting
covert connections. Allin the cause of
political, and national, analysis. (By
contrast, someone like Alan Coren in

The Times, speaks a brand of

I tired Wodehousean.)

RELAND HAS JUST GOT a new Taoi-
scach, Albert Reynolds, a midlands
man who made his money out of
dancehalls and pet food. His leader-
ship of a rural, West-of-Ircland cabal
prompted his predecessor Charles
Haughey to a choice flash of inspira-
tion of his own—Reynolds and his
men were ‘the country and western
alliance’. Fintan O’Toole spun out the
threads of this core image.

‘Long before he got to be Taoiseach,
Albert Reynoldsruled more lands than
Genghis Khan: Cloudland, Roseland,
Fairyland, Drcamland, Danceland ...
While it may well be that he is not the
first Irish political leader to have ruled,
even to have inhabited Dreamland
and Cloudland, there is something
particular about a Fianna Fail leader
who could make so light of the party’s
great raison d’etre, partition, as to be-
lieve that Borderland was just adance-
hall in Clones.

‘Albert Reynolds will be the first
leader of that party to have a back-
ground not in the clash of the ash or
the echo of the Thompson gun, but in
the flash of the cash and some mean
ticky-tacky drumming from the Mel-
ody Aces. While Charles Haughey’s
achievement was to bridge the gap
between the rhetoric of Fianna Fail's
national aspirations and the realities
of an enthusiastically materialist
culture, there is, for Albert, no such
gap. He has always been on the far side
of that divide, an inhabitant, and in-
deed a creator of the new pragmatic
Republic ..

‘In choosing Albert Reynolds to
lead it, the party is placing its faith in
his ability to know which is the right
night in Mullingar and which in
Rooskey, which band will go down
well with the voters of Clones and
which will pack them in in Darndale.,
It is leaving behind the party of aspi-
ratio  once and for all and going for
the party of pragmatism. It is leaving

behind the party of visions and going
for the party of keen eyes and quick
calculation. It is giving up the articu-
lation of national hopes and going
instead for the skill of giving the people
what they want,

‘In doing so Fianna Fail is making
a very big mistake ... We don’t really
know what we aspire to until some-
onc invents a vision and puts it before
us. What nine out of 10 cats really
prefer, as Albert Reynolds must know,
is not to be bothered with market
rescarch, but to have their owners
make interesting choices and present
them for their acceptance orrejection.
Mary Robinson did that ... But I can’t
see Albert Reynolds doing so. When
Mary Robinson said “Come dance
with me in Ireland” and the people
acceptedtheinvitation, knowing what
would fill a ballroom on a wet Tues-
day night in Rooskey was no part of
the equation.’

Not bad as a linguobatic circuit of
a nation’s destiny and politics, har-
nessed to a comprehensively bleak
assessment of human nature com-
bined with the idealist’s vision of Erin
Go Bragh and a rippling wingdip to
one of Irish literature’s great lodestars,
the invitation to the dance.

I'm not surc what the 200 year
long transfusion of Irish blood has
done to England, but genetic shifts are
always possible. I was being parental
one morning at Our Lady of Muswell
school in North London (an attach-
ment of OLM parish, the most vigor-
ousonel'veeverbeenconnected with,
and offering the best family Christmas
Mass I've ever joined in, and presided
over by a very English priest with the
very English name of Dunkling) when
two small boys approached me.

‘What’s your name?’ [ asked the
first.

‘Glen. And what’s his name?’ he
pointed to his friend.

‘Ah ... Freddie?’ I tried.

‘No.

‘Marmaduke?’

‘No./

‘Osbert?’

‘Nooo! It’'s English.’

‘Aah ... T give up,” I conceded.

‘“What is it?’

‘Tt’'s Romek.’

Gerard Windsor is a Svdnev writer.
F ook Family Loret tly
reprinted as a Minerva paperback.
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Writer’s Week and a similar audience,
when Manning Clark was asked what,
in his opinion, had been the single
most creative element in Australian
history. ‘The convicts’, he had replied,
tothe dismay of his freecborn audience.
Ah, Adelaide! Some things ncver
change there, like the blue ‘honour
line’ over which children dare not
trespass during the John Martin’s
Christmas parade. When the Gover-
nor-General arrived to launch a book
at Writers’ Week, one-third of the tent
leapt to their fect. Ah, Adelaide!

And yet it hosts the most cosmo-
politan Writer's Week in Australia.
Space was found for the Turkish poet
Orhan Pamuk, Ivan Klima trom
Prague, the Czech poet Miroslav Hol-
ub, satirist John Clark and even Paul
Kcating, PM, who launched a book.
Publishers and literary agents flew in
from overseas to check out the Aus-
tralian territory. Despite heavy rain,
record crowds turned up to hear the
stars: Alice Walker, Oliver Sacks,
David Marr, Thea Astley, David Mal-
ouf.

The Man from Sydney’s favourite
was the biographer of Shelley and
Coleridge, Richard Holmes, a quirky
English mimic of jokey accents. Hol-
mes could start a joke on his first
public appearance and then develop it
through subscquent readings and talks.
His most poignant story he told to a
luncheon table. Before leaving Eng-
land he had visited Salman Rushdie in
hiding. He noticed the fugitive was
wearing state-of-the-artrunning shocs,
and could not help staring at them
enviously—until he saw their soles:
they had never been outside the house.
The Man urged him to tell the story in
public but he would not, judging,
perhaps, that it would give comfort to
the enemy.

At Adclaide there was little sense
of literature as a dangerous occupa-
tion, one that mightland youin prison
or deliver you up to a modern Inquisi-
tion. Instcad there was laughter.
Laughter breaking out in tents and
cascading across the lawns; laughter
punctuating the most serious session
of clevated reading. Laughter, one of
the Irish contributions to literary life
in Australia. The Man from Sydncy
remembered an Indian writer in
Adelaide years ago being astonished at
all the laughter. It would not happen
in India, where laughter at a literary
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gathering branded you an unserious
person.

Laughter dampened the possibili-
ty of rows or disputes at Adelaide. The
nearest one came to a serious issue
was when Penguin sales chief Terry
Moloney raised the spectre of a coali-
tion government’s Goods and Scrvic-
es Tax on books. Response was in-
stant—the literary community fears
the GST and will be working against
itsimposition. Whether in the form of
a tax on books or in cuts to library

spending, Thatcherism in
Australia handicaps the poor.

EVEN DaYs GONE. They are calling
hisflight at Adelaide airport. The slide
projector moves to fast forward.

Flick: confusion of his tablec com-
panions about that father of OzLit,
A.G. Stephens of The Bulletin's Red
Page; one, an arts bureaucrat, thought
him ‘Inky’ Stephensen; the other, a
literary agent, Professor Stephen
Roberts. Is there any hope?

Flick: theeye-popping garb of Susie
Counsell, events coordinator for
Christopher Pearson’s Adelaide
Review: a white feather miniskirt at
the opera and a lime-green clingwrap
with Primavera hat of fruit and vege-
tables offstage at the British Council
luncheon. If Adelaide is the Athens of
the South, Mrs Counsell is its Betty
Grable.

Flick: the man whoordered the do-
it-yoursclt suicide manual from Mark
Rubbo’s Readings bookshop and then
complained that it cost $429.95.

Flick: curioussights: the Gibraltine
head of Margaret Whitlam moving
above the crowd; somcone wearing a
$4500 Fenech-Nelson fight bomber
jacket; rained-on papooses on their
parents’ backs.

Flick: the panel on teaching crea-
tive writing spoke incessantly of
workshop ‘situations’ and workshop
‘scenarios’.

Flick: no public phones, although
OTC was a major sponsor.

Flick: the woman who had sclf-
published a book of her own poems
and had 1000 copies left.

Flick: ‘Historians are eavesdrop-
pers on the past.” (MacDonagh)

Flick, flick, flick ...

Edmund Campion tcaches at the
Catholic Institute of Sydney.
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¢s mopping and leaves the room.

Because of this meeting, Burnham
feels she hasbeen ‘hitbyjoy. Of course!
She [her mother] was cuffing the cub,
was all. I had not understood ... I did
not consider her [the Jamaican] an
angel at the time, but marveled at the
synchronicity of the encounter, this
woman walking in to explain my
mother’s behaviour and walking out
again. From that moment our rela-
tionship took a turn. We began to talk
on another level. We could approach
the topic of death, say how much we
cared for each other.” (pp34-35}

Later, Burnham decides that the
visitor who brought glad tidings and
then quickly departed must have been
an angel. After all, that is what angels
do. But this is not, of course, the only
possible religious explanation of her
experience. One could just as easily
have said that God most often speaks
to us through our prayerful reflection
on the ordinary circumstances of life,
andthatinthis context the things that
other people say and do will often
have consequences that they did not
intend and may never know about.

So why does Burnham prefer the
angelic explanation? It is not a matter
of theological traditionalism, since A
Book of Angels makes clear that
Burnham does not feel constrained by
the tradition. Or rather traditions, for
itisnot just Christian angelic lore that
interests her. Burnham sees angels
everywhere, and other aspects of
traditional Christian belief sometimes
get assimilated to this angelic preoc-
cupation. She regards the Virgin Mary
as an angel, for example, and is as
ready to accept reports of the Marian
apparitions, including those of Med-
jugorje, as she is to accept her friends’
stories of encounters with angels.

This free-whecling pursuit of signs
and wonders is not, I think, to be
dismissed as mere confusion on
Burnham’s part. Still less, given her
acquaintance with the history of reli-
gion and theology, is it a matter of
ignorance. Burnham is a syncretist, a
consumer in that supermarket of all
things weird commonly termed the
New Age. The phrase does not appear
in A Book of Angels, and she does not
afflict her readers with pronounce-
ments on the efficacy of crystals or the
insights to be had from palmistry and
tarot cards.

But, like all New Age devotees,

Burnham has a propensity to divinise
nature: ‘What force governs? Looking
back and seeing the pattern, I under-
stand that that has been the question
at every moment of my life ... My
answer at the moment is that there are
twoworlds, visibleandinvisible. They
tangle with each otherin increasingly
perceptible ways ... I begin to think
now that this blending is perhaps so
complete that we cannot separate the
butter from the batter, the physical
from the spiritual. It’s all one thread,
the wild, mad, beautiful, and ever-
changing creation of dreams of Brah-
ma sitting on his lotus flower. The
thingis that the dream can be dreamed
by us as well, drcam and participant

and dreamer being all the

same.’ (pp219-220)

IHIS IS BREATHTAKINGLY BATHETIC
stuff, and easily parodied. If it were not
for the fact that there is a growing
market for it, that would be all it
deserved. But it is one of the ironics of
late 20th century Western religious
thought that the more mainstream
Christianity has tried to find a point of
contact with the perceived secular
culture around it, the less secular that
culture has become. This century has
seen two religious developments that
would have astonished 19th century
apostles of progress and modernity:
the resurgence of Islam, that defiantly
anti-modern faith, in much of the old
colonial world; and the reappearance
in the West of paganism. And the
latter phenomenon reflects how little
the West has understood its own past.

For we have seen much of this
before. In the world in which Chris-
tianity first appeared, a common
Hellenistic culture and the political
unity imposed by Rome permitted a
heady and often indiscriminate
exchange of beliefs and ideas. In that
respect, it was a world not so very
different from our own, which has
been given a semblance of unity by
American military dominance,
American films and popular music,
and economic integration.

In the ancient world Christianity,
its gnostic rivals, other mystery cults
and the official public cults all clam-
oured for adherents—the supermar-
ket comparison again comes to mind.
Popular paganism with its many
divinities was refined by the educated
eliteintoasyncretistic pantheism that
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Burmham would probably find quite
congenial. A world regarded as onc
divinity, made manifest in various
local gods, isnot so very different from
Burnham'’s ‘ever-changing creation of
dreams’, in which almost any myste-
rious encounter can become an angel-
ic visitation.

If nothing else, it is amusing to
find that Christianity’s oldest rival
has also been its most tenacious.
Marxism has disintegrated, and scep-
tical atheism has always had limited
appeal outside intellectual circles, but
paganism is still with us. How Chris-
tianity is to respond to the new pagans,
I do not know. In the ancient world
Christian theologians and pagan
intellectuals shared a common philo-
sophical vocabulary, for the Chris-
tians had borrowed it from the pagans.
This common neoplatonic inherit-
ance, reworked after the Aristotelian
revival in the medieval West, culmi-
nated in the angelology of Aquinas
and Scotus, which was more, much
more, than arid debates about how
many angels can danee on the head of
a pin. (To the best of my knowledge,
no one ever actually asked that ques-
tion.)

St Thomuas, in his treatisce on the
angels in the Summa Theologiv, sct
out a theory that both accounted for
thescriptural references to encounters
with angels and allotted angels a place
in the divine governance of the world—
the spheres of the fixed planets were
all guided by angelic intelligences. In
other words, Thomas was content to
take the best paganism had to offer,
provided it was malleable enough to
fit the Christian notion of creation.

Thomas’ answers cannot be our
answers, however, and notjust becausc
of the modern preference for rcading
the scriptural references to angels as
metaphors. Indeed, I suspect that one
could read most the scriptural refer-
ences in this way without seriously
disconcerting Thomas. The real prob-
lem, of course, is the music of the
spheres, which only medieval theolo-
gians and New Agc astrologers really
expect to hear. Modern cosmologists
may look more kindly on teleological
explanations than Newton did, but
the angelic intelligences are still out
of a job.

Ray Cassin is production editor of
Eureka Street.
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national character. The value of this
specificity, and the misguidedness of
Dutton’s claim that Lawson goes ‘far
beyond Australia to the country of
universal humanity’, are nowhere
exemplified better than in the close of
The Bush Undertaker:

‘He sat down on a log nearby, rest-
ed his elbows on his knees and passed
his hand wearily over his forehead—
but only as one who was tired and felt
the heat; and presently he rose, took
up the tools and walked back to the
hut.

‘And the sun sank again on the
grand Australian bush—the nurse and
tutor of eccentric minds, the home of
the weird, and of much that is

different from things in other

T lands.’
HE DENIAL OF PROFUNDITY in Law-

son’s explanation of the old man’s
gesture is neither ironic nor nihilistic
but uniquely truthful. The undertak-
er is not a self-conscious Old World
hero: he recognises nothing beyond
the external facts. This is not because
he is inadequate to the event but be-
cause there is nothing else to recog-
nise. During the burial the old man
made liturgical references because, we
realize, he has been conditioned to
feel that these are in some way neces-
sary, but he remembered little and
muddled what he did remember,
showingboth the futility of Old World
values in this environment and his
own intuitive authenticity. Manning
Clark rhapsodised about this passage,
but in comparing it with Sibelius he
invoked the whole frame of reference
the story so superbly rejects. Lawson’s
achievement was the stripping away
of inappropriate cultural constructs.
Brian Kiernan'’s excellent volume
in the UQP Australian Authors series
gives more of Lawson’s best writing
from his best period, the 1890s, but all
in all The Picador Henry Lawson is a
commendable selection. It is larger
than the Kiernan volume without be-
ing significantly more expensive, and
has the added attraction of photo-
graphs—the cover photograph of Law-
son is a gem. Unfortunately, at 522
pages the book’s size entails some
practical difficulty for the reader, as
the text runs too close to the gutters
and a paperback cannot be crushed
open without damage to the spine. It
is to be hoped that readers will not be

discouraged, because by includingand
arguing for work from Lawson'’s so-
called ‘decline’ Dutton should

stimulate debate about this

later prose.
Eying Low 1s A NOVEL ABOUT RAAF

pilots during World War II. To some
extent it is a reworking of Dutton’s
earlier novel Andy, and Andy—he is
not given a surname—remains the
central character. He and his associates
are never sent to the front, but see
plenty of action nonetheless: in a
military prison after court-martial,
among the society of women of Tas-
mania, and on Bougainville at the war’s
end.

Dutton was a war pilot himself,
enabling him to create an authentic
atmosphere without appearing to at-
tempt it. There are no lengthy de-
scriptions of aircraft, airfields or war-
time RAAF procedures in a book al-
most exclusively concerned with hu-
man interaction, but the natural
workingin of these subjects, especially
in dialogue, reveals the author’s au-
thority. The narrative is basically
chronological, although there are
flashbacks, and is for the most part
terse and direct, being sustained large-
ly by humour.

A simple example of Dutton’s ap-
proach occurs when, after a corporal
says, ‘You know what I mean, you
bastard,” the narrator interpolates,
‘They were on first-name terms now.’
This is excellent because it is like an
intimate aside to the reader, who has
realised from the term applied by the
corporal to his interlocutor that
friendship has blossoined, and now
has it confirmed by a narratorial re-
mark that wittily describes the
Australian male’s habit of

expressing affection through

D profanity.
UTTON I8 ALSO GooD with pace

and timing. The story opens with Andy
in prison, where he has been sent for
crashing a Hawker Demon. The of-
fence is later described, and the narra-
tor continues: ‘It was a court-martial.
Oddly enough, the three officers sit-
ting on the board of the court-martial
had all known Andy in his cadet days
before the war. One of them had, in
fact, been on the board of his last
court-martial.’ Dutton displays a pro-
fessional sureness of touch in isolat-

VOLUME 2 NUMBER 3

ing physical details to reveal charac-
ter, Of a particularly nervous man it is
noted that, “The only thing about him
that moved was his Adam’s apple,
running up and down his throat like a
hump-backed mouse.” Vince, an un-
trustworthy, coarse and greedy indi-
vidual, is discovered ‘chopping down
a poplar tree that was the only bheau-
tiful object in sight.’

The novel would be enjoyable
enough were it simply an amusing
tale of the irrepressible Andy and his
mates, their drinking, womanising,
flying and imprisonments in the
charmingly absurd context of war-
time Australia and its burcaucratic
inanities. But Dutton offers more; the
presence in the jail of Henry Kinnaird,
an innocent man made to wear leg
irons and kept in a special
cage, introduces aharshnote.
Later, we hear that Andy’s
brother Ted, landing in ene-
my territory, was beheaded
by the Japanese. Acquiring
some Japanese swords as
souvenirs at the war’s end,
Andy’s habitual relaxed
cheerfulness drops away:

‘Andy drew one out and
looked in the mirror of steel
andran his thumb across the
razor-sharp blade. 1t was
beautiful. And evil. For per-
haps the first time in his life
Andy felt a presence of evil.
Normally the very word was
slightly absurd, a gothic ex-
cess irrelevant to Australian
sunlight.’

Andy usesone the swords
inadrunken assaulton a cat,
anassaultborn of confusions
and frustrations that he cannot artic-
ulate. Andwhenheisdetailed toflyan
important Japanese officer to see an
allied general, Andy confronts in
human form the otherness that has
been disturbing him. Captain Kano
Tsuji is perhaps a rather stylised char-
acter, but his arrogance, courage and
perfect manners, all manifesting
themselves in disconcertingly un-
Western ways, serve to deepen Andy’s
awareness.

There are a few irritating printing
errors in this book, but the text itself
isaccomplished and, in the best sense
mature. Recommended.

Rod Beecham is a freelance reviewer .
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The undertaker is
not a self-conscious
Old World hero: he
recognises nothing
beyond the external
facts. This is not
because he is
inadequate to the
event but because
there is nothing else

to recognise.
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Fureka Street cryptic crossword no.1, April 1992,
Compiled by Joan Nowotny IBVM
(The solution to this puzzle will be published next month)

14 1

HEEE udES B

H dENEN IIII

DOWN

1. The lady seductive, but deadly in France. (5]

2. Should one ask searching questions or bury opin-
lons in 287

3. A confused and sad boy, Ern was like a desiccated
skeleton at times. (3,2,4)

4. The willow tree would be more pleasant if its top
hadn’t been lopped. (5)

5. There is a sense in which it is entirely personal. (5]
6. The ruler sounded cooler when he was back. {4)
7. Lively ensoulment! {9)

10. After the fish, permit me to have a crumpet. (7)
12. Initially he thought someone should abridge the
letter to the carl at postcode 4012 (3)

15. Did he discoveraplain on the moon when working
at 137 (10)

16. Take it or leave it, the number in question is
crucial to our finances. {5-4}

18.Is he a whining schoolboy, a clock thief or a kite
tamer perhaps?(4-5)

19. A kind of wine, bottled in France. (7)

23.In some parts, that author uses a Greek character.
(3]

25. The leader will inspire us to fight or die, we hear.
(51

26. The ox is the animal that surpasses all others in
carrying a load. (5)

27. Although he sounds loud, the poet looks indeci-
sive. (5)

29. Love in the groove can be utter defeat. (4}

ACROSS

1. ‘All this ... and sweet’ (Marvcll). Sounds like Irish
summer rain. (4,3,4)

8. The major’s servant, in a temper, lost his head but
found his soul, perhaps, in India. |{5)

9. His basic philosophy explains why this spy came to
destroy rather than construct.(11)

11. Some repeat both rumours monotonously. {5)
13. What adiscovery! There is knowledge to be gained
along this road. (6,6}

14. The chemical formula for this can be found in the
almanac lent to me by the old sailor at the arms talks.
{4)

16. Right up to the present time, this is the place for
tranquil spirits. {5)

17. In cthical terms, does 9 explain this cevil? (5)

20. The measure becomes extremely random with
the heat. {5)

21. Pale, like Palm Sunday residue. (5}

22. Shaken by the storm, in a poctic way. (4}

24 What a friend might have said to nervous William,
pointing his crossbow. (3,6,3)

28. In ancient Rome and 13, there is place for discus-
sion. {5)

30. Not a red letter day, but dark and bloody perhaps.
(5,6)

31. O mighty mount, you lure us to our centre, but
without quarter for some. (5]

32.Recordrewards, I hear, for great undertakings. {11}

IN THE FOOTSTEPS OF
IGNATIUS OF LOYOLA

Striving for a faith
that does justice
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