











al Covenant on Civil and Political Rights. International
law is, according to the High Court, a legitimate and
important influence on the development of the com-
mon law, especially when it declares the existence of
universal human rights. Even black-letter lawyers are
now quick to invoke the outcomes of UN talkfests like
the Earth Summit at Rio and the Working Group on
Indigenous Populations in Geneva. Australia’s accession
to the optional protocol took
effect on Christmas Day last
year. Within six months the
High Court has said it ‘brings
to bear on the common law
the powerful influence of the
covenant and the interna-
tional standards it imports.’

Governor Phillip may

have asserted British sover-
eignty over the eastern part
of the Australian continent
on 26 January 1788. But he
did not thereby automati-
cally increase unencum-
bered crown landholdings by
another  half-continent.
Native title to those lands
continued until the new
sovereign dealt with them in
a manner inconsistent with
the continuation of native
title. And, even after 204
years of uninitigated pasto-
ral, colonial and mining
expansion, there are still
large areas of vacant crown
land, especially in Western
Australia.

Traditional Aboriginal
law determines the Aborigi-
nal titleholders of such land.

Like international law, the

traditional law or custom is

not frozen at the moment of

establishment of a colony. So

there are four developing

sources of law that affect the ownership of land: inter-
national law, Aboriginal traditional law, common law
as declared by the High Court, and statutory law as leg-
islated by Australian parliaments within their consti-
tutional limits. Terra nullius was clear and simple; it
was also unjust and discriminatory. The law of the land
is now more complex, but more just.

The nation state, as sovereign, retains the power to
extinguish the property rights of citizens, although the
Commonwealth constitution guarantees that the fed-
eral government cannot do so without just compensa-
tion. State parliaments can extinguish title without
compensation, but they cannot do so in a racially dis-
criminatory way. Racial discrimination is outlawed by

the Commonwealth Racial Discrimination Act, which
implements the International Convention on the Elim-
ination of all Forms of Discrimination. Aboriginal ‘tra-
ditional owners’ of vacant crown land, national parks
and some other public lands are now entitled to the same
protection of their property rights as other landholders.

Although the High Court has ruled by 4 to 3 that
there is no guaranteed right to compensation when a

state government removes
native title, public servants
and politicians will now
have to recognise native
title in the same way that
they recognise any other ti-
tle to land. Wiping out
native title without com-
pensation will pass muster
only if other title could be
so removed in the same cir-
cumstances. So Aborigines
now have a property inter-
est in stock routes and
vacant crown lands, even if
these lands are subject to
authorised prospecting or
exploration. Increasingly,
developers, pastoralists and
miners will have to deal
with Aborigines on an equal
footing. Governments will
have to treat with Aborigi-
nes to bring about workable
compromises for land use,
according to both Aborigi-
nal law and the common
law.

The High Court has
removed the legal basis for
the continued dispossession
of Aborigines who retain
traditional affiliations with
their lands. The court has
not undone the injustices of
the past, but it has sct the
foundations for just land

dealings in the future. By recognising the existence of
Aboriginal law and land rights, the court has provided a
jurisprudential basis for Aboriginal calls for self-
determination on their own land.

Eddie Mabo’s influence will be felt on the Aust-
ralian mainland as much as it is now on Murray Island.
He died before the court gave judgment, but that judg-
ment stands as a vindication of his rights and as a trib-
ute to his stand. May he rest in peace in the land that
never was, and never will be, terra nullius.

Frank Brennan SJ is adviser on Aboriginal affairs to the
Australian Catholic bishops, and director of Uniya, the
Jesuit institute for social research and action.
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communities, including Kowanyama,
was based on visits made during 1987.
This date was mentioned in the arti-
cle. Roser misquotes me slightly on
the description of Kowanyama. Nev-
erthcless, it is undoubtedly truc that
the beer canteen was the most palatial
building, which is what I said.

Roser and I agree on some things.
I sce no reason to believe that Aborig-
ines would have fared better had they
been invaded by anyone other than
the English. The history of colonial-
ism in the Pacific speaks for itself.

From midfield

From the Rev. Christopher Beal

Iam dissatisficd with one false dichot-
omy proposed by Paul Mees |Letters,
May.)Asaliberal Catholic of Anglican
persuasion, I have never considered
the theological position he describes
as ‘the Scylla of liberalism’ to be the
opposite extreme of ‘fundamentalism’,
but rather the intellectually and the-
ologically honest middle ground for
which he seems to be scarching.

In addition, like the Bishop of Dur-
ham, John Robinson has done more
formodern, honest academic analysis
of Christian belicef than many.

Christopher Beal
Payncham, SA.

The number’s up

From James Franklin, lecturer in
muathematics at the University of
NSW.

J.J.C.Smartisnotright insceing Aqui-
nas’ notion of ‘necessary existence’ as
somchow in conflict with modern
logic (June 1992). Obviously, a vacu-
ous sense of ‘necessary’, as ‘It is rain-
ingornotraining’, isnot whatis called
for. But there are plenty of other kinds
of neeessity. There is, forexample, the
necessity of mathematical existence,
as in ‘There exists a prime number
between 10 and 127,

The kind of cxistence numbers
havcisratherabstract and attenuated,
and one expects something more full-
blooded of God; nevertheless, the ex-
ample is enough to show there is
nothing wrong with the form of a
necessary existential statement.

James Franklin
Kensington, NSW
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A Where GATT is at

LEX Buzo HIRST NOTICED ‘the
moron thing’ during a television dis-
cussion about Vietnam between two
journalists in the 1960s. It is the
journalistic habit of reducing the in-
tellectual calibre of commentary to a
level of egregious banality, lest the
‘punters at home’ fail to understand
every syllable.

According to Buzo: ‘Similar proc-
esses happen now whenever GATT is
mentioned. Thereis a fractional pause
and then the speaker says, “That's,
uh, General Agreement on Tariffs and
Trade,” which must be highly illumi-
nating to anyone who hasn’t heard of
GATT/

The GATT system is a unique
international institution; it is an
agreement, not an organisation, that
sets out a code of rules by which
signatory countries are supposed to
deal with each other and thereby
ensure theliberalisation of world trade.
Underpinning GATT is the philoso-
phy that the market mechanism is the
most efficient means of allocating
resources.

From 1948, when it was estab-
lished, until the 1970s, GATT was
relatively successful in freeing up
world trade. Today, however, it is
caught in the paradox of the global
economy: international trade has
tightly integrated the economies of
the world, butindividual nation states
often suffer high social costs as they
attempt toadjust to changing patterns
of comparative advantage.

The international economic sys-
tem has witnessed the growth of ‘new
protectionism’, with nations pursu-
ingstrategic trade policies, such as the
creation of regional blocs and bilateral
trade deals, and interventionist
domestic policies, to ensure that they
have the edge in important markets.

Yetthefederal government’s trade
policy seems to take almost noaccount
of these changes. The once-powerful
Department of Trade has been emas-
culated in the name of highly dubious
‘reforms’ in the public service. When
the department was amalgamated
with the Department of Foreign
Affairs, its functions were scattered to
the four corners of the bureaucracy.
Only the multilateral division stayed
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with the amalgamated department,
and multilateralism and GATT soon
became the theme of trade policy.

Asthe Sydney University political
economist, Evan Jones, told last year’s
Economics Society conference: ‘The
central multilateralist thrust of trade
policy since 1987 hasinvolved a ‘pick-
ingwinners’ approach parexcellence—
puttingone’s entire kitty on onc horse
whose reputation had been established
by the book rather than in the field.’

GATT isabitof anag, and it looks
as though Australia would have done
better placing a treble, incorporating
industry policy and bilateralism, as
well as GATT. The Uruguay Round
was established in 1986, specitically
to look at agricultural trade. And,
despite recent events, agriculture re-
mains a stumbling block.

In May, the European Communi-
ty announced changes to common
agricultural policy, which were her-
alded as a breakthrough for the stalled
Uruguay Round. The Europeans of-
fered to cut cereal subsidies by 29 per
cent, beef subsidies by 15 percent, and
butter subsidies by five per cent.

In line with strategic trade theory,
the Europeans were trying to pre-empt
US retaliation—the decision was not
made because of any heartfelt desire
to uphold the principles of GATT. As
the Minister for Overseas Trade and
Development, John Kerin, said: ‘Any
direct impact on return for Australian
farmers would not be felt until after
changestothe Uruguay Round of trade
talks came into effect in 1993-94

Only a week after the EC an-
nouncement, Australia’s beef pro-
ducers were forced to restrict meat
exports to the US in order to conform
with that country’s meat import
law. The US, like the international
economy’s other majorplayers, wants
what it considers to be ‘fair trade’; it is
becoming less interested in free trade.

Australia is facing these changed
circumstances with one of the most
idealistic free-trade positions of any
nation in the world. Sadly, the ‘moron
thing’ seems to stretch from Austral-
ia’s media to our decisions makers as
well, ]
Brett Evans is a Sydney freelance
writer.
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You pays your money,
you takes your chances

Who will gain most from pay television! And what will happen
to the ABC under the new broadcasting legislation!?
Paul Chadwick, of the Communications Law Centre, looks
at the brave new world that has so many channels in it

ENATOR Bop COLLINS DID NOT HAVE LONG to master the
biggest reforms in broadcasting law in 50 years when he
replaced Graham Richardson as Minister for Transport
and Communications. Nor did the rest of us. Within a
few days in June, Collins watched as the proposals were
radically adjusted by the Prime Minister, shoved before
cabinet, and dragged through caucus and into the Par-
liament.

In the Senate, the new minister gave the second-
reading speech on the Broadcasting Services Bill 1992,
which, among other things, provides for pay television,
the first new medium since free-to-air television arrived
36 years ago. Collins heard himself saying: ‘We need new
legislation capable of allowing the broadcasting indus-
try to respond to both the complexities of the modern
marketplace and the opportunities created by

technological develop-
ments. Continuing to

Py P, BUCKC, OR
MR TIDDLES /5 HISTORY”

inhibit the natural
development of this
industry through out-
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dated and cumbersome
regulation will disad-
vantage consumers and
be detrimental to the
longer term prospects
for Australia.’

[t is difficult to
know what Collins be-
liecved about a deregula-
tory creed written for
him by the Department
of Transport and Com-
munications—as it had
been for Richardson,
and for his predecessors in the portfolio: Kerin {a few
wecks from last December), Beazley (1990-91), Willis
{1988-90) and Evans {1987-88). Are we to understand that
the government—the bureaucracy and assorted minis-
ters—now belicves that broadcasting is an industry, not

Jury 1992

a service?! Are we a market rather than an audience?
Consumers rather than citizens?

The idea that the notion of broadcasting as a ‘pub-
lic trust’ has been overwhelmed by the free marketeers
will surely surprisc many, yet it is the inescapable con-
clusion from the legislation and the process that begat
it. That process, encapsulated in the quote from Col-
lins, brings to mind a friend’s observation that ‘Tech-
nology has replaced naturc as man’s idea of fate’.

Before surveying the main features of the bill, 1
should declare that the Communications Law Centre,
which I represent, supports an overhaul of the Broad-
casting Act 1942, which has become nightmarish in its
complexity. And yes, developing communications
technologies have to be dealt with. But they are not like
the weather, blown in by force to be enjoyed or endured.
They are surely to be harnessed by public policymakers

to serve the common good, as much as by
private investors to serve themselves.

UANTITY—WITNESS THE PRIME MINISTER cooing about
the 200 channels that fibre optics might one day deliver
to the home—is not to be confused with quality. Leave
aside the relatively limited size of the Australian ‘mar-
ket’ and ask instead: 200 channels of what? Controlled
by whom? Those who, since the 1920s, have concen-
trated in their own hands most of the Australian press
and a large slab of commercial radio and, since the 1950s,
commercial television as well?

The decision to keep the existing networks out ot
the first four pay-television channels, to be delivered
via satellite dishes, might improve diversity briefly. The
first four channels—expect movies, news, sport and light
entertainment—will probably be controlled by one of
the global media groups such as Time Warner. (The bill
allows such groups only 35 per cent of the shares in a
pay service, but that level of ownership does not pre-
clude control.)

Whether any foreign or local investors take the risk
remains to be seen, because the political compromise



AMENDMENT

THE MAS5€5 ARE DEMANDING AN
TO THE BROAPCASTING SERVICES BILL, PRIME MINVSTER—

TOTAL BAN ON ANYPODY EVER SHOWING

A
w“‘s OF "BLAKE'S 7"/

provides that the fifth and sixth channels can be 100 per
cent-owned by existing media operators just a year after
the first four start. This means prompt, formidable
competition from, most likely, Kerry Packer and Rupert
Murdoch.

Packer controls the Nine free-to-air network, two
radio stations, the bulk of the circulation of the top 30
magazines and Sky Channel, the existing satellite serv-
ice to pubs, clubs and hotels. Murdoch’s News Corpor-
ation has the 20th Century Fox film studios and library,
the Fox free-to-air TV network in the US, the British
pay-television monopoly BSkyB, two-thirds of Austral-
ia’s press, and the second largest share of circulation of
the top 30 magazines. (Print outlets are especially sig-
nificant because pay-television owners can use them for
cross-promotion.)

Concern at a possible extension of these empires is
not tall-poppy slashing. Knowledge has always been
power, and it is all the more so in this information age,
when data also means wealth. It is of crucial impor-
tance that public policymakers seriously address the
issue of media concentration—both in the control of
organisations and in the control of program supply.

Bear in mind that the Broadcasting Services Bill does
not permit advertising on pay television—to protect the
existing networks—nor are new competing free-to-air
licences expected to issue freely. Current licensees,
however, will ordinarily have their licences renewed
automatically, rather than after public inquiry by the
regulator.

Now to the question of quality, because if that im-
proves some might swallow their concerns about other
issues. The most serious result of the introduction of
pay television may be the impoverishment of free-to-
air services. This is happening in Britain, where BSkyB
is bidding much more than the free-to-air broadcasters

can for the rights to popular programs, especially major
sport. Will this ‘siphoning’ gradually make free-to-air
television a kind of viewers’ ghetto, watched by those
who cannot afford the equipment and monthly sub-
scription to a pay service? To the extent that this hap-
pens to news and opinion services, what will be the
consequences for an informed electorate? The govern-
ment has, as yet, hardly addressed the issue,
and the bill’s anti-siphoning rules are, at best,
fragile.

IHE NEW LEGISLATION REQUIRES the Australian Broad-
casting Authority (ABA), which replaces the Australian
Broadcasting Tribunal, to establish program standards
for children’s television and Australian content only.
The vexed issue of the amount of advertising time on
commercial free-to-air television will be regulated by
the networks themselves.

And the wolves have been given other lambs to care
for: most programming issues will be the subject of codes
of practice drawn up by the networks and registered with
the broadcasting authority. Viewers complaining about
breaches of a code must go first to the broadcaster, then
to the authority, which may eventually decide a code
has failed and replace it with a mandatory program
standard.

The authority will have considerable powers , but
will be rather less open to public scrutiny than is the
broadcasting tribunal. Even an annual report to Parlia-
ment is not required. Under the existing law, the public
has a ‘start button’ to activate the process of consulta-
tion and accountability. The new law removes this. To
shut out the public seems an invitation to capture of
the regulator by those it ostensibly regulates. As one
commentator has put it, ‘irresistible pressures are best
diverted into controlled and divisible channels.’
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The Broadcasting Services Bill ¢nds the long
immunity of the national broadeasters from external
investigation of their programming decisions. The Aus-
tralian Broadcasting Corporation and the Special Broad-
casting Service failed to persuade the federal government
to drop clauses that compel them to develop codes of
practice and register them with the Australian Broad-
casting Authority.

The authority is to ‘monitor and investigate’ com-
plaints relevant to the codes, and the minister has au-
thority to direct it to carry out investigations, for which
it has a formidable range of powers. It may: require at-
tendance at hearings, which not necessarily be held in
public; obtain orders to search and scize documents;
require a person to take an oath or atfirmation; and

compel answers. Failure to comply may mean
a year's imprisonment.

FTER AN INVESHGATION, the broadeasting authority
may recommend that the ABC or SBS ofter an apology
to the complainant, or broadcast a retraction. If appro-
priate action is not taken within 30 days, the authority
may report to the minister, who must table a copy of
the report in Parliament. The ABC argues that these
powers undermine its hard-won independence, and are
open to abuse, especially in relation to its reportage of
news or current affairs.

Hypotheticals abound: imagine a government fac-
ing an election or a delicate foreign policy issue. If Four
Corners obtained documents that, if disclosed, could
scriously embarrass the goverment, might the broad-
casting authority be required to investigate?

Journalists face a new route to jail if the authority
asks them to disclose sources and they refuse in com-
pliance, with the Media Alliance’s code of ethics. (Two

journalists have been jailed in re-
cent years for exactly this offence
during court proceedings.) Senator
Collins, has downplayed thesc

10

BOY, THAT JANA WENDT
REALLY CRACKS ME UP/

tears. Similar powers already ex-
isted in other legislation, he said,
and he expected the broadcasting
authority to be ‘prudent and rea-
sonable’ in ¢xercising the powers
in relation to journalists.
It is true that the courts, royal
T@ommissions and certain other le-
gally constituted bodies can seize
documents and compel answers.
But few, if any, arc required to act,
Mookt as the broadcasting authority will
be, in direct response to a minister
who decides “a particular matter should be investigat-
ed’ {clause 169).

No other body with equivalent powers has quite
the same direet relationship with media as the broad-
casting authority. Journalists’ performances may be open
to criticism, but democracies rely on them to scrutinise
the governors on behalf of the governed. This can, and
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at times should, be awkward for the powerful. It seems
only prudent and reasonable to ensure that no new tools
are created to intimidate or muzzle. This is particularly
so in relation to the ABC, which is already in a natural-
ly tense relationship with government and yet is the
only broadcaster free of the commercial pressures that
can constrain journalists in the private sector.

The government could allay fears simply by
amending the Broadceasting Services Bill to provide that
the broadcasting authority’s sharpest powers are not
available to it to carry out functions related to broad-
casting content, as distinct from structural issues such
as ownership and control. Completely stripping the
authority of these powers would destroy its capacity to
uncover and dismantle schemes designed to avoid the
ownership limits.

But content issues such as codes of practice and
complaints about programs are another matter. 1If inde-
pendent scrutiny and the prospect of case-by-case dis-
closure in Parliament of responses to complaints is a
rcasonable increase in accountability, a workable com-
promise might be to require the ABC and SBS to develop
codes, and to cooperate with the broadeasting authority’s
investigations of complaints, without allowing the au-
thority to use powers that are open to abuse.

The ABC can expect no sympathy from the Oppo-
sition, whose communications spokesman, Warwick
Smith, has conducted a running battle with it over what
he sees as its lack of accountability. Cacsar judges Cac-
sar, he says, and he is right in so far as the managing
dircctor, David Hill, as editor in chief, makes final deci-
sions about programming and is the final arbiter of what

is done about complaints. Smith wants the
ABC made subject to the Ombudsman.

HE PRINCIPAEL POLICY STATEMENT about the frec  m of
the ABC is still that made by Primie Minister John Curtin
in April 1945, He said chat Parliament intended ‘to cre-
ate a position of special independence of judgment and
action for the national broadcasting instrumentality.
This is, inevitably, the case because of its highly deli-
cate function in broadcasting at public expense news
statements and discussions which are potent influenc-
¢s on public opinion and attitudes.’

The measure of independence required by the ABC
is unlike that given to other semi-governmental agen-
cies which “do not impinge on the tender and dangerous
realms of moral, religious, aesthetic and political val-
ues.” In the last resort, said Curtin, the health of the
system rests with the judgement of the persons chosen
to determine and administer its policy, and not on cither
review by, or pressure from, any sources outside it, po-
litical or non-political.” (Source: Communications Law
and Policy in Australia by the chairman of the ARC
Professor Mark Armstrong. )

Paul Chadwick is Victorian co-ordinator of the Com-
munications Law Centre, a non-protit rescarch, teach-
ing and advocacy organisation in Sydney and Melbourne.






Any further

reorganisation
of Australia’s
health services

must stem from

an ethic of
consurmner

involvement.
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JAN LJONOVAN

Doctors in glass houses

ANY OF THE PROBLEMS in the health-care system
arc portrayed in The Doctor, an American film that has
been screening in Australian cinemas. The film shows
clearly how hospital services can fail patients through
poor communication on the pare of those who provide
the service. It also provides a warning about the dangers
of a system that depends on private health insurers and
on hcalth-care professionals who live in fear of
malpractice suits.

The main character, played by William Hure, is a
heart surgeon with a thriving practice. He has all the
trappings of success: money, power and status. When
he is diagnosed with throat cancer none of these indica-
tors of success change, but he does. For the first time he
experiences the indignitics of sharing a public ward and
the rudeness of doctors who offer no apology or expla-
nation when they are late for appointments. He experi-
ences the bewilderment of sitting in waiting rooms with
the dying, and the frustration of inadequate consulta-
tions with his fcllow professionals. As a patient he is
powerless.

The film raises issucs that affect all health-
care systems: the importance of training that is
patient-centred; good communication between
doctor and patient; respect for the dying; equi-
table access to services; and the importance of
sclf-help support groups.

The universal coverage of Medicare means
that Australians, unlike Americans, are entitled
to cquitable acceess to health services regardless
of their health insurance status. A coalition
government would change this by providing
incentives for high-income earners to insure
privatcely. Medicare would be retained as a wel-
farc mceasure, creating a two-tiered system: one
for the poor and onc for the relatively well-off.

The Australian health-care system has a
good record of keeping costs at manageable lev-
cls. For example, the Australian Institute of
Health estimates that in 1960-61 Australia spent
about five per cent of its gross domestic prod-
uct on health care. By the mid-1970s this had risen to
almost cight per cent. The United States, in contrast,
spends almost 13 per cent, with a rate of growth that is
doublc the rate of its gross domestic product and ham-
pers control of its budget deficit. Access to health care
and the costs of providing it are major issucs in the
American presidential clection campaign.

Australia is conducting a major examination of its
health system, the ‘national health strategy’. The strat-
cgy, directed by Mclbourne ¢conomist Jenny Macklin,
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was a provision of the 1990-91 federal budget. Its terms
of reference encompass cvery aspect of the health sys-
tem, and its final report is due before the next federal
election. This comprehensiveness is a refreshing change,
since in the past cach state has had to grapple with its
problems in isolation.

The strategy has published cight background papers
for public discussion—on Medicare, cquity and the
health system, private insurance, payments by cus-
tomers, pathology services, spending on health and ways
of improving the quality of these scrvices. The strategy
has also produced three ‘issucs’ papers, with policy
options for consideration by the government: on rela-
tions with the states, hospital financing, and the future
of general practice. A tourth, on health status and
incqualities, is under preparation and three more are
planned.

So far, the evidence collected by the strategy shows
that the health-care system is still managing to keep
costs down, for consumers and for government. In 1988-
89 the average houschold spent $21.68 a week on
medical care, and half of Australia’s households spent
less than $15 a week. This is less than the average weekly
spending on food, transport, housing, recreation, clothing
and footwear. A small group of low-income carners,
however, pay considerably more for health care because
of the costs of private health insurance, dental care and
chronic illness.

The strategy’s research has also uncovered dis-
crimination in the hospital system, which favours pri-
vate patients waiting for clective surgery over public
patients. The paper being prepared on issues of equity
will examinc the causes of disadvantage in the health
system. The issues paper on hospital financing, which
the strategy released last year, proposed structural
changes such as the introduction of arca health
authorities, and the management of hospital waiting lists
on a statewide basis. State and federal health and weltare
ministers have accepted in principle the proposal for arca
health authorities, which seeks to eliminate duplica-
tion by integrating health services within specific arcas.

The paper also suggests shortening the amount of
time patients spend in hospital after trecatment, with a
greater emphasis on recovery at home. At present hos-
pitals are hetter funded than community rehabilitation
services, and mecting the needs of people recovering at
home will require adequate community support serv-
ices. Greater attention should also be given to the rights
of consumers. For example, the issues paper does not
proposc the publication of waiting lists, to let people
know how long they can expect to wait for surgery, nor
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ANDREW INETTE AND ALAN INICHOLS

Taking on the generals

ARLY IN THE MORNING on 21 May, the shooting
stopped. Within hours, western Bangkok had become
an open-air memorial to victims of fighting between pro-
democracy demonstrators and the military. Makeshift
shrines sprang up, decorated by photos of the dead. The
Democracy Monument, which dominates Ratchadam-
nern Avenue, was almost buried beneath a mass of
wreaths.

Thais swarmed on to the avenue, from the Phan
Fah Bridge to the monument and on up to Sanam Luang
Square. Some came as tourists, to inspect the bullet holes
that pockmarked buildings and trees, the bloodstains,
and the rolls of razor wire. But most were there to mourn
the dead, to talk about the events of 17-20 May, and to
demand justice.

Many asked why King Bhumibol Adulyadej had
waited so long before intervening to stop the violence.
It is widely believed that the king was misled about the
seriousness of the crisis. During the protests the royal

family was confined by troops to the Chitrlada Palace,
ostensibly for their own protection, and their only
sources of information would have been the government-
controlled radio and television services. The king may
only have learned the extent of the violence when his
daughter, Princess Maha Chakri Sirindhorn, saw it for
herself on television in France, and contacted her father.

Allegations persist that many captive demonstra-
tors were summarily executed. The day after the fight-
ing stopped, an Interior Ministry official announced that
the death toll was 43. Journalists put the figure at close
to 100, and the rector’s office at Thammasat University
has set up a working party to investigate the conflicting
claims. A member of the working party told me that
information provided by sympathetic members of the
police force gave a body count of at least 1000.

Asked about claims that the toll was higher than
has been officially conceded, the Interior Minister, Anan
Kalinta, told journalists: ‘Line up the corpses and prove
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Facing facts

ARIA WAVED THE FAMILY OFF and decided to treat
herself, going back to bed to read the paper. The phone
rang. It was her sister, calling for help and comfort. Her
daughter, Maria’s nicce, had the HIV virus. AIDS had
entered Maria’s reality.

This was not the way the script was supposed to
run. This was not what was meant to happen in a hap-
py, loving, middle-class Catholic family. AIDS was
something that happened to other people, people on the
fringe.

The family had to pull together in a world that was
largely scared and antagonistic. As the news got out,
somconc phoned the sister, telling her, in hostile fash-
ion, to go to Mass and pray for the child. Former friends
of the nicce avoided her in public.

Gradually things improved. Her sister’s friends
rallied round. Maria educated herself on the nature of
the HIV virus and began to consider the need to teach
other young pcople how to avoid the diseasc. That
brought her face to face with the central dilemma for
Christians concerned with combating AIDS—how to
combine faith, morality and church teachings with an
effective strategy of prevention.

The HIV virus is transimitted via some bodily fluids.
It can be caught through contact with infected blood—
for instance in the course of unscreened transfusions,
or when heroin users share a syringe. But in Australia,
as elsewhere, the primary means of transmission is
sexual, In Australia there are between 15,000 and 17,000
people, including 600 women, who are HIV-positive,
who have the virus that will eventually lead to the
breakdown of the immune system, the condition known
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as AIDS. This is the challenge the Christian communi-
ty cannot ignore.

Increasingly, and across religious groupings, young
people have begun their sexual life by the age of 17 or
18, and sex before marriage is more often the norm than
the exception. The Catholic stance, as expressed by the
Catholic Education Office, is clear: ‘Safe sex ... involves
abstinence, self-control or sex in a permanent relation-
ship where there is no health risk.’

Where does this leave a Catholic like Maria? Does
she tell her daughters to remain chaste, and turn a blind
¢ye to their possible sexual activity because it does not
fit the correct moral framework? And if she does educate
them about safe sex practices, does she thereby belittle
her valucs?

Maria’s response was a compromise, weighted in
favour of what is rather than what should be. She ap-
proached staff and parents at the school attended by her
four daughters, Lorcto Mandeville in Toorak,
Melbourne, for the opportunity to present information

on AIDS. Eventually, the invitation was

issued.

IN PRESENTATIONS IN APRIL TO YEAR 12 cirts, and to par-
ents of Year 10 girls, she talked of self-respect and
chastity, and of how sex should be within marriage. But
she also acknowledged the reality of other sexual en-
counters—and argued that if they happened they should
be safe. Beforc the parents of the Year 10 girls, as as part
of her talk, she demonstrated the use of a condom.

T would much prefer my daughters to remain vir-
ginal, but Thave to face reality,” she said. ‘As a parent I'l]
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The Catholic Church has lived with factions and disputes before.
But, Margaret O’Brien Steinfels argues, it is time to dismantle some
of the battle lines that have divided Catholics since Vatican II.

Y PREMISE IS THAT THE STATE OF THE CHURCH, its institutional vitality, makes a
difference. I say that because it is not a premise everyone accepts. Paul’s epistles, which
predate our gospels, although not of course the gospel events, are often concerned about
institutional vitality. We find questions there about who is in and who is out, about how
to behave, about what can be changed and what cannot. There are a considerable number
of people who believe that such preoccupations represented a distraction from true
Christianity in Paul’s time, and do so even more in the enlightened present.

Such people would argue that Jesus himsclf was not concerned about rules and organisation,
about definitions and boundaries; that rather he was concerned only that we should love our neigh-
bours, feed the hungry, visit the imprisoned, proclaim the kingdom, and let the rest take care of itself.
People of that persuasion may be mistaken—I believe that they are—but their single-mindedness
about certain things often provides an important corrective to any of us in danger of submersion in
matters ecclesiastical, and I am not arguing with them here. I want only to be straightforward about
my own premise, so as not to mislead those who don’t accept it.

Again: the institutional vitality of the church, the community that testifies to the lordship of
Jesus in word and sacrament, makes a difference. Though the gates of hell may not ultimately prevail
against it, the church’s witness can be a clarion call or a whimper. The fact that, by its defensive
posture towards political and economic change, the Catholic Church in 19th-century Europe was
relegated to the margins of political and cultural life had practical consequences. The church sym-
pathised with right-wing resentiment and thereby aggravated left-wing desperation. It drove away the
intellectual and artistic creativity that had been drawn to religion in romantic reaction to the rationalist
excesses of the 18th century. It lost country people migrating to the cities, and had little leverage on
the economic structures that emerged in industrial societies.

Likewise today, if the church either exiles itself to the margins of socicty or concedes so much to
the zeitgeist that it loses its identity, then, cven if the gates of hell never do quite clang shut on it, our
children and grandchildren and great-grandchildren will still be deprived of the treasures that for
many of us are of inestimable importance.

So my premise is that the vitality of the church matters. My thesis is that the present and future
vitality of the church is being put at risk by an unholy, and usually unwitting, alliance between right
and left in their attitude and conduct towards one another and towards the church. In suggesting this,
I do not pretend to occupy some perfectly balanced middle, standing placidly above the fray. By the
usual measures, I would probably be located on the moderate left of the Catholic Church. I favour the
ordination of women, deplore the way that the ban on contraception has crippled the church’s ability
to respond credibly to our culture’s sexual anarchy, and lament the pattern of appointing bishops
whose subservience to Rome undermines the respect due the local church. On the other hand, my
theology of sacrament is unquestionably too traditional, and my idcology of peace and justice too
sceptical, to qualify me for the radical left. But it is less the substance of positions held by different
groups in the church that concerns me than the way in which these positions are held.

Let me describe nine ways in which this collusion between the right and the left operates to the
detriment of the church’s vitality.

1. Whatever we call them—Ileft and right, liberal and conservative, the blues and the greens—
both camps harbour the conviction that they represent the ‘real’ majority in the church, while the
other side controls all the levers of power. Each conceives of itself as a beleaguered majority.

The left cites polls showing wide support for church reform. The right believes it represents the
simple faithful, the ordinary person in the pew, as opposed to a thin crust of noisy malcontents. The
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left bemoans the power of Pope John Paul and Cardinal Ratzinger, the inert lump of
spineless bishops, the tentacles of Opus Dei. The right bemoans a near-monopoly of
theology by liberals, the manipulation of bishops by left-wing advisers, a deeply implanted
nctwork of cathechists and liturgists, women religious who talk back, and journalists
who distort the ‘true faith’.

2. Neither camp is willing to acknowledge that the other contains real human heings,
some of whose concerns cannot simply be dismissed. Neither camp wants to recognise
that it holds the controlling position in certain areas of Catholic life. After Vatican Il
conservatives remained overwhelmingly in power in Rome, as they were before it. They
are largely in power in most national hierarchies. Liberals, on the other hand, have set
the agenda for theology and religious education, and much of liturgical practice, for two
decades.

3. Related to the conviction of being the beleaguered majority is each side’s conviction
of also being the wave of the future, while the other side is the backwash of history.
Liberals categorise conservatives as preconciliar, if not downright palacolithic. Conserv-
atives, who now style themselves ‘postmodern’, say liberals represent ‘the bell-bottom
theology” of the 1960s and 1970s. (The phrase is from the March 1992 newsletter of the
Fellowship of Catholic Scholars).

4. The conviction that one is of the real, but silent, majority and is the wave of the
tuture heightens self-satisfaction. The conviction that the other side posscsses all the
power sharpens a sense of grievance. The two camps can casily maintain at least one
thing in common—acute awareness of the errors of the other and limited attention to
their own. The status of beleagucred majority relieves each side of responsibility for the

state of things in those particular arcas in which each dominates.

5. With this attitude it is enough to count one’s own efforts a success when
onc has mercly thwarted the projects of the opposition. In catechetics, for exam-
ple, the left will count it an achievement to have kept the tentacles of the universal
catechism from reaching high-school students. In church governance, conscrva-
tives will count it a win to have kept a priest who opposes the ban on artificial
contraception, or who favours the ordination of women, from heing ordained a
bishop. Never mind that young Catholics may have only the dimmest ac-
quaintance with the doctrine of the Trinity.

6. Another point on which right and left enter into unwitting and destruc-
tive agreement is their deep and abiding desire that, if the other side cannot do
the proper thing, it should quietly leave and commit ecclesiastical harakiri. In
the view of each side, the church would definitely be better off with the departure
of the other. In each camp, individuals in the other are judged ‘not real Catholics’,
and caricatures of the opposition’s position are held up to show how this is so.
Matthew Fox OD has charged the Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith
with not doing either ‘its intellectual homework or its inner work’. Fox has also
accused the Vatican of fascism, christofascism, adultism, sadomasochism and
judgmentalism [see his Pastoral Letter to Cardinal Ratzinger and the Whole
Church). On the other side, the conservative newsletter The Catholic Eve declares:
‘It [dissenters| think the church is wrong (and has been habitually wrong for
centuries), the road to Protestantism is wide, well-travelled and waiting.

And if they don’t like the Protestants, they can always start their

own church.’
LIBERALS, ON PRINCIPLE, DON'T EXCOMMUNICATE people [that is one of the complaints
conservatives have about them). But they do exclude ideas and groups, in calls for retreat
to small, intimate groups that, in cffect, cut themselves off from the rest of the church.
Let me sum up a recent fund-raising letter that conveys some of these mental
manocuverings. The letter opens with a cry of alarm over the beatification of the founder
of Opus Dei, while the causc of this organisation’s own favoured candidate, Pope John
XXIII, goes nowhere. If Josemaria Escrivd is canonised, the letter argues, Opus Dei will
gain ever greater credibility and succeed in its true purpose, dominating cpiscopates
around the world. This is not necessarily an unwarranted fear, but what conclusion does
the letter draw? ‘Escrivd’s canonisation gives us niore reason than cver to ignore Rome
... We arc thinking of creative ways to remain Catholic but not Roman.’ [Association for
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Rights of Catholics in the Church, December 1991.} Are they taking the advice of The
Catholic Eye? Are they starting their own church?

On the other hand, let me remind you of the Vatican’s negotiations to keep Arch-
bishop Lefebvre and his flock from going into schism. These negotiations were serious,
strenuous and, though ultimately unsuccessful, conducted with what seemed to be in-
tense good will on the part of the Vatican. Who can imagine such efforts being made to
reconcile or accommodate groups on the left? Or even to accommodate a faithful but
dissenting theologian, Charles Curran? Having been removed from his post in a pontifical
theology department, Curran was effectively, if indirectly, barred from teaching theology
in any Catholic institution.

7. Another destructive point shared by left and right: perfectionism. If you are not
100 per cent for me, you are 100 per cent against me. Take, for cxample, the US bishops’
pastoral letter on women’s concerns. There is scarcely a topic of greater importance to
the church today. The church’s response to the rapidly altered status of women may be
as crucial to its future as were its tragically insufficient responses to the intellectual

rebellions of the 18th century and to the working-class move-

ments of the 19th century.

AT FIRST THE LEFT assailed the bishops for imagining they could writc a pastoral letter
on women at all, wielding the debater’s point that women weren’t the problem—
something the bishops had never implied. They urged the bishops to write about men,
not a bad idea but not one that seemed to be excluded by what the bishops were under-
taking. So the bishops clarified their focus—by changing the phrase describing their
work to ‘a pastoral on the concerns of women’. Thereafter the right succeeded in re-
moving some women who had acted as consultants to the bishops, because the wom-
en's views were regarded as unacceptable.

Then, atter an astute and useful first draft appeared—which had the merit of allowing
many different Catholic women to speak for themselves—Dboth right and left complained
that these quotations were allowing the bishops to fudge the tough issues. This was
true, since the bishops could not have voiced the tough issues in their own words. By the
time that Rome intervened, support for the pastoral had already been drained by both
sides. The third draft is now winding its way to a pititul denouement. Under fire from
both sides, we are likely to get a letter encompassing the worst of all possible worlds—
aletter everyone will love to hate, a letter that both left and right will have succeeded in
bludgeoning to death.

8. This symbiotic relationship between left and right creates a cycle wherein the
excesses of one camp provide reasons that excuse the other from correcting its own
excesses. There is no better example here than the present state of Catholic theology. In
somec respects Catholic theology has been in an extremely creative phase, but it also
faces unprecedented problems. At virtually every moment since Vatican II, leading the-
ologians have been under attack from Rome. The result has been a nearly reflexive
defensiveness and an understandable but damaging unwillingness to give ammunition
to the Vatican by criticising colleagues, including a few who may have gone off the deep
end. The closed and questionable procedures of Rome, the newly mandated oath of
fidelity and the periodic scoldings from the Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith
have repeatedly clicited protests from practising theologians. But when asked how they
would carry out the task of setting some boundaries in a way different from Cardinal
Ratzinger’s they have often fallen silent.

Consider again the interesting case of Matthew Fox, who has again been in the
news because of a conflict with his Dominican superiors. In 1988, when Cardinal
Ratzinger’s office pressured the order to silence Fox for one year, a number of theologians
rushed to his defence. Yet when the National Catholic Reporter asked leading theolo-
gians for their evaluations of Fox, virtually all begged off on the grounds that they had
never read him. Perhaps they had not, or perhaps they did not want to exacerbate his
problems. For whatever reason, they were unwilling to put their scholarly skills on the
line and provide the church with an alternative, and perhaps more open, evaluation of
Fox’s views than the one coming from Rome.

9. There are gencrational differences to be taken account of. The Left believes young
people leave the church because the rules and regulations are too strict, and because the
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church is too authoritarian, patriarchal and hicrarchical. The right argues that the young

leave because of the post-Vatican II sins of the left: the young are not being
properly taught the truths of the faith, nor are they required to
observe the rigorous moral standards of yesteryear.

UT WHAT If BOTH ARE MISTAKING the forest for the trees? As one young Catholic, Paul
Elie, wrote {Commonweal, 27 September 19911: ‘Among the church’s younger members
Catholic guilt has been supplanted by Catholic shame—a deep embarrassment about
our church for the reasons that Christians have always felt ashamed: we associate faith
with childhood and are cager to throw off childish ways; we disapprove of the church’s
doings; we appraise the church by its own standards and it doesn’t measure up; or we
appraise ourselves and realise that we don’t live up to what Christ and the church de-
mand of us. Mostly, though, we arc ashamed because we lack the resources of Catholic
tradition that might enable us to reconcile seeming opposites and make sense of the
absurdity we confront.’

Is it possible that the experience of growing up in the post-Vatican Il church has
been so different that neither the right nor the left grasps what is at stake for younger
Catholics? The experimentations, upheavals and, sometimes, chaos in liturgy, catechetics,
and religious expectations have left younger Catholics with a fear of permeability and
shallowness. Some leave, some are half-hearted in their beliefs and practices, and some
adopt a more individualistic sense of their Catholicism.

Perhaps much of this disorder is inevitable, and we should be grateful for those who
persist, on whatever basis. But don’t the words of a Paul Elic also carry an ccho of
impaticncee with the internecine quarrels of an older generation? When that echo reaches
the older generation, maybe we ought to stop and ask this question: Is it possible that
cach camp has more invested in its mutual and symbiotic quarrel with the other than in
the future well-being of the church?

I believe that it is not only possible, but probable. Yet what I have sct forth by way
of argument and cxample will not convinee everyone. Or, if it does convinee, some may
insist that it is irrelevant. Those on the left may say, ‘That’s all well and good, but as
long as we have this Pope and these kinds of episcopal appointments, the right will
ultimately control the levers of power.” And on the right they may say, ‘Well, after all it
is not hicrarchical power that matters, it is the belief and practice of ordinary Catholics
that ultimately counts. If we fail to conserve the magisterium, to control dissent and
rein in crring clergy and religious, there will be no church left worthy of the name
Catholic. “There is no easy or obvious resolution to this back-and-forth. In most cases it
cannot be a matter of splitting the differences, which in any case cannot usually be the
appropriate response to ecclesiological or theological differences. On somic of these issuces
compromise cannot be the answer; on others it would be a terrible mistake.

We cannot presume that coming generations will somehow, willy-nilly, be Catho-
lic. Intellectually, spiritually, pastorally, we need to be more critical of what is being
offered to them, and more consistent and comprehensive in articulating the faith we
should be passing on. Nor can we continue to have an old boys’ club governing the
church. Imagining, and working towards a church that recognises the leadership of women
may take along time. But refusing to talk about it is simply incomprehensible. Just as it
is incomprehensible that the liemus test for episcopal appointment should be an obliv-
iousness to this question and others equally importane, stmply because our tradition
does not yet understand how to deal with such mateers.

We should shudder at the consequences of such a policy, just as we should fear the
consequences of moving precipitously, of taking matters into our own hands, of giving
up on the institution. This is a recipe for dissolution and the squandering of energy and
resources. It scems to me that ultimately this quarrel between left and right may be less
about specific content than about the refusal of each side to examine problems that have
congealed since Vatican I It is time to acknowledge that, 30 years after the council was
convened, we have definitively entered the postconciliar period. It is time to give up the
pleasurces of the hunt and the joust, and to rebuild. To do that we need a willingness to
sec beyond our own version of reality. Call it what you will—a scarch for the big picture,
a generosity of spirit. Whatever we call it, it must, I think, be grounded in love of the
church.
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What do I mean by that? Appealing to love of the church can scem a sentimental
idea, even a vacuous one, whether it is wiclded as a synonym for unquestioning loyalty
or a spirit of ‘anything goes.” That is not what I mean, although what I say may scem
vaguc and inchoate. So let me offer some examples, some expressions of what we might
mean or do when we try to ground this larger perspective, this generosity of spirit in the
love of the church.

First, [ found on my bookshelf a slim and dusty volume of Henri de Lubac, contain-
ing selections from his The Splendor of the Church. Tt was written in a period when de
Lubac had been silenced, but in which he nonetheless continued to write and, I am told
by one of his fellow Jesuits, circulated his writings in unpublished form.

He speaks of the vir ecclesiasticus—the churchman, a term we will enlarge to in-
clude the churchwoman—a man or woman of the Christian community. Citing Origen,
de Lubac says that, he [Origen] ‘thought—and rightly—that there was no other way
[whether for clergy or laity] of being a Christian in the full sense ... Anyone ... posscessed
by a similar desire will not find it enough to be loyal and obedient, to perform exactly
everything demanded by his profession of the Catholic faith.

‘Such a man [or woman]| will have fallen in love with the beauty of the House of
God; the church will have stolen his/her heart. [The church] is his spiritual native coun-
try, his “mother and his brethren”, and nothing that concerns [the church] will leave
him indifferent or detached; he will root himself in her soil, form himself in her likeness
and make himself onc with her experience. He will fecl himself rich with her wealth; he
will be awarc that through her and her alone he participates in the unshakeablencess of
God. It will be from her that he learns how to live and dic. Far from passing

judgment on her, he will allow her to judge sacrifices demanded
by her unity.’

ESTAND AT A GREAT DISTANCE In tine, in sensibilities (and in pronouns) from

de Lubac. We see him over the great divide that marks the church before and after
the council. And yet, whatever exceptions we would want to raise about the
nature of those sacrifices, his voice evokes in us—or it does in me, at least—the
desire to pay greater attention to what we say and what we do in claiming the
church to be what is, atter all, only our partial understanding of it. Doesn’t it
make us want to look more closely at the positions of both right and left, to look
more critically at the insistence of cach that their vision of the church is a vision
of the true church? That is one thing we might mean when we speak of the love
of the church.

Let me conclude by returning to St Paul and his concerns about the rules of
engagement. In writing to the Corinthians he had some instructive words, which
have been abused in many sermons but which, if we could hear them anew,
might help us to shape a new attitude with which to approach the postconciliax
church. Paul says that of course we may have the gitt of prophecy, or the gift of
tongues (or the gitt of a theology degree) “and know cvery hidden truth’. And of
course, there may be a few who have faith strong enough to move mountains, but
if they have not love, they have nothing. Then he enumerates all of the virtues
that most of us do not possess in any great measurc: patience, kindness, or—
generosity of spirit.

Love, Paul reminds us, is never boastful, nor conceited, nor rude; never self
ish, not quick to take offence. Love keeps no score of wrongs, does not gloat over
other men’s [and women’s] sins, but delights in the truth. There is nothing love
cannot face. There is no limit to its faith, its hope and its endurance. ‘Are there
prophets?” he asks. Well, ‘their work will be over. Are there tongues of ecstasy? They
will cease. Is there knowledge? It will vanish away; for our knowledge and our prophecy
alike are partial, and the partial vanishes when wholeness comes.”’

That is the spirit in which both right and left must scrutinise their own claims, and
examine the symbiotic relationship that is sapping the vitality of the church.

Margaret O’Brien Steinfels is the editor of Commonweal.

e This article first appeared in America magazine.
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The main entrance to Trinity is
guarded by two statues: Burke, on the
right (naturally), hand on hip, looking
boldly forward, ready to take on Whigs
or Jacobins with cqual ferocity; and
Goldsmith, head lowered in a book,
the symbol of quiet Icarning.

As you enter the campus through
Regent House, leaving behind the city
bustle, it is casy to imagine yourself
going back in time. Tall, ivy-covered
buildings fronted by Corinthian col-
umns, cobbled walks and perfectly
green lawns, the lamplit Parliament
Syuarc and the magnificent campanile
all remind you that this is part of a
carctully preserved past. Lest you, as
an Australian, feel out of place, the
college even lays on a game of tennis;
appropriately enough the courts are to
be found behind a line of parked staft

carsinasquare called Botany
Bay.

FCOURST, YOU WITT WAN T tO Visit
the library. Trinity has a total stock of
some three million volumes, anumber
which increascs by more than a thou-
sand cach week. Since 1801 it has had
the right to ¢laim a copy of all books
and periodicals, maps and shect music
published in Britain or Ireland. After
[rish independence this right was
enshrined in legislation by the parlia-
mients of both countries.

On the ground tloor of the OIld
Library, you will find the permanent
home of the Book of Kells, Dating
from the 9th century but one of glorics
of any age, it is an unsurpassced mas-
terpicee of manuscript art. Here also
arc housed other priceless manu-
scripts, some older, many descrving
the same superlatives as the Kells
book of the Gospels. Youwillalsofind
here the ‘Brian Boru” harp, the official
symbol of Ircland, found ecverywhere
from state documents to coinage, from
national sports strip to the brass on
army and police uniforms. And of
course it is the trademark of Dublin’s
most famous liquid refreshment.

But while these treasures arc
undoubtedly priceless, the Long Room
of the library will take your breath
away. This is largest single-chamber
library in the world, its oak bookcasces
rising to a barrel-vaulted ceiling, its
200,000 volumes promising the treas-
ures of the ages. It is little wonder
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Yeats wanted to read here. To walk
the 70 metres ot its length, literally in
the footsteps of some ot the great
thinkers of four centurices, is to expe-
ricnce the aweandreverence of agreat
cathedral at dusk.

You can imagine Burke or Grattan
here. You can visualise G.F. Fitzgerald
pacing this floor; the books might
provide little evidence but the cloister
quict would have helped his daring
pre-Einstein speculation that the
length of a moving body will contract
with its spced. Perhaps the great
mathematician William Rowan
Hamilton came here, though he
scratched no formulae on the panel-
ling as he didon Broom Bridge over the
Grand Canal.

Undoubtedly the Nobel Prize-
winning physicist Ernest Walton still
comes here; he left Cambridge after
his ¢poch-making experiments with
the Englishman John Cockroft,
because his Christian beliefs prevented
him from continuing with work that
would lead to weaponry. If the other
parts of Trinity arc for walking or
watching, looking or marvelling, the
Long Room of the Old Library is for
meditation and praycr.

Asyoulcave thelibrary, youmight
notice that thesame arca thatdisplays
the Book of Kells also shows the 1916
Proclamation of Irish Independence.
At first sight, vou may tecel chis is an
unlikely resting place. During the
Easter Rising, Mahaftey organised the
detence of Trinity and rebel positions
were shelled from within its walls.
The suspicion that Trinity was a less
than fulsome supporter of Irish
nationalism wasreinforcedon VE Day,
when some students raised the Union
Jack and burned the Irish tricolour. In
response, rival students from Univer-
sity College, Dublin entered Trinity
to burn the Union Jack and raise the
tricolour. Among them was the

recently retired Taoiscach
{Prime Minister), Charles
Haughey.

1Ty YEARS arTrr the Rising, the de-
risive tag ‘West British’ was still used
for Trinity people. Indeed, while re-
strictions on Catholics were removed
in 1873—ecarlier than at Oxford and
Cambridge—a reverse ban operated
from the Catholice side. Until 1970,
Catho ¢ It

Trinity, andin the '60s the college was
best-known in the wider Dublin com-
munity tor ‘the ban’.

Each Lent the Catholic archbish-
op’s pastoral letter would mix its
cxhortations to penance with a
reminder that Catholics were prohib-
ited from enrolling at the university.
By the time the ban was removed it
was largely ignored, and by none more
so, it scems, than members of reli-
gious orders and congregations.
Unhappily, the ban is most often asso-
ciated with Archbishop John Charles
McQuaid, aman of great humility and
picty, who was in the forefront of
ccumenism  before it became

a rallying point for the
trendy.

URING 1HE Past 30 years the
image of Trinity College as a bastion
of Protestant, Anglo-Saxon valuces has
changed dramatically. Today, more
than 70 per cent of its 10,000 students
are Catholics, and you will hear the
musical Munster aceent, or the flat,
dental-free Midland speech, or the
mostcolloquial of Dublin expressions
morc often than the mid-Atlantic BBC
specch that today passes tor the
Quecen’s English.

What is more, with a 400-ycar
history things have time to happen.
Patrick Pearsc may once have been
denied admittance through Trinity
gates but he has had a posthumous
revenge. The street thatruns the length
of the college and gives an address to
many Trinity buildings used to be
called Brunswick Street; foralmost 70
vears it has been called Pearse Street.

As for Yeats, he got his reader’s
card. 1 like his phrasc tfor the Anglo-
[rish, those people who until quite
recent times were the backbone of
Trinity College and who, through that
university, made significant contri-
butions to life and learning in places
from Dublin to Durban to Melbourne.
{Between 1830and 1870, up to halt the
university graduates in Victoria had
received their degrees from Trinity.
Yecats described the Anglo-Irish as ‘no
petty people’; itisa phrase that encap-
sulates 400 years of Trinity Colleoe
Dublin.

Frank O’Shea tcaches mathematics at
Marist College, Canberra. He is a
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scemed particularly happy.

Theo’s obituary in [rish Historical
Studies is daunting testimony to sin-
gular achievement; he was omnipres-
ent, and cven the Almighty might
have gone over the seven days to em-
ulate him. So it transpired. While a
raft of other dilatory factors and per-
sons were involved, by the late 1970s
Irish Historical Studies was running
two years late in its issues, and the
New History of Ireland had stalled, a
generation behind, its mouldering
contributor’s list looking like an
obituary card for the previous doyens
of Irish history. The sins of the de-
faulters made it impossible for Theo
to reward the virtuous. My contribu-
tion, initially written in 1970, was
published in part in 1989 {Vol. V), the
rest hopefully in 1993—TI use the word
‘hopefully’ knowing that Theo the
editor would have instantly struck it
from the text. Obviously thissituation
compelled new editors to include new
contributors, the amalgam to issue in
thesplendidachicvement the volumes
were to become as they slowly
appeared from 1976—as a monument

to the planning and estab-
I lishment of TW. Moody.

N 1972 Tiieo Moony had just begun
to confront this prodigious one-arm
paperhanging task, with the supreme
and smiling confidence and command
he exuded as a style. Hearing from me
that I was about to return to Univer-
sity College foranotheryear, he espied
a way in which he might take a canny
and frugal advantage of this situation
to case his burden. He wrote urgently
to offer a visiting professorship to add
to the one at UCD, carrying a light
load and a light—Dbut not ridiculously
so—stipend, all put in the context of
replacing himself in teaching, thus
enabling him to devote himself to the
New History of Ireland. This was of
course irresistible to me—the honour
of replacing the great man in his own
course, the duty of assisting him to
mecet the great challenge of the New
History, the pleasure of teaching in a
great University whose antiquity tes-
tified to the civilised historical values
of humane scholarship—and the
prospect of fending off a little further
the threat of bankruptey associated
with travelling with my wife and five

Dirni~y (Y Eannrre

children. University College gener-
ously agreed to allow me to do this.

Theo was cxpansively genceral
about my duties. Simply fill in for him
in the first term of his course on the
Home Rule movement, plus a few
tutorials in Irish and European in fol-
lowing terms: having just published
the previous year, a general book on
Irish history, Iwouldnced virtually no
preparation. Now [ dearly loved Theo,
but he had a streak of convenicent
vagueness which was endearing in
sketehing the distant prospect, {Don'’t
worry about it—cven the birds of the
air, etc), but hid, or postponed,
unpleasant practical realities. The real
history of the Home Rule movement
begins with the emergence of Parnell
in 1879 and ends, 1 guess, in 1918,
Theo's course covered the period 1870
to 1893, but my term covered 1870 to
1876, with sceven lectures and twelve
tutorials on matcrial to which I would
have given perhaps ten minutes of a
first lecture ina course of my own. My
task was essentially one of prehisto-
ry—the Nazi Party before Hitlerjoined,
the Bolshevik party pre-Lenin.

There were twobookson the period
and one was missing from the Trinity
Library. Well, if Theo could do it, so
could I. Only later did I wonder if he
ever had. The author of the other book
was a former Trinity staff member,
and then a member of the Irish par-
liament, five minutes walk away. Per-
haps he was the previous victim of
Theo's charm and the real perpetrator
of this prescribed slice of day by day
historical minimalism. [ am gratetul
to Trinity for compelling me to make
something out of nothing by devices
and diversions, parallels and pre-ech-
oes, with little assistance from the
amiable but factually innocent stu-
dents.

We arrived in Dublin in July
knowing the city to have been aban-
doned to Americans until September.
I checked in with the history secre-
tary, virtually the only inhabitant of
the Department and was allocated a
pleasant room at the top of the stairs.

Beneath those stairs, on the ground
floor, T had noticed what appeared to
be the usual broom cupboard, whose
doorin thiscase had afrosted glass top
panel. I gave it no thought until I saw
a person produce a key and enter, an
internal light coming on. This must
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be some communal semi-private
phone box: there was a phone in my
room which did not appear to be con-
nected. This benceath the stairs ar-
rangement must be what the broom
cupboard was. Mcanwhile I had con-
firmed my impression, totally con-
sistent with my general experience of
Ireland since 1965, that the history
quarters lacked any toilet facilitics.
The nearest were in the then new
Library building, in the next court-
yard and a significant distance in
circumstances of rain or
other duress.

I HE SANITARY SCARCITY was a mat-

ter close to my heart (if that is not an
anatomically misleading simile). In-
deed T had written to the Irish Times
on the matter the previous month
following a motoring holiday in the
West of Ireland with my family. The
Times had reported a calamitous drop
in the tourist trade, which it attribut-
ed to the mistaken impression abroad
that the troubles of the North affected
all Ireland. I submitted—and they
printed the letter—that the Troubles
had nothing to do with it, but rather it
was personal troubles arising from an
absence of toilet facilities for travel-
lers—especially those with children.
It was some time before I discovered
that the anonymous broom cupboard
under the stairs was in fact a lavatory.
Iacquired a key.

Keys were vital clements in Trin-
ity life, both as facilitation and sym-
bol. To enter the understairs toilet
was to experience not merely relicf,
but privilege. Here was the Trinity
cthos in microcosm. Being at UCD
was fun, a test of wits, and a broad
human encounter. Being at Trinity
was to experience therightful rewards,
protections, and honours properly
accorded to scholarship: the very at-
mosphere inculcated something ap-
proaching arrogance, pride certainly,
in being of that selected academic
company and placc—and in the best it
evoked the response of responsibility
to the primacy of scholarship, which
was its reason and its spirit.

In nothing was this better encap-
sulated than in possession of yet an-
other key, that to the Nassau Street
gate, whose use was both a public and
a clubbish act. Sadly this has been
superseded by the new Arts building

EUREKA STREET

29




30

which allows easy passage in to Trin-
ity from Nassau Street through its
undercroft. But in 1972, the tedious
walk around from the main entrance
in College Green to gain access to Fred
Hanna’s bookshop, or those in Daw-
son Street, the National Library etc,
was avoided by using a mctal gate sct
flush into the plain green Trinity fence,
almost invisible from the outside. One
entering could pause, unlock, and dis-
appear magically, to the deferential
awe of lesser mortals passing by, or
coming out, appear among them sud-
denly to their disconcertment and
reverence. It is sad that these haughty
stupidities are now denied Trinity
staffers by the easy access the new
building affords {though I understand

some still use the gate, on

principle).
IA[,SU USED THE GATE to visit Kevin

and Howlin’s tailoring establishment
directly opposite, where [ was having
a tweed suit made—a firm which is
also not what it was.

On a 1990 visit I commissioned
another three piece suit. Mcasurc-
ments and fittings were solemnly
made. The outcome wasajacket fit for
a giant, trousers for a dwarf, and a
waistcoat for an advanced consump-
tive. The staff marvelled at this prod-
igy, hung it on the racks awaiting
some grotesquely deformed American,
and gave me my money back: the
process had taken over a month.,

The mention of Americans takes
me back to Trinity, a place much
beset by these simple persous as eld-
erly tourists. They nowadays scem
more dragoonedand cowed by officious
tour guides, but in 1972 they were on
freer rein, perhaps cven independent
individuals, and pronc to stopping
obviously local inhabitants to make
enquiries, usually for the lavatorics,
but also often for the benefit of a
friendly encounter. I observed with
interest the standard Trinity ways of
tourist avoidance. The young adopted
a quadrangle lope and skip, instantly
variable as to speed and direction. The
old proceeded in a kind of wary scut-
tle, adapted to the hazards of the cob-
blestones, with the same flair for var-
iation of speed and direction and of
course of vanishing into unexpected
doorways. One statf man. I am told,
answered all quadrangle | ‘ries
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Gacelic, or was it Old Norse, which
made for brief encounters. Theo
Moody’s mode was an imperious de-
termined stride which marked him as
a man of importance on pressing
business, not to be waylaid.

But there was much in the Trinity
of that day that I would not accept,
though being a visitor exempted me
from much involvement beyond
obscrvation. Foremost was the in-
tensely hierarchical structure which
prevailed within the staff. This went
together with excessive distance be-
tween staff and students.

A first step towards that change
was taken during my stay. On the
days I taught at Trinity I often had
lunch either at the staff or student
cafeterias, depending on who I was
with. At some time during the year
the Students’ Union discovered that
their cafcteria had becn, as a long
established practice, subsidising the
staff cafcteria. Protest got the stu-
dents nowhere, so they took to plac-
arding both ecating facilities. Staft
continued to lunch as usual. There-
after[ wentinto the city orreturned to
ucCD.

This whole catering matter, unre-
solved for a long time, seemed to me
symptomatic of a disjunction and set
of attitudes I could not share. That
there should be a system whereby
staff exploited students financially
seemed to me outrageous, and that
staff should persevere with it when it
was drawn to their attention scemed
to me totally insupportable. The his-
tory department was credited with
housing the meanest man in Dub-
lin—R.B. McDowell—but that was a
joke related to McDowell’s frugal
habits and ancient unkept dress. He
was one of that band of Dublin
eccentrics represented to our last ex-
perience, in 1990, by a gentleman
dining alone at a table next to us at
Buswells in Molesworth Street. Lift-
ing his wine glass as he began his
meal, hetoasted 'Tothe Tsar’. {Ishould
have asked him if he meant Nicholas
II; it may have been Ivan the Terrible.
But the Trinity staff who ignored
student pickets to get their cheap
lunch were not eccentrics, and it
seemed to me that the matter went
beyond privilege or trivial economics
to more important general matters.
This of inci ; el

enjoyment of the Trinity experience.

But then—this was 1973—the
whole Irish experience was wearing
rather thin and nervy. I shall one day
write the story of how the SAS blew up
the suitsIwashavingmadeat Clery’s—
together with several innocent pas-
sers-by. This was the time of the first
Dublin car bomb, in the lane next to
Clery’s department store—and their
tailoring department—on the day the
All Blacks played Ireland in Croke
Park. A bomb initially attributed to

the IRA, later to agents

provocaleurs in the SAS.
A NOTHER OF TRINITY’S quiet priv-
ileges was its car park, which allowed
one to park without problems in the
city centre. [sold our temporary car, a
VW wagon, in the Trinity car park, in
the sense of that being the arranged
place where the documents and moncey
changed hands. The new owner was
totally out of place, and il at ease in
the Trinity environs, his payment all
inwell-usednotes. AsalastactIbegan
removing the parking permit sticker
as I was obliged to do. ‘Ah sir’, he said,
‘don’t you be going exerting yourself
taking that thing off. Sure it will be a
pleasure to do it for you myself when
I have the car quiet at home’. [t was a
gallant effort from a man of another
Dublin tradition to get the bonus of
free city parking, but my Trinity
disposition, my respect for regulations
and requirements, for standards and
correct behaviour, for doing the right
thing, were too ingrained. I continued
to peel off the sticker, returning it, and
the Nassau Street gate key, to the front
office.

Trinity was a scholarly city with
walls, of which it was a comfort and a
privilege to be briefly a citizen. I re-
joice that such should exist and may it
always do so:its continuance sustains
those of us who travel in onen and
undefended scholarly countr

Patrick O'Farrell is professorof history
at the University of NSW. His most
recent book, Vanished Kingdoms. Irish
in Australia and New Zealand is
published by NSW University Press.
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Here are two passages from Robert Hughes’ Barcelona:

Now the Caudillo disliked Barcelona not only because it resisted him but because tsars,
emperors, and dictators, right or left, are apt to distrust ports; in the days of shipping, port cities
were too open to the influence of foreigners, to strange and nonnative ideas—shifting and labile
places, offering an ease of entry and exit that a landlocked capital does not. The port is where the
ser autentic, or ‘essence’, of a country, as centralising power imagines it, begins to fray. That is
why Peter the Great’s successors shifted the capital of Russia from Saint Petersburg to Moscow;
why Kemal Atatiirk, inheriting one of the world’s great port capitals in Istanbul, chose to create a
new administrative centre in Ankara; why the absurd and artificial Brasilia, not Rio de Janeiro, 1s
the capital of Brazil. It may also help explain Franco’s desire to make it clear to Barcelona that it
no longer had any right to consider itself any capital of anywhere. (pp8-9}

Puig’'s buildings show his eye in every square foot of surface, and the Casa Amatller is no excep-
tion. It would be a pity not to linger on its pseudomedieval detail: Eusebi Arnau’s stone figure of
Saint George transfixing the dragon on the entrance portal or especially the corbel figures in the
four windows of the pis noble on the second floor. Here, a moustached photographer aims a stone
camera, a rabbit pours molten metal from a ladle, and a monkey hammers at the forge: there an
ass prints the page of a book, and a furtive-looking rat with cloak and tripod takes a photographic
portrait; a pig shapes a pot, and a frog blows glass. Between them, Puig and Arnau recapture the
high demotic humour of medieval grotesques, in this most ‘aristocratic’ of town houses. (p409)

OGETHER, THESE OFFER Us much of
the Hughes manner, and suggest what
is to be found in this impressive book.
There is, firstly, an interest in the big
sweep as well as in the local instance.
Hughes  served his  writerly
apprenticeship by concentrating on
particular artists, especially Austral-
ian, but even in The Art of Australia
and in Donald Friend the mind was
cager to extrapolate and correlate.

Blake, generalising, said that to
generalise was to be an idiot, but
Hughes has never been intimidated
by that kind of intellectual blackmail.
Nor, though he can keep up with any
precision in his observation of artistic
detail, is he confined, in principle, to
artistic objects. He is interested in
their characteristic and symptomatic
qualities, their lodgmentin the diurnal
as well as their transcendence of it.

When he writes of Barcelona, he
looks with deliberate and concentrated
attention at many of its buildings and
their contents, but he is also looking
at the whole thing as an elaborate
work of art. The jacket of the book
carries a dramatic photograph of the

Columbus tower in Barcelona, shot
from its top. Looking at this, one sces
the beginnings of pavement radiating
outinto the city asa whole, and this is
evocative of the spirit of the book.

At a time in which to be called a
humanist is like being accused of viral
malice, Hughes is a humanist tout
court. He sees the organic and the
crafted, the personal and the con-
structed, the absolutely unique and
the absolutely universal, as being of
the same stuff. Columbus, the tower,
the city, its history, its configuration,
its memories, its aspirations—all of
these take theirplace as naturally here
as their equivalents do in other books
of Hughes'.

Which is not to say that the book
is, or pretends to be, the whole story
about Barcelona. It is the whole,
complex, immensely ambitious, and
deservedly famous city, seen by one
alert pair of eyes. Clive James, review-
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ing Hughes’ The Fatal Shore,
remarked both that ‘“Travel not
only broadens the view; it sharp-
ens the gaze’” and that Hughes ‘has
that rarest ability among pictorially
talented writers, of making a plain
prose statement that covers the
casc’. Put together the travel,
the broadening, the sharpening,
the talent and the prose,
and what you get is
Barcelona.
Chesterton said of
Dickens that all one could
dowith him was walk round
him, cap in hand—which did
not, of course stop Chesterton ¢
from writing repeatedly and at
length about Dickens. Hughes
would not strike some as muchofa *
cap-in-hand man, but he docs have
the gift of absorbed subjection to
what engages hisattention, coupled
with the gift of engaged response.
The second of the passages
quoted has some of both of these,
though he does not have to be dia-
grammatic about either of them.
Hughes’ eye meets Puig's cyes as

EUREKA STREET 31



At a time in which to
be called a humanist
is like being accused
of viral malice,
Hughes is a humanist
tout court. He sees
the organic and the
crafted, the personal
and the constructed,
the absolutely unique
and the absolutely

universal, as being of

the same stuff.

they gaze from opposite sides of the
building being described. ‘Transfix-
ing’, “turtive-looking rat’, and ‘high
demotic humour’ are insignia of both
obscrvation and interpretation on
Hughes' part—the sort of thing to
which cvery artist or architect of high
gifts and liberal sympathies is

appcaling when going about

the work in the first place.

BILLI()NS’ OF DOLIARS ARE RIDING O

Barcelona this year, and there is noth-
ing accidental about the book’s
appearing just now. For the Olympic
athletes, and for those watching them
on television around the world, Barce-
lona, though, will be only arbitrarily
the place where the contending takes
place. Hughes does not handle places
in that way.

There is something permanently
significant about his
having written, in the
sixties, Heaven and
Hell in Western Art.
The old debate as to
whether Heaven and
Hell were places or
states arc not much
rechearsed nowadays,
but earthly places arc
also states—states of
mind, of heart, of im-
agination—and those
are part of Hughes’
province. They are to
be engaged with not
only by being inhabit-
ed, nor only by being
observed, but by be-
ingimagined, concen-
tratedly. The proper
way toread Barcelona
is to read it in some of
the same spirit as one
reads Yeats’ Sailing to
Byzantium: the place
hastostretch the mind
which gives itself to
the place’s contemplation.

Yeats thought of poetry as a blaze
of being, and Hughes has much the
same attitude towards the accom-
plished art-form. This does not,
though, make for sentimentality. To
botch is frequent, perhaps even usual,
in the arts, and to call a book of essays
on art and artists Nothing If Not Crit-
ical is astringent as well as elegant.
Commenting on Jean Baudrillard’s
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America, Hughes writes, “Though
punctuated with odd flashes of in-
sight, his book on America is a slim
sottisier in which facts have a nomi-
nal role’.

Speaking in 1984 of an envisaged
crash in the art market, he says, ‘One
does not lament the pricking of the
South Sea Bubble, or the sudden col-
lapse of the Tulip Mania. At the very
least it may cure us of our habit of
gazinginto the bottom of the barrel, in
the belief that it contains the heights
of Parnassus.” This distaste for the
factitious is the counterpart of his
relish for the original and the creative.
And clearly, what most engages him
about Barcelona is that, repeatedly, it
proves itself to be just that.

‘Countries of the mind’ is by now
acommonplace expression, but it can
point to a protean reality. If we call
this instead, say, ‘zones of the imagi-
nation’, we may see more clearly the
cross between palpable locations, their
imaginative envisaging, and the pow-
ers of intelligence employed in ad-
dressing them. Travel writers, and
their yin-and-yang equivalents, place
writers, may have much or little ca-
pacity foraddressing any orall of these
three realities. We do not want from
the Michelin Guides what we want
from Gulliver’s Travels or from Moby
Dick, and vice versa.

Nowadays, there is an array of
writers—Bruce Chatwin, Jonathan
Raban, Jan Morris—whose charter
includes roving back and forth on the
scale between plain (though not blunt)
description and haunting, imaginative
exploration. The cities of the earth
provide both entree and exit for calc-
ulus and envisagement. When Hugh-
es looks at Barcelona, he sees in it the
architectural andartistic fruits of such
initiatives, and an opportunity for his
own speculation. He may, long ago,
have given up his own drawing, but he

is an artist of analytical in-
telligence still.

Ims, THOUGH, 1S NOT at the cost of
neglecting the grittily actual. Near
the end of his book, writing of Gaudi’s
various, and astonishing buildings, he
says:‘Antonio Gonzalez, the architect
in charge of the Ajuntament’s bril-
liant and respectful restoration of the
Palau Guell, thinks that half its orig-
inal window latches

vanished into the capacious Vuitton
handbags of Japanesc tourists over the
last few years. Because they strip the
tiles without compunction, all tour-
ists have been banned from the roofs-
capes of Palau Giell and the Casa
Mila. The bases of the Gaudi iron
street lamps on the Passeig de Gracia,
whicharesheathed in white trendadis,
keep losing their ceramic surface be-
cause the Japanese pry off the chips to
take them home as relics—unaware
that these bases are not by Gaudi at
all, but only in his manner. The Casa
Batllo is on the market at an asking
price of $100 million, which (it is
assumed] only a Japanese can pay.
Nobody in Barcelona is quite sure
why the Japanese have fixed on Gaudi
in this way—he is the one great mod-
ern architect whose work has abso-
lutely nothing to do with classical
Japanese architecture, which may in
factbe the reason—but itseems unwise
to probe too closely, less their benign
mania vanishlike fairy gold. One thing
is sure: the Sacrada Familia is the first
Catholic temple whose bacon wasever
saved by Shinto tourism. Not even
Gaudi, whobelieved inmiracles, could
have foreseen that.’

This plungesarchitecture back into
time’s stream, the stream that has
seen to the devastation at many hands
of the Parthenon and Pennsylvania
Station alike. Hughes’ Barcelona is a
locus of draima, not only when one is
looking at its vigorous citizenry, but
when the eye is on the materials in
which they have monumentalised
themselves. Dignity, indignity—they
go on having it out in the pages of his
book.

‘Grey is theory, and green is life’s
golden tree’, wrote Goethe. Hughes
knows as much as he needs to about
theories of art, but his attention is
usually on what is budding on life’s
tree—its flourish, its intricacy, its
simplicity. He is interested in social
forces, those potent fugitives beloved
of abstracters, but only as they show
interplay between fears, desires, im-
aginations, plans. And like one or two
other expatriate Australian bucca-
neers, he has an affection for the gro-
tesque. Of a rich and mean Catalan
banker he retails the story:

‘When one of his elderly clerks
asked for a small honus so that he
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How is Ireland to be
ir 1ginatively grasped
by an Australian of
Irish descent whose
knowledge of it, and to
an extent of himself,
comes from family
lore, childhood

ac ulturation by

the Irish Christian

B. thers in Australia,

and book learning?

34

Cromwellian garrison. As Keneally
irresistibly puts it ‘Ireland both ac-
commodates and make mock of that
sort of conclusion’. Yet heis prepared,
as politely as may be, to stare down
the historian Kee on the latter’s
attempt to ‘temper the them-and-us
picture of the Famine”: ‘Though the
famine mightnot have been anywhere
near official policy, the questions
which lie behind every famine, from
Stalin’s in the Ukraine in the 1930’s,
to Haile Sclassie’s in the mid-70’s and
crazy Mengistu’s in the 1980’s, still
remain here: to what extent was it an
act of politics and to what extent an
act of God? It is characteristic of all
tamines that people look for their ¢x-
planation in terms of trial sent by the
Deity ... without asking why systems
have to be so run down in a given
country that a shift of climate or a

failed crop produces disaster

for millions.” (p81)
KFNE/\LLY wouLd NoT, T think,
relish being drawn into historical
debate. Historical
debatesinlreland can
become a little bois-
terous—Keneally is
good on the brouhaha
over the publication
of Tim Pat Coogan’s
life of Michacel Col-
lins. These are family
disputations, in
which Keneally is
very much aware of
his status as gucst by
the firc.

Early in the book
he refers wryly to his
original notion that
in going to Ireland he
would be his grand-
mother’s eyes. Some-
thing like this is the
true motif of the book.
It is not Keneally’s
Ircland; he is not like
a short-haired Victo-
rian sage explaining
the universe, or at
least that part of it between Britain
and North  America. Such
illuminations as come are ancillary to
the principal theme, which is this:
how is Ireland to be imaginatively
grasped bv an Australian of Irish

desc ose ledgeofit  'to
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an extent of himself, comes from fam-
ily lore, childhood acculturation by
the Irish Christian Brothers in
Australia, and book learning?

Why should such a question be of
general significance? Well, perhaps it
is not, and it is one of such abhsorbing
interest to me that 1 am probably the
worst possible person to draw a gener-
al moral from Keneally’s exploration
of these matters.

Much of what Keneally says on
these questions will be familiar to
Irish-Australian visitors to Ircland.
Two things struck me as particularly
telling. The first occurs early in the
book:*We people of the diaspora,
whether from Australia or Michigan
or the plains of Canada, get back here,
returningghosts, utterly confused and
innced of guidance; and we see a place
like Ballycotton, and recognise it
straight away as a never but always
known place.” (pl2)

The sensc of homecomingreferred
to here is well documented, and can
come to those not expecting it and to
whom, in some cases, itis notentirely
or unambiguously welcome.

The second striking experience
referred to is the way in which Aust-
ralians are made to fcel welcome in
Ircland. This has nothing to do with
tourist villages and relatively little to
do with genealogy, but a great deal to
do with a deep-seated aversion on the
part of the Irish to those who continue
the conqueror’s grubby work by the

adoption of patronising or

belittling stereotypes.
N}ZVERTHELESQ/ THE PROBLEM Of how
to address the historical experience of
Ireland has no simple solution. Kene-
ally has two revealing stories. The
firstis that of an Irish poct with whom
he visits ThoorBallylee, Yeats's tower:
‘T've been here at least a dozen times,’
the red-haired poet told me function-
ally. There was an implication that
she loved Yeats in an habitual sort of
way, that this was just another visit
and not a pilgrimage. There was the
hcady chance that there might come
to be structures from her own back-
ground, incorporated in her own writ-
ing, worth a visit one day.” (p45)

The second occurs as an answer to
asomewhat Wordsworthian question
on Keneally’s part. [ like to think that
the its W -

worthian, may have trembled on the
lips of that poct’s weary interlocutors
from time to time:
‘What do most of the fellas in
Inishbofin do?’ I asked the captain of

the trawler-ferry. And he

replied, ‘Fook-all.” (p68)

I HERE 1S MUCH TO DELIGHT and
instruct in this book. There is the
occasional lapse of attention, the
occasional glibness, but the tone of
the patronising traveller from the sup-
crior metropolitan culture is wholly
avoided, as we would expect from an
author of Keneally’s decency and
wisdom.

The photographs by Patrick Pren-
dergast are of a high standard. He is
particularly good working with the
lush pastels seen, for example, in the
frontispicce ‘Lough Leane, Kerry’ orin
‘The Ring of Kerry’. His interiors are
beautifully warm and luminous, and
luminous too is his trecatment of mist
and heather in ‘Salmon Fishing, West
Cork’. The photo-journalistic picces
such as ‘The Twelfth of July’ arc
sensibly understated. The rather fu-
gitive light of much of Ircland is elo-
quently rendered and the avoidance of
cliché (which must always tempt the
illustrator), in both subject and treat-
ment is admirable.

There is a great deal of detail in
this book that I have only gestured at.
Its crudition is worn lightly and its
traveller’s tales are of the best kind,
recorded by a novelist’s attentive ear.
Above all, it gives a good sense of the
constant surpriscs with which the
patient traveller is delighted. In a
country whose cartography is still a
little uncertain, the pleasures of the
next valley are never to be tediously
anticipated.

In Ireland’s last summer, I was
standing by the side of a road in the
Dublin Mountains, when the only car
to be scen from horizon to horizon
drew up and Thomas Keneally asked
me if he was on the road to Dublin.
Indecd he was, and had just proved one
of thelessons of his narrative, that you
can never know what you will meet
on an Irish road—it may cven be »
reviewer.

M.1. Crennan is a Mclbourne barris-
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matters of communication and trans-
port. Newbliss is a whirr-the-handle
local phone exchange. Prices for all
calls to anywhere that one is likely to
want to ring start from about one
pound. But the Annaghmalkerrig phone
only takes 1, 2 or 5p pieces. 5p coins
become what rum was to the New
South Wales Corps. But even if you
have enough coins, by the time you
have inserted them all, the receiver of
your call has hung up.

So you can walk to Doohat, a post
office at the back of a farmhouse
onc mile away. There, as long as
the postmistress is not out helping
with the milking, you can ring for
as long as you like, then pay, by
very rough computation, over the
counter. The only trouble is that
the line from Doohat is generally
inaudible. So you can decide to
communicate by postcard. But
there is only one variety on sale at
Doohat, and it may not suit all
purposes. It shows ‘the Convent of
Mercy, Cootehill’. (It is worth

noting that the postmis-
tress is a Protestant.)

C OOTEHILL IS THE NEAREST TOWN,

about six miles away, immortal-
ised by Percy French:

The Garden of Eden has

vanished they say,

But [ know the lie of it still.

Just turn to the right on the

bridge of Finea,

And stop on half way to

Cootehill.

Well, and how to get there?
Annaghmakerrig has no car for the
residents. Three Cootehill entre-
preneurs run taxi services, in be-
tween garage work and furniture
retailing. A taxi run to the Garden
of Eden should be a great goer, but
these businessmen have their princi-
ples. For two of them, there are no
rides before at least 9a.m. One told me
an imaginative story about his also
being the local fire brigade, and there
being a heavy risk of fire at that hour
of the moming.

The most regular plier of the
Annaghmakerrig run was a man
known as Ambie. Once, needing to
visit the bank, I was lucky enough, I
thought, to catch a ride to Cootehill
with a writer returning to Dublin.
Business transacted, we visited The
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White Horse. I ordered sandwiches.
The bar was full of a party of funeral-
goers. Amongst them Inoticed Ambie.
I enquired of the barman his relation-
ship to the deceased. ‘She was his
mother,” hesaid. And the two compet-
itors had gone out insympathy. Iwent
back to my companion. One of the
mourners had detached himself from
his fellows and was comforting him-
self on her thigh. Unabashed by my
return he nodded and rhapsodised on
about life and death in a Monaghanese

So you don'’t try excursions
from Annaghmakerrig.

You stay put and enjoy the
primordial experiences.
Mervyn Wall, at seventy
seven, one of the grand old
figures of Irish writing,
calculates when pressed
that he has met Samuel
Beckett on three occasions.
Once, in Trinity, Beckett
had spent the whole
evening delivering

a monologue: his subject

had been suicide.

much of which even my companion
missed. I reminded the barman about
the sandwiches. ‘They’re working on
them,” he said. My companion told
the mourner she wanted to talk to me.
The mourner said that was all right.
She said she didn’t want him listen-
ing. He said he wouldn’t. She said she
didn’t want him there. The mourner
moved off, waving his pint and in-
veighing against the turpitude of
women and the woes of marriage. My
companion, a mother of four and
elected representative of the people.
was ur  ved by this. But I de

sympathisc withher, and hinted dark-
ly about certain types of people. She
told me to go home if I didn’t like the
Irish. The mist fell, and then the dark,
and I walked back the six
miles to Annaghmalkerrig.

A NY ATTEMPT TO TAKE a break in

the bright lights of Dublin is cven
more hazardous. Questions to local
publicans, to the Newbliss phone ex-
change, about buscs to Dublin are met
with contradictory and evasive an-
swers. You go into a shop which
you have been informed is the
pick-up point. You are told ‘It
leaves at half seven’. You say ‘But
a friend of mine got it at ninc’.
There is a murmur and the next
customer is served. After three
weeks at Annaghmakerrig you
picce together the facts. Legisla-
tion gives the government trans-
port authority, the C.LLE., a mo-
nopoly on any route it chooses to
run. Andit runs whatit advertises
on the windscreen as an ‘Express’
service between Cootehill and
Dublin. ‘Express’ means it picks
up and puts down schoolchildren
at every pump and cowpat along
the way. It costs £10 and takes
three hours. But down the road
from Cootehill lurks private en-
terprise. It describes itself in the
phone book as a ‘Hackney Serv-
ice’, and for £3 takes you from
Cootehill to Dublin in one hour
fifty minutes. Passengers gather
every morning under the fiction
of being a club or a party of pen-
sioners going on an outing. It just
happens they go on the same out-
ing at the same time every day.
So you don’t try excursions
from Annaghmakerrig. You stay
put and enjoy the primordial experi-
ences. Mervyn Wall, at seventy seven,
one of the grand old figures of Irish
writing, calculates when pressed that
he has met Samuel Beckett on three
occasions. Once, in Trinity, Beckett
had spent the whole evening deliver-
ing a monologue: his subject had been
suicide.

In return for this item Mervyn
looks for a likely female artist to help
prepare his breakfast. He has already
tried to boil an egg by leaving a sauce-
pan on too of a denressed toaster. He is
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you have heard the line a thousand
times:itchillsinits matter-of-factness.

The madness of the conflict in
Vietnam is so perfectly portrayed that
when an attack is launched on a Vi-
etnamese village largely because it is
on a good surfing beach, it seems as
though that is just the kind of reason
you would expect.

What of the end of the film? Here
the renegade officer Kurtz (Marlon
Brando)isfinally confronted, the quest
completed. Kurtz's ravings do seem
the pretentious workshoppings of a
vain actor. But perhaps that is what
Kurtz is. More interesting than the
ideas of charismatic madmen are the
minds of those who are captivated by
them; and Dennis Hopper’s superb
performance as a craze photojournalst
who has stayed with Kurtz makes us
understand what power pretentious
workshoppings can have.

The new 70mm print [not plagued
by the inconsistencies of colour im-
balance of the new 70mm print of Ben
Hur}isagood excuse tosce Apocalypse
Now again. If, like me, you have never
seen it then it is essential—by far the
best film made about Vietnam and the
best film by Coppola. If you want to
seethe documentary, doso afterwards.

—David Braddon-Mitchell

Basic Instinct, dir. Paul Verhoeven
(Village) is ill-served by the notoriety
it has attracted. Not because it is a
good film, but because it has become
notorious for the wrong reasons.

There is a lot of sweating and
straining bare flesh to be seen, there
are some grisly murders with an ice
pick, and feminists will wonder how
many more tough guys have to be
undone by femmes fatales before the
theme disappears.

But Basic Instinct is not objec-
tionable because it will shock the prim,
titillate the prurient and infuriate the
politically correct. It is objectionable
because it is dishonest. When a film
shows someone being stabbed and
slashed to death at the moment of
sexual climax, but then shows the
body of a car-crash victim without
even a scratch, one can fairly question
the director’'s motives. What makes
Verhoeven squeamish in the latter
case but not in the former?

He has not made a film about sex-
ual freedom, deviance or obsession,

and it is clearly not concerned with
therealistic portrayal of violence. Basic
Instinct simply juxtaposes acts of sex
andviolence, and glosses the mix with
some heavy-handed allusions to the
films of Alfred Hitchcock and the
fiction of Raymond Chandler.

Neither of these suffers by com-
parison. The detective in this film
(Michael Douglas) and the femmes
fatales who almost bring him down
(Sharon Stone and Jeanne Triplchorn)
are all too one-dimensional to resem-
ble Philip Marlowe and his sundry
female antagonists. And the allusions
to Psycho and Vertigo only serve to
emphasise Verhoeven's real achieve-
ment with Basic Instinct: a snuff
movie with a veneer of art.

We live at a time of renewed calls
for censorship, usually unfairly
directed at filmslike Cape Fear, which
depicts sexual violence without the
voyeurisic glee that pervades Basic
Instinct. It will be a pity if this film
strengthens the hand of the thought
police.

—Ray Cassin

Howards End dir. James Ivory (Vil-
lage| is another varnished addition to
the Merchant/Ivory collection of E. M.
Forster reproductions. It is a sumptu-
ous film. The obedient camera glides
across polished Edwardian cedar,
records every pleat and fold of fine
linen, every china tea cup, hot muffin
and manifestation of pre-World War [
Anglo-German eccentricity.

The script, by Ruth Prawer Jhab-
vala, is scrupulous, almost slavish, in
keeping to Forster’s words, and the
acting is solid, occasionally bravura
stuff. Emma Thompson has just the
right touch of moving stoicism as the
elder of the two Schlegel sisters. Hele-
na Bonham-Carter, as the younger,
rises to a good line in indignation.
Anthony Hopkins, with more range,
makes the mercantile Mr Wilcox al-
most a hero; and Vanessa Redgrave, as
the sensitive Mrs Wilcox, 1s extreme-
ly sensitive, mannered and intense.

And yet it is a brittle film-—good
bones but no connective tissue. This
is Forster's Edwardian England, the
England of Shaw, of fabian socialism,
of the suffragette movement. It is the
England of moral ‘muddle’, of the con-
fusion and anxiety of which Forster
himself was both victim and expo-
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nent. It is the England of property and
of property’s critics. But not for the
Merchant Ivory team. Forster might
have agonisced. They put their faith in
real estate and take you on a National
Trust tour. And very enjoyable it is.
But acres of bluebells, even with a
working class anti-hero (the hapless
Leonard Bast, ruined by the Schlegel
sisters’ good intentions}) tramping
through them, are not enough.
—Morag Fraser

AuntJuliaand the Scriptwriter, dir. Jon
Amiel (independent cinemas). Amicl,
as you might expect from the director
of The Singing Detective, playsfastand
loose with Mario Vargas Llosa’s nov-
el. He translates the ac-
tion from Lima to New
Orleans, takesrisks with !
his casting (Petcr Falk 'W/
indulges himself thor- @/
oughly as Pedro Car- ’/ ‘
michael, the puppeteer- ‘
ing, Prospero-like soap [f}
scriptwriter, and gets ';
away with it}, jumbles
reality, fantasy, the in-
nocent and the malign,
and makes it all work. (]
This in one of the most
completely enjoyable ‘
films I have seen for
years.

Amiel skilfully in- ‘
tertwines a real(?), if un- W7,
conventional romance
between the young Jiy
writer (Keanu Rceeves),
and his experienced
AuntJulia {Barbara Her- ‘|gff i3
shey), with Pedro’s ra- w4
dio soap to beat them | X
all—Kings of the Gar-
den District’ (love, in-
cest, doctors, jealousy,
nurses, mistaken iden-
tity, revenge etc). Life
feeds off art feeds off life.
So it goes. The film's
most outrageous japes
and jokes have a dark or
serious underside which
keeps you thinkinglongafteryouhave
stopped laughing. Are Pedro’s Albani-
ans Europe’s Jews? See the film and
decide for yourself. The music of
Wynton Marsalisisamatter-of-course
bonus.

—DMorag Fraser
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Eureka Street Cryptic Crossword no. 4, July 1992.

Devised by
Joan Nowotny IBVM
for Ray Cassin
ACROSS
1 Inafutile splay of valour, 15 used to 16 at a whirligig like this. (8)
5 See 22 down.

9 Naturally it’s a matter for the menu. (2,6}

10 Would 15 like to form this with 19?7 (6]

12 Twa insects, one of them upset, both floating on water. (6)

13 Great humility without a foundation. (8)

15 Who in France takes a direction back to an unknown character
—a Spanish romantic? {7}

16 Have an inclination for a jousting contest. (4}

20 Anicy greeting? (4)

21 The allurc of love with a little gloss. |7)

25 Initially Cedric hailed Ivan’s valour and loyalty; Roland yearned for such
knightly qualitics. {8}

26 Partly concoct avocado salad with eight leaves. {6)

28 Born with a nervous twitch, embarrassed, she fails to attract. (6)

29 Ruler of the Scottish tribe rattling through the glen? (8)

31 Distressed, ma can moan half the
time in this musical. (3,2,2,6)

DOWN

1 A loving couple in flight, or 15 secking the favour of 192 (6)
2. A subtle point of distinction—a small measure and
a large town involved. (6)
3 Miscrable, unformulated but dateless—a possible description
of 15’s countenance? (8)
4 Girl he 6, but for the most part, alas, she did not understand ... (4]
6 ... that a mixture of love and dread expressed his attitude to her. (6)
7 By keeping North, Liz will have a peep, somehow, at the old airship. (8}
8 Gets tea, perhaps, to let the idea develop. {7}
11 Recreation is over for me, whether as subject or object. (7)
14 To search for the rewritten Latin law, pore over the old manuscripts. |7)
17 A cowardly bird! (7)
18 The old Roman left hand is where sin is traditionally found. (8)
19 Claudine changed to become 15's ‘fantastic mistress’. (8)
22 The ANZ chaps on a muddled journey in the service of 15. (6,5)
23 A disordered man with a hundred and one fantasies. (6)
24  More than half the apologia was delivered with gravity from
the theatre baicony. [6)
27 Lamb turned up in a trailer. (4)
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