























The duality thing

From Dr Paul Dignam

Howard Willis (Eurcka Street, March
1994) writes an excellent essay about
some aspects of pain, but his combin-
ing of science with experience makes
it difficult to comment without seem-
ing personal. This itself is a common
cnough experience in helping pain-
patients, who have all too often had to
develop methods to cope notonly with
their symprom but also with a com-
munity and a health profession that
doesn’t really want to hear that ‘it
still hurts. This is wherce the greatest
gains are often to be had, in regularly
sceing the understanding ‘other’, GP
or whatever, who remains interested
in the patient and their experience
ceven when unable to ‘do” anything.

Descartes’ understanding of pain
pathways obviously misscd half the
picture, but Willis scems to share Des-
cartes’ other failing: an overly rigid
scparation of mind and brain. He refers
to both aspects of the pain experience,
but in very separate ways, and with a
far greater emphasis on the physiolog-
ical than on the emotional. Short of
the lobotomy to which he refers, un-
coupling of pain and suffering is far
from casy. Pain is, after all, usually
defined as an unpleasant sensory and
emotional experience caused by or
described in terms of tissue damage.
You can’t have the one without the
other. I think what Willis resents is
the traditional view that suffering is a
‘good’ thing, and should be tolerated.

Cartesian dualism occurs again
when discussing medication: he ar-
gues, perhaps quite soundly, for great-
cr access to opioids in long-term pain
management, but worries about the
use of anti-depressants (which saved
his lifel when their long-term safety
and benefitin appropriate cases is well
established. 1s this a preference for
supposedly brain-altering versus mind-
altering medicine? The logic escapes
me. In any casc, the usc of so-called
‘anti-depressants’ in chronic pain is
usually dirceted at modifying pain
pathways, whetherclinical depression
is present or not.

‘My sensc of sclf was croded until
things became almost as bleak as my
original condition’. How often have 1
heard similar accounts! Whether the
condition be diabetes, schizophrenia,
pain or stroke, incvitably there will be
a long dark night of the soul. Not

caused by, and rarely helped by, med-
ication. A ‘pain’-full bactle to re-cstab-
lish some equilibrium, and a process
that involves mind and body.

I hope that the system will give
greater recognition to pain, and that
rescarch will provide and governments
will buy good pain-relievers. Bug, also,
I hope that we will acknowledge that,
like sadness, it must be—and that we
will accept it in ourselves and in oth-
crs, so that it doesn’t have to be hid-
den.

Paul Dignam
Hampstead Gardens, SA

Mary the mauler

From Arthur Jordan
Geez, that Mary Daly sounds like a
tough sheila (Fureka Street, March
1994). Reminds me of a bloke T met
down the pub the othernight—couldn’t
shut the bugger up.
Arthur E. Jordan
Hamilton, QLD

For EX. Maher

From W. [ Byrt

Ishouldlike toadd my tribute to Frank
Maher to that of James Griffin. {Fure-
ka Street, March 19941,

Frank taught me cconomics at St
Kevin's; a ¢lear and stimulating teach-
cr. b followed his subscquent carcer
and was particularly interested in his
writings on workers’ participation in
management, or industrial democracy
as it was called, somewhat naively.
This was the subject of my MA thesis,
of somearticles published in Australia
and overseas, and of rescarch that 1
carried out at the International Insti-
tute for Labour Studics in Geneva.

I rencwed contact with Frank when
we were both academics at the Univer-
sity of Mclbourne; he in the faculty of
law and I in that of cconomics and
commecrce. He was still charming, cr-
udite and humane. Recently, Gerard
Henderson, in The Age, stated that
Frank had been cased-out of his posi-
tion in the national sceretariat of Cath-
olic Action, an accusation touched on
by James Griffin. Tam notin a position
to comment on the matter. Bob San-
tamaria denied the charge ina strongly-
worded letter to The Age.

Frank Maher was a leading mem-
ber of the group of Catholic intellectu-
als, or at lcast educated persons, who,
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in Australia, pioncered the study and
dissemination of Catholic social prin-
ciples. Those who did notjoin the anti-
communist crusade secemed to have
turncd away from social/political in-
tellectualism to concentrate on the
furtherance of carcers, particularly in
law, teaching and government.
Machiavelli stated that ‘all armed
prophcts conquered and unarmed ones
failed’. The armed prophets of Catho-
lic Action, the activists of the move-
ment, were armed organisationally; the
organisation of the Catholic Church,
particularly in Victoria—trom cathe-
dral, through parishes, to sodalities, to
schools, to informal networks—being
harnessed in their support. They tri-
umphed, although their triumph was
more destructive than constructive.
The unarmed prophets, such as Frank
Maher, would appear to have failed.
AndyctKeynes contended that the
world is ruled by little else than ideas,
those of cconomists, political philoso-
phers and ‘academic scribblers’. The
struggle for the hearts and minds of
Australian Catholics on social issues
continues. Only history will reveal
who has conquered, the armed or the
unarmed prophets.
W.]. Byrt
Caulficld, VIC

Jo it by the 0ok

From [.R.Barich

At my first reading of Fr Minn’s cri-
tique of the French version of the Cat-
echism of the Catholic Church (Furc-
ka Street, February 1994), 1 felt in-
clined to agree with his sclf-descrip-
tion of being a ‘stick in the mud’.
However, after further reading and
some reflection 1 eoncluded that his
bottom line is quite positive—‘thereis
much of value in this catechism’.

For my part F have found the Cate-
chism{readin theltalian version) most
enlightening and eruly the work of the
Holy Spirit, despite the miniscule im-
perfections discovered by Fr Minns
and others. Like the earlier church
documents, including the Bible, the
Holy Spirit nceessarily has to work
through imperfect men and women
and therefore errors of fact, but cer-
tainly not teaching, will arisc. The
technique employed by Fr Minns—a
detailed analysis of references—can be
applicd, also, of course to his critique.
It is not right for him to say that the
Catechism relies on an obscure Coun-
cil of Toledo [par. 245) to justity the
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doctrine of the Trinity. Thisis doncin
somu detail in pars 253-256. Similarly,
while the doctrine of the Immaculate
Conception and the Assumption may
have been “discovered” in the Book of
Revelation [par. 2853) the authorita-
tive teachings arce found at pars 490
and 966 respectively.

Fr Minns should be congratulated
for having had a scrious look at this
important modern church document
and his nit-picking will encourage oth-
crs, no doubt, to read this detailed
exposition of the church’s doctrines as
they apply to all people in the 21st
century.

J.R. Barich
Ardross, WA

Conjugal acts 1

From John Kane

I took sufficient notice of two letters,
trom Bob Berghout (Furcka Street,
March 1994} and Ross Sanders (Fureka
Street, December 1993-January 1994),
to sce the unjust judgments used by
cach in his arguments against the
cneyclical Casei Connubiiof Pope Pius
X1 11930).
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Pope Pius XI declared that neicher
husband nor wifc has any natural right
to perform any act to prevent the nat-
ural result of conjugating viz. the pro-
creation of offspring. That declaration
does not put any fault on marriage
partners who, having honestly conju-
gated without interference, are still
unable to produce offspring. That is a
gift which it is our Creator’s privilege
to grant or not.

When a married couple conjugate,
which is primarily for pleasure, it
requires once to 15 minutes, depending
on scltishness or the desire for mutual
pleasure and delighe. Onec they have
accomplished this, God can create a
new soul to accompany the new per-
son whom the married couple have
helped Him produce, it God wants to
produce another ereature at that time.

I say ‘God can create a new soul’,
becausce, after the origin of our specics,
God, except once, did not create
another of our specics, except as a
result of conjugation of a man and a
woman. } say ‘except once’, bur then
he asked for, and reccived the willing-
ness of Mary, before He created the
man Jesus in her womb. Be it done
unto me according to thy word.

The only prohibition stated in the
encyclical is to prevent any interfer-
ence, for example the use of condoms
or pills, to prevent conception. The
mutual sclf-sacrificc of refraining from
conjugation at a time of the month
when mutual pleasure and delighe are
most likely to be strongest is not inter-
ference, and is a method, still with no
certainty, of preventing conception
which is legitimate, because it does
not interfere with God’s design.

John Kanc
Morwell, VIC

Conjugal acts 2

From Fr Patrick [. Sharpe MSC

I read Bob Berghout's letter [Furcka
Street, March 1994) with much inter-
cst. 1 sincerely sympathise with Bob
and his wife in their devastation about
the state of their marriage and their
scarch for ‘The Conjugal Act’.

I feel sure that all their worrics
would disappearif they were fortunate
cnough to locate their ‘Sexual Rela-
tions’. These people seem to hold the
sceret to carrying out ‘The Conjugal
Act’. As a Rcligious, with a vow of
chastity, and a priest, hound by the law
of celibacy, T know very little about

‘The Conjugal Act’, as, T believe, it
may only be done in marriage.

1 know the scarch for onc’s ‘Sexual
Relations’ can be long, tedious and
frustrating, but should they be suc-
cesstul 1 am sure the result of such a
quest will be rewarding. My sister’s
son’s daughterhasa son and my broth-
er’s daughter’s son has a daughter. 1
have lots and lots of cousins, some of
them many times removed bug, again,
I keep wondering it they might be, by
some strange miracle, my ‘Sexual Re-
lations’.

1 extend to Bob and his wite every
encouragement in trying to solve their
problem with ‘The Conijugal Act’ but
feel sure they will have success only
when/if they cventually locate cheir
‘Sexual Relations”.

Patrick J. Sharpe MSC
Randwick, NSW.

Conjugal acts 3

From I Langford

In responsc to the last paragraph of Bob
Berghout'sletter (Fureka Street, March
1994, please pass my lecter on to him:

‘Dear Mr Berghout,

‘In response to your logical and
witty letrer, and to your pleain the lase
paragraph for helptul enlightenment, 1
am responding with pleasure as this
subject is one of my fortes.

‘You may know that before the
atom was ceventually split by the com-
bined brain power of the world’s top
scientists, including that of Einstein's,
combincd with the unlimited finances
of the USA, the splicting of the atom
was the scemingly impossible dream
of all scientists.

‘Ever since 1 have been telling my
friends, based on my practical knowl-
cdge of physical and psychological
medicine, that to split the atom was
but child’s play compared to the crea-
tion of the successful matching and
creating of a male-female relationship,
the physical and psychological com-
plexitv is so enormous!

‘Because of this I could only be of
help and service to you, if T oied to
compress this astronomically big sub-
jeet into a few pages and send it to you
at your address in Lambron.

‘Should you be interested, please
let me know your full address and |
will respond.’

1. Langford
Sofala, v
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Waiting for St Jude

ECENTLY The New York
Times reported, at its usual cxtrava-
gant length, on a great national up-
surge in devotion to St Jude, the
patron saint of lost causes.

St Jude, onc of the less famous
apostles and said to have been a rel-
ative of Jesus, became fashionable in
the United States during the Great
Depression. In contemporary Amer-
ica, the increased resort to this saint
should really come as no surprise,
for there is once more a growing
sensc that the country’s social prob-
lems are beyond the help of merely
human capacities. The major prob-
lem is violent crime, but also high
on thelist—and, many believe, close-
ly linked with violence by a variety
of causal chains—arc homelessness,
chronic poverty amid spectacular
wealth, drug addiction, and family
brecakdown. And then there is AIDS.

On crime, the rampage of kill-
ings and maimings, in which guns
figurc overwhelmingly, has at last
begun to make ordinary Amcricans
wonder about
their culture of
violence and
their obsession
withgun owner-
ship.In 1992, 33
pcople  were
murdered with
P handguns in

Britain, 13 in

| Australia, and
@ 13,220 in the

USA. If Austral-

ia had the same
population as the US then the Aus-
tralian figure would increase to about
200, meaning that the US rate of
murder by handgun is about 65 times
thc Australian. Anaverage of 14 chil-
dren and tecnagers are killed with
guns in the US every day. The lead-

EUREKA STREET e May 1994

A letter from America

ing causc of death, for both black and
whitce teenage boys, is gunshot
wounds. In 1992, more than 1000
people were shot to death at work.
The recent passage through Con-
gress of the so-called Brady bill, fee-
ble cnough as its preventive provi-
sions are, was a major setback to the
powerful gun lobby. The bill insists
on a five-day waiting period before a
gun can be delivered to a customer,
and makes it a federal offence to
stealafirearm fromalicensed dealer.
This mcans that penalties for such
offences will be much greater, an
important step because many of the
guns uscd in crime are sto-
len from dealers.

HORTLY REFORE rassaGe of the
Brady bill, a resentful and disturbed
black man, with a legally-obtained
wcapon, went on a shooting ram-
page in a New York commuter train
and killed six passengers. This ‘last
straw’ on crime gave a push to the
anti-gun lobby, which wants tomove
beyond the Brady bill to such meas-
ures as a requirement that dealers or
privatc owners be required to notify
the authorities of lost or stolen guns,
that licensed gun-dealers be prop-
erly screened, and that licensing fees
for gun-dealers be increased tenfold.
This last measure might cut down
onthe numberof ‘kitchen-table deal-
ers’, who operate from homec or the
boot of a car, and arc¢ plausibly
believed to be responsible forbuying
and selling the majority of guns uscd
in crimes. Nationwide, there are
264,000 kitchen-table dealers as
against only 20,000 gun stores.

Another worry for the gun lobby
is the increasing number of town-
ships and suburbs that have placed
total bans on the possession of hand-
guns. In November, the city of Mil-

waukee will hold a referendum on
the question, and the pundits be-
lieve thatit will be the tirst major US
city to endorse such a ban. But the
friends of the gun arc bouncing back,
and in Florida recently legislation
banning the sale of assault weapons
and prohibiting the sale of firearms
to people under

21 was defeated “_
incommittee. It

is scriously ar- @
gucd that a fac-

tor in this deci-

sion was the

interventionofa

Florida Republi-

can mcmber of

the House of

Representa-

tives, James P.

Kerrigan, who is

an advocatc of

public hangings. Kerrigan reported
having experienced a viston from
beyond of John Wayne, who told
him to fight any ban on assault weap-
ons. The Duke’s present address was
not revealed.

The Three Strikes Epidemic

The Manhattan killings also gave a
boost to the US government’s pro-
posed crime bill, which includes a
vast amount of spending on increased
law enforcement and a toughening
of penalties for violent crime. Prom-
inent among these is the notorious
(or famous, depending on your per-
spective) provision for ‘three strikes
and you’re out’ mandatory sentenc-
ing. This sporting battlecry, perhaps
betterputas ‘threestrikes and you're
in—for cver’, requires the perma-
nent, unparolable incarceration of
thosce convicted of a third fclony
offence. It is partially retrospective,
so if, a day after such legislation is



enacted, you arc convicted of a felo-
ny to add to two previous such
convictions, then that is your third
strike.

The idea is tremendously popu-
lar, and is supported by both left and
right, but the experience of the state
of Washington, wherc such legisla-
tion has been on the books for two
years, suggests that it has certain
drawbacks. A major one is that by
removing important arcas of judg-
ment and discretion from the judici-
ary, such legislation ensures that
teenagers who are convicted of three
stupid, intimidating but basically
non-violent crimes (such as stealing
$60 by pretending that a hand in the
coatpocketisa gun} will go tojail for
lifc. The policy also ignores consid-
crable evidence that the resort to
crime, even violent crime, is some-
thing that many offenders grow out
of. So a large number of prisoners
will be incarcerated for a very long
period of time during which they are
no longer a threat to socicty.

Another curiosity of the policy is
that it disregards the fact that Amer-
ica alrcady houses far more prison-
crs, per head of population, than oth-
cr countries (455 per 100,000 com-
parcd to 46 per 100,000 in Japan, for
instance!, and prison populations are
rapidly increasing even without the
three-strike laws., The number of
Amecricans in prison has trebled since
1980 the year that the Reagan-Bush
era began) and much of the increase
is related to the practice of fighting
the drug epidemic by jailing small-
time offenders. About 20 per cent of
federal prisoners, for instance, are
drug offenders who have no prior
record and no history of violence.

Then there is the financial side of
the crime bill. It is estimated that, in
its present form,

it will cost
Do $US22 billion
[$A33 billion),
which many be-
licve could be
better spent on
crime preven-
tion programs,
less punitive
drug policics,
some positive
attempt to deal
with the misery

of homelessness, and improved cdu-
cational and other opportunitics for
the vast underclass who are mostly
black or Hispanic. Implementation
of the mcasurc is ¢stimated to be
likely to require 20 new prisons in
California alone. Onc critic of the
‘get tough’ policy has ironically de-
scribed it as ‘a remarkable new so-
cial program’ that aims ‘to house,
feed and provide
geriatric support
services for eld-
crly Americans
who have led
worthless,
harmful lives.”

Crimeiscer-
tainly a massive
problem in the
US, particularly
in the cities. In
Britain, there is
a great debate
about arming
ordinary police officers because of
an increasce in murders and assaults
on police. But only 10 police officers
have been killed in criminal attacks
in Britain in the past five years, and,
although this is an alarming figure,
it 1s dwarfed by the statistics from
the USA where 328 have been killed
inthe samce period. Allowing for pop-
ulation difterences, thatisstill rough-
ly seven times as many.

In New York City alone, more
than 40 taxi drivers were murdered
last ycar, mostly by gunshot, and
schoolchildren routinely carry guns
or knives to school, many of them as
a means of protection. (One of the
proposals seriously mooted for deal-
ing with crime is the mandatory jail-
ing of first-offending schoolchildren
convicted of carrying weapons, and
Florida is considering the death pen-
alty for 14 year-olds convicted of
murder.} The killing or wounding of
children who are caughtin the cross-
firc of shootouts between drug-gang
members is now a routine occur-
rence in cities like New York and
Chicago. Often, the gang members
are no more than children them-
sclves.

And, in spite of all the talk of
‘safe scx” and condoms, the AIDS
scourge continues to kill and ravage.
It can no fonger be pretended that it
isonly amajor problem for gay males.
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AIDS is now the primary causc of
decath among American women aged
between 25 and 44 in nine of Amer-
ica’s largest citics, and the fourth
leading cause nation-wide for wom-
en in that age range. Yet in a recent
survey of American women, 84 per
centof respondents, asked about sex-
ually transmitted diseascs, agreed
with the sentence: ‘Ie won’t happen
to me.’

Of course, no one in America
wants anything to happen to them
that requires scrious health care.
What is humorously called the
‘healtheare system’ is now at break-
ing point; cveryone realises that
some reform is needed, but no one
can agree on what should be done.
Even the insurance companics, who
arcat the heart of the problem, think
that some change is neceded, if only
for cosmetic purposes, but their pri-
mary response is to spend huge sums
on a lavish television campaign
against President Clinton's proposed
health-care reforms. Once of these
has two exemplary {very hcalthy)
middic-Americans worrying away
about the Clinton plan’s alleged de-
feets and its threat to their ‘“freedom
of choice’, and admitting that the
present situation isn’t the best, but
finally looking
pleadingly atc the
screen as they
say: ‘There's got
to be a hetter
way.’

A Better Wav
with Health?
The Clintons,
with the style
that c¢ndcears
them tosomany
Amcrican intel-
lectuals, have done theirown filmed
send-up of this advertisement. Star-
ing carnestly at cach other they dia-
logue roughly as follows:

She: ‘I've been reading this compli-
cated Clinton health plan, and you
know what, there’s nothing in here
that says that undcer the president’s
so-called reforms you won’t get sick
anymore!’

He: ‘My gosh! But that's not all. I've
rcaditright through, and cven though
it’s supposed to give you universal
cover, you are still going to die!”

EUREKA STREET



14

Both:‘There's got tobeabetter way.’

Butstylealone won't get the Clin-
ton legislation through, and part of
the problem is that there iv a better
way, a way that the Clintons ruled
outat the startas politically unfeasi-
ble. Their plan is palpably an im-
provement on the present chaos,
dominated as it is by rapacious and
irresponsible insurance companics
and generating insancly high costs
for treatment and for cover.

As illustration of some of the
problems, a friend of mince has to

have a fairly se-
A rious operation
- shortly in New
York and she
will pay $1400
($A2000) a day
just for her hos-
pital hed. Her
a insurance com-
pany says that it
$@m will pay rcason-
able hospital and
medical costs,
but it refuses to
specity  what
costs in this case it will treat as
rcasonable. They will only tell her
this when she submits her claim.
The doctor says she should be in
hospital for at Icast three days, but
the insurance company currently
insists that she should only be there
for onc dav and that onc day is all
they will pay. As a young {unten-
urcd] philosophy lecturer she is bet-
ter placed than many to withstand
these uncertainties, but to say that
this is a grotesque way to handle
health problems is to engage in un-
derstatement.

Unfortunatcly, the Clinton re-
sponsc is insufficiently wholeheart-
cd. The president’s complex scheme
puts the onus for providing health
carc predominanty upon employ-
ers, and continues the major role
{with some restrictions)of the insur-
ance companies. Small employers
arc rightly complaining that, for
them, itisahcavy tax on jobs. In my
view, the Clintons made a scerious
misjudgment in not going all out for
what they privately admit {so [ am
reliably informed) to be “the beteer
way’, namely, a taxation-funded
‘single-payer’ scheme, like the Aus-
tralian, Canadian or British. The
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Clintons thought that the obsession-
alanti-government, anti-taxation at-
titudes of the American public would
make this politically impossible, but
their own plan is facing massive ob-
jections anyway, some of which arise
from genuine flaws inic. In any casce,
the public arce so fed up with the
existing arrangements that they
might just have hbought a radical al-
ternative.

And then there are the homeless,
the hopelessly unbalanced, and the
bheggars—three groups that often
overlap, and which are such una-
voidable sights in the major cities
across the country. Rudi Giuliani,
the newly installed conscrvative
mayor of New York, hopes to deal
with this and other problems by cut-
ting weclfare and public spending
while increasing police power and
presence on the streets. Given the
findings of a rccent inquiry into the
NYPD {‘New York Police Depart-
ment’, for those who haven’t caught
up with the modish TV show NYPD
Bluel, which found massive arcas of
serious corruption andabusc of pow-
cr, onc may bhe pardoned some

scepricism about this re-
SpONSse.

(L EAMILY IS A ToPIC of constant
discussion: its decline, the impor-
tance of reviving it in order to solve
all the nation’s ills, the supposed
disasters of the single-parent family,
gay familics and, especially, gay fam-
ilics who want to raise children. Per-
haps the greatest hullabaloo has been
raiscd by the one-parent family, since
the vast majority of single parents
arc black women: fixing on this as
the country’s major social problem
is bound to raise hackles of racism.
But although there is some plausi-
bility in the idea that, other things
heing cqual, a childis better off with
two parents, the ‘other things” are
scldom cqual in the chaos of modern
Amecrican cities, especially for black
Americans.

There seem to be two principal
problems for the black community:
drugs, and the apparent decline ot
religious influence. Religion, espe-
cially Baptist Christianity, is still a
potent torce among older blacks but
it scems to have lost much of its grip
upon the urban young. In the recent

past, religion was not only a consola-
tion against the temptations to rage
or despair and a dircct barrier to
crime, but it provided an incentive
to non-violent political and social
activism. Without it, young blacks
arc drawn into the glamour and pros-
pectsof instant wealth that the crim-
inal drug culture offers.

Light amid the Gloom!
Yetinspite of the gloom, some things
are working, and some signs are ¢n-
couraging. First of all the US econo-
my is actually strong and scems to
be getting stronger. Growth is up,
uncmploymentdown, and the Amer-
ican worker is apparently more in-
dustrious than cver. The social prob-
lems are enormous, and the scandals
spectacular, but the restless energy
and imagination so characteristic of
Amecrica fucls an incessant public
cxchange of ideas that often produc-
es impressive results. Recently, Jus-
tice Harry Blackmun, at 85 the old-
est member of the Supreme Court
andshortly toretire, gavealucidand
passionate dissenting judgment on
the issue of capital punishment.
Previously an adherent of the
Supreme Court's endorsement of the
death penaley as not heing “a crucl
and unusual punishment’, and hencee
constitutional, Blackmun has de-
clared that ‘“from this day torward, 1
no longer shall tinker with the ma-
chinery of death’. His conversion is
not shared by his tellow justices, but
it may scrve to reopen the debate on
this Issue. Essentially Blackmun
believes that the court’s allowal of
capital punishment is based on a
confusion, since
it requires that
the death penal-
ty be adminis-
tered with con-
sistency  and
fairness, but that
italsoallows for
discretion and
concern for the
particularities of
cach casc. Black-
mun thinks that
inpractice these
two requirements have proved in-
compatible so that ‘the death penal-
ty remains fraught with arbitrari-
ness, discrimination, caprice and













‘Racists are not the
only people
discomfited by
Unaipon'’s story.
“Unaipon was d

coconut,” Wandmaker

says. “You know what
that means! White on
the inside. Today’s
activists don’t sce him
das someone to
celebrate™.

—Duavid Unaipon will

be commemorated on

the new $50 bill.
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N THE MODERN WORLD, MOvics
are the chief means of commu-
nicating idcas to mass audienc-
¢s. So belicves the Reverend
Fred Wandmaker, which is why
this Anglican priest with no
knowledge of cinema has strug-
gled for a decade and a half to
get a feature film made about
David Unaipon.

Unaipon’s story would
make a good movie, but the film
would make cveryone feel un-
comfortable. Once onc of Aus-
tralia’s best-known Aborigines,
David Unaipon doesn’t fit either
the racist stereotypes or those of
the politically correct. For the
modern viewer, his lifc could be
made to encapsulate the contra-
dictions, the alicnation and the
difficultics inherent in the con-
cept of reconciliation.

Unaipon was born 1873, in
a bark wurly on the banks of the
lower Murray. The term ‘tribe’
is inappropriate for Murray River Aborigines, but the
loose name for the groups that roamed this part of
the continent was the Ngarrindijeri.

Unaipon’s parents remembered the coming of the
white man. His father was the first convert to Chris-
tianity among the lower Murray blacks, and taught
both himself and his son to read, and Unaipon grew
up to master white man’s knowledge. He was also
one of the first Ngarrindjeri youths not to be
initiated. It was always intended that he

should be a model of integration—a smart
black.

E WAS VERY SMART INDEED. Unaipon was a bril-
liant inventor. During his lifetime, he was described
by one newspaper as Australia’s answer to Leonardo
da Vinci. At an early age, Unaipon read two books
that were to form the rest of his life. One was the
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Bible. The other was Isaac Newton'’s Laws of Phys-
ics.

Adopting Newton’s ideas about curvilincar mo-
tion, in 1907 Unaipon succeeded in converting curvi-
lincar motion into a straight-linc movement and
invented the hinge that drives the modern sheep
shears. His device converted the formally circular
motion of the cutting blade into a more cfficient hor-
izontal motion. He patented the idea, but never man-
aged to get the funds to develop it, and eventually it
was stolen from him and widely adopted, without any
moncey or credit coming his way.

As well, Unaipon described the principle of the
helicopter hefore this type of aircraft was invented.
In 1914 he wrote: ‘An aeroplane can be manutactured
that will rise straight into the air from the ground by
application of the boomerang principle ... the boomer-
ang is shaped to rise in the air according to the veloc-
ity with which it is propelled, and so can an aeroplane.
This class of flying machine can also be carried on
board ship, the immense advantages of which arc ob-
vious.” Unbeknown to Unaipon, several experiments
in vertical take-off had alrcady becen made, but the
first helicopter did not fly until 1930. It used ¢xactly
the principle Unaipon had foreseen.

In other writings Unaipon predicted the devel-
opment of lasers, and in his later years, after moving
back to a stonc cottage on the Mission where he was
raised, he threw himself into attempting to solve the
age-old problem of perpetual motion. He made
numerous models and machines, including a “hoax’
perpetual motion machine with which he toured
around fair grounds in an attempt to raise money for
his rescarch.

Unaipon was one of the first Aboriginal writers,
putting together booklets of Aboriginal legends and
giving public addresses on the advancement of
Aborigines to various churches, schools and tertiary
institutions. He died in 1967, at the age of 95.

Wandmaker, now an Anglican priest in the Mcl-
bourne suburb of East Malvern, was for somc ycars
secretary for Aboriginal Affairs to the Australian Board
of Missions. Since first hcaring Unaipon’s story in the
late 1970s, he has approached almost every film-



funding body trying to stir up interest in a film. Sev-
cral professionals have been fired by the idea: the doe-
umentary maker Anne Deveson was interested,
journalist Iain Gillespic wrote an outline and scripe-
writer Tony Morphett was going to prepare a treat-
ment; but nothing has come of it.

In the surge of interest in Aboriginal history dur-
ing the bicentenary year, Wandmaker hoped the
project would at last be picked up, but racists are not
the only people discomfited by Unaipon’s story.
‘Unaipon was a coconut,” Wandmaker says. ‘You
know what that means? White on the inside. Today’s
activists don’t see him as someonce to celebrate’

Unaipon was the sort of Aborigine whose life sto-
ry was used by the National Missionary Council in
1955 as an example of ‘Aborigines who have made
good’.

‘Aborigines do not lack intelligence and are not
unattractive in personality or appearance,’ said a 1955
Ministers’ Bulletin containing Unaipon’s biography.
The bulletin was intended for the use of ministers
‘on the first convenient Sunday tollowing the observ-
ance of Australia Day’.

Unaipon himself, writing his lifc story, said: ‘As
a native lad T found there was no information availa-
ble about the past history of the human race except
that which came down through the traditions of the
old men of the tribes. In listening to the old men’s
storics I could not find any record of worthy achicve-
ments by the members of my own race, but what a
contrast [ found when Topened the Bible. There I found
thrilling storics of adventure and achievement which
spurrcd mc to action.

‘In various places of the Bible I found the black-
fellow playing a part in lif¢’s program. 1 found it was
a blackfellow that befriended the prophet Jeremiah
when he was unjustly cast into prison. It was a black-
fellow who was there at the right moment to relicve
Jesus by bearing the cross when the Saviour fell be-
neath its weight. It was in this book I lecarned that
God made all nations of one hlood and that in Christ
Jesus colour and racial distincetions disappeared. This
helped me many times when I was refused
accommodation because of my color and race.

‘Thave often been asked the best method of deal-
ing with the Aboriginal problem. Thave carcfully stud-
icd the plans adopted for the advancement of

Aborigines, and [ sce no way out but in co-

operation between white and black races.’
UNAII‘()N, WHO WAS BROUGHT UP at the Point McLeay
Mission ncar Tailem Bend and Lake Alexandrina,
witnessed the disruption caused by the coming of the
white man. He wrote: ‘Through the want of under-
standing each other, white and black came into con-
tlict. Spears were thrown and the white man’s superior
weapons were used upon the natives with deadly ef-
fect. All this camce about because the blackfellow did
not understand the white man’s aims, and neither side

had a grasp of the language neces-
sary for a proper understanding be-
tween them.’

But, Unaipon wrote, the first
missionary to the lower Murray
tribcs made all the difference.
George Taplin converted David’s
father, and became superintendent
of the Port McLeay Mission, on
behalf of an interdenominational
group called the Aboriginal Friends
Association.

‘Mr Taplin did not cxpect to
change the lives of the older people,’
wrote Unaipon, ‘but centred his ac-
tivitics on the younger generation.
Hc established a school which T at-
tended and chere entered a new men-
tal world. He associated with this a
dormitory so that the boys and girls
might be trained in civilised ways,
and it was there I'learned to use a

knife and fork, say grace
and adopt table manners.’

I HUS THE UNINITIATED YOU'TH bcgan

his life as a modcl of reconciliation
and integration, as those terms were
then understood. The Unaipon sto-
ry could be told as a tale about the
bridges built and destroyed by two
fathers and their sons—the Un-
aipons and the Taplins.

George Taplin, whom David
Unaipon was to credit with the
growth of understanding between
black and white, diced largely from
the stress associated with allega-
tions that his son, Frederick, had
raped an Aboriginal girl on the mis-
sion. The story, which Unaipon nev-
er told, has been documented by the
historian Graham Jenkin.

After Taplin’s death, the lead-
ing members of the Ngarrindjeri
tricd to persuade the Aboriginal
Friends Association committee not
to allow Frederick to replace his fa-
ther, Their wishes, and the allega-
tions they made against Frederick,
were ignored.

Frederick took over. He was not
a spiritual man, and on onc occa-
sion, the AFA committee was
obliged to point out to him that his
report had neglected to mention
anything about the spiritual life of

the Port McLeay community. As well, there were con-
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Wandmaker first became
aware of Unaipon when
he was contacted by
researchers looking for
information about
Aboriginal inventors.

‘My first thought was
that this wasn’t possible.
That Aborigines made
good botanists, good
natural scientists, but not
inventors. That was a
racist assumption. I was
very startled that, after
years of fighting against
racism, I was still a
racist. I am an all-or-
nothing person. I couldn’t

let that realisation go.’
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tinuing and regular allegations that he was harassing py David Unaipon, 1909
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and sexually assaulting Aboriginal women. This cul-
minated in March 1889, when a deputation of all the
senior Ngarrindjeri churchmen made a trip to Ad-
claide to speak to the committee  1d to petition them
for Taplin’s removal.

It is probably a mcasure of how scriously they
were taken that, although notes of their allegations
were made, they were not entered into the minute
book. The notes were probably destroyed. The hear-
ing was adjourncd for a day, but chance—or provi-
dence—changed the course of events,

Frederick Taplin died that night, when his usual
lodging house, the Hindley Strect Coffece Palace, burnt
down mysteriously. Taplin was the only person to

Adopting Newton's ideas
about curvilinear
motion, in 1907 Unaipon
succeeded in converting
curvilinear moti 11into a
straight-line movement
and invented the hinge
that drives the modern
sheep shears. His device
converted the formally
circular motion  the
cutting blade into a more
efficient horizontal
motion. He pate ‘ed the
idea, but never managed
to get the funds to
develop it, and
eventually it was stolen
from him and widely

adopted.

dic in the blaze, although his bed
and other articles in his room were
untouched by smoke or flame.
There was a flat roof outside his
window that would have made
eseape casy.

Other lodgers suggested he had
dicd trying to save others, but none
reported having been saved by him.
Nevertheless, three years later the
heroie account of his death had been
accepted, and an article in the Chris-
tian Colonist painted him as a hero,
stating that he had ‘gone up to Heav-
en in a chariot of fire’. The reason
he had been in Adelaide—to face al-
legations of sexual misconduct—

had been entirely forgot-

ten or glossed over.

A'I rHIs Tiaie, David Unaipon
would have been 17, already able to
read Greek and Latin, and well
aware of what was going on in his
community. His father was almost
certainly one of the leading church-
men who made the trip to Adelaide,
and also the main person who kept
Christianity alive at Port McLeay
during Frederick Taplin’s time. Yet
David Unaipon never made any ad-
verse comments on the Frederick
Taplin casc in any of his writings.

During Fred Wandmaker's at-
tempts to get the Unaipon story
made into a film, two possible open-
ing scenes have been suggested.
One, put forward by Tony Morphett
in his sketeh, shows the mission in
the 1960s, with drunken youths, car

20

wreeks, and, in a stone hut, Unaipon surrounded by
lecarned books and the whirring cogs of his perpetual-
motion machine. He speaks, and takes us back to the
first appearance of the white man in the Coorong. It
is like science fiction: death comes down the river
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silently, with fever and sores. Decades later appear
strangers whom the Ngarrindjeri call Grinkari, that
being the name for corpse. The Ngarrindjeri custom
is to smoke their dead over fires and remove their
outer skin. The resulting body is pink. The Grinkari
look like that.

The rest of the story is about how the Grinkari
ccase to be like creatures from science fiction. It is
about the way Unaipon moves from his own world
into that of the Grinkari, and begins his own, science
tiction-like and never-ending, scarch for the perpetus-
al-motion machine.

The other possible opening, suggested by the
Reverend Fred Wandmaker, concerns an carlier inci-
dent—the shipwreck of the Maria when David
Unaipon was a boy. Members of the Ngarrindjeri res-
cucd the crew, fed them, and guided chem almost all
the way back to Adelaide, but at the last minute there
was 4 falling out and the Aborigines murdered the
whites. The reprisals for this were indiscriminate,
bloody and remorseless.

Wandmaker envisaged the vielent scene then
cutting sharply to a 12-year-old Unaipon rcading New-
ton's Laws of Physics, with the Bible beside him on
the sand dune, and his father, showing initiation
marks on his chest, acting as tutor,

Wandmaker first became aware of Unaipon when
he was contacted by rescarchers looking for informa-
tion about Aboriginal inventors. ‘My tirst thought was
that this wasn’t possible. That Aborigines made good
botanists, good natural scientists, but not inventors.
That was a racist assumption. I was very startled that
after years of tighting against racism, I was still a rac-
ist. I am an all-or-nothing person. 1 couldn’t Tee that
realisation go.’

Wandmaker was himscelf once a marine engineer.
Having found out about Unaipon’s story, he was
determined to bring it to the attention of morce Aus-
tralians.

But Unaipon, so much a man of his times, per-
sonitying the contlicts, lics and imperfect attempts
at reconciliation, is today a man about whom no once
can feel comfortable. As well, Unaipon had a shadowy
side. Little is known about his marriage, but there
arc reports that he abused his wife and locked her up.

‘You can’t scriously say he wasn't interested in
the advancement of his people,” Wandmaker says, but
Unaipon’s acceptance of missionary life and appar-
ently easy surrender of his own traditions mean he is
not seen as someonce to celebrate.

Unaipon was brought up to be a bridge berween
cultures, but when the bridge was built, the shores
remained far apart. Today, very few Australians have
heard Unaipon’s name.

Margaret Simons is a freelance journalist. Her novel
The Ruthless Garden describes the impact of Euro-
pean settlement on the lower Murray.
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The limi:s ot deriocracy

HEN I GOT HOME TO MELBOURNE FROM LoNDON I had the feeling something important
had been scttled for me. My private audience with the Queen, which was part of the Com-
monwealth Writers Prize, had been morc significant for me than I'd thought it could pos-
sibly be. I grew up on a south London Council cstate. My accent of birth is the accent of
the lackeys who work in London’s clubland, around St James and Pall Mall. My father was
once a hall porter. The hall porter at the Royal Overscas League, where the Common-
wealth Foundation put me up, and which is in Park Place St James, had my old accent. The
particular accent I'm speaking of (which is not Cockney) extends, mysteriously for outsid-
ers to the system, to include certain Scots and Irish. I was having afternoon tea with Alistair
Niven, who heads the literature unit of the Arts Council in the UK, and he was telling me
that things had changed since ' was a boy. When I dropped my Australian accent, however,
and slipped into the accent of my birth to ask Alistair if it were not still inconceivable that
a tutor at Oxford would speak with such an accent, he was taken aback. He was silent for
a moment. Then he agreed. In that respect nothing has changed.

GOIN(: TO SEE THE QUEEN WAS A BIT OF A JOKE. It was a good excusc to meet my English agent and to talk
to publishers and to make other interesting contacts in London, as well as to give a lecture at the
University of Arhus in Denmark, where Professor Anna Rutherford is teaching The Ancestor Game in
her course on the new literatures in English—a discipline which understands that England is no longer
the cultural centre for literatures in English. And then to spend a few precious days with my mother,
who is eighty-five and lives alone in Dorsct.

Louis Joseph, chauffeur to Dr Humayun Khan, the director of the Commonwealth Foundation and
my host on this occasion, called for me at the Royal Overscas League at ten past twelve and we drove to
Buckingham Palace. As The Times cxpressed it next day in its court circular, Dr Khan was ‘in attend-
ance’. In the car on the way he asked me if I was nervous. I said T wasn’t. Which was true. We drove
slowly. We were early. There was the usual crowd of tourists looking through the railings at that emipty
parade ground in front of the palace. As our car drew up to the front gate and it became clear that we
were going to be admitted, the people at the railings rushed towards us, trying to see who was inside.
The policeman saluted and we drove in.

The enormous size and silence of the place. The unusual amount of space around the building
isolating it. Not a soul in sight, except the long grey overcoats of the guards swaying a bit in the shad-
ows. A vast building. Dr Khan, who has been a diplomat all his working life, was concerned that we
were a litele early. Louis reassured him. Once across the parade ground we drove through an arched
entrance and emerged onto an empty courtyard. Two acres of gravel, raked like a Chinese garden. No
ornament or tree or pot plant. Nothing. Louis drove slowly along the side of the building to our left and
turned right at the end. There was a covered porch with a red carpet. A lackey in dark blue livery (royal
blue?} came down the steps. A motion of his white gloved hand drew us on, overcoming Dr Khan's fear
of being ten minutes carly. Detail had suddenly become significant to me. T was still thinking about—I
was still experiencing the unexpected elation of—passing through the gates. But I wasn’t nervous. It was
still a bit of a joke. It was still something odd that 1 was doing once in a lifetime that was related to
nothing else T had ever done or would ever do again. It was still a funny thing for an ordinary person like
me to be doing on Tuesday. It was still something I'd feel a need to make a joke of to my friends when
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point at which democracy stops in a democracy. Ordinary people don’t have any bearing on things
beyond that point. There’s no discussion. Beyond that point there’s something implacable thate di-
rects cvents. That’s what the black uniform and the spurs signified, and the kilt by the front door.
Then of course there were the police out there, waving Louis through the gate.

‘It’s a Wellington,” the duchess informed Dr Khan and me, referring to the equerry’s black frock
coat, which I'd wondered about aloud. *“The Duke of Wellington designed it. I prefer it to tails. It's
much more comforta . And it looks a bit military don’t you think?” We looked, and the splendid
young man smiled and permitted himself to be looked at. ‘Tt’s all right this weather,” he said, patting
the thickly woven chest picce. ‘But in the summer it’s uncomfortable.” We laughed. We knew he
could take it. Discomfort—cven wounds. He would bear all that. He would give his life. We were
liberated by his presence. We all wanted to talk at once. Tt was impossible not to be this young
man’s friend. ‘My son,” the duchess said, ‘worked as a jackeroo in Australia. You did that too, didn’t
you?’ Yes, I'd done that, [ said. “‘Have you been to Australia?’ T asked the equerry. No, but he’d love
to go, he said, “‘Where’s your son now?’ Tasked the duchess. ‘He's in the City. He's a country boy at
heart but decided he’d make his million before going down to the farm.” We laughed some more. It
was wonderful to think of all this, millions in the City and places waiting in the country, and us
sitting here chatting in Buckingham Palace, which in a way was probably the best address in the
world. And the equerry was training for the London Marathon. ‘Do you have marathons in Austral-
ia?’ The duchess wishes to know. I told her we have an epidemic of them. We all laughed again. It
was casy to talk and to laugh now. Wc¢ were among friends. T felt sorry to see her go

when the duchess took her leave of us. Apart tfrom pressing the wrong

button she had waited well.

ON(:E WL WERE ALONE, we three men in the comfortable sitting room, the cquerry turned to me.
‘Tt’s very simple really,” he said. ‘Just think of two in and two out. The rest is up to you.’ I found
myself listening carefully to his instructions. I might have been the sergeant major. I wanted to get
it right. He stood by the door and showed me what he meant. ‘U'll precede you down the passage. Her
room is at the end on the right. [t's a fairly narrow doorway, so I'll go in ahead of you and dress to the
right.” T was keen for him to sce that I'd understood his usce of this military term. ‘Yes,” T said,
watching him and listening. ‘You follow mc in and I'll announce you. She’ll be standing some way
in the room in front of you. Just a nod of the head from you and I'll withdraw. You go forward and
shake her hand and another nod of the head. After that it’s up to you. When you leave, the same
procedure. A nod of the head as you shake hands, then turn round when you reach the door and
again, a nod of the head. Two in two out. Just remember that.’

A lackey came to the door and said something to the equerry. The cquerry turned to me, ‘It's
time to go,” he said, serious but sympathctic. Two in two out, [ said to myself. Dr Khan and I stood
and followed him—just as we would have followed him into battle. The situation had reached a
point where nothing could be done except go forward and facc it. Nervous was not quite the word for
the way Iele. Twas to be tested in some way that I had not been tested in before. T wanted very much
to get it right. The equerry, I knew—for my sake and not for his own sake—but generously, decent-
ly, as part of his elaboratc values about people, wanted me to get it right. Dr Khan, my companion
on this occasion, the carcer diplomat who had once been Pakistan’s high commissioner in London
and who knew all about these things, wanted me to get it right. For my own sake they wanted me to
get it right. We walked down the long narrow corridor together and it seemed a good time to be
silent with cach other. It was my test. It would be up to me how things would go. I could decide.
They would leave it un to me. No one would interfere. T was being invited to be myself.

This isn’t finish¢ 1 mcan T haven’t said yet what had been settled for me by this visit. But it
had something to do with that business that Steven Muir—the thinly fictionalised me—talks about
at the beginning of The Ancestor Game, when he says he hopes there might be a reconciliation for
him with the country of his birth in the publication of his book in England. I feel as though I'll never
need to go back to England again. Or nced to expend good psychic energy dealing with my childhood
experience of rejection and humiliation. The English are proficient at invalidating their own people,
and themsclves. T feel T've overcome that hidden treachery in mysclf at last. Is that a good thing
though, I wonder? For an artist to feel? The resolution of some deep old conflict that he’s been roo
ashamed to talk about openly before?

Alex Miller is a visiting fellow in the English department at La Trobe University. His most recent
novel, The Ancestor Ganmie, won both the Miles Franklin Awa " Wri
Prize.
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Quixote

Ray Cassin

HY DON’T YOU ORGANISE a game of crown and
anchor or something like that?’

She grimaces. ‘Be serious. A lot of these people
were brought up as strict Methodists, and I can get
the raised-eyebrow treatment just by suggesting that
they have a sweep on Cup day. If | mentioned crown
and anchor they probably wouldn’t know what it was.
And if they did know, they might start to wonder
whether I really ought to be a minister. What is crown
and anchor, anyway?

‘It's sort of like roulette, except it uses symbols—
crowns and anchors and things—instead of numbers.
It's simpler, so it’s harder to rig the wheel. And I was
serious. At school the brothers used to organise a gam-
bling day for the year 12s when they needed to buy
more sports equipment or some books for the library.
The crown-and-anchor table always drew the biggest
crowd. And the biggest losers. Or the biggest winners,
so far as the brothers were concerned.’

Now she is giving me the raised-eyebrow treat-
ment. ‘But that was actively encouraging small boys
to gamble!

‘Well, yes. But Catholics have never had much
of a problem with that. Especially Irish Catholics, and
when I was at school the church still had an Irish
flavour in this country. But that’s mostly gone now.
So has the need for gambling days, I expect. I've not
kept up contact with the school I went to, and it's a
long time ago now .../

‘Oh yes, you're a decrepit old man.’

‘As T was saying, it’s a long timc ago now. But
last year when I was in Perth I drove past the place.
It’s much bigger, huge in fact, and it’s got all sorts of
things that were only rudimentary when I was there.
Like playing fields.’

‘Don’t tell me the brothers organised ficld-plant-
ing days, too?’

‘Sncer if you wish, but in fact that’s just what
they did. I hope whocever plays football on them now
is grateful for my sweated labour. But if they haven't
been raiscd in the rough-and-tumble of gambling days
and field-planting days, they probably wouldn’t know
what gratitude is. These days, their lavish playing
ficlds and laboratories are probably endowed by a foun-
dation, or some other servant of Mammon, which
indulges in more recondite forms of gambling on the
stock exchange.’

She groans. ‘The most tediously Irish Catholic
thing about you is the way you make up myths about
your hard-done by past. No, on second thoughts it’s
the way you use those stupid myths to pretend that
you're still hard done-by. But your lot run the coun-
try now. You've got the Prime Minister, and almost
half the cabinet, and morce than half the High Court

“Yeah, well that’s my point. I mean, look what
all those gambling days and ficld-planting days did

What's left of the tribe

for Paul Keating. I'm not sure whether the High Court
justices would have had quite the same rigorous train-
ing, because they probably didn't all go to brothers’
schools. Or at least not the sort of brothers’ schools
that Paul and I went to. But maybe they picked up a
few hints from clients they defended when they were
still young barristers. We form a disproportionately
high part of the jail population, too, you know.’

‘T know, [ was a prison chaplain. And I'm not sur-
prised that so many of you are in there, if the things
you tell me are true.’

She is silent for a moment. ‘Was it really rough-
and-tumble? I mean, you know all the things that keep
being reported about Catholic schools.’

‘1 only went to one. But I suspect it was fairly
typical of Catholic schools at the time, except per-
haps for the wealthier ones that some of the High
Court justices went to. And even they would have
been more like other Catholic schools than like rich
Protestant schools.’

‘So, was it rough-and-tumble? Were you used and
abused?’

‘Of the three charges commonly made about
those schools—that they harboured paedophiles, that
they indoctrinated their pupils on behalf of the DLP,
and their methods of discipline were brutal, only the
third scems to me to be a fair accusation. Therc were
teachers who favoured the DLP, but theirs wasn’t the
only political voice we heard. And as for sexual abuse
by teachers, I doubt that it was more common in
Catholic schools than in other institutions which
brought adults and children together. It never
happened to me, and I wasn’t aware of it happening
to anyone else at the school.’

‘Victims often repress it.’

‘Yes, but I think we would have known. Kids do.
But the violence was there, all right. The brothers were
good men, and we were never doubted that they cared
about the kids they were teaching. But sometimes
they would just flare up, explode. It wasn’t just the
cane or the blackboard ruler, either; often enough we
would get a back-hand or a fist. The sort of thing that
would get teachers charged with assault these days.
And I suppose some people would say that the vio-
lence had more than a little to do with sexual repres-
sion. Perhaps the brothcers might agree with
them—most of the ones who taught me eventually
left and got married.’

‘Or perhaps they noticed that one of their pupils
had an Irish temper, too.’

I stood up and put on my jacket.

‘Where arc you going?’

‘To the All Nations. I've got to get my football
tips in before six o’clock. There’s money on it, y'’know.

|

Ray Cassin is the production editor of Eureka Street.
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Buddhist monks dig

an air-raid shelter in

the village of Kyveik
Don, in Burma’s
Duplava district.

Photo: Martin West

HE FIRST TIME I TRAVELLED to Burma’s civil war, a
tropical storm in Thailand had broken two months of
drought. At the suburban end of the Thai border town,
a Muslim businesswoman sheltered a nightly haul of
transients. [t was always the same ritual: the travel-
lers would arrive, settle down to watch a soap opera
about marital infidelity, drink cup atter cup of weak
Burmese tea, and gossip. They could have been wait-
ing to go to bed; but they were travelling to another
country.

This time, an hour before midnighe, 11 people
boarded a truck. Overhead there was a tarpaulin, and,
underncath, bed mats destined for the Burmesce black
market cushioned tired bodies. Another truck fol-
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lowed with our baggage, cooking utensils, food and
medicine.

In the darkness of the truck, a man spoke in
Burmese. Everyonce laughed.

‘What did he say’?

"We are like smuggled goods,” Ko Zaw Tun con-
fided. "Human contraband’.

The journcy began. After 20 minutes of strug-
gling with the tarpaulin, the cargo was lefr exposed
to the night air. The passengers curved into the crev-
ices left by cach other's bodies. Ko Zaw Tun’s head
rested on the stomach of another medic.

Death Highway, the pundits called this stretch
of Thai road, and as the truck lurched and swayed
around tight corners we began to understand why:
forest above, cliffs below, the road precariously in
the middle.

The dawn woke us. At the border, a tattered
Thai flag and sign greeted the convoy. The sign was
in three languages: Thai, Burmese and English; Thai
for the drivers, Burmesce for the Karen villagers and
English for the aid workers. In Australia, where there
arc no land borders, we are a nation of swimmers
confined to our own waters. But here, a border is
like a change of scenery. It s like secing the occan
for the first time, and discovering what it is like to
push your feet through sand.

In Sckaunthit, the Burmesc border town, we ate
beans and bread, and drank tea overdosed with con-
densed milk. After paying tor our breakfast in Thai
baht, we waited.

Three of the men were medics who worked in
the civil clinics of the Karen ‘liberated” areas: Ko Zaw
Tun, 21, Ko Maung Maung, 23, and Ko Myint Soc,
31, had escaped government controlled arcas after the
bloody coup of 18 September 1988. ‘Our country’, Ko
Myint Soe told me, ‘is like a blind man’. ‘In Northern
Burma, people are very poor. They eat oats {instead of
rice} and wear clothes made from sacks.’

The few tourists who holiday in Burma ofeen re-
member a land of golden pagodas and smiling people:
the stereotype displaces images of poverty, repression,
torture, forced labour and rape. Since Ne Win came






basc and the mosque was attacked. Worshippers at
the Baptist church in ncarby Pu Ye refused to adorn
their walls with religions images—they feared
Burmese army vandalism.

“To be Burmesc is to be Buddhist,” goes the cliché.
There are three monasterices within walking distance
of Kycik Don. The monks were cautious when talk-
ing about Burma’s turbulent political history, ac-
knowledging that there were different strands of
opinion within Burmese Buddhism. They arc in a pre-
carious position. They travel widely, worshipping in
Rangoon and Moulmein, and sometimes they arc
questioned and scarched. Recently, their travel has
been curtailed. Despite their avowals of political neu-
trality, they conceded that yes, it would be casier to

Burma Dateline

1948 Britain rccognises Burmese independence but the future is
uncertain. Aung San, hero of the independence movement, and his
cabinet have been assassinated the previous year. The Karen take up
arms against the Burman majority, demanding an independent state.
1962 Ne Win comes to power after a military coup. He pursues an
isolationist foreign policy and the ‘Burmese Road to Socialism’. He
has ruled continuously, but is rumoured to have cancer.

1974 Student demonstrations and a general strike.

1987 Banknotcs arc demonctised and 80 per cent of the country’s
money supply is wiped out. The UN approves Least Developed Coun-
try Status for Burma. Student cells organise secret meetings.

18 March 1988 ‘Bloody Friday”: troops and riot police kill unarmed
protesters, mainly students, in Rangoon. Unrest spreads.

August 1988 General strike in major cities and towns. There arc daily
demonstrations and more bloodshed. Aung San’s daughter, Aung San
Suu Kyi, emcrges as key opposition leader.

18 September 1988 A military junta, the State Law and Ovder Resto-
ration Council [‘'SLORC’), takes control of Ne Win’s government,
Dissident students and unionists flee across the Thai border.

20 July 1989 Aung San Suu Kyi is placed under house arrest.

May 1990 The National League for Democracy, led by Aung San Suu
Kyi, wins more than 80 per cent of the primary vote in national elec-
tions. SLORC refuscs to hand over power.

December 1991 Aung San Suu Kyi wins Nobel Peace Prize.
January-April 1992 The Burmese army begins a dry season offensive
in Karen areas.

January 1993 A national constitutional convention begins in Ran-
goon. Delegates are hand-picked by the government, and the military
will continue to play prominent rolc.

November 1993 The Kachin Independence Organisation holds talks
with the SLORC, agreeing to a ccasefire.

travel if the leader of Burma’s democratic opposition,
Aung San Suu Kyi, came to power.

Isamaing, the imam at the local mosque, was
supcrvising the construction of a new building. His
‘nationality’ was Muslim—and he supported an inde-
pendent Karen state. The Muslim population is in a
difficult position; Burmese racial laws discriminate
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against them, and the military government restricts
the publication of Islamic literature.

At Pu Ye Baptist Church, the newest bibles and
hymnals had been printed in 1962, the year that Ne
Win staged a military coup; he had ruled continuous-
ly since then. Ana Ho, a former Karen preacher, an-
swered my questions in perfect English. She was 78.

Judson, the famed Baptist missionary, converted
the Karen in the 19th century. He had been an abys-
mal failurc in central Burma. Some claim that the cd-
ucated Karen were mobilised to organise politically,
c¢mbracing nationalism. Others argue that the Amer-
icans—and later the British—further divided Burma’s
cthnic groups. The debate is controversial; not all the
Karen are Christian, but since the national uprising

in 1988 new pressures and divisions have
occurred between the Burman and Karen.

ACK IN Mag SoT, Thailand, we heard that Kyeik
Don had been evacuated. Having spent three weeks
in this Burmese/Karen trading town, we were anx-
ious to return, and curious; it is strange to have lived
on a firing range without sceing gunsmoke. Maung
Maung and another medic, Saw Tu, were surpriscd
but agreed to accompany us to Kycik Don. Maung
Maung calmly tells me that Burmese jet fighters flew
over vesterday. ‘They do this to frighten us’, he savs.

In Kyeik Don, the main street is empty: the evac-
uees have even taken house timbers with them. But
the monks have remained. They are building an air-
raid shelter where they will hide when the Burmese
army arrives. They do not have weapons. They arce
sawing logs, carrying them across the grounds of the
monastery and depositing them near the bunker. The
utensils are versatile: an old wok serves as a container.

Everybody works, and 13-ycar-old novices help
the ordained monks. Some of the novices are hored
and they pass the time by performing cartwheels on
the mound. In the afternoon a stern, older monk does
the gardening: life as usual. We stand by the well and
bucket ourselves with water. The young monks point
to our white skins and run away when we wave. Task
a monk in his 30s if he is afraid and he tells me that
no, last year the same thing happened, and they only
fled when the Burmese launched an air attack.

Near the river, a Burmese tamily are sitting in-
side their split bamboo housc. The father is in his
50s; heis a widower with three children, having fled
Rangoon in 1967. One of his daughters is 23. She asks
whether we have caten. We can hear mortar shells in
the distance and howling dogs on the hill side. The
battle is three hours away. We gucess that their food
supplics are low, and think it tacttul to decline. They
nsist.

Every night they sleep in the jungle and return
to their house during the day. How will they know
when the army is coming? ‘“When we sce somcebody
running, we will run too. We are afraid and want to
run away, but we don’t have a bullock cart.’
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Bougainville deadlock

OW LONG WILL THE AGONY OF BOUGAINVILLE, now
in its sixth year, continue? More to the point, how
long should it be allowed to continue? An Australian
parliamentary delegation has just visited Bougainville
and accepted some responsibility for the tragedy. Their
observations ought to issue in some diplomatic initi-
ative that will help to break the deadlock.

In spite of continuing bombast from Port Mores-
by that the Bougainville Revolutionary Army (BRA)
will be defeated by the end of next month {every
month!], the Papua New Guinca Defence Force
(PNGDF]) clearly cannot do it. The PNGDF is incom-
petently led, understaffed and poorly provisioned.
{Recent newspaper reports have troops withour full
uniforms, adequate rations and ammunition.) Perhaps
a quarter of the village population are in ‘care cen-
tres’. If it were not for the Bougainville anti-rebels or
‘Resistance’ aiding the troops, the PNGDF would nev-
cr have progressed to their foothold on the eastern
coast at Arawa or established their insecure positions
in the south. Yet, during his visit here in January,
Prime Minister Wingti claimed control of 90 per cent
of the province, and briefly Bougainville copper shares
rosc accordingly.

The Bougainville Revolutionary Army cannot
win either. Because of its disorganisation and repcat-
ed violence when it controlled the province in 1990,
and becausc its uncoordinated gangs continue the vi-
olence, the BRA cannot hope to win the support of
the majority of Bougainvilleans. However deeply Bou-
gainvilleans share secessionist feelings, they will not
submit to BRA leadership confused as it is by local
cultic aspirations. The majority were not consulted
when the gricvances of the minesite landowners in
Central Bougainville precipitated the revolt. What was
the PNG’s most prosperous and best-governed prov-
ince is now a desolation. And if the PNGDF with-
drew from Bougainville again, as it did in March 1990,
there would be an internecince war greater than at
present, with the comparativ 7 well-armed BRA
avenging itself on those who failed to support it, and
payback being cxacted on all sides.

The Wingti government does not appear to be
making any move to break this deadlock, other than
looking for more support for its operational battal-
ions. Unlike former prime ministers, Somare and
Namaliu, who honoured agrecments maintaining pro-
vincial government, Prime Minister Wingti and his
Highlander associates are pursuing a centralist poli-
cy which will never be accepted by the BRA or anti-
BRA in Bougainville. Moreover, urged on by advisers
with little experience in Papua New Guinea, his im-
mediate objective is the capture of the CRA-owned
copper mine at Panguna which, before 1989, provid-
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ed 17 per cent of government revenue and 36 per cent
of export earnings. Wingti is being advised that the
mine can be restored to production within a year of
capture. Even with local cooperation, this would be
unrcalistic. Wingti’s belief is that, with a better deal
for local landowners and the killing of BRA leaders,
the revolt will end and Bougainville will settle into
integration according to his centralist model.

More seasoned obscrvers of Bougainville believe
this could not happen even if the PNGDF were able
to double its strength. The only hope for a scttlement
lies in convening a pan-Bougainville conference at
which provincial leaders will be encouraged to settle
their differences within a framework of PNG sover-
cignty. At a meeting of over 100 chicfs last April, a
call for such a conference was made. Tt was clear that
the minimum demand would be for the restoration
of provincial government and the right to determine
the future of the Panguna mine that had caused such
havoc to the entire province. In other words, that right

could no longer be claimed by local land-

owners alone.

IN THE SHORT AND MEDIUM TERMS, it scems that the
question of secession must be put aside—that is, if
Wingti has not already forestalled this by trying to
abolish provincial government in other Islands’ prov-
inces and provoking them to threaten to secede. How-
ever, leaving that mischance aside, the approach to
sccession favoured by pro-BRA sympathisers —i.c.
Bougainvilleans have an inalienable right to selt-de-
termination—takes no account of how Bougainville
will subsequently be governed or the impact on the
rest of PNG or on the fragile Solomon Islands and
other Pacific communities. Secession is also a matter
of concern to Southeast Asian governments. It would
be ironic if the BRA were to be allowed to procure
secession by reducing their provincial infrastructure
to rubble and killing their compatriots.

So the questions remain and the answer seems
to be that the Bougainville agony will continue un-
less Bougainvilleans can settle their internal differ-
ences and persuade Wingti to change his policics.

There is a major role for the churches, especially
the Catholic church, in encouraging reconciliation,
but it must avoid the trap of blaming the presence of
the PNGDF for the tragedy, as Pacific church move-
ments have done. PNG is a sovercign state, obliged
to protect its subjects and interests against subver-
sive and facile solutions—such as seccession—to its
problems. Nevertheless, Wingti’s unworkable policies
become less and less tolerable. There is a need for an
Australian initiative to helpcha  them.

-—Morag Fraser
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LThe Ecumenical Altar
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A ey CerTAINLY MADE Us weLcomE,” said Yvonne as she started the car and drove away, leaving the two
young women laughing and waving on the footpath in front of the small, crowded house.

‘Of course they made us welcome,’ Jo answered, turning away from the last farewelling wave. ‘Wc're the
missing gencration, the grandmothers. Haven’t you noticed that? Stand-ins for the two old ladies far away in
Portugal. It’s the saddest part of a migrant’s life, [ think. How Lucia’s mother would have loved to be there and
sec little Isobel in that beautiful white dress. Oh, dear. T have had one glass too many of Francesco’s homemade
wine and it is making me sentimental.’

‘She’ll sce photographs enough.’ Yvonne added with oblique reference to the wine, of which, being the
driver, she had drunk little, ‘It certainly was a festive occasion, not what I expected for a first communion
party. Though I didn’t know what to expect.’

‘Do I sense disapproval? I thought it was a wonderful party.’

‘It’s no use, Jo.” Yvonne spoke with the force of indignation. ‘I think too much is asked of them. They
shouldn’t have to do it. When you think how poor they are and how hard they have to work—that cake looked
as if it came from a first class shop. At least it was professionally iced and I know how expensive that is.’

‘They aren’t on Welfare, you know. They don’t ask for anything for free except our English lessons, and 1
don’t know about you but I'm always dodging return favours. I love them. They rejoice. They celebrate.’

‘So do I'love Florinda, and she had to make those three dresses. It took her ten days, all that tucking and
frilling and rolled hems. To be worn once. As if she didn’t spend long enough at that wretched sewing ma-
chine.’

‘They’re packed away like wedding dresses for the next comer. The other women did all the cooking and
Emilia helped with the quota for the factory.’

‘I can see we'll never agree on this, so I'll drop the subject.’

This resolve held for thirty seconds, then she added, as a last word, ‘Those crosses the little girls were
wearing. They were gold.’

‘All things bright and beautiful.’

Jo’s voice as she quoted the line was soft, and tinged with a private emotion.

SINCE THEY WERE APPROACHING THE MAIN HIGHWAY, Yvonne did not pursue the subject, needing her attention for
the heavy traffic. When they had reached the quieter road to the north, she said, ‘Come on, Jo. Give.’

‘Oh, really, it’s nothing.’

‘It can’t be nothing, to keep you quiet for 10 minutes.’

‘Well, nothing you’d find interesting, I'm sure.’

‘Then you shouldn’t be thinking private thoughts in company. It’s rude.’
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Jo gave way.

‘It’s a childhood memory, my lapsc into heresy. T was trying to think how it began, and it was
Father Donovan'’s  birthday. Sister Alicia got me to lecarn all the verses of “The Harp That Once
Through Tara’s Hall” for Father Donovan’s birthday. T recited it with great success, and Father Do-
novan gave me two shillings. He said not to worry about making him cry, as crying was sometimes
quite enjoyable. T was too wrapped in my own glory to notice that he was crying, but I thought that
was an odd thing to say. I had never found crying enjoyable. Often necessary,” she said sadly, ‘but
never enjoyable. And Sister Alicia gave me a holy picture. The nuns used to mount holy pictures on
plaques of plaster of paris, with a little loop of ribbon set in plaster to hang them by. They were simall
rewards for good conduct and prizes for good work and I'd won one or two of them, but this one was
different. It was a picture of the Virgin Mary with the infant Jesus and it had had the plaster of paris
treatment, but it was like no holy picture T had cver scen and it had me spellbound. Tfound out later
when T did get to art school that it was a reproduction of Raphacl’s Madonna with Child—one of
thosce postcard-sized reproductions they sell at the gallery door. T think Sister Alicia had guessed
what my rcligion was to be.” Her voice was shaken by a gust of happy laughter. ‘My mother didn't
like the picturce at all. I think she sensed that the enemy was within the gates. “A funny sort of holy
picture that is,” she grumbled, but it was undeniably a picture of the Virgin Mary, so she had to hold
her peace. But the effece it had on me!” Jo shook her head in wonder. “The excitement of knowing
that there's a world belongs to you, where you belong, and then the misery of not knowing how to
tind it - I think the conflict must have addled my wits. And then there was the hymn!

‘All things bright and beautiful.’

Jo nodded.

‘For me, the trouble with religion was that it was so sad. There was a huge crucifix at the back
of the church which simply appalled me—the great iron nails driven throught the hands and feet—
and the stations of the Cross were a miscry, following that drcadful journey and knowing all the time
that nobody would come to save him. It wasn’t like the movies, where somebody always turned up
in time to save the hero. Tdidn’t want to be a child martyr, cither. And then this hymn turned up in
a book [ was reading. I used to love the old-fashioned books, Elsie Dinsmore and such and in this onc
the children were in church singing a hymn.

All things bright and beautiful,

All creatures great and small,

All things wise and wonderful,

The Lord God made them all.

‘Are you surc you want to hear all this?’

‘T'm fascinated,’ said Yvonne implacably.

‘Well, I knew it was a Protestant hymn. I knew those children weren’t Catholics. Tcouldn’t help
loving the words, just the same. I wondered why we couldn’t have hymns like that instead of

Faith of our fathers, living still

In spite of dungcon, fire and sword

‘1 felt guilty, but I didn’t want my share of dungeon, fire and sword.

‘And somchow the words seemed to tic in with my other feelings, Protestant as they were.

‘The gulf between Catholic and Protestant had to be experienced to be believed. The odd little
woman who met us on the way home from school and asked if we came from the convent school.
When we said yes, she nodded and said with a sleek little smile, “I thought so. I could tell by the dirt
on your knees.” Odd pastimes some adults have. I don’t think we did have dirty knees, but we were
walling on the Catholic side of the street. Don’t believe me if you don’t want to, but it’s truc. And
even when I was teaching and the school got caught up in a patriotic flag display, forming the Union
Jack with red, white and bluc flags, you know, and the headmistress gave mc the job of training our
squad. “No trouble,” I'said. “I'm quite accustomed to forming the Harp of Erin on St Patrick’s Day.”
Do you know, she went white? An cducated woman,’ Jo added in fresh amazement. ‘And in spite of
all that, I couldn’t give up on that hymn. It scemed to belong to me. The end of it was that I'set up an
altar and ... I don’t know ... I invented a private religion, I supposc. I got together everything I had
that scemed worthy, a chocolate box I thought well of, a lace handkerchief an aunt had given me for
Christmas, and of course [ propped up my lovely Madonna, though I tear the wicked truth was that
she was there for her looks, not for her religious significance. I owned a miniature brass vase which
I polished up to bright and beautiful standard. The flowers I put in it were probably weeds but T took
great pleasure in my floral arrangements. Then I knelt in front of it and applicd mysclf to my very
private devotions. You're sure this is interesting you?’

‘Protoundly.’
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Did it never occur to dear old Jo that she was a quite important artist, and thercfore her first
cncounter with great art, even such a remote one, must be interesting?

Jo was grinning.

‘It drove my sister Monica nearly mad. She bounced about chanting “Holy Jo ... holy Jo ... holy
Jo, Jo, Josephine”, little knowing that I was a closet Protestant, putting my inumortal soul in jeopardy
by repeating the words of a Protestant hymn.’

‘Charming child.’

‘Bad homes don’t rear nice children, my dear. Besides, think how annoying, a little prig kneeling
at her devotions brazenly, in broad daylight. Twas probably gloating at being able to infuriate Monica
with the appearancce of perfect virtue. She tried. Thad a very handsome shell which I put on my altar
to represent all things wise and wonderful. T thought a lot of wisdom must have gone into making a
shell. Monica picked on that. She said, “You can go to Hell for putting ordinary things on altars.”
Monica grew up to be a devoted wife and mother. But just at this time she had a private god who
lived in her pocket and sent people to Hell for quite cccentric reasons. I'didn’t worry about that. [
figured that any god prepared to live in Monica’s pocket wouldn’t have much influence over human
fate. “Shells are sacred,” 1 said. “Shells are a well-known religious symbol.” T had no evidence for
that, but I read more books than Monica and I could have picked it up somewhere. T was so deep in
sin that an extra lic wouldn’t matter much. Aren’t you rather tired of all this?’

‘No. Go on. I want to know how it ended.’

‘All creatures great and small. That was the line that undid me. I saw a china cat in a shop
window, a miniature. Miniatures were all the go in those days and I still think it must have been a
decorative picce. It was just the thing for my altar. I lusted after it, watched every day to sce it was
still there while I saved my moncy and bought it and brought it home in triumph. [ was so pleased
with myself that I didn’t sce any danger, didn’t realise that T couldn’t pass off a china cat as a sacred
object. Monica pounced at once. “That’s wicked. You can’t put a cat on an altar, cats don’t have
souls. It’s an insult to God. It's probably a mortal sin. I'm going to tell...” ’

I'm going to tell Mum on you and I bet she’ll tell Dad.

Sixty years had not blunted the terror of that moment. She glanced at Yvonne, hoping she had
not noticed the indrawn breath and the sudden rigidity and was glad to sce her absorbed in her own
thoughts.

How easy it had been for Jo to slip and tumble into that scalding pool of pain and humiliation
which she skirted so warily every day. Perhaps putting a cat on an altar was a capital offence. The
Virgin Mary had regained her true status as Jo addressed her with a frantic prayer for mercy and for
intercession.

‘"What did you do?” asked Yvonne, who scemed after all to be losing interest in the matter. It had
been too long a story; they werce about to stop in front of Jo’s house.

The dread words had not been spoken. Her mother had said only, “Sometimes, Josephine, 1
think you’re not right in the head. You clear that stuff away and hang that picture back where it
belongs.”

‘Oh, T licd, of course. T told you T wasn’t made for martyrdom. I said I'd only put it there for a
minute, I didn’t mean to leave it there. Besides, T woke up.” Jo was speaking for herself now. ‘1
wondered what T was doing, knecling saying the words of a Protestant hymn to a china cat. I was
born-again Catholic, could cven cope with the sad bits. It was the sorrows of Ircland we were rehears-
ing and I grew to understand those. It was so much part of one’s identity, Irish Catholic ... Catholic
because you were Irish, Irish because you were Catholic. It’s odd to think of—four generations and
still strangers in a strange land. Isuppose that’s one rcason I feel so close to Lucia. Hey, where are we
going?’

‘Sorry.” Yvonne brought the car to a sudden stop. ‘How can they say cats don’t have souls? How
can they know that? My Toby has more soul than some people I know. I wouldn’t want to go to a
heaven where there were no cats.’

‘There shall be cats in Heaven and peace in Northern Ircland and Protestants and Catholics
shall walk down the street together—not arm in arm, of course. No sense in expecting too much ’/
She opened the car door. ‘Thanks for the lift, love. See you Thursday.’

Amy Witting’s new novel, A Change in the Lighting, will be published by Viking in May. It is the
story of Ella Ferguson, a woman whose husband leaves her after their family has grown up.

Eureka Street asked Amy Witting to write a story for the International Year of the Family. In ‘The
Ecumenical Altar’, the now-76-ycar-old author revisits the religious milicu of her childhood.
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politics of his day. Similarly, an ¢x-
ploration of the background to the
daring antipodcan experiment, Fran-
frolico Press, with which Penton was
involved, is all but missing, and the
reader unfamiliar with Craig Mun-
ro’'s Wild Man Of Letters: The Story
of . K. Stephensen will be at a loss
to understand the cultural signifi-
cance of Penton’s Queensland con-
temporary.

After his political ‘Notes from
the Gallery’ had introduced a new
style of acerbity, irony and sensa-
tionalism to The Svdney Morning
Herald, and after two trips overscas
and with the publication of his scce-
ond novel pending, Penton returned
to Sydney in 1936 to work for Con-
solidated Press Led’s new Daily Tel-
egraph. That Buckridge is essential-
ly the first academic to study the
Telegraph in any detail perhaps re-
flects a beliet among historians that
Australia’s oldest surviving broad
sheet, The Svidnev Morning Herald,
is the only organ of the Sydney press

which deserves sustained
analysis.

[1IT BECOMLS CLEAR from Buck-
ridge’s narrative that the Telegraph
during Penton’s ascendancy and un-
der his cditorship was a markedly
more interesting, complex and pro-
vocative publication than its rival.
Penton’s Telegraph was a vital, im-
aginative, crudite and flamboyant
newspaper quite unique to the pop-
ular press in Australia. Buckridge’s
discussion of Penton’s puzzlingly
close relationship with Frank Pack-
er, and exposition of his subject’s
liberalism, belies the popular belief
that the Telegraph was always an
organ of political conservatism.

But, although Buckridge notes
that the Telegraph co-sponsored the
cxhibition of modermn British and
French art in Australia in 1939
(which Melburnians such as Geof-
frey Serle have referred to as a Mcl-
bourne Herald enterprise), and dis-
cusscs Penton’s role in the sensa-
tional William Dobell of 1944, he
fails to capture the fervour and vehe-
mence which was such a character-
istic of the rival forces in the artistic
and hterary world of the day. And a
few pedantic points must, incvita-
bly, be made: a number of important

asscrtions cannot be sourced as they
have not been footnoted; no page
numbers arc included for the hun-
dreds of newspaper articles that
Buckridge has cited; and the number
of typographical errors in the book is
truly appalling.

The index is also idiosyncratic:
more than a dozen references are
listed under ‘Australian Consolidat-
ed Press’ (the word 'Australian’ did
not appear in the title until after
Penton’s death)and one reference, of
no particular significance, under
‘Consolidated Press Limited”! Over-
all, however, onc has to applaud the
author for creating a scholarly, read-
able and at times delighttully amus-
ing hiography of an enigmatic sub-
jecct. Penton would no doubt be
pleased that his biographer has con-
tinually asscssed his views on issucs
suchas Australia’s place within Asia
in the light ot contemporary preoc-
cupations, and raiscd a number of
questions—about liberalism in the
Sydncey press, and the lives of female
bohcemians, for example—to be tak-
¢n up by subsequent rescarchers.

[ doubt that Buckridge's argu-
ments about Penton’s ‘scandalous’
life can fully explain Penton’s subsc-
quent neglect by historians. Consol-

idated Press refuses to grant rescarch-
ers access to corporate records; in
part, this can be attributed to a lack
of concern with history, and to an
obsession with privacy. It would be
instructive to compare Penton’s ca-
reer with that of George Warnecke,
the first cditor of The Women's
Weekly and cditor-in-chief of Con-
solidated Press, who died in exile in
Dublin in 1981, believing that he
was entitled to a share in the compa-
ny that he helped to create. That
both men have been allowed to be
forgotten by most Australians sug-
gests that the wider community, and
the company headed by Frank Pack-
¢r's son, have absorbed the rhetorie
that left-wing critics began to cs-
pousc about the ‘Packer Press’ in the
1950s.

It is up to scholars such as Buck-
ridge to dispel the myth that the
formation, nature and success of the
publishing activitics of a corporate
octopus such as Consolidated Press
were the result of one man’s initia-
tive, views and capabilities.

Bridget Griffen-Foley is writing a
doctoral dissertation at Macquaric
University on the history of Consol-
idated Press Led.
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In a tunnel carkly

ARA PARETSKY WAS A VISITOR tO
Writers Week during the 1994 Ad-
claide Festival of Arts. She was one
of the prominent international au-
thors we were given a chance ‘to
meet’, to hear about the writer’s life.
The mect-the-author sessions at the
festival can be highly personal. The
writer may decide to tell us what
gets herup in the morning, what pen
she uses, what impcels and sustains
herasa writer, about her muse, about
her sense of her self. At an carlier
festival, for example, Peter Carey
spoke of the identity crisis that can
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beset the writer between books.,
When the last one’s finished and the
nextone’s not yet begun, is the writ-
cr still a writer?

Paretsky was a particularly inti-
matcandaffecting speaker. With sad-
eyed cloquence, she spoke ot the
men in her life and their failure to
treat her as the capable woman that
she so manifestly is. There was her
father, who put her brothers through
university while she was obliged to
pay for hersclt. There were her male
collcagues in the insurance business
before she became a writer, who
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found pleasure in reducing their fe-
malc associates to tears. And she
spoke of her decision to reply to
these indignitics by an act of crea-
tion: by giving life to her gutsy, out-
spoken, American, feminist detec-
tive, V.I. Warshawski. For Paretsky,
fiction is a mcans of coping with
what she sces as the despair and
loneliness of the modern female con-
dition.

She turned to the detective genre
as the one she knew best but found
herself with a problem. For the he-
roes and anti-heroes of this medium
were men who did, while their wom-
en were done to. Paretsky’s leading
lady, therefore, did not begin life in
her current guise. Paretsky’s first
thoughts for the character had her as
a sort of ‘Philip Marlow in drag’: a
hard-boiled, wisc-cracking woman
of the world.

Parctsky found it hard to see a
real woman running the detective
agency until she thought about her-

sclf and her friends and how they
might behave in such a role: they
would stick together and they would
question male authority, but they
would also be vulncerable at times
and unnerved by a world hostile and
violent to the independent woman
with opinions. They would not
always be in charge of the situati

EUREKA STREET e May 1994

Humphrey Bogart they were not,
becausc Bogart never had to inhabit
the world in which women are
obliged to live.

With these disclosures about the
birth of hersubject, Paretsky plunged
us into the dilemmas of feminism
and crime fiction. And one of her
first questions from the audience
plunged us deeper still. He asked,
‘Could one be a feminist and write
violent fiction? Wasn’t the perpetu-
ation of violent fiction antithetical
to the aims of feminism?’

Similar questions have been
posed by Delys Bird and Brenda Walk-
er in a new book on women writing
detective fiction entitled Killing
Women [edited by Bird and published
by Angus and Robertson, 1993}, They
ask us to consider whether women
as feminists can create and manipu-
late violence and not end up as col-
laborators in a genre that, until re-
cently, has always had women as its
objectsand men as its subjects. They
ask us to think about ‘whether vio-
lence does rub off on women’, about
whether itis possible ‘to write crime
fiction that satisties the necessities
of the genre for suspense and fear ..
yet remains subversive or at least
questioning of the genre’s typical
positioning of women’ (pl5].

A danger for the feminist detec-
tive writeris thatherconcerns about
assimilation into a genre with such
an unsatisfactory pedigree will kill
the story {and not just the murder
victim] stone dead. She is not al-
lowed to depict women as sex ob-
jects and her leading character must
be both tough and caring. In short,
she must be true to women and yet
entertain. Can this be done?

Sara Parctsky has shown us in
the course of her first seven novels
that it can. She has created a femi-
nist detective with courage, humour
and foibles whoisalso convincing as
a woman. Parctsky makes her wom-
en readers belicve in Warshawski
and then to believe more in them-
selves. Her latest novel, however,
begins to show the wear and tear of
getting it all right.

In Tunnel Vision, V. 1. suffers and
we suffer with her. She takes on
corporate corruption on an interna-
tional scalc, she takes on the vio-

0 onto their wives -t

abusc of girls by their fathers, and
she takes on the squalor and horror
of homelessness and poverty. All this
then takesits toll on V.1. who, in her
efforts to keep fighting the good fight,
falls out with her feminist friends
and with her black policeman lover.
As a feminist friend and devotee of
Paretsky put it to me after reading
Tunnel Vision, ‘Warshawski fights
with everybody around her’ and so
‘in a way she’s not that much fun to
be with'.

[ found it difficult to finish this
long book. I wanted more leavening,
more satire and less improvement. [
even began to think of the illicit
pleasurcs of Doris Day movics. As
V.I tired of, yet valiantly persisted
with, her struggle against the forces
of evil, I was tiring of her and losing
my interest in the story—in fact,
losing the plot altogether. My stam-
ina was also weakened by the spread
of characters and the superficiality
of their characterisation. Becausce 1
was looking for entertainment in a
detective novel {the genre keeps
imposing its constraints, and for mc
providing a good, fast rcad is once of
them), Tdidn't want to have to strug-
gle with acast of dozensand a convo-
luted story.

As afeminist reviewer, however,
[am having my own cthical quanda-
rics as I write. There is the demand
to support a sister feminist, to recog-
nisc her achievements and to do her
justice. There is also the demand to
keep pushing for high standards in
feminist writing. 1 am greatly im-
pressed by the achicvements of Dr
Sara Paretsky. [ believe that she has
helped to change women’s lives tor
the better and has entertained us at
the same time. Writing in a male
world and a male genre is crowded
with difficultics which Paretsky has
generally overcome with imagina-
tion and flair. She has helped to turn
the genre around a lictle, to let it
serve women'’s purposes as well as
men’s. Given the enormity of this
task it is understandable that both
Paretsky and V.I. should flag a little
in their efforts, The feminist dilem-
ma is what to do and say about the
fatiguc of such spirited fighters.

Ngaire Naffine is a senior lccturer in
law at the U versity of Adelaide.






O’Malley dispels
the myth that t
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to opposing them or
to the public reform
of the church. His
interests and those

of the early Jest s

lay elsewhere.
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increasing strain. The Society of Je-
sus had become something other
than what Ignatius first envisaged.

As he tells his story, O’Malley
confronts the great myth that lies
behind these particular myths: name-
ly, the myth that Ignatius saw clear-
ly from the beginning what the Jesu-
its would be, where they would go,
and how they should get there. This
is the classical myth. It becomes
clear in O’Malley’s account that Ig-
natius and the carly Jes-
uits picked up the ball
on the bounce and ran
with it. That is to say,
Ignatius cntrusted his
subordinates with con-
siderable initiative, and
he responded to circum-
stances, changing his
mindaboutquite central
issues. By his death the
very fluid carly Socicty
had gained more defini-
tion, and the definition
was furthered by the
myths whichhadalrcady
grown around it.

Whatappearsradical-
ly strange about the car-
lyJesuits, then, was their
charismatic quality.
They responded freely to
circumstance, and saw
themscelves as available
for short-term and dan-
gerous missions. They
were never more than a
step away from chaos as
they worked out on the
run what form the Socie-
ty should take. In their
cducation, preachingand
tecaching, many of the
great initiatives and
much of the energy came
largely from their stu-
dents. These are quali-
tics of young and enthu-
siastic groups.

Yet even in this strange world,
what Ignatius stood centrally for—
and what the Jesuits did when they
were at their best—remains haunt-
ingly tamiliar. The quality of their
vision and their ministry forms a
theme that has been played in all its
variations at any period of Jesuit
history. O’Malley identifies its roots
in the firm conviction that God
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works within the human heart and
that the shape of God’s work can be
discerned. When Ignatius instructs
the director of the Spiritual Exercis-
es not to be directive, his advice
betrays a radically optimistic view
of the world and of religious experi-
ence: ‘While one is engaged in the
Spiritual Fxercises, itis much better
that the Creator and Lord in person
communicate Himself to the devout
soul in quest of the divine will, that
he inflame it with hislove and praise,
and disposc it for the way in which it
couldbetterserve Godin the future.’
This confidence that God worked
dircctly within the human heart had
many practical consequences. In all
their ministries the early Jesuits
emphasised the aspects of dialogue
and conversation. The proclamation
of the Gospel was more like mid-
wifery than artificial insemination,
and had to identify the way God
was already working in

human lives.
IH[ STRENGTH OF THIS CONVICTION,

too, guided the Jesuits in their choice
of ministry. They put priority on
conversational ministries: on giving
the Exercises, on tecaching and styles
of teaching, on missions to non-
Christians, and on sharing confes-
sions. To make confession an occa-
sion when people could hear the con-
soling voice of God in their lives,
they developed a detailed casuist-
ry—a systematic reflection on the
circumstances in which people make
their moral decisions.

In giving shape to their minis-
trics the carly Jesuits werce affected
by the Renasissance rediscovery of
the riches of classical thetoric, fine-
ly described by O’Malley as ‘the dis-
cipline that taught how to touch the
human hcart’. Their rhetorical vi-
sion made them learn the languages
and study the religious beliefs of the
people among whom they went. It
led them to scck a theology that
spoke to the heart as well as to the
critical intellect, and ways of teach-
ing that commended the truth by its
attractivencss as well as by its logi-
cal cohercnce. It led them to empha-
sise the place of music and theatre in
their education. It led them at their
most typical, rather than to con-
demn their socicty, to scarch for the

places where peoples’ lives and cul-
ture were open to hear the word of
God.

Their optimism about the world
and its relative transparency to God
carned the Jesuits many cnemics.
They were opposed by many groups
who drew a sharp distinction be-
tween human culture and experi-
ence on the one hand, and God, faith
and the church on the other hand.
Among the early critics of Ignatius,
the Dominican theologian Mclchior
Cano, onc of the leading scholastic
theologians of the day, was the most
acute. He condemned the Jesuit
emphasis on subjectivity and the
frcedom which they took with the
traditional bases of religious life—
choir in common, scgregated reli-
gious houses and bodily penances.
Melchior could not understand how
God could be found in this program,
sostrongly did he identity the way of
taith objectivity and the detailed
observance of rules.

These lines of criticism have re-
currcd so regularly throughout Jesu-
it history, including our day, that
the contrast drawn between the Jes-
uits of yesterday and those of the
present day seems unjustified. The
Jesuits who have been icons of the
attitude which O’Malley precisely
identifics as centrally [gnatian—men
like Ricci in China, Teilhard and
Karl Rahner among recent Jesuits,
and Michacl Amaladoss, Jon Sobri-
no and Robert Drinan among living
Jesuits, to name only a few—have
consistently been accused in similar
terms of sclling out the faith to indif-
ferentism, sccularism, liberalism,
Marxism or whatever is scen as the
vice of the prevailing culture.

The critics, of course, have a
poing, as Cano once had a point. But
its validity depends on the plausibil-
ity of sharply opposing God to the
world, human experience to divine
faith, and the building of culture to
grace.

The carly Jesuits did not believe
that they were opposed. Their opti-
mism about the world, however, did
not rest on an optimistic secular
ideology, but on the passion for God
and the conviction that God was to
be sought by following the way of
Jesus Christ within the church. In-
deed it was the power of the p nmn



for God and for the following of Jesus
that underlay what critics saw as
their worldliness and their scepti-
cism about attempts to locate and
limit the presence of God in particu-
lar forms of church life. It God is God
and the Gospelis true, then to build
fortresses and to launch crusades
against the encmics of faith are faint-
ly ridiculous enterprises.

In showing that the key to carly
Jesuit history is to be sought in rhet-
oric, O’Malley shows himsclf a good
locksmith. His carly work was on
Renaissance preaching, and he has
an attentive car for the telling story,
an cye for the audience that receives
texts, and a teel for the gap between
declaration and reception and for
the perplexities and passions that lie
between the lines of all texts.

His book describes as far as any-
one can the life and world of the
ordinary Jesuits many of whom then,
as now, temperamentally had more
in common with Cano than Igna-
tius, were more ready to speak than
to listen, and distrusted creation.
This ability to touch the lives of
ordinary, limited human beings who
have half-caught a vision of God’s
presence in the world, and have tricd
clumsily to share it and shape itinto
what they build, ultimately malkes
the world which O’Malley describes
familiar to a Jesuit of a later age. It
perhaps also makes his work of wid-
crintercst.

Andrew Hamilton SJ tcaches in the
United Faculty of Theology,
Parkville, Victoria.
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A short history

I KNEW WHAT READERS lan Breward
or his publishers had in mind for A
History of the Australian Churches,
[ might find it casicr to review. Per-
haps there is a school market or
readers in church discussion groups
who might usc this book with profit.
Perhaps. But the general reader, the
onc we are all aiming at, or drcaming
about, is bound to be disappointed.

In fairness, I would not like the
challenge of writing a general histo-
ry of the churches in Australia. Like
a genceral history of Australian sport,
there 1s just too much to cover. Per-
haps more daunting for the general
church historian, however, is the
knowledge of just how well those
who have written in a more restrict-
¢d field have done. I would not like
to have to fight in the same division
as Patrick O’Farrell or Edmund Cam-
pion, who have written so well about
Catholicism, or to pad up against
T.J. Boland or Pcter Hempenstall,
the recent outstanding biographers
of church leaders. To distil all the
information and to write with the
zest and flair of these writers would

lead even the foolhardy to weigh up
the possibilities very carefully in-
deed.

Enough of the excuses, and I am
sure that Breward doesn’t want my
sympathy. This book doesn’t work
because, although there was too
much to cover, Breward has written
it in such an cpisodic and disjointed
way that the development of ideas
gives place to epigrams and snatches
of notes, and becauscill-defined sug-
gestions substitute for reasoned ar-
gument. Some of it, frankly, is just
plain embarrassing. To begin with,
the structure imposcs an impossible
burden. Chapters arc short enough,
but they arc then broken into impos-
sibly short scctions, hceadlined so
that we know where we are.

Take, for example, the section
‘Anzac Religion’ in the chapter‘Chal-
lenges of Nationhood’. Most readers
would concede, 1 think, that ‘Anzac
religion” is a pretty tricky arca for
discussion. Breward may have had
in mind the religious ideas and prac-
tices of the soldiers themselves, or

’

he might have been thinking about
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thecelebration and commemoration
of loss and triumph in war. Plenty of
reasonable historians and sociolo-
gists have chanced theirarms inboth
dircctions; nonce that [ am aware of
has tricd to do so in less than half a
page—or, to be completely brutal, in
17 lines or 176 words. A word count
alonc raises unscttling questions, but
itis morc disturbing that within this
paragraph Breward has attempted to
discuss the influence of commemo-
ration on national identity, the Chris-
tian meaning of commemoration,
the construction of war memorials
and their possible Christian influ-
ences, the extent of Australian loss
in war and the influenza pandemic
0f 1919. The attempt is either breath-
takingly naive or aimed at an audi-
ence the nature of which Tam unable
to penetrate. It didn’t satisfy me, and
[ doubt that it will satisfy too many
others.

If you are thinking that perhaps I
was only looking for my ficld of
special interest and had the natural
disinclination to accept any general
comments in aspecialisedficld, let’s
try anothershortentry. Breward deals
with political change in the 1950s—
in the chapter titled ‘“The Great Mi-
grations’—in a three-paragraph sec-
tion headed The Split’. Here we have
39 lines, perhaps verging on 500
words. Arthur Calwell, B.A. Santa-
maria and Eric Butler are mentioned
by name and topics covered include
religious influence on Australian
politics in the 20th century, the re-
maining Catholic presence in the
Labor Party and the ‘Sydney line’,
the role of the National Civie Coun-
cil, judgments about Santamaria’s
place in history (Mannix’s sugges-
tion that he was the ‘saviour of Aus-
tralia’ is rejected as ‘too fulsome’)
and the intluence of the fear of com-
munism in national politics. My
taste takes me clscwhere.

Perhaps this book may offer in-
sights to those who know no Aus-
tralian history and have little feeling
for the churches or religion. Again,
to my taste, it needed some strong
themes, some organising characters,
and writing that could be sustained
over more than a few dozen lines

Michael McKernan is deputy direc-
tor of the Australian War Mcemorial.
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CHris MCGILLION

On the road

/

EARE A GENTLE, ANGRY PCO-
ple’, sang the participants at the first
‘people’s’ National Catholic Con-
ference held in Sydney last month
and they proved it throughout the
three-day gathering (sce keynore
speech belowl), Even the Cath
bishops, who were invited to come
along but werce busy with their own
ofticial National Episcopal Confer-
ence across town, could not have
taken too much offence at the irrev-
crence directed towards them. Rig
nor could they have mistaken
anger. In the same weele that
Vatican gave its formal blessing to
women altar servers, the 250 confer-
ence participants from around the
country decried the entire Cathaolic
clerical culture and condemned ¢
direction in which the institutional
church was heading. It was a heady
cxperience.

The organising principle of the
people’s conference was that all the
participants should have as much
opportunity as possible to be heard.
(This is itself is a novel idea to many
Catholics.) And, generally, whateach
of the participants had to say was
cnthusiastically endorsed on the
conference floor. Participants passed
a resolution demanding an end to
the church’sexemption from all state
and federal anti-discrimination laws.
They embraced a proposal to en-
courage lay Cartholics to stop con-
tributing financially to church cot-
fers if the bishops continue to divert
scarce resources from the poor and
marginalisced to projects such as the
completion of the spires on Sydney’s
St Mary’s Cathedral.

There was a cheer from the gath-
ering when one issuc-group demand-
cd, in the interests of accountability
and participatory decision-making,
that the bishops end their pracrice of
conducting their own conference
behind closed doors. There was a
roar of approval when another group
demanded equal rights for, and equal
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respect towards, women at all levels
of the church. And there was a re-
peated insistence which may have
crossed the boundary to rebellion for
arcthink not only of priestly forma-
tion but of ordination itsclf.

By contrast, there was no con-
flict and little argument. Some will
say this reflected the spirit of inclu-
sion and acceprance. That may be
true. But it also reflects the nature of
gatherings such as this. For Catho-
lics who want fundamental change
these days the obstacles are easily

~

identifiable and the possibilities are
limitless. One is reminded of the
carly utopian socialists, designing a
new world on black pages over tea
and cakes—and onc is cautioned
when one recalls the number-crunch-
ers, tacticians, and grey apparatchiks
who succeeded them.

But forall the talk of the new, the
old hung in the air like incense. 1t
could be discerned from the pranks
that were played, the concerns that
were raised, cven the imagery and
the language that was used. The no-
tion of apeople betwixtand between
what is and what can be summed up
the mood of the conference if not its
theme or its ideals. Catholics may
be on a journcy of tfaith, but they
scem to move with one eyve on the
past.

Chris McGillion writes for the Syd-
ney Morning Herald.

V ERONICA DBRADY

Between towns

BEIN\; A NON-ABORIGINAL Aus-

tralian has always mcant living in a
kind of in-between. We live a long
way from where we came from but
also from where we want tobe. Chris-
topher Brennan’s called such a per-
son the ‘wanderer on the way to
sclf.” OQurunofficial anthemis Waliz-
ing Matilda.

As Christians, too, we know our-
sclves to be a pilgrim people. Our
upbringing pointed in the opposite
direction, to tixity ‘Full in the pant-
ing heart of Rome’. Cradle Catholics
were broughtup inaclearand coher-
ent world, where bells rang for the
consecration, the blessing at Bene-
diction, for the Angelus and to call
the priests, nuns and brothers to
prayer. Fridays were special and we
were proud of being different, cating
fish. But we are a long way from
theve now, ina time as well as place.
We are between ‘the God who was
and the God whois yet to come’. It is
asif we were ina tunnel, ambiguous,
without fixed points of classifica-
tion, passing through a domain which
has few of the attributes of the past
orof what weare looking forahcad—
and thisis truc tor the men among us

as well as the women, perhaps cven
more so.

That may sound negative. It also
sounds individualistic. But of course
it is not. In the first place, to be
Catholic is to be part of a communi-
ty, or betrer, a communion which
stretches across time as weltl as place.
Our situation throws new light on
the idea of Purgatory on which most
of us were brought up.

There is, incvitably, a tenston
berween the church as an institu-
tion and as an occasion of grace. For
some people, the church has become
a counter-sign, more concerned, it
scems, with property and narrow
propricty respecettul of the interests
of the rich and powerful, than with
prayer and the needs of the ‘licde
ones’.

More temperately, you could say
that we need and want to relate to
the promisc ot Vatican I1. The church
is God's gracious gift, at the heart of
‘the joys and the hopes, the griets
and anxictics of [people] of this age,
cspecially those who are poor or in
any way afflicted’. But the promise
remains: God is still alive. We arc on
the way to Vatican IlI.















Important Things wrong.’

‘What things. Mummic?’

‘Oh, things like thinking Ameri-
ca is going to win the Vietnam War
and China isn’t going to have a
Cultural Revolution.’

“That would be pretty silly tor
somceone working in the French
cmbassy in China, wouldn’tit, Mum-
mic?’

“Yes. Healso thinks his girlfriend
is a lady soprano, when she's actual-
ly a male secret agent who talks like
Darth Vader.”

‘I bet he's going to be rather fed
up when he finds out.’

‘I think so. It’s hard to tcll’

‘What’s he doingnow, Mummic?’

‘He's in jail for spying so he's
dressing up as a Japanese lady and
getting ready to kill himself in front
of lots of other prisoners.’

‘Why is he playing One Fine Day
on the cassette, then?’

‘Isupposc because the film-mak-
¢r thought people wouldn’t recog-
nisc the right picce of music from
the opera.’

‘Why aren’t they trying to stop
him?

‘I don’t know, darling. Perhaps
silliness is catching.’

‘Do you think they’ll let poor Mr
[rons off being silly now, Mummic?’

‘Thope so, darling. I do hope so.’

—Juliette Hughes

Kids rule, OK?

Flight ol the Innocent, dir. Carlo
Carlei (independent cinemas) is a
kids-can-save-the-world saga that
mostly manages to avoid the senti-
mentality which can suffocate this
kind of story. [ts ostensible theme is
the contrast between Italy’s affluent
north and crime-ridden, impover-
ished south, but Carlei and his co-
screenwriter, Gualtiero Rosclla, also
cvoke their country’s literary past
[images from Dante abound) and in-
dulge in some gleeful satire of its
latterday cultural exchange with the
United States [exporting the Matfia,
and getting Hollywood gangster mov-
ics in return).

The film’s saviour child, Vito
{Manuecl Colaol, lives on a Calabrian
farm with his family, who supple-
ment their income by kidnapping

children from the north and holding
them for ransom. When the rest of
his family and their latest kidnap
victim arc slaughtered by arival gang
intent on stealing the ransom mon-
¢y, Vito sets off for Siena to find the
hoy’s parents.

This quest tor reconciliation is
begun in resonantly Dantean style:
Vito wanders alone through a dark
wood, and descends into a cave to
find the body of the kidnapped Sien-
esc boy. Death-and-resurrection im-

ages recur several times in Flight of

the Innocent: tTo escape pursuing
mafiosi Vitospendsanightinacrypt,
emerging to relative safety in the
light of ancw day, and later he sleeps
in a fairground Haunted House.

But Italian Catholicism is only
one source of allusiveness in the
film. In frame after frame Carlei dotfs
his cap (or is he thumbing his nosc?)
at the Matfia films of [ Signori Cop-
pola, de Palma and Scorscese, and the
thrillers of Il Maestro Hitchcock. A
stairwell sequence inverts the tower
scquence in Vertigo and the filim'’s
extremely violent opening recalls
more the mass cxecutions of the
Godfather trilogy.

Somchow it all hangs together,
not leasthecause Manucl Colao over-
comes the hurdle that defeats so
many Hollywood child actors—hc is
credible without being cute. Carlei
has tound the right ingredients for
those who like a good chase movic,
and added a lcaven for those who
want something morec.

—Ray Cassin

Winter chills

Un Cocur en Hiver, dir. Claude Sau-
tet {independent ¢inemas) Sautct
deservedly won a César award—the
French cquivalent of an Oscar—for
his dircction of thisdelicate and sub-
tle film. On the surface, itappears to
be nothing more than a stylish tale
of meénage a trois, but Sautct creatces
and sustains dramatic tension so
adroitly that at times, while watch-
ing this film, [ had to remind mysclf
to hreathe.

Maxime {Andre Dussolier] and
Stephanc (Danicl Auteil] run an cx-
clusive music shopin Paris and share
what appcars to be a unique triend-
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ship. Their relationship is comforta-
ble and stable; they lunch at the
local bistro, play racquetball—which
Stephance always loses—and share
the same love of music and devotion
to their artists. Maxime handles the
business side, while Stephane me-
ticulously tuncs and repairs the del-
icate instruments in his workshop.

Into their comfortable world
comes Camille Kessler{Emmanucelle
Beart), a promising young violinist,
a new client and Maxime’s lover.
Despite his close friendship with
Maxime, Stephanc pursues Camilic.
At first he enjoys discomfiting her,
then, at the point where she is com-
pletely drawn in by his distant and
cynical manner, he rejeets her.

The acting in this film is superb-
ly understated, with looks and ges-
tures often taking the place of dia-
logue. But the real star attraction is
Ravel. For those who, like me,
thought Ravel only wrote Bolero,
his Sonatas and Trioare an enchant-
ing and haunting addition to a beau-
tiful film.

—Tim Stoney

French pitstop

Germinal, dir. Claude Berri (in-
dependent cinemas). Berri's reveren-
tial adaption of Zola’s ¢cpic account
of the lives of 19th century French
miners and their overlords lends
some weight to the French protec-
tionist casc for its national cincma.
Germinal wouldn’t be made in a
Hollywood geared up to scrvice ‘the
market’. [t’s too grim, too long, and
most of its stars get blown up,
choked, drowned or murdered. Even
Gerard Depardicu, as Maheu,the
heroic, dumb-ox miner, dics inglor-
iously in the mud, well short of
victory, political awarencss, or the
film’s end. Germinal is relentless
but often splendid .

So you have have to be glad that
it has been made. But Twill admit to
the ungallic wish that Berri had been
less of a Zola disciple and more of a
political savant. The film is slavish
inits recreation of the domestic and
industrial conditions of its charac-
ters. It is also faithfully titillating.
But whenitcomes to the larger polit-
ical picture, Berri simply ducks.

—Morag Fraser
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appear on TV in the past few years: the sort
that ‘goes behind the cameras’. One recent
example is Two's The Making of ‘Police
Rescue’, featuring on-location interviews
with cast members being honeyed about
cach other and lots of shots of Gary Sweet
absciling down clifts. Another is Nine's
most recent station promo, which features the an-
nouncement ‘Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the
studios of Channel Nine,” while a little boy takes snap-
shots of various Nine personalities against a behind-
the-scenes-at-the-studio backdrop.

Doces ¢ popularity of this sort of thing indicate
an increasing need on the part of viewers to have the
screen’s carefully cratted illusions destroyed? And if
it does, is that need about knowledge, power, pleas-
ure or fear? What sort of desire is being satisficd when
the ¢ 1cras go behind the cameras?

In their wildly differing ways, Media Watch
(Twol, Murphy Brown (Nine), TVTV (Two) and Aus-
tralia’s Funniest Home Videos (Nine) all address this
desire. All four are forms of meta-television, address-
ing the mechanics by which that apparently scam-
less tinished product, the TV program, is assembled.

Each show docs this a different way. On Media
Waich, a current-affairs program scgment about a
Malaysian shirt factory is revealed to have featured
by way of illustration a handy piecc of footage from a
previous show, depicting what is in fact an Indonc-
sian shoe factory, close-up shots of shoes having been
carctully cxcised. On Murphv Brown, TV journalist
Murphy, screaming like a banshee at her anchorman
three seconds before the news team goes to air, throws
to him on-camera a moment later in a voice like a
strecam of golden syrup. On TVTV, producers, direc-
tors, writers and actors are interviewced about how
it’s all done, while classes of children arc shown learn-
ing practical skills in TV and video production. And
Funniest Home Videos consists largely of ‘blooper’-
type :idents and mistakes: a child dances out from
bchind the curtain and falls off the stage, a puppet-
manipulating parent is tipped off the ladder by the
family dog, pairs of bridal waltzers trip incvitably over
cach other’s new shoes and fall into the cake.

There’s obviously some kind of connection be-
tween this ‘revelatory’ aspect of meta-TV and the fact
that all four programs address themselves to questions
of go  /bad, right/wrong, correct/incorrect, real/fake
or nasty/nice; to questions of the disorderly, the ir-
ruptive, the illegal, the transgressive and the chaotic.
Funniest Home Videos actually celebrates the erup-
tion of chaos and disorder through the surface of care-
ful plans—as best illustrated by the memorable video
of a hapless bridegroom, overcome by a badly timed
colli m of bucks’ night aftcrmath with nuptial
nerves, attempting to remain inconspicuous while
vomiting into the bushes (I had always wondered
whether the word ‘blooper’ was somchow onomato-
pocic, and now I know why) in the middle of his own
wedding ceremony.

I Murphy Brown, much of the narrative drive
and all of the character interest is generated by the
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tensions and contrasts between the way the charac-
ters appear in their work—that is, as a news team on
the screen—and the way they are in ‘real life’; TV,
it’s implicd, is at its most fake preciscly when it's
supposed to be telling you the truth. The show’s moral
centre is Eldon the painter/nanny, significantly the
onc character who has nothing to do with the TV sta-
tion tor which Murphy works.

TVTV is partly a review program and therefore
offers evaluations of various TV shows, but the crite-
ria for cvaluation are not always spelled out: show-
cred with terms like brilliant, deplorable, derivative,
corny and bad for you, the viewer is left to sort out
whether the judgements arc about aesthetices, intelli-
gencee, moral standards or good taste.

And although Media Watch concentrates exclu-
sively on the ‘bad’ in the news media, the same kinds
of clisions occur: ‘bad’ can refer to offences against
cthics, acsthetics, the law, or the rules of grammar,
and in Media Watch all of these offences are treated
as though they exist on the same plance of scrious-
ness: racism (usually in the [Hawarra Mercury) gets a
merciless pasting, but so does tacky sct design. This
homogenising treatment parallels the tacit universal-
ising of the show’s determining values, which are
organised around notions of rectitude, high culture,
common sense and good taste. All viewers, of course,
share these values—don’t you, as Media Waich's
presenter, Stuart Littlemore, would say with that

timbre of thick mock-innocence which
carries with it its own negation.

A. Ref ections in a sitting-room eye
NEW SORT OF PROGRAM has begun to

ITTLEMORE'S ON-CAMERA MIEN and manner construct
the viewer as a creature almost as witty and tastetul
as himself, and there is so much pleasure to be gained
from this close identitication with him in all his in-
telligence and right-thinkingness that it’s difficult to
distance oneself sufficiently to analysce the analyst;
his mannecr, oddly intimate for one so acid, is in its
sclf-protective effect a much more subtle version of
Nine’s ‘behind-the-scenes’ promo jingle: “You're one
of us.” Tt’s us and Stuart versus the deceptions and
tllusions of the media, for the name Media Watch
posits the program and its subject matter as scparate
entities; the program, or so its name implies, is the
thing that ‘watches’ the media and must therefore be
scparate from and superior to it.

The name TVTV, by contrast, cleverly acknowl-
edges that the program itself belongs to the same spe-
cies as all of its own material, and is subject to the
same kinds of analysis. An Amecrican talk-show host
was recently described on TVTV as somcone who
maintains ‘that the only thing worth talking about
on television is television itself’; presenter Sucyan
Cox, having said this, visibly abandoned the autocuce
and, looking straight into the camera with a collu-
sively raised eyebrow, made a parenthetical remark
indicating a degree of self-awareness about her own
program’s practices that is surprisingly scldom seen
in Stuart Littlemore. ‘Sounds fair enough,” she said

Kerryn Goldsworthy is a Mclbourne writer and
teacher.
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