











fact, all that is necessary to pain most people is to pre-
clude freedom of movement: liberty and mobility are
intimately related. True of our bodies, this is at least as
true of our minds. The latest book by one of the best
living poets, W.S. Merwin, is called Travels. Its jacket
shows migrating caribou filing across the tundra—some-
thing prompted, no doubt, by Merwin’s sense that we
are prone both to lay waste to the world and to waste
our own lives. The poems themselves are all exhibi-
tions of mobility of mind and heart—attempts to re-
plenish diminished resources. This is being a ‘mental
traveller’, something more than an anecdotalist or an
entertainer or even a savant. It is an attempt to replace
appropriate pain with appropriate pleasure.

The October and November issues of Eureka Street
touch base with some of these matters, spanning differ-
ent parts of our globe, and addressing them in different
tones. As usual, the writings are in part as good as their
readers. Bon Voyage!

Peter Steele SJ is a reader in English in the University of
Melboumne.

Peace, maybe

ENEN THE PaLesTINIANS who back the peace settlement
hammered out between Israel and the PLO, or more pre-
cisely between Yitzhak Rabin’s Labour Party-led gov-
ernment and Yasscr Arafat’s Fatah section of the PLO,
must wonder whether it has all been worth 1it.

Autonomy under Isracli supervision in the patch-
work enclaves of Gaza and Jericho, and even the vague
prospect of full statehood to include the West Bank at
some unspecified later point, looks a poor deal compared
with the United Nations partition plan of 1947. Then,
the Jews and Arabs of what was the British mandate in
Palestine were assigned six interlocking chunks of
land—three each—to be considered two states in an eco-
nomic confederation. The Jews said yes, the Arabs no.

No one will ever know if the two states could have
lived in harmony. What we do know is that thousands
of lives have since been lost.

It would be churlish in the extreme not to welcome
the agreements reached, but equally it would be naive
to ignore their fragility.

Yasser Arafat and the PLO have never been weak-
er. Supporting Saddam Hussein in the Gulf War cost
them financial backing from the Gulf states, and much
of their political support.

Rabin’s negotiators will have pointed out that a deal
was only possible with Labour, and Likud’s strident de-
nunciation of it seems confirmation enough. Rabin,
however, was also under pressure. As much as terror-
ism has failed to bring Israel to its knees, violent occu-
pation of predominantly Arab land has proved equally

fruitless, and the growing popularity of extremist and
fundamentalist groups like Hamas and Islamic Jihad
made thel D anincreasingly attractive bargaining part-
ner—while it still had some power.

In spite of the vociferous minority opposition on
the Israeli right, the Jewish state can hardly lose. At the
best, Palestinians will overcome their differences, use
foreign aid to build a functioning and peaceable admin-
istration, and convince Israel to abandon the West Bank
and allow the creation of a fully independent state—
much smaller than the 1947 UN plan envisaged.

Should Palestinian groups opposed to what they
call Arafat’s betrayal continue a campaign of violence,
Israel will be able to sit back and let the PLO do its dirty
work. And so a campaign of violent opposition to Israeli
occupation will become an ordeal of fratricide among
the Palestinians. At the worst, Jews will continue to be
attacked and the Israeli army will march in again, offer-
ing a moral justification for doing so. The wild cards in
the pack are the Jewish fundamentalists and extrem-
ists—how far will they go to oppose peace?

Syria and Jordan complained at not having becn
notified of the deal arrived at in secret between Israel
and the PLO, but they too have everything to gain. For
all the noise about Arab unity and the sanctity of the
Palestinian cause over the years, the Arab states have
always pursued their own agendas.

At the end of the 1948-49 war, Jordan incorporated
the West Bank into its territory. King Hussein only
renounced his claim to it {occupied by Isracl after the
1967 war) in 1988. He has often been accused of collu-
sion with Isracl at the expense of the Palestinians. More
than half of Jordan’s population is Palestinian, and they
form the bulk of the educated and business classes. A
strong Palestinian state could cause an exodus of Pales-
tinians and their money from Jordan. It has often been
suggested that Palestinians and Jordanians should cre-
ate a ncw state, a scenario that could lecave Hussein'’s
throne in danger—the Hashemite monarchy appeals
little to Palestinians. A Palestinian statelet is the kind
of compromise that must appeal to Hussein—his throne
is safe and he won't lose the Palestinians his country
needs.

Syria, first and foremost, wants the Golan Heights
back. For this, Israel wants recognition, open borders,
trade and normal relations. Both sides would prosper,
but is there not more to it? No one knows what kind of
deal the two sides struck to end the Isracli bombard-
ment of Lebanon in August. Now that the PLO have
made their bed, the Syrians no longer feel obliged to
sleep in it. This is pure speculation, but would not a
convenient quid pro quo leave Syria a free hand in Leb-
anon (part of a notional Greater Syria) and Israel similar
latitude in dealing with the Palestinians? Such a cove-
nant with former enemies would hardly be new to Syria‘s
wily Hafez al-Assad.

Damien Simonis is Eurcka Street’s Middle East corres-
pondent.

Vorume 3 Numser 8 o EUREKA STREET



The time is overdue
for the premiers to
view Aborigines in
their states as citizens
with rights rather
than as enemies of the
state. Government is
for the good of all
citizens, including
Aborigines. State and
Commonwealth

tribunals should enjoy

the confidence

of all parties whose

rights are being

determined by them.

(CANMMENTT

FRANK BRENNAN

Undermining Mabo

HE MINERS ALWAYS KNEW they would get one more
bitc of the cherry when the Prime Minister’s Mabo pack-
age was released for public comment in September. Keat-
ing’s Mabo Mark 11 offer differed significantly from the
Mark T model that he took to the Premier’s conference
in June. The anti-Mabo premiers were vindicated be-
cause the new model conceded fewer rights to Aborigi-
nes than the original. It underwent three major policy
changes.

The Commonwealth dropped any
suggestion of traditional owners exercis-
ing a veto over development on their land.
A Northern Territory-style veto was not
saleable even to the onc remaining long-
term Labor Premier, Wayne Goss. An-
nouncing his own ‘modest, blanched and
responsible’ land-rights package back in
1991, Goss had said: ‘We rejected out of
hand the Northern Territory approach as
being too radical both in the way it affects
the community generally and the specific
impact on agriculture and mining.’

Second, in view of the Wik claim in
Cape York, and in response to pressure
from Comalco, foreign banks and Goss, the
Commonwealth agreed to validate all non-
Aboriginal titles back to 1788, rather than
just from 1975 when the Commonwealth
Parliament passcd the Racial Discrimina-
tion Act. Validation legislation will sus-
pend the operation of the Racial
Discrimination Act, confirming the valid-
ity of any crown grant made over land and
extinguishing retrospectively an native ti-
tle that otherwise may have survived if the
grant had been invalid.

The Commonwealth also agreed to
extinguish any remaining native title on
pastoral leases and to guarantee continued
public access to beaches, river banks and
watcrways.

The miners were happy with these
three policy shifts. But they were not quite as happy as
the pastoralists, who were guaranteed immunity from
any effects of native title. Although the Commonwecalth
was prepared to spare pastoralists the inconvenience of
cver having to deal with native titleholders again, it re-
mained insistent that native titleholders should be treat-
ed like any other landowners whose land is subject to a
mining lcase. Once the mine had closed and the last
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carthmover had disappeared into the dusty horizon, the
native titleholders would resume their rights to their
land.

The miners, alrcady assured support from Premiers
Court and Kennctt, convinced Premier John Fahey that
such an arrangement could create uncertainty for
potential investors—elevating potential uncertainty to
a new level of abstraction, even for the Mabo debate.
The miners ran a very effective one-year campaign
agitating about the supposed uncertainty of their titles
granted since 1975. Once Aborigines commenced the
Wik claim for breach of fiduciary duty against Comal-
co, the miners expressed concern about the validity of
all their titles. Armed with letters from overseas inves-
tors demanding certainty, the miners convinced the
Commonwealth to act. But Keating was minded only
to suspend native title on validated leases for the life of
any mine, rather than extinguishing it for all time. The
miners and Fahey objected that such a renewal was ‘in-
consistent with the Mabo ruling’. They did not bother
to state that universal statutory validation of mining

titles since 1788 was contrary to the whole
spirit of the Mabo decision.

N()W THAT VALIDATED MINING LEASES will revive native

title when they expire, we can expect a new round of
QCs’ opinions and nc¢wsletters from major corporate so-
licitors’ firms confirming that few if any mining leases
were invalid and in need of validation, thereby reviving
native title at the end of such leases. A year ago, the
silks were asked if there was any conceivable doubt
about the validity of the mining leases. Having enter-
tained the doubt, they will now be asked to give their
opinion on validity. Despite the merest doubt, they will
confirm the validity of the leases and the permanent
extinction of native title. The Commonwealth has
alrcady signalled that ‘it is likely that there are very few
titles which are invalid, and which therefore will be val-
idated by this exercisc’.

The Australian Mining Industry Council, the min-
ing industry’s public face of reason, has published full-
page advertisements about the need for validation, also
stating their acceptance of the High Court’s decision in
the wake of Chicf Justice Mason’s extraordinary refer-
ence at a Cambridge conference to ‘the concerted cam-
paign run by the mining interests supported by the
pastoral interest to discredit our decision.” In August,
the Association of Mining and Exploration Companies
circulated a 66-page tract to cvery barrister in the coun-
try, containing attacks on the High Court that two silks



had made at a meeting of John Stone’s Samuel Griffith
Society. One silk attacked the judges for ‘their inven-
tiveness and emotionalism’ in making the ‘pitiful’ deci-
sion. The other claimed that the court had decided issues
‘in the absence of the interested persons’.
Obviously, the industry is pulling out all stops
for the last round with the Keating cabinet.

TTENTION IS NOW DIRECTED to the premiers being
urged to water down even further the revised Keating
package. The Aboriginal ‘right to be asked’ about devel-
opments on their land is to be further curtailed. This
right is modelled on Queensland’s Mineral Resources
Act, passed by the previous National Party governiment.
Aborigines can say no to development, in which case
the matter is referred to a tribunal (which in Queens-
land is simply the Mining Warden'’s court). If the tribu-
nal also says no, the government can overrule the
decision in the state interest.

Keating’s advisers thought they should at least add
time limits for each step of the process in the interests
of fairness and certainty for all parties. John Fahey, con-
vinced again by the miners, claims that these procedures
could add another seven months to processing new min-
ing leases. Governments, having decided to deny Abo-
rigines a say over development on their land and having
vested themselves with that power after a tribunal proc-
ess giving Aborigines a chance only to be heard, would
have to expect and tolerate some time delays for Abo-
rigines to consider the application and put their case,
and for the tribunal to make a decision. Or ar¢ Aborigi-
nes to have a right to be consulted provided the govern-
ment can make a final decision overnight, as in the good
old pre-Mabo days when native titlcholders had no rights
and land was simply classified as vacant crown land?

Given that the states have the power to set up their
own tribunals under the Keating model, the time is over-
due for the premiers to view Aborigines in their states
as citizens with rights rather than as encmies of the state.
Government is for the good of all citizens, including
Aborigines. State and Commonwealth tribunals should
enjoy the confidence of all parties whose rights are being
determined by them.

The premiers have a duty to design a system that
will be as attractive to Aborigines as it is to miners. It
would be a relief if, before the end of the Mabo process,
the miners could graciously and publicly concede some
points to the Aborigines and the premiers could confi-
dently espouse their commitment to Aboriginal native
titleholders as well as to other citizens and corporations
committed to the state interest. There can never be any
return to the certainty of native titleholders having no
rights and no say at all. Even the overseas investors w!!
have to get used to that idea.

Frank Brennan SJ is a visiting fellow in the law program
of the Research School of Social Sciences at the
Australian National University.

Beautifully bound
and illustrated, the
diary begins with
the First Sunday in
Advent 1993, and
serves for both the
liturgical and cal-
endar years till the
end of 1994, With
Christian, Jewish
and Muslim feasts
and commemorations, public and school holidays
for all states, double-page spread for each week, year
planner, lectionary details and much more.

(Normal retail price: $22.95)

Available at this price exclusively from Jesuit Pub-
lications, PO Box 553 Richmond VIC 3121. Include
$3.50 per book for postage and handling.

BLACKFRIARS

Dominican

Ratroat & Canforanca Coantra

The Retreat & Conference Centre is part of Blackfriars
Dominican Priory, situated in pleasant surroundings
in North Canberra. The spacious building includes a
peaceful enclosed garden with plenty of walking
space. The Mount Ainslie-Majura Reserve is within
walking distance of the Priory.

It provides single-room accommodation for 60 peo-
ple (or 90 people with shared accommodation), with
hot/cold water and central heating in each room, and
alarge conference room holding upto 100 people, as
well as several small rooms. Thereis additional space
forsmall group work. Individual and organized group
Retreats are available.

All enquiries are welcome and should be directed to:
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Tone of regret
was missing

From [oseph Sutherland

‘The Christian Brothers” Story’ (Let-
ters, Eurcka Street, August 1993)
would make a worthy historical nar-
rative of the brothers’ notahle achieve-
ments, were it not for the absence of
compassion for the story’s victims.
Instead, the story never rises above
the complacency of a spirited defence
of the congregation. Dr Barry Coldrey
CFC fails to show regrete for the partic-
ular sufferings of the six men.

Br Coldrey projects these six men,
who were former orphans, and their
allegations of ‘sexual and physical
abusc’ made against ‘individual broth-
ers’, ashisfocal point. From that focus,
he introduces subjective comment
which sows doubt in our minds, about
the truth of what is being alleged. The
intention to create doubt hecomes
unambiguously cvident in his later
and only question ‘But how do we
know what abusc took place when so
many key people are dead?” It scems

CATHOLIC COMMISSION
FOR JUSTICE,
DEVELOPMENT AND
PEACE

Melbourne Archdiocese

Invites applications for member-
ship of this newly formed Comm-
ission of the Arehdiocese of
Melboumne.
Seven positions are open for ap-
pointment from interested persons
living in the Archcliocese. They will
join four regional nominees from
the diocese and the chairperson.
A knowledge of Catholic social
teaching and desire for action on
justice, peace and development
issues would be an advantage for
applicants.
Further information available from
18 Brunswick Street, Fitzroy 3065
(phone 416 0032)
Applications should be sent to: The
Episcopal Vicar for Justice, Devel-
opment and Peace, 13 St Leon-
ards Road, ASCOT VALE, Victoria
3032, by October 29th.

EUREKA STREET e OCTOBER 1993

T crreoc

| I
b3

r 3
-
-

~

that the story wants to avoid making
a sincerc admission of some
wrongdoing,.

Of its nature, sexual abuse is de-
ception, and whether it is ‘recent’ or
not recent, it is never ‘casy to check’.
How often do we hear a witness ‘cor-
roborate’ the sexual abusc of a child?
Nevertheless, that inherent difficulty
docesn’t absolve society of responsibil-
ity to seck the truth. Ihelicve it is not
the certainty of proof that society re-
quires. Rather is it a commitment to
respond to adult survivors with sensi-
tivity and hcaling. So, blessed may Br
Coldrey be in his embrace of our Fa-
ther which art in heaven. For how can
a sexually abused child do this, when
it conceptualises fatherhood as evil?
Hence, by debasing the eredibility of
thosc allegedly abused as children, Br
Coldrey doesnot seriously address the
problem upon which he first focused.

For their particular sufferings, we
owec the six victims at least compas-
sion for having the courage to step out
of the closet. And, in my view, we
ought to listen to those men with
humility and open-mindedness, to
discover the despairof wounded child-
hood. Indecd, the abuse of children is
amatter causing the deepest sorrow in
the Australian community presently,
including Catholics, and especially in
the Christian Brothersandamong their
respected leaders. And in all sorts of
ways, we are constructively respond-
ing to it by a greaterrecognition of this

human frailty. Thus, 1 think that the
absence, in the story, of a genuine
apology to those orphans who were
wronged, is a most obdurate omis-
sion. There is not even an acknowl-
cdgment to the victims, that the
Chrisitan Brothers empathise with
them in their struggle to rebuild their
lives. And that is anathema to ‘the
missionary spirit’ of the congregation
which, in the past 30 years, is noted for
its work with ‘somc of the most un-
derprivileged of God’s people” {Con-
stitution of the Christian Brothers).
Certainly, it is laudable to defend
the congregation against an intemper-
ate, sensationalist, and trivialising
media. But, primarily, Eurcka Street
readers want to sce it reinforeed that
the abused suffer from a stolen child-
hood. An unwitnessed struggle to es-
cape the physical intensity of rape on
uninitiated innocence isso spiritually
confusing, andso emotionally hizarre,
that the victim feels forever marked
with an indelible scar. Surely, this is
part of ‘the full story’ that ‘still needs
to be told’.
J.E.A. Sutherland
Blackburn South, VIC

What is owed
to the brothers

From Briun Cosgriff

The big theme in the main stories in
papers, films, TV and videos isrevenge.
Take any five videos out of a shop and
threc will be about getting even. It’s
the underlying idea in the principal
storics in the papers most days. It’s so
unhelpful.

On the other hand, there is a way
in which it’s good to recognise past
helpand tothink about ways of paying
back. At the very best it’s an acknowl-
edgement of that debt of gratitude. All
that is a quite convoluted way of say-
ing how much so many people owe to
the Catholic teaching orders, or, more
specifically in my case, the Christian
Brothers. They were my teachers for
11 years and had an cffect on my life,
and on that of hurreds of other boys,
that is immeasur  c.

There isn’t any ficld of public life
that I can think of where you won’t
find brothers’ boys who have rcached
the highest level. You can mention
anything: politics, business, law, edu-






No Women Priests
The Pope Speaks
‘The bishop must give proof of his
pastoralability and lcadership by with-
drawing all support from individuals
or groups who in the name of progress,
justice or compassion or for any other
alleged reason, promote the ordina-
tion of women to the priesthood. In
doing so, such individuals or groups
arcineffect damaging the very dignity
of women that they profess to pro-
mote and advance. All cfforts made
against the truth are destined to pro-
duce not only failure but also acute
frustration. Whatever the bishop can

would be quite happy to share a choc-
olate cake, a fag and swap a few old
school jokes—all this well behind the
sight screen. But if old chums can’t
mecet I would be quite happy to send
him his chocolate cake.

70 Not Out
Parkville VIC

Putting the Queen
in context

From John GG. Denton, eeneral secre-
tarv of the general svnod of the Angli-
can Church of Australia.

I think Margarct Coffey

AND
L
HAVE

oEsT
FRIEND!

hasalsogoneoutonalimb
(Eurcka Street, August
1993, p48).

Coftey gives her un-
derstanding of the Arch-
bishop of Mctbourne’s
June statement on the
church and the monarchy
saying: ‘They {Australian
Anglicans! were not
obliged by their confession
to acknowledge the Brit-
ish monarch as their tem-
poral as well as spiritual
leader.’

‘Eurcka Street’ readers
may care to know what
the archbishop said about
popular misunderstand-
ings of the relationship
between the church and
the monarchy: I quote:

MOORE

10

do to prevent this failure and frustra-
tion by explaining the truth is an act
not only of pastoral charity but of
prophetic leadership. In a word the
bishop as a sign of compassion as at
the same time a sign of fidelity to the
doctrine of the church.’

[ also have some fine words on the
subject written by Fr Kenneth Baker, a
Jesuit theologian. If you want them [
can send them to you.

George Ringer
Pooraka, SA

Take the cake

From 70 Not Out

As an old teacher T thought Mike
Tichershould be given 10 out of 10 for
his composition ‘Passing the Test of
Time’ in September’s Eureka Street.
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‘One such misunder-
standing is that the Queen is the head
of the Anglican Church of Australia.
Strictly speaking, she is not even the
‘head’ of the church in England itsclf.
Her formal title there is ‘supreme gov-
crnor’. The Queen does not have a
position of dircet authority in the
church. She does not determine its
doctrine nor control its ministry of
word and sacrament. Because the
Church of England is the established
church in England, however, the
Queen as head of state has certain
responsibilities in the temporal affairs
of the church.

Even that limited responsibility
doces not apply in Australia. The An-
glican Church in Australia is an au-
tonomous church of the Anglican
Communion. We are not an estab-
lished church and have noformal rela-

tionship with the state. We pray for
the Queen as our head of state, and we
honour her for the office she holds as
well as for herself as a person who has
shownremarkablcand consistent ded-
ication to her vocation and to her
people. But the Queen has no formal
responsibility, cither in the spiritual
or the temporal realm, for the Angli-
can Church of Australia.
John G. Denton
Sydney NSW

And thank you
for reading

From Brigid Venables

I must take issue with Ray Cassin’s
turgid and frighteningly unimagina-
tive review of Reservoir Dogs {‘Be-
warcof the Dogs’, Eurcka Street, vol 3,
no.7 1993). Quentin Tarantino and
Harvey Keitel (not just Quentin
Tarantino} don’t ‘rcwork a familiar
vein of American crime fiction” any
more than Stanley Kubrick reworks a
tamiliar vein of war imagination in
Full Metal Jacket—'young men losc
their innocence to the army’—or Jane
Campion injects Janct Frame's life
into the familiar vein of British liter-
ary imagination in An Angel at my
Table—youngcreative woman is clas-
sificd mad—or Peter Greenaway se-
cretes a film from the gilded veins of
American capitalist fantasy in hisfilm
The Cook, The Thief. His Wife and
Her Lover—'womanrepressed by abu-
sive, criminal husband riscs up and
overcomes’.

Cassin has completely missed the
intellectual, deconstructive side to
Reservoir Dogs. T will admit it is odd
to sce an American film that over-
comes America’s puritanical obscs-
sionwithmorality and characterstudy.
These men are opaque creatures, ipso
tacto, the decision to leave theirnames
out. Not an original idca, howcever. T
believe the idea was invented by Sam-
uel Beckett—and anyone who didn't
make that anatomical connection
obviously fell asleep during the song
Stuck in the Middle with You.

What cretin compared Quentin
Tarantino to the original bourgeots
bore, the armchair socialist of Ameri-
can films, the well-dressed rebel him-
self, Martin Scorsese? Scorsese may
gaze up women's skirts through peep-







URASSIC Polm

12

[SaS Ve Ve R NT ]

EVAN JONES

The John, Paul and Ralph show

HAT A STRANGE BUDGET! If budgets were wine vin-
tages, 1993 is one you definitely would not be cellaring.
Best pour the lot into the Home Brand flagons and flog
it off to the remaining true believers to replenish party
coffers.

The chemistry is off. This is a case of the whole
being less than the sum of the parts. The driving force
was the commitment of Keating and Dawkins to in-
come-tax cuts, promised in One Nation (February 1992)
and legislated prospectively in September 1992, The op-
portunity for significant spending cuts scemed slim, fac-
ing continued unemployment and following five years
{1986-90) of the conscientious pruning of programs. Add
the continuing pressure to wind back the recession-in-
duced deficit {‘one per cent of GDP by 1996-97’}, and
without the option of an open-ended general sales tax.

The feared Expenditure Review Committee has
plodded on, but its activities appear to have been suffi-
ciently well negotiated for there to have been little post-
budget controversy (save from finance media hardliners).
For example, introduction of the home child-care
allowance will cost upwards of $1.2 billion a year; an-
other $250 million has been allocated to various train-
ing and labour-market programs and
administration; and almost $100 million has
been granted to boost export programs, es-
pecially for small businesses.

Programs within the Department of
Employment, Education and Training at-
tracted concern. DEET’s administration of
the CES and of Austudy has not won it any
brownie points, and the tighter administra-
tion of presumed fraud remains a priority.
Derek Volker, previously Social Security
secretary and no bureaucratic wallflower,
has been sent in to bring DEET to heel.

The controversial decisions were generated by the
little-publicised Revenue Committee. As a consequence,
we get an ill-conceived 10c-a-litre tax on leaded petrol.
And the eccentric selectivity of optometry services being
withdrawn from Medicare coverage, simultaneously
with some dental services being included. Add the
tobacco tax and the wholesale tax imposts, and it’s back
to the rinky-dink budgets of the Menzies years.
Dawkins’s office must be held responsible for the petrol-
tax decision. The normally austere Treasury gremlins
pointed out the regressive character of the leaded petrol
tax option, only to have the professed champions of the
poor opt pragmatically for its adoption.

The funding crisis goes beyond an electoral bidding
war with the Opposition. Tt goes beyond the supposed
tiredness of a party long in office. Foremost is the fact
that the economy has not produced the goods, in the
sense of generatingl  "thy employment levels, a healthy
current account, and a healthy exchequer that would
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give the government the luxury of discretion in funding
quality-of-life programs.

If I were Paul Keating, 1 would be a very unhappy
chap, constantly having to go out on a limb in promis-
ing a ‘turn around tomorrow’. He has taken the rap fora
failure attributable to his economic advisers, yet the
general economic policy direction remains unques-
tioned. The ego-stroking label of ‘Treasurer of the year’
has cost Keating dearly.

The ‘econ-speak’ litany that Keating lcarnt from
his intellectual masters now carries less conviction. He
has also been confronted by the fact that some crazy
heretics (the Green and Democrat senators) refuse to
sprinkle The Australian Financial Review on their
muesli every morning, and that they have real power
and have to be mollified. What is inexplicable is why
Keating is so pathologically committed to flattening the
income-tax scale. Why does Dawkins boast of being in
the same low-tax league as Turkey? It smacks of attach-
ment to the thoroughly discredited perennial that high
marginal tax rates lower work incentive; or of the equally
dubious notion that usable national savings will result.

Why be so passionate about one aspect {income-
tax cuts) of previous policy statements? What is the sta-
tus of contemporaneous decisions, especially those
contained in the major documents of March 1991,
November 1991 and February 19927 Have they been
abandoned? What is needed to bring them to
fruition?What does one learn from their success or fail-
ure? More fundamentally, an evaluation is needed of
the quite hasty, un-strategic manner in which strategic
decisions arc mmade—the budgetary process takes more
than seven months, One Nation was thrown together
in a month.

Another industry policy statement is expected from
the industry department, DITARD, with promises of
program streamlining. DITARD has been restructured
for the umpteenth time, and any remaining specialist
knowledge has been utterly destroyed. The prospect of
visionary output from this turmoil is slim.

Finally, a Committee of Employment Opportuni-
ties has been sct up with great fanfare. What the com-
mittee needs is not necessarily more funds, but more
lateral thinking. This might begin with consideration
of how to slow the haemorrhaging of the existing work-
force.

In both the public sector and the private sector, job
slashing has become a fetish, and the cost of labour too
convenient a whipping horse. This has resulted in the
entrenchment of an anti-social mentality which de-
mands an economic flexibility whose promises of auto-
matic trickledown are illusory.

ToaJ 51 es ’ ’ ’ "y
Sydney.






History tells us
that the union

movement has

survived
decades of

conservative

government; it

is far from clear

that it can

survive Labor

governments.
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PAUL RODAN

Trading in union futures

F THE UBIQUITY OF MORILE PHONES is an indicator of
modermnity, then the Australian union movement, as
displayed at the 1993 ACTU Congress, is a very mod-
ernt pecies indeed. Unfortunately, more than modem
technology may be needed to save Australian union-
1sm.

Three main issues have consumed the trade union
movement in recent times, and these inevitably domi-
nated proceedings at the congress in Sydney. The first
is the Accord and wages policy generally, and enterprise
bargaining specifically; the second is the question of
union rationalisation and industry unionism, and the
third is the decline in union membership in Australia.
All three issues, and their handling at congress, provide
insights into the troubled state of Australian unionism.

On the Accord, there was a widespread conviction
that unions have kept their side of the agreement more
than the government has kept its side, with
the latter’s support for non-union bargaining
being seen as the latest evidence of this. Al-
though Laurie Brercton endured a good meas-
ure of jeering from angry delegates, Paul
Keating escaped relatively unscathed, helped
in large part by the fact that he limited his
speech to mind-numbing economic statistics
and tribalistic Liberal-bashing.

Ultimately, refuge was taken in that
time-honoured remedy, the government/
ACTU working party to investigate enterprise
bargaining in the non-unionised sector. A res-
olution of this issue continues to be clusive.
Morcover, the matter is complicated by the
uncertainty, given the numbers in the Sen-
ate, of the fate of any amendments that may
then be proposed to the industrial-relations
legislation.

Given the growth of profits, it was madc
clear that for some sections of the private sec-
tor favourable enterprise deals can be done,
as indeed they always have been done, albeit
by some different name. For workers in the
public sector and poorly organised areas of the private
sector, however, the prospect of gain from cnterprise
bargaining remains minimal. For them, it will probably
be a matter of trading away terms and conditions, or,
worse, ‘agreeing’ to job losses, in return for modest pay
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riscs. The crcation of a distinet underclass of unionists
is a likely outcome. No one has cver satisfactorily an-
swered the question of how, for example, a child-care
worker demonstrates increased ‘productivity’.

The Australian union movement has gone through
an extensive exercise of mergers and rationalisations,
and the ACTU cstimates that by the end of the year 17
large, federally registercd unions will contain 98 per cent
of ‘federal’ union members. Although a small number
of union members will still be in train, the basic message
at congress was that the rationalisation exercise is ef-
fectively over, and that it will not always provide onc
union for cach industry. Cynics are not surprised by this
latter non-achievement, given that several ACTU lead-
ers have their origins in unions whose coverage in cer-
tain industries could not, by any stretch of the
imagination, be described as ‘rational’.

It remains an irony that union rationalisation is
nearing fruition at a time when industrial bargaining is
to be conducted at the enterprise level, making the case
for industry unions less obvious than in the days of a
centralised system. Granted, larger unions have access
to greater resources, but these will be spread far more
thinly than is nccessary under the award system. If there
were any congress delegates who wondered whether
enterprise bargaining might not constitute a prima fuacie

case for enterprise unions, they [wisely) kept
such thoughts to themselves.

N THE QUESTION OF RECRUITMENT, the congress was
contronted by the sobering statistic that of every 10 new
members of the workforce, only onc joins a union. The
ACTU reecently sent a fact-finding mission to the United
States to examine union recruitiment and organisation.
On the surface, this seems a curious move, given the
low levels of union density in that country and the
relative impotence of unions in the US political proc-
ess. The rationale lies in the fact that enterprise bar-
gaining (by whatever name} is the way things arc done
in America, and in the claim that US unions are making
something of a comeback. Moreover, the American un-
ionisation levels vary enormously from state to state,
with some boasting rates comparable to Australia, that
is, about 40 per cent.

Without doubt, the US television and radio recruit-
ment material was impressive, but the difficulties faced



by our American counterparts served to drive home the
paradox of the ACTU’s enthusiasm for enterprise bar-
gaining: it will almost certainly make recruitment more
difficult and, in arcas where bargaining produces little
or nothing, will leave potential members with no mate-
rial recason to join—and it is too late in the day to expect
workers to join unions for philosophical reasons.

Unions arc at their most credible and effective when
defending democratic values: it is more ditficult to jus-
tify the exclusion of non-unionised arcas from bargain-
ing when they constitute the majority of the work force.
With unionists now in a minority, there is a danger that-
the union movement will be marginalised, becoming
just one more interest group.

Much of the discussion on recruitment took place
in onc of five syndicate groups into which the congress
was divided, a refreshing innovation that enabled a larger
proportion of those attending to take part more active-
ly. (Shop assistants’ leader Jim Maher, attending his
last ACTU Congress, obscrved that as an old

Grouper he was pleased to see congress using
groups).

HE CONGRESS ALSO APPROVED the creation of an 81-
member council, which will meet four times a year to
determine policy issues between congresses. Represen-
tation is based on the new large union structure. Of more
importance were the affirmative-action initiatives: the
council must include three female affirmative-action
delegates, three of the six vice-presidents must be wom-
en and 25 per cent of the (34-person) executive must be
women, this fraction rising to 30 per cent in 1995, 40
per cent in 1997 and 50 per cent in 1999, These are wel-
come initiatives, given the consensus that unionism
needs to make major advances with women and the
young. It is overdue for unrepresentative unions, espe-
cially those with leaderships dominated by middle-aged
men, to follow suit.

Although Laurie Brereton received a hostile recep-
tion, he made one observation that should not be lost
on his audience: ‘Let’s not kid ourselves, our best insur-
ance policy is not total reliance on federal Labor gov-
ernments—that can’t go on forever.” Unfortunately, it
seems that for the better part of a decade the ACTU has
been trapped in total reliance on the Labor government,
and in an inability to grasp the pluralist nature of
democracy and the place of unions and other interest
groups in that system. By defining the government’s
interest and its own as synonymous, the ACTU has
denied its members the benefits of vigorous partisan
advocacy. Mcanwhile, business has shown no such self-
lessness, aided as it is by a propensity to equate the na-
tional interest with its own.

The corporatist approach has not served union
members well. Unless all relevant elements join the ‘cor-
poration’, the deal remains one-sided, with unions show-
ing restraint and agrecing to painful change, while
business stays outside, showing no restraint and display-
ing more interest in indecent rises in executive salaries

than in productive investment of profits. And, whatev-
er coneessions unions make, they are never enough. The
business agenda is clear: a total free market for labour,
unfettered by union influcnce.

The ACTU nceds to rediscover the virtues of plu-
ralism. Rather than acting as an adjunct of Labor gov-
ernments, it needs to acknowledge the reality of labour/
capital conflict and to advance its interests as it sees
them, without fear or favour, and regardless of who is in
powecr. At least when conservatives govern, the union
movement has no qualms about a robust defence of its
interests, and it is probable that some Labor ‘reforms’, if
advanced by a conservative government, would have
been vigorously resisted. Granted, organised labour will
probably lose more than it wins, but that would be an
improvement on the present losc/lose situation. Grass-
roots union members are sick of being wheeled out to
vote for Labor governments because of the alleged hor-
rors of opposition industrial relations policy, only to find
that clements of that policy are embraced by the gov-
ernment as soon as it is re-clected. History tells us that
the union movement has survived decades of conserva-
tive government; it is far from clear that it can survive
Labor governments.

Paul Rodan is an administrator at Monash University.
Heis a vice-president of the National Tertiary Education
Union and was a delegate at the ACTU Congress.
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HE 2ND CENTURY CHURCH FATHER, Clem-
ent of Alexandria, stressed the complete
equality of women and men, as human be-
ings and as Christian belicvers. In his Paicd-
ogogus, he wrote that ‘onc life, one hope, one
knowledge and one love” are available to both
women and men, who also share in the ‘one
church’, where grace and salvation are pos-
sessed in common [Paid. 1.4:1-2].

An ideal picture of the church. But is it
the way in which women experience church
life today? For many, the answer is no. What
theydoe  crienceis a patriarchal, over-cler-
icalised and legalistic institution in which
they are patronised and powerless. With
morc than half of its membership female,
the church uses both the labour and money
of women to preserve a status quo which
gives them no voice in its organisation. As
the Irish Catholic writer, Anne Thurston,
said recently: ‘If the church were a club, 1
would hand in my membership.” (The Tablet, 1 May
1993] Lip scrvice is paid to the ‘dignity’ and ‘piety’ of
womanhood, using as its icon a distorted, asexual im-
age of the Virgin Mary that stresses the virtues of pas-
sivity and obedience.

But Catholic women are on the move. No longer
content to support the status quo, they are coming to-
gether to share their experience and to work for change.
Women's groups such as the Catholic Women’s Leaguc
and The Grail have long been part of Australian Catho-
lic history. But the new groups are demanding more.
They seck a church community that, in the spirit of
Clement’s vision, is truly inclusive, supportive and lib-
erating for all its members, not just the male minority.

Their critics accuse them of having been influenced
by the secular feminist movement, with feminism be-
ing seen as antithctical to Christianity. This argument
assumes both that it is necessary to make a clear dis-
tinction between the secular and the religious, and that
the church is somchow immune from secular influence.
However, the Christian faith teaches that the divine is
incarnated within the world. And the church’s history
has always becn influenced by movements for social
change. Feminism argues for a belief in the value of
women'’s experience, together with a recognition of their
dignity and their needs. Christianity preaches the good
news that we are all set free, equal in Christ, to enter
into a fully human relationship with God and the crea-

EUREKA STREET ¢ (OCTOBER 1993

Tue Cutinecu

IPAMELA A. FOULKES

On your way, sister

tion. The two would secem to go hand in hand, as a ful-
filment of the biblical imperative to recognise that both
male and femalc were created in the image and likeness
of God.

Through the women’s movement, Christian wom-
en discovered that they, too, were persons, not just hand-
maidens or appendages. The most valuable lessons they
lcarned werce twofold: the need for education and the
value of shared experience. The result of the former is
beginning to have a profound effect on church life. Wom-
en are becoming the best theologically educated group
in the Catholic Church. Theological schools are filled
with them. Teaching facultics are no longer able to
ignore either the women or their fresh approaches to
scripture and theology. The recently published Austral-
asian Directory of Women Scholars in Religion and The-
ology exposes only the tip of the iccberg. Women are
leading retreats, adult education groups and spiritual re-
newal seminars for the clergy. To tell them when they
return to their parishes on Sunday that they are banned
from the pulpit and are unfit to stand beside the altar
and hand the cructs to the priest is to deform the life of
the Christian community.

Such was not always the case. Somewhere over the
centuries we have lost the truth of a Jesus who treated
women as equals whose gifts were to be taken serious-
ly; the truth of a group of believers whose baptism into
Christ had instituted a new era of human existence in
which there was ‘no longer male and female’ (Gal .3:28).

It was women's recognition of the value of sharing
their experience that led to the establishment of many
of the new Catholic women’s groups. Increasingly al-
ienated by patriarchal structures, together they could
find support and energy to articulate their new visions
of the church. One such group is the Mclbourne-based
A New Vision for Woman, which grew out of the 1986
centenary conference of the Brigidine Sisters. Its origi-
nal charter affirmed the belief that ‘all baptised persons
have equal rights and responsibilitics within the church’,
and supported ‘styles of leadership that demonstrate
collaboration, inclusion, flexibility, mutuality, and in-
terdependence’.

Less strictly Catholic in its membership is Women-
Church, which began in Sydney in 1985. Its aim, in the
words of one of the founders, Kate Scholl, was to ‘breathe
new life into existing structures by empowering and
gathering the encrgies of the women who have been cast
aside, ignored or undervalued. With this a new church
can be brought to birth, one in whic 1ll people’s expe-
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KERRYN (GOLDSWORTHY

Being in Scotland

Tartan

ACALPINE 18 my father’s middle name, but this
is the first time [ have ever been to Scotland. Thuy him
a fine woollen MacAlpine tartan tie, navy, black and
dark green with a white thread running through it and a
fine butter-yellow stripe, the fabric cut on the diagonal.
He hates wearing ties but feels obliged to own a few, for
he is offended by their absence from other men’s necks
at funerals, and these days there are often funerals to
which he feels compelled to go. When I get home he
loves the tie and says he’ll wear it to all of them.

Fathers

On the vast lawn in front of the Gallery of Modern Art
in Edinburgh, there is a man playing with a little girl of
garden-gnome aspect: she’s about two and she’s wear-
ing a red jacket and green rubber boots and a pointy yel-
low hat. He swings and slings the kid round and round
in a circle and then tosses her up over his head. They
are both whooping and shricking. There’s a lot of it
about; I see young fathers with children everywhere 1
look, and wonder if this is because they’re out of work.

On the train there’s a couple who look about 18.
The shine hasn’t worn off their wedding rings yet, but
they have three little daughters, aged maybe two-and-a-
half, one-and-a-bit, and a new baby. I can tell they're
girls because their mother (frizzy perm, jeans and a del-
icate, sulky face) snaps at all of them by name. The whole
family is angelically fair-haired, with broad Border ac-
cents. The baby drapes itself with abandon along its fa-
ther’s forearm, its nappied, bunny-rugged bottom in the
palm of his hand. He looks like a sweet-faced high-school
fullback. He is endlessly patient with everybody.

London’s not like this. You see plenty of children,
but you hardly ¢ver see them with men.

What line?
After Newecastle, more or less, you can see the coast
from the train. I don’t know where Scotland starts, and
this is unsettling for a woman whose heart rises every
time she drives across the border out of Victoria into
South Australia and, this is true, the sun comes out.
There is a little bump. But on the train not even the
Scots-to-his-boots man sitting across from me, who has
told me at length and in detail how he feels about his
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sister, whom he has not seen for many years, can say
definitively: Now we are in Scotland. Phrases rise. Bor-
der country. Debatable ground.

Staying with Angela

At the station in Stirling, Angela is waiting on the plat-
form. I have never scen her with her hair down before.
She ushers me into a stately, portly Rover like a travel-
ling living room, over whose steering wheel she can bare-
ly see. We drive through the sort of countryside that has
visible, unconcerned rabbits in it. (We might even sce a
deer, says Angela. A deer? On the road?) When we get
to the house in the village, her husband, whom I have
never met, is standing with a glass of wine in each hand,
one for her and one for me. His is ncarby, on the sink,

History

In the 13th century the Earl of Mentcith built the priory
of Inchmahome on the Isle of Menteith in the middle of
the lake, a hiding-place 300 years afterwards for the in-
fant Qucen of Scots. In the remains of one ruined cham-
ber lie three effigics, two of solitary knights and one of
the earl and his countess as they lic facing cach other,
warming their stone feet upon a faithful hound. He is
the taller and his knees are a little bent so that both his
tace and his feet are level with hers. They look into cach
other’s eyes and her head rests in the curve of his out-
stretched arm; at the back of her neck you can see his
fingers curling lightly round, their tips caressing the
place where her plait begins. He has been doing this for
700 years.

Later, in another country, I look at the colours in
one of the photographs 1 took at Inchmahome: through
a grey stone archway and down to the shore, out across
the Lake of Menteith to the Lowland hills round Stirling.

Lavender’s blue, dillv dilly
Lavender’s green

When I am King, dilly dilly
You shall be Queen

The difference
The man behind the counter in the cafe, who finds mc a
table and brings me an extremely Scottish scone, ¢x-
plains to me as he gives me change that everyone in



Scotland will accept cither sterling or Scottish pounds
but T won’t be able to spend the Scottish pounds in
England. Topine that this is ridiculous and he just laughs
and says that’s the English for you, but we are in the
country of Macbeth, and of Flodden and Culloden and
Solway Moss, and whatever it is at the back of his smilc
reminds me of something I read once about the Scots
playing football with English heads, all through the
streets of Edinburgh.

Making things

In the coffee queue in an Edinburgh department store,
the woman behind me is talking to her friend. ‘Geoffrey
said I should use the special flour,” she says, ‘so I got
some o’ that, an’ I thocht, well, I'll get enough for two
loaves an’ Il see how the fairst one tairns oot.” I turn
around, pretending to be looking at something else. She'’s
about 17. Later in the High Street Thear a dear old man
in front of me, also talking to a friend, say ‘My wife’s
verra interested in lacemaking, she makes lace.”

In a shop ncar the Castle at the top of the High
Street, a shop which like so many others is also a work-
shop, a man is making lamps of opaque glass. The pan-
cls and picces are milky, or a matt candy-pink, outlined
in thick black curves to form the disquicting tendril and
petal shapes and lines of Art Nouveau. He also makes
heavy silver jewellery, and tourist-attracting novelty
things of staghorn and heather that are, against over-
whelming odds, quite beautiful.

In the Scottish National Gallery of Modern Art
there’s a big sculpture on the floor that T don’t under-
stand. Tt’s made of thousands of little bits of trash: a
bent red plastic spoon, a broken yellow picce of Lego,
an orange bottle cap, a shard of blue crockery. Without
taking my eyes off it I step back three paces, as in a fairy
tale, and it turns into an cight-by-ten-foot rainbow.

In the kiltmaker’s shop above the silversmith's, T
abandon my kilt-buying mission for my Adelaide friend
Stuart, a Gilmore on his mother’s side, and get a cata-
logue and an order form instead. There is, Thave discov-
cred, no Gilmore tartan: they're a sub-branch or ‘sept’
of Clan Morrison. Clan Morrison, it scems, has four,
perhaps five, or possibly even six ditferent tartans: Dress
or Hunting? Ancicnt or Modern? Red or Green? Are any
of these the same as any of the others? And how will
Stuart feel about mortgaging his housce? Besides, the man
Ispeak tois a little shocked that Stuart would settle for
arcady-made kilt, or trust someonce clse to buy it. I'stand
there breathing in the smell of wool, while sharp-look-
ing blokes with hrogucs and bifocals sling their tape-
measures round their necks and dodge purposefully
round the piles of tartan cloth. On the counter there’s a
pair of dressmaking scissors they must have paid a ran-
som for, with lines of light sliding down the blades.

How to make my sisters laugh
My two sisters and I can always make cach other laugh
by invoking our grandmother MacAlpine without warn-
ing. Given suitable provocation [an unconsidered ques-

tion, a wrong tea-towel, a silly move in a board game),
one will snap at another “You stchoopit geddle’—the
long ‘0’ is pronounced as in ‘whoops’; ‘geddle’ is the word
that Muriel Spark spells ‘gairl’ in The Prime of Miss Jean
Brodie, but I like mine better—and the other two will
fall about shricking.

We love Scottish accents. We listen to Billy Con-
nolly in a trance.

Finding Jessie
In a ruined church in the middle of the cemetery in the
village of Aberfoyle near Stirling, Angela’s son Dan finds
the grave of Great-Aunt Jessic, my grandmother’s sis-
ter, my grandfather’s first fiancée, romantically dead at
21 of influenza and pneumonia at the bitter end of win-
ter. My great-grandparents are there too.

The ruined church gets a mention in a local guide-
book for its ‘rather macabre mort-safes’ but Idon’t know
what these are, and only find out later that a mort-safe
is ‘a heavy grating used to guard a corpse against resur-
rectionists’. Resurrectionists sound to me like some
particularly literal-minded breakaway Scottish sect, but
1 look them up too, and discover—it isn’t so surprising,
nearby Edinburgh was leading the world in medical re-
scarch-—that they are diggers-up of hodies for dissection.

Nonc of us knows any of this the day we come to
Aberfoyle, or perhaps we might associate the church
more dircctly with the graves right at the beginning,
and look inside the ruins first of all. But after a method-
ical search through all of the wrong places, Thave pretty
much given up—I only find out later that my parents
were here on the same mission 12 years ago and they
couldn’t find her cither—when Angela appears around
a corner, calling ‘Dan’s found her!”

Dan, reading the gravestones nearest the church,
has caught a passing glimpse of more inside the ruined
walls. So he has disregarded the signs saying DANGER-—
KEEP OUT, negotiated the barriers of rubble and fallen
gratings, climbed over the collapsing picket-and-wire
tencees, bush-hashed the waist-high nettles and head-high
shrubbery, climbed in what used to be a window, and
found the MacAlpine headstone almost at once. ‘I
thought it’d be a shame,” he says, ‘for you to come all
this way and not find her.’

Being in Scotland

Everything is made of wool and cveryone is funny.
Nobody whinges. The bookshops are better than the
ones in London. Two weeks before Midsummer Night,
it doesn’t get completely dark till quarter to eleven. The
colours are lavender blug, lavender green, silver and slate
and granite and black rock. Close and wynd are the
words for the steep dark lanes and alleys of Edinburgh
OId Town: words naming the curving lines, the hidden
things.

Kerryn Goldsworthy is a Melbourne writer and teacher.
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Billboards advertise
other consumer
desirables, other
lifestyles, other ways
of doing things, and
invariably the
advertiser’s idea

of the satisfied

customer 1s

a Westerner

or a distinctly
Westernised Asian.
Saigon has embraced
the free market like

a mother embraces

a lost son.
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OSTCARDS ARE A TERRIBLE CHORE, a8
much for thosc who eventually have
to decipher them as for those who feel
compelled to serawl them in the first
place. Aftersaying the same thing five
times to five different people Istopped
for the day. There were coffee stains
on the first two cards and cigarctte ash
all over the last one. The face of Ho
Chi Minh stared up at me from grimy
bank notes on the table and I thought
about how much had changed since
that night in 1920 when Ho, then a
young nationalist agitator, slipped out
of Saigon aboard a freighter bound for
France.

The city that now ars Ho Chi
Minh’s name, officially if not collo-
quially, has changed considerably,
Turn-of-the-century scpia photo-
graphs show the familiar bustle of an
Oricntal port, the emascu-
lated faces of the opium
smokers, the bewildered
look of children wondering
at the photographer’s inten-
tions, the shantics breeding
rats and plaguc and miscry.

Black-and-white shots
of the 1930s and 1940s show
a centre of colonial com-
merce andadministration—
first for the rench, then
brictly for the hmperial Japa-
nese, andafte retheFrench
again. Men in white suits
and pith helmets canbe seen
dedicating monuments to
obscure achicvements, or,
much morce diligently,
checking cargo. Women
with parasols lecan and wave
from balconics. Here and
there the police break up
some demonstration or an-
other—a hint, hindsight re-
veals, of much worse to
come.

Colour photography
arrived in Saigon in time to
catch theredof the Victcong
flags, the yellow of the
flames around the Buddhist
monks immolating them-
sclvesforpeace, and the blue-
and-green tloral shirts of off-duty
American soldiers lying dead in some
bombed-out downtown cate.

These days oneis more likely to be
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On the trail of
Ho Chi Minh

Freed. the prisoner can build the country.

Misfortunes are tests of a man’s lovalty.

To worry about the common good 1s a great merit no doubt.

Let the prison door open and the real dragon will flv out.
—Ho Chi Minh, Prison Diaries, 1942-1943.

run down by a new Honda Accord in
Saigon than to be gunned down by a
terrorist. The war is a distant ccho,
like the sound of a storm trailing off
out to sca. The war still claims its
victims—men and women who have
lostlegs to the land mines littering the
countryside; children who have lost
hands and faces to curiosity and boo-
by-trapped metal canisters. But these
people are despatched to the shadow
world in which life’s hideous and gro-
tesque creatures roam about, softly,
silently, and almost transparently.

[ left the Continental Hotel and
walked down what was once the Rue
Catinat to my more modest lodgings.
Again change can be seen everywhere
and it is happening more rapidly and
more profoundly as Victnam opens to
the outside world.

The rising middle-class clutter
Saigon’s streets with motorbikes, con-
stantly using theirsqueaky little horns
like charms to ward off swarms of less
fortunate push-bike riders. Western-
stylejcans are replacing the elegant ao
dai dress of the women, and Ameri-
can-style bascball caps the old cane
mollusc hats of the paddy ficlds. Stores
are crammed with new television sets
and cassette recorders. Billboards ad-
vertise otherconsumer desirables, oth-
crlifestyles, other waysof doing things,
and invariably the advertiser’s idea of
the satisfied customer is a Westerner
or a distinctly Westernised Asian.

Saigon has embraced the free mar-
ket like a mother embraces a lost son.
When shopkeepers are not buying or
sclling or counting the profits from
some exchange, they arebusy re-tiling
the facades on their stores, raising

news wight gold [ettering, and

re-cemienting the pavement around
showrooms along otherwise neglect-
cd and congested sidewalks.

The Victnamese are an especially
playful people, and along the street
one is constantly dodging men play-
ing cards or draughts, children playing
a form of shuttlecock but using their
teet as bats, improvised soccer match-
es and test flights of new kites. Near
the entrance to my hotel some chil-
dren were playing marbles. One little
girl saw the forcigner approaching,
broke oft from her game, and, rubbing
herstomach to indicate hunger, thrust
outatiny, beautiful handin the way of
a beggar. Getting only a smile in re-
turn she went back to her play as if
nothing has been ventured, lost or
gained. In Saigon these days there is
morce room for opportunity, morc rea-
son to dream, and less cause for disap-
pointment or despair.

The day was very hot and very
humid. The clouds were building up
for the afternoon shower and it would
be raining before my head hit the
pillow. In the lobby of the hotel |
passced French and American tourists,
Japancese and Australianbusinessmen,
and overseas Victnamese who have
come back with mixed motives. One
can always tell the new arrivals

by their energy and excite-

I ment.
WINT UP TO My ROOM where the air-

conditioning was too strong and the
water pressure too weak., A gecko
trekked across the white-washed wall
like some Arctic explorer; it stopped,
put its head into an electrical socket,
thought better of it and moved on.

[ might send the posteards tomor-



row or throw them out with yester-
day’s news from home. The weather
in Vietnam makes you listless. Trav-
elling does as well.

The train journey from Saigon to
Hanoi takes about 50 hours, depend-
ing on the temperament of the old
Chinese rolling stock and the state of
the tracks. And there are nearly al-
ways unexpected delays. Six hours
into the countryside the train comes
to a sudden, stumbling stop in the
night. There is feverish activity and
concern for a while—a peasant, I am
told, has been killed on the track—but
soon the passengers are no longer
amused by merely another death and
they settle back into the solitude of
waiting. Much of what we call travel-
ling is actually waiting: waiting to
depart, waiting to arrive, waiting for a
body to be scraped off the rails, pieced
back together and left in the charge of
some hapless local farmer.

It 1s said that one can never really
know a country from its cities alone
because cities are functional rather
than cultural creations and are too
prone tooutside influences. Butif that
is true, then what one finds outside of
Vietnam’s cities is not one but several
countries inhabited by many different
peoples. This is not surprising. Until
rclatively recently, Vietnam was three
statecs—Tonkin, Annam, Cochin. Its
history is one of intervention and
meddling by outsiders—Chinesec,
French, Japanese, Russians, Ameri-
cans—all of whom have left different
marks on different people at different
times. Today cthnic {aboriginal) mi-
norities account for nearly a fifth of
the population. Andamong the ethnic-
Victnamese themselves are distinct
communities based on Buddhism,
Catholicism and unfathomable syn-
cretist religions like Cao Dai.

Cao Dai was cstablished by Ngo
Minh Chieuin the 1920s. Chieu must
have had a particularly fertile imagi-
nation for he managed to take the
poctry of Victor Hugo, the beliefs of
Buddhism and Taoism, the rituals of
Catholicism, and the organisational
principles of French colonial burcauc-
racy and fashion them into his own
version of the ‘third alliance between
God and man’.

The Cao Dai once boasted more
thanamillion followers and asizeable
private army camped around the Cao

Dai ‘Vatican’ at Tay Ninh, near the
Vietnamese-Cambodian border north-
west of Saigon. Now at Tay Ninh the
Cao Dai are disarmed and the clergy of
‘bishops’, ‘priests’, and ‘nuns’ number
only a few hundred. When they take
their places for daily prayers in their
gaudy stucco cathedral—theblue, yel-
low and white robesindicating rank—
the CaoDaihierarchy look lesslike an
army deployed for battle than like the
picces laid out on a Chinese checker-
board.

On the eastern coastal flats where
the train snakes north, the differences
are more subtle but no less real. The
city of Hue was sufficiently divided in
1968 to allow the Victcong to hold it
for25 days during the Tet Offensive. It
is still sufficiently divided—among
pro-communists, anti-communists of
various stripes, and Buddhists—to
attract particular attention from the
security police.

Hue is the only place in Vietnam
wherce I'was pointedly reminded of the
war, and that scemed to say some-
thing about this city and its inhabit-
antsas well. On the southern approach
to the city, the train passed a ceme-
tery;’ American’, said a passenger from
Hue, by which he meant victims of
US troops, since no Americans lic
buried in Vietnam now except in the
imagination of the MIA/POW lobby.
As he spoke he made an action as
though he were firing a machine gun
levelled at my stomach.

At Hue I visited Notre Dame Ca-
thedral, one of the very few Catholic
churches in Vietnam with Vietnam-
ese motifs incorporated into its archi-
tecture. (Sadly, the same principle has
been neglected in developing the lit-
urgy, choosing strains of theological
reflection, and training religious in
Victnam). My guide was Fr Michacl
Maric Nguyen Dinh Lanh—a tiny old
man who looked as though he would
lcave nothing but a shadow behind in
a strong wind. But he was a charming
man with a strong personality none-
theless.

Fr Lanh described his cathedral so
cloquently and with such affection
that the inadequacics of my high-
school French weren’t a barrier to un-
derstanding him. Whenwe approached
the altar, he spoke in hushed toncs;
outofreverence no doubt, butina way
that could have been construed as an

exchange of secrets in some plot
against the government. In a one-par-
ty state, how much
suspicion does a man
attract simply be-
cause he chooses to
whisper in the places
heregardsasholy and
mysterious?

Back on the train
andacross the old De-
Militarised Zone that
once separated North
and South Vietnam,
further local differ-
ences adding to the
patchwork of Viet-
nam areeasily detect-
able. Here the old
green canvas helmets
of the Vietiinh na-
tionalist army-—not
baseball caps-—are
the fashion, and the
everyday dress of the
pcasants is the old
familiarblack pyjama
suit.

Poverty is more
apparent in thenorth.
It is not unusual for

whole villagcs in iso- pOth@d]y reminded
lated regions to be
malnourished, their Of th@ war.

inhabitantsilliterate,
their children sutfer-
ing from any number of debilitating
diseases. And travellingon the coastal
plains by train at night, onc is less
likely to sec the steely blue flicker of
atelevision setin apeasant’shutoff in
the rice ficlds.

The struggle to survive also scems
more poignant. Waifs, dressed in straw
hats and ragged clothes as though
they’d just come off the set of Huckle-
berry Finn, walk through the train
begging on behalf of blind ‘entertain-
crs’. The entertainers themselves play
clectric guitars wired up to old car
batteries and sing atrociously. Wom-
en try to sell what they can at train
stops, but their produce, like their
contraband, is less enticing than it is
in the south. Fewer people beg in the
north but those who do seem to be in
greater need of the hand-out.

The first night in Hanoi Istayedin
ahotel that was cither built by Soviets
or else was built to Sovict tastes. The
floors were divided by long, gloomy
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The business trip

LRNADET1E, THE DEALER'S wit, picked me up from Heathrow, and I went to stay with them
in Hertfordshire, After a suitable interval Tasked, ‘Do you have anything nice for me?’

‘A few little things,” said Peter, the dealer. ‘Nothing spectacular” He reached into his
cabinct and handed me a small butf volumie, in the thick rough cloth that was peculiar to the
Edwardian vears. ‘A fair cnough copy,” he said. ‘Nothing more.”’

But My Brilliant Carcer doesn’t come better than this. The black and bluc of Sybylla’s
side-saddle gallop at the sheep is as fresh as the day it left the painter’s brush. Her whip slithers,
sharp and supple, across the front cover. Independent of her grasp it curls its mature way up the
spine.

Tthink we!ll have to have it,” @said. ‘Put your price on it. As long as we can turn a profit.’

The son, Eliot, came into the room and stumped on the couch. He wore a rosc-coloured T
shirt, and above his stomach there was a bulge. It heaved and palpitated irregularly, and Eliot
cupped his hand bencath it gingerly and adjusted his lowcer torso.

“This onc too,” said Peter. ‘A bit of a curiosity’. He passed across a 1964 publication, now in
a proteetive plastic wrapper. A young woman with ochreous ginger hair and burning coals for
eyes, was cradling a skull againse her face.

‘Oh, very desirable,’ Isaid, taking it delicately. “The Place at Whitton, author’s fivst hook.’

‘Not so rare,” said Peter. T've handled a few”

‘But sought after all the same,’ ©said. ‘Keneally repudiates it. So they say. At any rate, he
won't allow it to be reprinted.” 1 revolved the book in my hands. There was a litele bit of shelf
wear. Nothing worse. ‘Another remarkable novel from Australia,” said the rear of the jacket.
‘Weave a Circle by John Patrick.” ‘Now there's a vare book,” 1 said.

The lump on Eliot’s stomach moved rapidly across his body and came to rest below his
shoulder. Tt ereated an instant, slightly off-centre steroid effect.

‘Owner signature,” said Peter. ‘Signatures. Blemishes. Maybe capable of being turned into
an assct.’

The growth traversed Eliot's rib cage. He raised his hand to his neck and litted the rim of
his T shirt free from his skin. A shuddering pink nosce appeared below his throat. It was a rat.
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Eliot twisted his head from side to side as though avoiding the tongue of an affectionate dog.
His face was impassive.

Peter paid no attention. He flicked his forefinger at the book. T opened it. On the front free
endpaper were two signatures. On top, written with a thick nib, in purple ink, was the name
Joyce Foot. The | was minimal, a simple curve with no cross top. Below it, in black ink, and
with a long bold upward stroke to the head of the M, and a parallel], diagonal line beneath the
surname, was a second signature, Michacl Foot.

‘How curious,’ I said. ‘A novelty item altogether. What do the two signatures mean? Co-
ownership?’

‘Oh yes,’ said Peter flatly, bouncing a cigarette from his packet.

‘Or a proprietorial war?’

Peter shrugged, not interested in this line of gloss.

Eliot uscd his chin to nudge the rat back down his shirt.

‘Is that a scary story?’ he asked suddenly.

‘Revolting, by the look of it,” I said. ‘“Thoroughly objectionable.’

The rat clawed its way back to Eliot’s armpit. His body tightened and he gave a slight
grimace. ‘Will you read it to me?’

‘Would your Mum and Dad approve?’

Pcter tilted his head back as he drew hard on his cigarette, and again shrugged.

‘Why,’ 1asked, ' would Michacl Foot read an unknown Australian’s tale of gothic mayhem
in a New South Wales seminary?’

‘Why would he buy it,” said Peter.

‘Why would he own it,’ I said, playing the game. The book was clearly unread, the spine
still at sharp right angles to both its boards.

‘A decent yarn is it?’ DPeter asked.

T've never read it. A scarce book after all’

‘Now’s your chance. Sounds like your sort of hook.’

‘Ah, you don’t downgrade such a copy.’

The rat leaped from Eliot’s shoulder to the tloor. Its body froze. Its head jerked through
precise angles, only the endpoints of its movements visible. Eliot, still impassive, rolled over
and watched it. The rat took in all the possibilities, but its feet stayed locked. Eliot stretched
out his hand and plucked it from the floor. He rolled and opened his fist and the rat ceetered up
along his arm and nosed its way in beneath his sleeve.

WENT OUT WALKING 1n the countryside of south Hertfordshire. I ambled down the rutted road
from Rose Hall Farm and swung over the stile into the horse field and across the pasture until
Ientered a wood. There I met an elderly woman with an old border collie. She liked to talk. She
pointed to the dog. ‘T'm teaching him Welsh,” she said.

[ looked at him nosing around. ‘Clever boy,’ I said.

He barked twice, perfunctorily.

‘He’s coming on,’ I said. ‘Will he be singing next?’

Then she told me about her son and her daughters and how they had all made a career, and
about the terrible problems that all the immigrants had brought to Britain.

Tl only be here a week,” T said.

I passed through the village of Sarratt and down a long slope of lush grass ready for the
cutter, crossed over Plough Lane in the hollow, and ascended the bright yellow slope of Hillmeads
Farm where the tight round bales lay scattered. T stopped to watch the farmer swathing them in
black plastic. He manoeuvred his tractor into position and lifted the bale onto his trailer, leaped
from his seat and clamped the end of the plastic to the great golden spool. He bounced himself
back into his cabin, and the bale spun in its saddle. The plastic wound itself on prodigally,
cdging up millimetres at cach revolution. I stood on the faint green track across the flattened
yellow field and watched the plastic race from its confines, and then I noticed that something
stubborn in the bale had shied against the black covering and stalled the climb halfway. The
sheeting unwound fruitlessly. The dark waist of the bale thickened. The top remained ex-
posed. I saw the saddle jerk, and the half-dressed bale roll from the trailer. The farmer drove on
and repositioned and loaded, and the other bales spun unprotestingly into their sleek jackets.

I walked on elated to Chipperfield Common.
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WAS BEING DRIVEN ALONG MARYLEBONE RoaD by a friend. He pulled in to use a phone. He wanted
to ring in to account—or, more accurately, misaccount—for his absence from home. When he
returned to the car he dropped into my lap a shower of business cards.

‘Any use to you:’ he asked.

The cards were all for the samec enterprise and gave the same telephone number, but they
flashed with a variety of pinks and oranges and scarlets. Their sales strategy was simplified and
direct. “The best nipples in London,” the motto read.

‘Best?’ 1 said. “What are best nipples? Someone’s not afraid of absolutes of quality.”

My friend paused with his hand on the ignition. ‘Give me a look again,” he said.

I passed across a pink card.

His finger stabbed at fine print. * “Firm 42D” it claims.’

‘God,’ I said, ‘1 thought that was the name of the company.’

He accelerated out at a sharp angle and shot away.

[ hung on to one of the cards.

EFORE | WENT across, Peter, the dealer, warned me about Phelans. “They've got the game
tied up in the south of Ircland,” he said. ‘Te isn’t patriotic to deal with Christies or Sothebys.’

He’d had a bad experience. They’d listed two letters of Dickens. Mounted, complete with
photos of the writer and cartes de visite. One was to Ellen Ternan, enclosing a ticket for the
opera and telling her he’d be along later. The estimates were £300-£400. Cheap. Both lots came
in to Peter, cach at £400. Still cheap. He wondered. He did some rescarch. The Ellen Ternan
had come up at Christics in the 1970s. He was able to lcam that the buyer had been Eton
College. The letter had reappearcd in a Sothebys catalogue in 1989, It had been withdrawn just
prior to sale. He rang Eton. Yes, they still had their letter. Peter cancelled his cheque to Phe-
lans and wrote that he was retumning the items forthwith. ‘You get sussed out at Sothebys,” he
sa. ‘Lie low for a couple of years, then you slip them over to Ircland, and bung them into
Phelans.’

1 know,’ I said, ‘they operate out of a village. No one ever gets there. Everything's sight
unscen.’

I went across to Ircland. “Well yes,” said a friend there and laughed. ‘We had a bit to do
socially with the father. Met some very nice people through him. There was a Swiss couple
they employed for a few years. They were furniture restorers.’

‘What!" T exclaimed.

‘Well, it could be quite kosher,” she said, and gave a high playtul laugh. ‘Let’s say you've
got to have the legless Pleyel grand ready for auction. If there’s a billiard table lying around
unwanted you saw off the legs... Her eyes widened and then she shook her head to strangle the
chortle. ‘I you deal with them you know about it. Just stay on the watch. If they're listing
paintings, say, they’ll give the artist as N. McGuinness, but it’s not Norah, or E. Hone, but it's
not Evic. You're just caretul.’

Phelans just happened to have an item of Australian interest in their catalogue. It was
deseribed as a sketchbook/notebook belonging to the wife of Governor Richard Bourke, Eliza-
be  She had died at Parramatta after only five months in the colony. Not that Phelans said
that. But the provenance was plausible. The last Bourke descendant was a bachelor, and Tknew
the estate was being broken up. ‘Botanical notes,” said Phelans’ catalogue, ‘and sketches of
Australian and Irish scenes.” The estimate was £300-£400. 1 phoned through a bid for £600. 1 got
it for £400. The item reached me, professionally wrapped. There was no ownership signature,
no clue to age. Five pages were tilled with transcription trom an unidentified botanical primer.
An ancient leaf fell out. There were nine faint pencil sketches on duodecimo pages. Several
appearcd abandoned, or, at best, works in progress. Those completed, and recognisably of a
scene, all shared one feature. Ruins. Former Norman or Tudor castles, now ruins.

N THE QaNTAs FLicHT ovir [ had been scated beside a man whose reading was a volume of
miscellancous essays of Lytton Strachey. Afood 7 log = 7 77 mo i3
from New Zealand. But he was an Irishman and he was on his way to Ireland.
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‘Holiday or business?’ I asked him.

‘Actually,’ he said quietly, T'm flying over for my mother’s funeral.’

I offered my sympathy, and asked was the death expected, and he said she had been ailing
for some time. I asked if his father were still alive and he said he was. I wondered, to myself, if
he would prefer conversation or silence. I said that I too was on my way to Ireland, eventually.
I explained my connection and my interest and we talked of things Irish. He himself had a
Gacelic name, and was the son of a Wexford farmer and a farmer himself, but he had been sent
across to England to school, to the monks at Ampleforth. I found this curious. I knew there was
an old tradition; Oliver St John Gogarty had been sent over to Stonyhurst, but that was how
many generations ago. What sort of Irish Catholic finds England and its clergy more congenial
than Ireland and its own? He said his mother’s people had been to Clongowes, but his father
had been at Amipleforth and was happy there. It was a good cducation, but not an Irish one. I
asked if he felt gaps because of it. [ asked what Irish writing he read. Banville, Aidan Higgins,
William Trevor, he said.

‘McGahern?’ T asked.

‘Not yet. Should 12’

‘Yes, you must.’

‘Why?'

[ tailored my recommendation. The last act of the great Irish rural fictions: the land, and
the father, spurned; the comfortless melancholy of the parting; the black beauty of the words;
McGahern’s mother lost to him when he was very young, and this absence haunting his work.

My neighbour gave thoughtful attentive nods. I enjoyed the conversation with him.

During the Bangkok stopover I strode briskly off on my own along the length of the unen-
cumbered terminal. When we took off again my neighbour was not beside me. About half an
hour into the sector the attendant came and started to gather his belongings. I managed to
catch her with the query in my eye.

‘"We've moved the gentleman forward,” she said. ‘He’s been having a very trying time of it ’/

Gerard Windsor is a fiction writer.
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disastrously wrong, but who did not
know what was right, or what he had
to offer.” {p145)

Anotherresponse toshameisgran-
diosity. Clark had an intense belief in
his own destiny, assuming the role
and the ponderous oratory of a secular
prophet. He entitled a chapter of The
Quest for Grace not 'My Discovery of
Australia’ But ‘The Discovery of Aus-
tralia’. He frequently wrote of looking
on others with ‘the eye of pity’, but
was not comfortable when others
looked upon him in the same way.
Grandiosity provokes antagonism
among those who sce it as evidence of
acolossal ego rather than the masking
of a fragile self. Grandiosity impinges
on our own vulnerability.

One of the rules of the addictive
family is ‘Don’t tell’. Clark was trou-
bled throughout his life by his moth-
er's refrain, ‘There are things in my
life, Mann dear, [ hope you will never
know anything about.’

When he writes of his mother’s
dcath, he says: ‘No one must know
how great my grief, how grcat my
loss.” Clark frequently wrote that the
expression of feelings was dangerous.
This is undoubtedly true for a child in
a dysfunctional family, but is prob-
lematic in adult life. Unresolved grief
and the repression of powerful feel-
ings can create a sense of being in a

great void, ‘the kingdom of

nothingness’.
M ANNING CLARK WAS SHAMED in

his family of origin by many of the
things that have shamed Australians.
He saw himself as a representative
Australian and said: ‘I happened to
have had the good fortune to experi-
ence in childhood all the conflicts
which were central to the human ex-
perience in Australia.’ (Boyer Lectures,
1976)

The extreme Calvinism of Sydney
Anglicanism alienated him from all
forms of Protestantism. Like so many
Australian intellectuals of hisand ear-
lier generations, he challenged but
nevertheless internalised the myth of
British superiority. He was no cultur-
al cringer, but he was one of the wound-
ed. So many Australians were exposed
to and hurt by the myth by virtue of
their intellectual promise, which
earned them a passage to Oxford or
Cambridge. Patrick White was mor-

tally woundedin his spirit at an earlicr
point in his ‘privileged’ cducation, by
his expericnce at an English boarding
school.

In his autobiography Clark also
presents a sclf wounded carly by fam-
ily troubles that he appears never to
have fully understood. His father’s
drinking and his mother’s response to
it may have been the cause. But pri-
vate troubles can lead to prophetic
insights, and an understanding of pos-
sible sources of shame in the life of
Manning Clark does not diminish his
achievement.

Clark confesses his sensc of shame
often in his writings, but nowhere
more clearly than in The Quest for
Grace, when he describes his mock-
cry of boys in his class at Geelong
Grammar. He depicts himself as suc-
cumbing to the schoolteacher’s temp-
tation to play to the gallery, getting
the students to laugh at one of their
own number, a strategy that distracts
them from directing their mockery at
their teacher. He appears to select as
his victims boys who are like himself,
“Tom Potts, who talked like a buffoon
...from an engaging uncertainty about
how to behave’; Robin, a shy boy who
blushed easily: ‘I called him “Rhubarb
Robin”. To my shame, I enjoyed the
laughter of the class, not foresecing
then the suffering he endured for this
quirk of nature until drink desensi-
tised him and painted a permanent red
on his face”” (The Quest for Grace,
ppl24-125}

Clark then describes the shame he
feels about his shaming of others, tak-
ing on excessive responsibility for the
impact of his thoughtless behaviour
on‘Rhubarb’ Robin’s future: "The news
of his death added another item to my
long list of self-lacerations in thosc
nights when dreams project onto the
private picture screen of my mind the
shameful moments of the past.’ (p124-
125)

People have been hurt by Clark’s
sharp disparagement of their friends,
their relatives, perhaps themselves. It
is right, I believe, to set the record
straight, but it is worth trying to do so
without bitterness, to break the cycle
of shame. Peter Ryan has failed to do
this. Manning’s shame has triggered
his own. Curious about Ryan, [sought
out his war memoir, Fear Drive My
Feet. On the last page I found some-
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thing to think about. Ryan records an
incident in which he gazes into the
face of a dying Japanese soldier who is
being pressed for information by Aust-
ralian intelligence officers. Ryan
writes: ‘AsTlooked into hisface, wast-
edwith fever and suffering, [ suddenly
felt more akin to him than to the
Australians who would not let him
die in peace.’ {p251)

Ryan, himself afflicted with fever
and soon to be sent home, concludes
that war is futile and that all his war
efforts have been a waste of time.
Ryan’s allusion to the ‘lush and suffo-
cating jungle’, where Clark the tall
poppy grew, may be anindication that
the psychological roots of his action
are to be found in his war ¢xperience
in New Guinea. Ryan alludes to the
fact that Manning Clark could not
enlist for health reasons, and wrongly
alleges that Clark did not inquire into
the war experience of others. What
the significance of this might be to
Ryan, one can only surmisc.

The Book of Ecclesiastes was writ-
ten by an old man who felt thatall was
vanity. But Peter Ryan, at the end of
his war memoir, has this experience
in his early 20s: ‘I realised that war
accomplishes nothing but the degra-
dation of all engaged init. I knew that
Les Howlett’s death had been in vain,
that the loneliness of spirit and suffer-
ing of body I had forced myself to
endure had been to no end, and that
theselfless devotion of my native com-
panions had been, in the final analy-
sis, uscless (p251)." The same man,
many years later, looks back on a
major achievement of his life as a
profound mistake andis ashamed. Yet
he fails to recognise his own face in
that of the suffering, shame-bound,
courageous Manning Clark, and will
not let his old friend die in peace.

Australia is an addictive, shame-
bound society and it is fitting that one
of our national icons should bear the
evidence of shame. This does not di-
minish his achievement: A country
whose heroes are without flaw be-
comes dangerous. Manning Clark’s
shame touches our own. We must
own it.

Rosamund Dalziell is writing a doc-
toral thesis at the Australian National
University, on shame in contempo-
rary Australian autobiography.
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ston Lowes did for Coleridge in The
Road to Xanadu.

Heyward’s narrative approach in
this book is not a conventional one.
He opens with an imaginative reerea-
tion of Ern Malley’s death and the
attendance paid by the sister, Ethel.
Curiously, the first chapter proceeds
as if we knew nothing about the hoax
and might think the Malleys wererceal
enough; indeed, the entire first scc-
tion, in introducingall the major char-
acters, is coy about the hoax.

It is only with the beginning of the
second part that Ern Malley is sudden-
ly exposed to us as ‘the biggest literary
hoax of the century’. This strategy
allows Heyward to spend a good deal
of time establishing the immediate
and larger contexts and to have some
postmodern fun, but the coyness
malkes the procedure scemoddly lame.
Perhaps some overscas readers might
be taken in by the joke and delightful-
ly surprised, but then one would have
to scrap Hughes's plain-spcaking in-
troduction and tone down the pub-
lisher’s publicity. That can’t be what
Heyward has in mind.

As it turns out, the coyness here
isn’t just proleptic or confined to the
first section; it runs through the whole
of the book and points to a larger
question. Throughout, Heywardslides
back and forth between representing
Ern Malley as a hoax and speaking of
him as if he actually existed {which
mirrors a slippage between third-per-
son and first-person narrative tech-
nique!l. This is not a confusion on
Heyward’s part {though it is easy
cnough to fall prey to such a confla-
tion}, but is instcad a deliberate at-
tempt to blur—playfully, onc as-
sumes—the distinction between real
and unrcal. Initsclf, it makes a kind of
point: Ern Malley is morce real than the
hoaxers imagined and has a genuine
literary identity. This is fair enough,
and for most of the book Heyward is
quite good about wending his way
through the thickets of contused
thought about the hoax and the po-
ems, especially with regards to claims
and counter-claims about their merit
and mode of composition.

As a level-headed commentator
Heyward is an excellent guide. But
when we get towards the end of the
book, in the final chapter, it is clear
that Heyward has other ambitions: he

wants to interpret Ern Malley for us,
going beyond the confines of mere
discursive criticism. Again, fair
enough, but the coyness sensed before
comesforward now triumphantly as a
mode of enthusiasm: Ern Malley is
given not one but several characters
and all but apotheosised, to the point
that the penultimate paragraph be-
gins, ‘We are nearly certain Ern Mal-
ley never lived ../

How we get to that risible point of
‘uncertainty’ is through a serics of
increasingly fuzzy assertions about
art, imagination, the so-called Zeit-
geist, the intentionalist [sic] fallacy,
and the very nature of parody. This is
unfortunate stuff and it mars the real
accomplishment of the book, espe-
cially astheproscitself begins to break
down and loses its edge in mixed met-
aphors and solecisms. The last 14 pag-
es of the book should simply have
been cut out. What insight, for in-
stance, are we meant to gain by the
tollowing statement?

‘Malley flips between being the
Australian Jules Laforgue, the futile
disconsolate mind that haunts the
futurce while forgoingall the glory, and
the Australian Groucho Marx, the
mercurial wit who obscrves how the
living stand upright by habitual in-
souciance and then wants to mourn at
his own funeral.” (237)

In comparison with the carctul
prose of the preceding chapters, this
scemsasifit were written by someonce
elsc. Two paragraphs before that, Hey-
ward has a genuinely good eritical
thought:

‘Perhaps amorc useful way tospec-
ulate about the value of Malley is to
ask whether anything in his poctry
can stand comparison with the strong-
est examples of the kind of work he
satirizes, George Barker’s Calaniiter-
ror, say, or Dylan Thomas’s “Fern
Hill”? (236)

Yes, this would be uscful, but he
drops the idea immediately and lapses
back into jejunce speculation. The end
result is that Heyward has set before
us as complete a record as we are
likely ever to get of the events of the
Ern Malley hoax (certainly no mean
achievement), but hec hasnot furthered
our understanding of the meaning or
implications of the event as much as
onc would have hoped—and it is cer-
tainly not the ‘first complete and de-
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tachcd word on Erm Malley” as Hughes
claims.

In all fairness, it would hardly do
to fault Heyward for something he
never set out to accomplish: the book
is not meant to be a magisterial criti-
cal study but a more popular [though
still definitive) rendition of the Em
Malley affair as an historic and cultur-
al event. This Heyward docs well. It is
only when he ventures intoill-consid-
cred interpretations that one feels he
talls short of his own best capacitics.

Clearly, to sustain a discussion
about Ern Malley as cultural icon, it
docs not help to collapse repeatedly
the simple ontological distinetion be-
tween Ern Malley as a fiction and Emn
Malley as a real person. It may scem
clever at first but it has the opposite
cffect intended sinee we gradually lose
thesense of artistic verisimilitude and
thereby miss the full dimensions of
what Stewart and McAuley created.
What the last pages do convey is Hey-
ward's passion and enthusiasm for his
project, and one senses an infectious

¢lan overtaking the author
as he nears the end.

HE END OF ERN MALLEY {as mys-
tique) opens up new possibilities. The
entire incident and attermath is rich
in implication. It calls out for a com-
parative study of hoaxces, along the
lines begun by Robert Hughes; it is
ripe for investigations of literary iden-
tity and literary property; it suggests a
point of departure for an analysis of
the dynamics of collaborative work; it
points to cultural studics ot how groups
of poets or critics appropriate cultural
icons for purposes of literary politics;
and so forth. Future studies may well
take up some of these points and
others.

What such studies should not dois
take up the old canard about the Em
Malley hoax sctting back the cause of
modernism and experiment in Aus-
tralian literature by 20 years. That is
simply bad literary history; it betrays
an insularity about the larger currents
ofliterary movements worldwide, and
it doesn’t stand up to cither fact or
logic. One need only examine cursori-
ly what was going on in Britain and
Amcrica to realize that the late "40s
and the '50s were periods of conserva-
tive retrenchment, and that Australia
was no different in this regard. The
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presumably, can be got at only in
fiction.

Apart from one teacher at MLC
who, in 1936, took 23 girls away to
cxplore central Australia and brought
a gun with her so she could shoot beer
bottles on the Ghan, there is a notable
lack of cccentricity in Journevings.
Perhaps eccentricity is the calling card

of the aristocracy. It is privacy clevat-
edtoanart form. The middle-class has
been more workmanlike than that.
There was only one house in Camber-
well that gave birth to Barry Hum-
phries. This is the tale of all the rest

Michael McGirr SJ is a regular con-
tributor to Eureka Street.
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The measure of friends

From All Corners, Annc Henderson, Allen and Unwin, 1993
1SBN 1 863735100 rre $17.95

NNE HENDERSON HAS a gift for
triendship, judging by her book From
All Corners. The six women who are
her subjects have been her friends for
up to 25 years. They come from Italy,
China, Hungary, Britain and Victnam
and their lives are testimony to the
rich scam of story that lies in the
scttlement of Australia.

Rita had the foresight to leave
northern Italy four years before war
broke out. She and her sister paid their
way to Mclbourne on the P&O ship
Orion, andonce herejoined theirbroth-
er in his fruit and vegetable shop.
Annc Henderson encountered Rita 27
years later, as the mother of her
schoolfriend Anna. By then, the years
as an enemy alien, of cconomic hard-
ship and shecr physical exhaustion
wereon their way to vindication. Now
Rita, an Australian citizen, livesin‘an
architect-designed home in Kew'’ and
two of her daughters run Alta Vita,
‘renovating Australian homes around
finc imported Italian homewares and
Schiffini-designed kitchens— the first
in Australia’. A third daughter is a
pharmacist.

Lilah has an upper-class British
background but her manner of arrival
in Australia was entirely proletarian:
she came by assisted passage in 1964,
Lilah was fortunate to have connec-
tions such as Dr Eric D’Arcy, then a
lecturer in philosophy at the Univer-
sity of Melbourne, which allowed her

tofindanichein thelife of the suburbs
surrounding the university. It was a
niche shared by Anne Henderson as
Lilah’s student lodger under a regime
of punctilious frugality broken by the
visits of FrD’Arcy: ‘Days before, Lilah
worked out her menu and starched
her voluminous linen table napkins
..." Six years after her arrival in Aust-
ralia Lilah entered the contemplative
Order of Mt Carmel, where for 22
years she has lived out onc of the rarer
life experiences on offer in Australia.
She is an Australian citizen.

Judy came from Hungary. Now
she is engaged with cosmology from
the distance of a pre-Vatican Il enthu-
siastic conversion to Catholicism and
a spell as a Dominican. Lily was born
in China; she could never have antic-
ipated the quality of her present cir-
cumstances. The most recent arrivals
among Annc Henderson’s gallery of
friecnds arc Nhung and Phi, refugees
from Victnam. When they arrived in
Melbourne in 1979 they were takenin
by Henderson’s maother. Subsequent-
ly, their own mother and two other
sisters joined them. Through applica-
tion and ambition they and their ex-
tended family have become securely
placedin the professional classes. They
are all Australian citizens.

Australia has always been multi-
cultural, Anne Henderson says, and
she proffers her own family back-
ground and the stories of these six
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women as cvidence. In her introduc-
tion she explains her purposc: the
women's stories are part of ‘a national
drama taking place between the 30s
and the present day’ and they are ‘a
reminder of the value and richness of
diversity and difference in national
cohesion’. We can only be gratetul for
storics which iHluminate Australia’s
truly extraordinary history of settle-
ment and the dailiness of multicultur-
alism. Since the early ‘80s there has
been an cfflorescence of such tale-
telling, although Hendersonscemsnot
to have come across much of it. It is
not truc that ‘the storics of ordinary
women migrants have rarcly been
heard’. There has, thank goodness,
been an enormous amount of publish-
ing, broadcasting, social and cconom-
ic rescarch, theatrical and other artis-
tic representation.

As for the ‘national drama’ with
which these stories intersect, itisren-
dered with such idiosyncratic inten-
tion and interpretation that it almost
overwhelms them. I began to believe
it was invoked as a licence to deliver
broadsides: neither Geoffrey Blainey
nor the contemporary Catholic
Church come out well and nary a
politician, of any huce. Very few peo-
ple, it scems get things right. (Indeed,
Blainey’s vicws arc treated with a vul-
garity that can only harm the debate
about the character of migrant intake.
An example: ‘... Judy was confronting
for the first time a Jewish inheritance
ina Catholic convent in Sydney in the
language of the ancient Romans. It
was a multicultural experience fit to
shock Geoffrey Blainey.’)

It must therefore be all the more
disappointing that From All Corners
has not been well-served by an editor:
it 1s a fractious text, with parts of
speech disputingonc another, and sto-
ry sequence struggling with context.
The friendships described are not like
that—there is a strange convergence
of values at work which made me
reflect that being truly multicultural
might also be about accepting that
sometimesimmigration doesn’t work;
not everyone wants to assimilate, and
people aren’t always ‘successful’ or
even ‘right-thinking’. But that's OK
too, isn’t it?

Margaret Coffey is a producer and
presenter for ABC Radio National.
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the Newman College Chapel. Among
othcr things the high altar and its
surrounds were to be relocated and in
their place was to be a huge stained
glass window. Both Leonard French
and Eric Smith did designs for it and
many years later French described his
vision of the window as ‘a deep sono-
rous thing’. For all sorts of reasons the
chapel plans weren’t realised—they
were too ambitious, too expensive and
too late—though what did come of
them was the small chapel, ororatory,
near the dining room. Clifton Pugh
designed it with Michael Scott’s help,
andtogether they achieved Scott’saim

of ‘a simple, uncluttered

P truth in decoration.’
UGH WAS A CLOSE FRIEND of Scott,

and this friendship encouraged his in-
creasing sympathy for abstract art.
But it was a sympathy that didn't
come easily to a man, who had for
some time, maintained a public com-
mitment to figurative, devotional art.
Consequently, as Bernard Smith has
pointcdout, Scottinternalised the ten-
sions between modernism and tradi-
tion because he couldn’t simply walk
away from it like others in the church
and soresolve the tensions by denying
the existence of modern art and its
‘own preferred syncreticspiritualities’.
Increasingly there was the question of
how far could Scott go along this way
of a ‘highly individual and universal
spirituality’?

The exhibition cataloguc lcaves
off at at 1968, the year that Michael
Scott departed from Newman College
and the year in which the National
Gallery of Victoria opened in its new
premises on St Kilda Road. Its inaugu-
ral exhibition was called ‘'The Field’, a
survey of colour ficld abstraction. It
was obvious from that exhibition that
a younger generation of artists didn’t
share the interests of Scott and his
artist friends. Times had changed, as
was apparent in the late 1970s when a
‘deeply, deeply religious’ work by
Leonard French was hung above the
tellers in the new headquarters of the
then State Bank of Victoria.

The bank officials certainly want-
ed to build a splendid complex hous-
ing the bank and a galleria lined with
high quality shops—in that sense it
was a forerunner of the contemporary
quest for a total shopping space—but

French wasn’t involved in this, as he
had been in the proposed redesign of
the Newman College Chapel. Presum-
ably what the bank wanted from Le-
onard French was a Leonard French, a
good, big Leonard French. 1 suspcct
that any mention of ‘a deep sonorous
thing’ is inappropriate here.

These days, it is more than likely
that if this impulse were to be realised
it would occur through private pa-
trons purchasing a number of works
by an artist like Roger Kemp and in-
stalling them in a special viewing
spacc. This was a suggestion of Chris-
topher Marshall. The model for it was
not the Church of Notre Dame de
Toute Grace in Assy, but the Rothko
Chapelin Houston, Texas. In 1964 Mr
and Mrs John de Menil conceived the
idea of hanging the sombre, last pic-
tures of the American abstract painter
Mark Rothko in aspecially built chap-
cl, “a refuge of peaceable meditation’.

In the light of the Newman Col-
lege collection, it is interesting to re-
flect that the Rothko Chapel, opened
in 1972, makes real a dream that orig-
inated with the Romantics—with
someone like the 19th century Ger-
man painter Runge, who planned a
series of new religious icons, to be
housed in a specially designed chapel,
with specially designed music. A cen-
tury later, in the carly 1960s, the
American critic Dore Ashton asked
the question ‘where is the symbolic

centre, the birthplace of myth, the
shelter ritually consecrated?’ Shc sug-
gested it was a question being asked in
American painting of the 1950s and
1960s, but T also think of it as a ques-
tion being asked, in quite different
ways, by the work in th¢ Newman
College exhibition.

The exhibition and its catalogue
look to a past, but also, they are a first
step towards Newman College acquir-
ing contemporary works to add to a
collection which has been on hold
since Michael Scott’s departure in
1968. Since then, of course, the project
that was modern art has passed into
history; but no doubt the postmodern
will make for all sorts of uncanny,
dramatic tensions, particularly at a
moment when there is an interesting
lot of artists about who are looking to
‘modern art’s own preferred syncretic
spiritualitics’.

Who knows, perhaps Newman
College isin foranother intensc time?
Certainly it might be interesting to
renew the conversation, long broken
off, between contemporary art and
religious tradition. Of course it will be
more a dialogue of equals now, but I
couldn’t think of a better place for it
than in the Newman College of Wal-
ter Burley Griffin and Michael Scott.

Damian Coleridge is an ABC present-
er and producer.
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of a car—but on the whole the film
works very well indecd. The stories
are worked and reworked, just as are
the canals of the fen country, and a
splendid cast and taut direction show
us how both story and landscape can
divert the flow of people’s lives.
—David Braddon-Mitchell

Hot chocc ate

Like Water for Chocolate, dir Alfonso
Arau (independent cincmas) is a won-
derful magical realist story, a tale of
forbidden love set in Mexico during
the 1910 revolution. It has been com-
pared to thebest work of Gabriel Garcia
Marquez, and like the recent Spanish
film Jamon, Jamon, it cclebrates the
relationship between food, sex and
social mores. The title Like Water For
Chocolate refers to the Mexican meth-
od of making hot chocolate by boiling
and re-boiling water with cocoa; but
the phrase is also used to describe
someone who becomes agitated or
scxually aroused.

Tita {Lumi Cavazos) is the young-
est daughter of Mama Elena (Regina
Torne), a tough widow who runs a
successful ranch. According to tradi-
tion, Tita may never marry, but must
care for her mother till her death. The
trouble begins when the handsome
Pedro (Marco Leonardi, of Cinema
Paradiso fame), asks for Tita’s hand.
Mama Elena refuses and offers her
cldest daugther, Rosaura (Yareli Ariz-
mendi), instead. Pedro accepts, but
only so he can stay near Tita.

Tita is sent to the kitchen, where
she literally channels her grief and
passioninto hercooking. Asshebakes
Pedro and Rosaura’s wedding cake her
tears fall into the mix and cause every-
one who eats the cake to grieve for
their lost loves. When Pedro gives
Tita a dozen roses, she uses them to
make quail-in-rosc-petal sauce and
everyone who eats it is aroused by
Tita’s passion and desire for Pedro.

In fact Gertrudis (Claudette
Maille), another sister, is so aroused
by the dish that she runs out to have a
cold shower—and the heat of her body
ignites the wooden shower stall.
For Arau, the human spirit is like a
box of matches waiting to be ignited.

—Tim Stoney

The road home

Olivier, Olivier, dir. Agnieszka
Holland |independent cinemas). This
film from the dircctor of Europa.
Europa is a beguiling and disturbing
story of disappearance and return,
woven from folklore motifs and from
themes of sibling rivalry, sexual jeal-
ousy and diabolical suggestion.

Ninc-year-old Olivicr, the spoilt
younger child of Serge, a country vet,
and his wife Elisabeth, wanders off
intotheidyllic French countryside one
day to take lunch to his grandmother.
But, unlike Little Red Riding Hood, he
fails to come back.

A boy who scems to be Olivier
turns up six years later in Paris, work-
ing as a homoscxual prostitute.
Inspector Druot, the lonely, chivalric
detective who had vowed to find Elis-
abeth’s son for her is delighted, but the
boy’s return resolves nothing. The
mother’s desperate desire for a return
to ‘normal’ family life with Olivier at
its centre is threatened by the equally
desperate desire of the boy’s sister,
Nadine, to learn the ‘truth’ about his
disappearance.

The characters’ nced and capacity
for love allows Olivier, Olivier a curi-
ously optimistic ending: in a terrible
situation everyone, cxcept perhaps
Serge, gets what he or she wants. Even
50, the sweet notes of the horn playing
over the closing scene caused me to
shudder. Living with the truth, even
painful truth, may be better than
happiness of this kind.

—TJane Buckingham

Role reversals

Mad Dog and Glory, dir. John Mc-
Naughton (independent cinemas).
McNaughton received critical acclaim
in many quarters for his debut film as
a director, Henry: Portrait of a Serial
Killer. His considerable skills are on
show again in Mad Dog and Glory, a
film that provides a fascinating oppor-
tunity for Robert De Niro, Bill Murray
and Uma Thurman to strut their stuff.

And strut they do. In contrast to
Henry, with its bleak, chilling exposé
of evil, Mad Dog and Glory incorpo-
rates light and darkness, love and hate,
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humourand violence, reality and fan-
tasy.

The films opens with a scene of
shocking violence that visually de-
fines the world of police photogra-
pher Wayne Dobic {De Niro) and
Chicago crimefigure Frank Milo {Mur-
ray}). Much of the film’s appeal comes
from the fact that these two fine ac-
tors are playing against type: Wayne
is timid and cautious, forever doubt-
ing his own courage (hence the ironic
nickname ‘Mad Dog’ given to him by
his colleagues), whereas Frank isruth-
less and amoral.

The third party in an intriguing
threesome is Glo-
ry (Thurman), a
savvy but fragile
bartender in
Frank’snightclub,
with whom
Wayne falls in
love. The ro-
mance  grows
from most unusu-
al soil: Wayne ac-
cidentally saves
Frank’slife, andis
presented with
Glory for a week
ashisreward. The
‘gift’ highlights
Frank’s contradic-
tory nature; this
gregarious gang-
ster who wants to
be a stand-up co-
median is quite
capable of ‘own-
ing’ people.

Although
Frank’s ruthless-
ness simmers throughout, his tenta-
tive friendship with Wayne introduc-
es the possibility of compassion and
generosity. On Wayne’s side, the quest
is for courage. The film’s climactic
scene should resolve theissue on both
sides; inexplicably, however, this piv-
otal moment is the film’s weakest.

That aside, with intelligent dia-
logue scripted by Richard Price (The
Color of Money and Sea of Love), and
Martin Scorscse and Barbara Da Fina
as co-producers, Mad Dog and Glory
has an impressive pedigree. That the
film did not succeed in the USA is
puzzling but irrelevant. Reward your-
sclf with a moment or two of glory.

—Brad Halse
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