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IVIORAG CRADEK

The wheel turns

ITH THIS NEW YEAR JANUARY-FEBRUARY Issuc, Fureka
Street begins its fifth year of publication—somecthing to
celebrate, and something for which to give thanks. Monthly
magazines have a remarkable history in Australian public
life, as forgers of opinion and stirrers of the national pot,
but longevity has not always been their most striking char-
acteristic.

The fifth year also gives us an opportunity to thank the
many enthusiastic readers and contributors—writcers,
columnists, correspondents, photographers, graphic artists—
whose great energy and dedication keeps our wheels turn-
ing and spirits high.

When Eureka Street began appearing on the newstands,
in 1991, Australia was heading into deep recession, pitching
downward to the low part of the cycle of boom and bust to
which we seem fated, or addicted. 1995 looks a more prom-
ising year, but onc which has begun with some ominous
signs. The cconomy is volatile, and unemployment, although
not the front page issue it was 12 months ago, is still the
scrious social problem that it was and it is now in danger of
being ignored as the debates about taxation get going in
carnest in the New Year.

The international precedents for sane and humane
taxation policy are not encouraging. Clinton’s America has
switched into punishment mode. 1ts citizens are so wounded
by the deterioration of their salary and living standards that
they are finding scapegoats among the weakest and most
vulnerable members of their society. There is talk, for
example, of reestablishing public orphanages so that bene-
fits to singlc parents can be dropped. The other side of that
social cquation is, of course, a New Year bundle of tax cuts
for the middle class.

We have an opportunity in Australia to retain the social
cohesion for which we arc remarkable by adopting policies
that will lead to more equitable distribution of wealth and
benefits. But it is a brief moment and the opportunity may
pass us by if we if we do not seize it, and talk about tax as
citizens who have the collective welfare of the country as
their prime concern.

Thenextissue of Eureka Street
will be published in March.






Childcare
divic :s
the nation

From Professor Jim Barber, national
vice-president, Australian Associalion
of Social Workers.

The storm clouds have been brewing
for months, but with the release of the
International Year of the Family
Council Report, chere is now no avoid-
ing a major showdown over the issue
of childcare. The chair of the Council,
Professor Bettina Cass, and the minis-
ter to whom the council reported,
Senator Rosemary Crowley, are clear-
ly at loggerheads over the issuc and
their troops are lining up behind them.

On the one side are women who
want or need to work, on the other are
women who want to stay at home to
care for their children fulltime. And
with the women's workforce partici-
pation rate now more than 51 per cent,
the numbers are evenly divided for a
ticrce encounter. The crux of the
argument is whether or not there
should be a single childeare allowance
paid to all parents (Cass’s position), or
whether there should be separate
schemes depending on whether the
child is carcd for at home or in com-
mercial childeare [Crowley's position).

In July of this ycar, the Federal
Covernment introduced a childeare
rebate for working parents who place
their children in commercial child-
carc. The rebate phases in after $200
has been spene on childeare, and
increases to a maximum rebate of
$28.20 per week for one child or $61.20
for more than one child in care. The
rebate is not means-tested and is paid
through the Medicare office.

By contrast, parents who care for
their children at home are cligible for
the Ftome Childcare Allowance,
which is paid through the Deparement
of Social Sccurity up to a maxir m
of $30 per week, irrespective of the
number of children involved. Except
where the family would be disadvan-
taged, the Home Childeare Allowance
replaces the Dependent  Spouse
Rebate, so much of it is not new
moncy. Morcover, unlike the € d-
care Rebate, the Home Childeare Al-
lowance is means-tested. The home
childcarer can only carn $5.45 per
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week before the allowance starts to
reduce; at $251 income per week the
home childearer would receive noth-
ing.

There are three fundamental prob-
lems with these arrangements. Firse,
it is impossible to avoid the conclu-
sion that childcare has been assigned
a different value depending on who
provides it. The Federal Government
1s prepared to pay out a great deal more
for commercial childcare than for
home childeare. This is discriminatory
and inconsistent with Australia’s
obligations, as a member of the Inter-
national Labor Organisation, in rela-
tion to cqual pay for equal work. Why
don’t commercial childeare rates also
apply in the home?

There is great danger in this ques-
tion for someonce on Senator Crowley's
side of politics because it forces her to
concede that the new policies belittle
the cconomic contribution of domes-
tic labour. This is why the issuc is such
a vexatious one. Those who would
resort to facile left/right divisions in
order to resolve the mateer will find
that the problem is not so simple.
Although Scenator Crowley certainly
has the support of many in the
women’s movement for trying to re-
move financial disincentives to wom-
en's participation in the workforee, she
has incurred the ire of other activists
for devaluing domestic {read women’s)
work in the process.

The sceond problem with the new
system is that it vircually guarantees
that many childcare providers will fall
into the gaps. A young professional
couple I know recently decided that
they wanted to care for their newborn
child at home. Accordingly, they both
dropped down to half-time work in
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order to sharce the parenting. Their
half-time salarics, although meagre,
preclude them from Home Childeare
Allowance, and the fact that they have
not placed their ¢hild in commercial
care precludes them from the Child-
care Rebate. Compare this with what
they could have received had they re-
mainced fully employed and placed
their child in care. Not only would
they have doubled their incomes, but
the cost of commercial childeare
would have been offset by the Child-
care Rebate to the tunce of $1546.

This casc also illustrates a third
weakness in the current system. Its
target group is not clear, so that many
of the wrong people benefit and many
of the wrong people miss out. The wife
of once of my more senior colleagues is
eligible for the home Childearce Allow-
ance because her husband carns
cnough money for her to stay at home
and care for the children. Compare this
with the lot of two low-paid factory
workers who must both work to sur-
vive. Because they cach carn more
than $6500 per year, they are too
atfluent for the Home Childeare Al-
lowance, and because they have a
friend or relative care for their children
to save on childeare, they are incligi-
ble for the Childeare Rebate. Like my
voung collcagues, they too get noth-
ing. What we have here is flagrant
middle-class welfare, and T presume
this is not what Scnator Crowley had
in mind when she introduced her new
measures.

Senator Crowley must redress the
situation before the cracks emerging
in the community open into a valley
of bitterness and resentment. She
should scrap the new system immedi-
ately and amalgamate the two pay-
ments into one childcarer’s altowance,
to be spent however the primary care-
giver wishes. The parent can put the
money in her pocket or give it to a rel-
ative, friend or commercial childcare
provider. It is entirely up to her. If the
amount provided is set at Home Child-
care rates, the moncey saved by
abolishing the Childcare Rebate could
be diverted into the Childeare Assist-
ance scheme.

The Childeare Assistance scheme
is a subsidy paid to commercial child-
care providers for accepting children
from low-incomce familics. This pay-
ment is provided so that childcare cen-
tres can charge poorer familics less.
Unlike the Childeare Rebate, the
Childcare Assistance scheme is very



well targeted to tamilics who would
otherwise have no financial incentive
to work.

But if, as [ suspect, Senator
Crowley digs her heels in and fights
for her new Childeare Rebate, the very
least she must do is means-test it and
cnsure that when the necessary arith-
metic is performed, there is parity with
the Home Childcare Allowance.

Jim Barber
Hawker, ACT

For Joseph

From Natalie Harding, aged 11, Our
Lady of the Nativity School, Vie
The recent story that you've published
for Eurcka Street [Dec 94) about Jospeh
Cindric [by Andrew Stark and Michacel
McGirr) was quite interesting. I'd like
to tell you that Joseph was one of the
characters in the book Millicent,
which was published in 1980. Jeanic
Baker goes into the greatest detail in
her books. Tt would be awful for
Joseph, losing his son after the war in
1945 and being alone in a foreign coun-
try in the 50’s with only his tools.
Joseph would have been scen by many
people who come to sce the beautiful
parks in Sydney. He would have been
sitting around watching the world go
by. I think it was an excellent story
you put in for Joscph and 1 hope you
can continue your good work.
Natalie Harding.
West Essendon, VIC

For the record

From Kevin Davis

Paul Ormonde’s claim (Eurcka Strect,
November 94} that T had asserted “that
the movement had ncver feared a
Communist takcover in Australia’ is
totally false and is a tigment of his im-
agination.

No wonder this claim ‘was news
to some of his listeners’ at the recent
Sydney conference on the great Labor
Split. Tt was certainly news to me.
Quite unpleasant news, because, if
Ormondce’s claim be true, then | am
an insincere hypocrite, who, between
1951 and 1954 addressed hundreds of
audiences about a Communist danger,
in which 1 did not really believe.

Ilodged a copy of my remarks with
the organisers of the Conference. Did
vour correspondent attempt to verify
his version of my purported specch or
phone me to check what he proposed
to write?

If not, ‘your correspondent’s’” igno-
rance was clearly vincible. During the
conference, T was happy to discuss
with former Communist/extreme
Leftists—all old protagonists—the
‘hattles long ago’. They widely ac-
knowledged the personal sacrifices,
which the Industrial Groups/Move-
ment people were prepared to make in
a causc they belicved in. T paid a
similar tribute to the Communist rank
and file in my speech to the Confer-
enee.

It was lefe to a handful of ALD
members—40 years after the events of
the Split—to rake over the scetarian
ashes of that period. Now in retire-
ment, [am proud to have played a part
in the defeat of Communist union
power through the joint cffort of the
Industrial groups and the Movement.
The DLP in NSW was small. Of
course, it did not gain dircet political
power, but it was cffective inone vital
resulg; it prevented an Evatt-led Labor
government from governing Australia,

Many of us expended a great deal
of personal effort in chis struggle; jobs
were lost and careers were blighted.
matcerially quite a few have never
recovered.

Ironically, the Sydney conference
revealed quite a measure of respect
from the left, who no longer labour
under the anti-Movement mindsct of
your correspondent.

Kevin C.Davis.
West Ryde, NSW

Paut Ormonde replies:

I taped Mr Davis's speech. | reporeed
accurately what he said, Here is the
relevant quote:

‘The movement was not just San-
tamaria. Of course, he was a powertul
figure. In NSW he appeared very lit-
tle. It (the Movement work) was car-
ricd out by other people. They shared
a certain vision—a fear—not that the
Communists would take over Austral-
la—that’s nonscnse. It was given some
credence perhaps when the Chinese
Communists under Mao ook over
China in 1949—that it may be com-
ing closer.

‘But basically, no ... no ... the view
was that if a totalitarian party like the
Communist Party was able to acquire
power in the trade union movement,
it would have immense powerful in-
tluence over the country, over govern-
ments, particularly Labor
governments, and ceven non-Labor
Governments as well!
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Clearly, that statement was not in
the copy of his remarks lodged with
the organisers. As I had a clear record-
ing of what Mr Davis said, there was
no need for me to check his remarks.

[ do not believe Mr Davis was a
hypocrite. T helieve his motives were—

as were those of most of his support-
crs and most of his opponents -
entirely honourable, given their basic
idcological objectives.

But his memory of what he said at
the conference—and more import-
antly, what the Movement spokesmen
were saying at their five-minutes-to -
midnight mectings and what Move-
ment publications such as Freedom
and News Weeklv were saying in the
1940s and 1930s, is defective.

That the Communists had revolu-
tionary objectives was not in doubt
nor is there doubt  that  the
Movement’s founder and guiding
philosopher, Mr Santamaria, having
achieved outstanding success against
the Communists, had a vision of us-
ing the Movement (in the carly 1950s
still a secret Catholic body ostensibly
controlled by the bishops) to transform
the Labor Party into a vehicle for es-
tablishing his version of a Christian
social order in Australia.

Both the revolutionary Commu-
nists and the fundamentalist Catho-
dreamers. Without a
Communist military invasion, a Com-
munist revolution was a pipe dream.
In a pluralist Australia, a Christian
social order, Santamaria-style, was an
cqually preposterous tantasy.

Paul Ormonde
Brighton, VIC

lics  were
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CariTaL LETTER

ot
JACK WATERFORD

HE GOVERNMENT SHOULD BE ON ITS KNEES, in both
senses of the phrase. On the one hand, to give thanks
that the Opposition is so absorbed in its own misery—
and the press so absorbed in chronicling it—that not
much scrutiny of government is happening. And on
the other hand, because if the Government was sub-
ject to proper scrutiny it would be in very serious
trouble.

In only one area did the Opposition make much
headway during 1994—the shambles of the Civil
Aviation Authority. This has been a disaster waiting
to happen for years, but the political attack on flawed
policy and inept ministerial reaction to events only
happened after people had died, and even then it owed
more to politicians with bees in their bonnets than to
a disciplined Opposition attack.

Keating is highly vulnerable over the way his
team has handled the mundane job of governing, and
even his big picture had little added to it last year.
And the improving economy, although it has taken
some of the heat off unemployment, is bringing prob-
lems. The much-vaunted restructuring still cannot,
it scems, handle economic growth of more than five
per cent. Interest rates, which even as the economy
was coming out of recession were very high in real
terms, are rising to choke off demand. Monetary policy
has lately been more like mortar fire than like sniper’s
bullets, and there are no grounds for thinking that
those with their hands on the triggers are getting any
better at it.

The other alternative, fiscal policy, is at the
moment treated as an instrument that will bring
government spending closer to revenue than one that
will shape the economy. But cuts to government
spending and some tax increases are clearly on the
agenda: each can only embarrass Keating as the next
federal election draws closer—especially against a
background of promised tax cuts and old vows about
meeting goals on time. The scope for cutting costs
without actually abandoning programs and actual
services is in very limited: for several years, the
Department of Finance, at the very heart of the cut-
the-size-of-government movement has been warning
that the lemon is squeezed dry.

Sydney airport is a political disaster for federal
Labor, and will help ensure the re-election of the NSW
government. It is not so much that what was done
was wrong (or that the other side can claim any virtue
on the issue) as that the politicians failed to antici-
pate the enormous public reaction. That Laurie
Brereton, whose only continuing political asset is Paul
Keating’s loyalty to him, is in charge of damage repair
means that this one will get worse rather than better.
There are also major problems looming for the
Government in industrial relations, in Common-
wealth-state financing on health care, and in the
education contractions.

The b'g picture is getting fuzzy

One reason why things are in a poor state has
been poor day-to-day leadership. Paul Keating has been
concentrating on his big picture. But the republic
debate has gone no distance during the year. The idea
of an Australian republic has probably become more
popular, but there has been no progress in sketching
in the details of a republican constitution. The post-
Mabo package has gone no distance: indeed, by the
end of the year, an Opposition which had been
consistently wrong-footed on the issue, had ended up
establishing an agreement with east-coast Aborigines
who want a compensation package as focused on
actual dispossession as on current disadvantage. This
is a very tricky area, one not resolved by the type of
moral posturing and bombast which had previously
been so successful in pushing the agenda.

On relations with Asia, there are fine words on
paper, but virtually every national leader in the region
except Keating denies they actually mean very much
or commit anybody to anything. Our future relations
with Asia, including trade, are far more dependent on
the domestic policies of Indonesia and of China than
on any treaty.

Little noticed too, but a major problem for the
year ahead, is what is happening in Papua New
Guinea, which is slipping fast into banana republic
status—right down to being unable to pay its public
service, army or police force, and to defaulting on its
debts.

But the Government has felt under hardly any
pressure. Who would? It was turmoil within the
Opposition that set the pace for most of the year and
may do the same this year, regardless of lecadership
changes. The Liberals began last year with a wound-
ed leader unable to command his troops, and finished
in much the same position, even though the leader
had changed.

Those who have observed the institutional
deficiencies of the Liberal Party, and the poor school-
ing it gives its leaders, might expect that the next
election, is over bar the shouting. But it should be
remembered that the coalition stands quite close in
the polls to Labor; where there is a marked difference
is in perceptions of leadership, and it is these that are
likely to give the incumbent an edge in campaigning.
But this stage in the life of the Parliament, incum-
bency is a mixed blessing because of the ‘it’s time’
syndrome—provided that the Opposition can stay out
of trouble and avoid itself being the issue. Any new
leader, however, will have to cope with those factors
within the party that made it so open to attack from
the Government. It will be increasingly difficult to
win elections without detailed, well-costed policies,
a philosophical framework and party discipline. W

Jack Waterford is deputy editor of The Canberra
Times.
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The British

government’s

statisticians h e
calculated that the
bottom 10 per cent
of the population
suffered a 14 per
cent drop in real
income during the
Thatcher years,
from 1979 to 1991.

The next 10 p

cent recorded no

rise in living

standards.

v

council has smoothed over the foundations and plant-
ed the area as a pocket of parkland. This was once the
workshop of the world, the region where King Cotton
meant muck and brass. As the fabric of that society
begins to fade and tear, it is hard to find a more damn-
ing example of the ability of British society to deliver
than in those aband ed building sites.
What, I asked my brother, sums up how
things have changed since 1 was last here?
His answer was sir  le: car-boot sales. In
the middle of adversity somebody, some-
where, is making a tidy living from this lat-
est social phenomer n. A car-boot sale is
like a garage sale, except that cars, being
mobile, can be brought together in large con-
centrations to create an instant market.
They happen in school playgrounds on
Saturday mornings. They happen on old
acrodromes near convenient freeway
interchanges. They arc sources of delight
("You’ll never guess how much I paid for that
tool kit’) and also signs of desperation
{'A ycar ago they’d have paid my
B price—now they want to bargain’).

ACK IN LoNDON ¢ homeless are tout-
ing a magazine on street corners to survive.
The Big Issuce is sold exclusively by home-
less people, who get 30 pence of the 50 pence
cover price. The magazince is anodyne, with
little more content than some that are
handed out free at Underground stations.
But it is more polite, more sanitised, than
most ways of begging, although the seller
at whom I point my camera puts a copy in
front of his face and keeps it there until he’s
sure I'm out of shot.

In those 12 years
the number living

on incomes less

In the midst of this there are some sur-
prising touches, signs that the ‘80s wave has
not receded without leaving some cvidence
of yuppiefication. I take friends for a curry

than half the

average soared

from five million

to 13.5 million.
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to Brick Lane, just off Whitcchapel Road in
the East End. It's an area synonymous with
migration and pove 7. This is where my
relatives came when they disembarked from
the ship from Poland, and this is where
manyoft postwar wave of Asian migrants
ended up. It comes as a shock to find that
the restaurants that dot the street feature
Diners Club signs, with upmarket decors
and prices to match.

At Del’s Diner on Euston Road, everything is in
place to shoot a scene from Up the Junction. The
breakfast includes black sausage and fried bread; when
mum and daughter behind the counter speak, it’s pure
London working-class. But the menu has widened
since Nell Dunn’s 1960s, and the greasy spoon caff
now serves avocado, prawns and pastrami for those
who don’t want their eggs swimming in bacon fat.
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Everyone thinks that Paul Keating’s win in the
1993 federal election means Australia has effectively
voted to become a republic. I'm forced to destroy that
picce of perceptive Fleet Street analysis by pointing
to one or two salient facts, such as the fact that the
republic scarcely featured as a campaign issue.
My information is greeted with dismay. The royal
family has drifted so far into disrepute that people
are disappointed that Australians are not giving them
a better weapon with which to question its existence.

Politics has become enormously volatile. The
Conservative government continually bumps along
the bottom of the graph. Short of an epidemic sweep-
ing away every Home Counties retired colonel and
Grantham shopkeeper, it can fall little lower. But it’s
not at all clear that Tony Blair’s Labour Party can take
advantage of the Tories’ woes. Its lead in the polls
has approached 30 per cent, but similarly impressive
figures have been thrown away in recent years. It
docsn’t take much to rcalise why. Even my truc-blue
brother-in-law can see that Labour periodically cuts
its throat by emphasising its similarity with the right,
rather than offering the alternative so many plainly
want.

It may not be politics as the lobby correspond-
ents understand it, but the 6000 who attend a socialist
conference in London show that some of the left is
still alive and wanting very much to be kicking. A
young Muslim woman in a head scarf stands up and
says she represents a group of friends. What docs the
party think of religion, she’s thinking of joining. A
middle-aged woman from the campaign to save the
coal mines gets a rousing cheer when she spells out
in forthright terms what she thinks of the trade union
leaders who are dragging their heels. Groups of Poles,
Russians, Koreans and Japanese cluster, their simul-
taneous translations creating a constant hum. At the
end of the week I hear that the Muslim woman has
joined.

I walk up to the stone-built primary school in
the small country town where I grew up. I stand up
against the cool wall where I used to hide from the
sun and the bullics, and try to imagine that nothing
has changed. Tt can’t be done. I'm not the only one
who has entered upon a path that has no return route.
The town’s shopping centre is gap-toothed with To
Let signs (how many charity shops can you have in
one such place?). The papers are full of bile. The car
parks are choked and the bus service abysmal. The
England of childhood and roast beef and yorkshire
pudding seems as remote as Edwardian laughter on
the eve of war.

David Glanz is a freelance journalist.
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A rabbi in her place

utia NEUBERGER COULD BE THE original contra-
stereotype—Rhine-blond and Jewish, pastoral and
polemical, British and Europhile, female and contrary.
She 1s also a woman rabbi, and chancellor of the
University of Ulster. Dressy and outspoken, she will
never be mistaken for a church mouse in a synagogue.
Neuberger is perhaps best known to Australians as
the stormy, dissenting judge of the 1994 Booker prize.

Therc are now 15 British women rabbis, of whom
Julia Neuberger was the second to be ordained. In
America there are some five hundred.

After the American ordination of Sally Presand
in 1973, Jacqueline Tabick was ordained in Britain in
1975. Julia Neuberger followed, as the second British
woman rabbi, in 1977.

She became the first woman to be in charge of a
Jewish congregation—in Streatham, South London.
Simultaneously, she found herself juggling the
intensely pastoral, the political (within Britain’s Social
Democratic Party), writing, and broadcasting. And one
husband, two children and two parents.

She says that her original notoriety began because
she was seen as ‘a freal’. Now that there are so many
women rabbis, the ’‘freak factor’ has all but
disappeared.

Rabbi Neuberger grew up within the orbit of
Reform Judaism, in which the tradition of equal
education for boys and girls dates from 1840 in
England (where it paralleled a movement for better
education for girls within the Church of England) and
1817 in Germany.

Not that Neuberger, as a young girl, felt the
slightest ‘vocation’ to become a rabbi. She was much
busier joining in general 1960s student protests—
occupying the Cambridge History Faculty building,
campaigning unsuccessfully to have men admitted to
her single-sex Cambridge College (Newnham), and
generally dreaming of life as an archaeologist in Iraq.

‘1 became a rabbi by accident. I was reading
Oriental Studies, studying Assyriology. Then, in 1968-
69 there was a public hanging of Jews at Basra. So
when I applied to go and dig with the British, T was
warned that it was not safe.

‘The following year I applied to go to the British
school at Ankara, Turkey’. But a British archaeolo-
gist had been suspected of stealing treasures, and so
there was a four-year ban on British archacologists.

And, even in the heady optimism of 1960s, the
classified ads were not exactly overflowing with
desperate pleas for half-trained British Jewish
Assyriologists. So, with some reluctance, midway
through her Cambridge degree, she decided to convert
her minor subject (Hebrew—a very soft option,
considering she knew much of it already) into a major
subject and build an academic carcer.

In her third year she found herself becoming
deeply interested in Jewish-Christian-Muslim rela-
tions in the medieval world, and in the ways that their
respective writings interacted. Relations between
these three religions have remained one of her ongoing
concerns ever since.

She also found herself fascinated by the
philosophy and legal system of Judaism. But when,
towards the end of her third year, her Cambridge
teacher, Dr Nicholas de Lange (who describes her as
one of his most brilliant students) asked her why she
should not become a rabbi, she thought the idea was
crazy.

She did, however, attend classes at the Leo Bacck
College {a non-Orthodox Rabbinical training school)
in London, and was required to spend some time
visiting Jewish congregations. ‘As the intellectual con-
viction grew, I became more religious’. Jewish
concepts of justice (especially social justice] caught
hold. ‘I began to find a vocation but I still thought I
would end up as an academic’. Then, as she interacted
with people with their individual problems, she

decided that what she really wanted to do
B was to serve a congregation.

Yy 1989 sHE FELT THAT the time had come for a
change. So, she transmogrified into a health policy
analyst. She took up a fellowship to analyse research
ethics, and studied value systems within health
cducation systems at Harvard. She also chaired a
patients’ rights’ organisation. In a sense, this was yet
another natural progression from Judaic studies. She
now both tcaches at Leo Baeck College, where half
her students are women, and chairs a National Health
Service (NHS) Community Health Services Provider
Trust.

She talks of her old congregation—to which her
family still belongs—with much affection. ‘They were
very cqual opportunity, my old congregation. The
walls of Jericho—or at any rate the pillars of
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Strcatham, did not cave in when they acquired the
world’s first congre;  ional woman rabbi. Indeed, they
came to terms (very rapidly) with having a rabbi’s
husband, and not a rabbi’s wifc who traditionally ful-
filled much the samc soup-and-coffee role as the An-
glican vicar’s wite. But onc requirement differed—the

rabbi’s husband was more readily excused
S from synagoguc attc  lancce!

HE REMAINS ACTIVE 10 inter-faith organisations, and
served for many years on the British Council of Jews
and Christians. Howcever, she wants a trialogue, (to
include Moslems as well), not just dialogue. Spiritu-
ality is generally not a prominent feature of Judaism,
and she found herself particularly interested in the
spiritual aspects of Christian-
ity which she encountered in
the hospice movement. She
would also like Christians to
know morc about Ju - ism and
Islam, and for non-fundamen-
talists from all three religions
to become more involved in
discussing the broad moral
issucs of our time.

Paradoxically, she thinks
that until recently the relative
rarity of women rabbis in Brit-
ain made life casicr for them
than for Amecerican women
rabbis. That may not contin-
ue. At one time in the 1980s
all the British non-Orthodox
rabbis were chaired by woni-
en—she was chairing the Lib-
cral rabbinical conference
while Jackic Tabick chaired
the Reform rabbis. Despite their numbers, American
women rabbis have not reaching senior positions.

But she also thinks that even in those domains
where formal sexual cquality is now the norm, the
battle 1s not wholly over. Women and men approach
many matters differently, and the peculiarly female
forms of cxpression can be stifled, however uninten-
tionally. To illustrate: “We had a conference last year
to discuss women’s expression of Judaism, and we
expected about 50 people. We had to close the doors
at 500'. Entitled ‘The Half-Empty Book-Case’, the
meeting addressed questions of opportunities. As have
the many subsequent, also packed-out, meetings.

In contrast to the aceeptance of women within

cr own Liberal Jewish community, there have been
scrious battles concerming the place of women within
London’s Orthodox community during the last ten
years. Attempts by Orthodox women to hold their
own prayer mectings were resisted by the Chief Rabbi
{Jonathan Sacks).

She sees the polarisation now occurring between
traditionalist Orthc¢ Hx Judaism on the one hand  d
the more radical Reform and Liberal movements on

EUREKA STREET ¢ JANUARY- RUARY 1995

‘People have argued that the reason
Paul was so negative (about women)
was that he was Jewish. Well, yes,
you can find some pretty
anti-women passages in Jewish
teaching of the time. But you also
have to say that contemporary with

Paul there was a much more
_ positive attitude.
I suspect he was just a misogynist.
He would have known women who
were literate in the Temple period.
There was a tradition of
learned women.’
—Rabbi Julia Neuberger

the other as paralleling similar schisms within the
Christian denominations, and, in particular, the
Church of England.

So she has followed the Anglican debate on the
ordination of women priests with fascination. And
not simply because she is a close collaborator and
admirer of a primc supporter of women priests, Dr
Richard Harries, the Anglo-Catholic Bishop of Oxford.

When Liberal and Retorm Judaism began to
ordain women rabbis in the 1970s, their Synagogues
were making a statement of uncquivocating principle.
So she finds the Anglican debate strange in its
restraint. ‘Listening to those who have wanted women
pricsts—there is something which I'm not used to—
which is a politeness when
dealing with the Opposi-
tion. Instcad of saying ‘You
don’t want women priests—
tough’, what they're saying
is ‘We'll do everything we
possibly can to accommo-
date you’. This is an intrigu-
ing comment coming from
someonce who also says that
as she becomes older she
often finds it harder to de-
cide on issuces, because she
has come to sce both sides
of the case—as is indeed
obvious trom the televised
cthical debates which she
has chaired. But, on the cth-
ical issue of the cquality of
men and women, she clearly
sces no ‘other side’.

As aJew, shealso notes
from outside the paradox that it is the Catholic
Church—comprising they who are led by the Pope—
which has historically provided more opportunities
for women than has the Protestant Church.

‘I think we may sce quite an interesting inter-
faith movement for the advancement of women grow-
ing up in this country’. She points to those who are

trying to achicve a greater role for women
I within British Islam.
HE

PARALLELS BETWEEN JeEwisti and Christian
fundamentalism are obvious. Orthodox rabbis argue
that Jewish law, as transmitted by the five books of
the Torah, and interpreted in the Mishnah and
Talmud, has divine authority, and that is not for
human beings to change. She says that the resistance
to change of Orthodox law became cstablished largely
during the ghetto period of the eighteenth century.
Yet, in earlier, medieval times, there were substan-
tial changes in Judaic law as a result or rabbinic edict.
For instance, polygamy was technically legal within
western, Ashkenazy, Judaism before ¢. 1000 CE. when
it bccame o~ wed by rabl cdecree. The appro
of the current Refonm and Liberal traditions is to con-



sider to what extent carly writings might also have
been influenced by the way in which contemporary
cultural and value systems atfected the writers.

As for the essence of her own Jewish belief? She
replics with a neat and immediate riposte: appropri-
atcly it is a paraphrasc of the two Great Command-
ments of Christian teaching: ‘I believe in a ercator,
who makes certain demands upon us, in that we try

to create a good world here. The rest is com-
mentary, as they say’.

ND AN ACADEMIC Jewistt view of St Paul? ‘People
have argued that the rcason Paul was so negative
{about women) was that he was Jewish. Well, yes, you
can find some pretty anti-women passages in Jewish
teaching of the time. But you also have to say that
contemporary with Paul there was a much morc
positive attitude. I suspect he was just a misogynist.
He would have known women who were literate in
the Temple period. There were women whao were
scholars—like (slightly later) Beruceria, the wife of
Rabbi Meier. There was a tradition of learned women.
Within the apocrypha you've got Judith, Within the
Hebrew Bible itself you've got characters like Ruth,
Dcbhorah. The low status of women assumed by Paul
was not legally pare of Judaism of that period. Wom-
en went back in legal status in Judaism, but post-Paul .’

She has an attachment to lsracl, but no particu-
lar fondness for its government; her outspoken views
have not endeared her to all members of the Jewish
community—during the 1982 Lebanon conflict she
received death threats. But attitudes have now
changed. ‘It 1s not now considered anathema in the
(Jewish]l community to say “Hang on. I think the
Istacli government policics are wrong.” 7 She cried
tears of joy and nearly crashed her car when, while
driving in America, she listened to news of the Isracl-
Palcstine peace-signing. yet she worries about con-
flicts developing with Isracl’s Jewish community. She
has been vehemently criticised for arguing that one
cffect of the peace agreement has been to uncover pre-
viously camouflaged intra-Isracli Jewish schisms (and
she notes that Jews are one people, not one race). She
cites under-education of women and of Oriental
{Sephardic) Jews in Isracl and gross under-representa-
tion of women in Isracl’s Parliament and senior civil
service. Not everyonce agrees with her.

Her views cannot neatly be labelled as ‘left” or
‘right’. On the one hand, she clearly has a strong sense
ot ‘social justice’, which she belicves derives from
Jewish teaching. She is offended by the lack of proper
opportunities (particularly in c¢ducation) for many
people both in England and in Isracl. On the other
hand, she thinks that the Tories have got things right
in their attempts to make the civil service (in partic-
ular the Health Scrvice) more accountable to the
public. She particularly deplores the lack of patient
choice within the NHS, in both its original and ‘re-
formed’ versions. She has also supported Lady Thatch-
cr’s criticisms of the West for not intervening to help

the unarmed Bosnian people. In fact, her interactions
with Margarct Thatcher have been at a slightly
unusual level—they both actively work with a North
London hospice in the former Prime Minister’s old
constituency. Neuberger disagreed with many of the
Thatcher policics, and wishes that she had promoted
more women; but she still thinks that she was in
many ways unfairly caricatured and treated, probably
hecause she was a woman.

For all her passionately held ‘feminist’ views, she
believes that the feminist movement of the 1960s and
1970s was scriously misguided hecause it came to be
directed against men, and failed to take account hoth
of the importance of the protean forms of relation-
ship between men and women, and of the burden of
the caring load which still falls mainly on women.

As she arguces in her book Whatever's Happen-
ing to Women! Promiscs, Practices and Pavofls
(London: Kyle Cathic Led 1991): “For most of us, rela-
tionships, across age barriers, gender boundaries and
with member of our families and friends, are in the
end what make life worthwhile. And that means be-
ing prepared to do some of the caring, some of the
cherishing. But not all.” The solution for women, she
belicves, lies in sharing the caring; cducating both
boys and girls in parenting and adapeing institutional
thinking so that women do not (stillt) have to make
choices of a kind that would be unthinkable for most
men—between carcer and familics. ‘Setting up old
girls’ networks’ is her Who's Who recercation listing,
and an important strategy for mutual support and
advancement.

She is a strong supporter of marriage commit-
ment, but also criticises those inward-looking fami-
lies that fail to accept or care for thosc outside them.
Divorce in impossible marriages may be incvitable
and cven desirable, but ‘children do have a right to
expect parents to make a pretry good cffort to stay
together.,” Apart from which ‘marriage can be enor-
mously satisfying. [t isn’t all about sexual thrills, or
cven sexual thrall. Ie's accually about companionship
and friendship and working together. In the Jewish

marriage contract, it’s about building a
houschold within Isracl”.

UT STIL ALSO TTUINKS TITAT WOMIN are, very rightly,
¢oing to place increasing demands on men within mar-
riage—and not put up with ‘rubbish’ and an unbal-
anced load of commitments as in the past. So the
survival of marriage will increasingly depend on
proper education and preparation.

Rabbi Neubcerger is nothing if not cffervescent,
full of laughter and polemical. Perhaps that is not
surprising: she herself says that “The tface that
whenever you have two Jews you have three opinions
is not a joke’.

Robin Fitzsimons is a physician and a freclance
journalist. '
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Tharens

OSEAMUS FILANLY

(GO moves 1n
mysterious metres

Seamus Heaney spoke at the 1994 Melbourne Writers' Festival

WANT TO TALK about poetry and God’s movement; poetry as
movement, metre and making.

One of the religious statements that bears some relation to the making
and mcaning of poetry is St Augustine’s: ‘Our hcarts are restless until they
rest in thee.’ T think that this restless condition is the basis of metrical poetry
which is, after all, a poetry constantly on the move towards a closure that it
doesn’t quite war to happen. The metre, the movement, the making of the
thing go, that’s w 1t it’s all about. As each line comes to the end of its tether,
the next one comcs to its rescue, but then it needs rescuing in turn—the whole
thing is a kind of musical pulley-system; or a series of safety nets of sound
that catch onc another in e nick of time and keep the time going. To be able
to keep the syster  in motion, to make it move, is one of the tests of the maker
of poetry. And the maker of the world, of course, faces the same challenge. He
has a flux on his hands which is an eternal present in his conception.

Anyhow, I'd like to remind you, to begin with, of a wonderful parable by Jorge Luis Borges. A
prose poem called Everything and Nothing in which a writer-—who was born in Stratford on
Avon, or somewhere like that, tries to pretend to be an ordinary citizen. So he gets married and
starts a family but feels unsatisficd and restless with that. So he escapes to London and becomes

an actor and acts on the stage and is  ccessful and is unsatisfied with that too. So he thinks he’ll
try to write a few plays and makes up a whole world but is restless and unsatisfied with that.
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Then he has to die and he mects the supreme being and the

supreme being says, ‘All right then, what’s the story ¥ And he

says, 'I'm sorry. I'm a completce failure. I didn’t really do any-

thing. I just made things up. I made up a marriage and a life. 1

made up myself as an actor. I made up plays. T didn’t achieve

anything.” God says, ‘That’s okay, I make things up
too. It's all T can do. In fact, you're part of the make-
up yourself. So, you know, ... shake’.

ORGES, IN OTHER WORDs, sees the appetite for fulfilled purpose
that is inseparable from the artistic endeavour as cqually part
of the divine. So I'suppose that is why several Romantic state-
ments about poctry satisty. The Coleridgian overkill statement
about the imagination being a repetition in the finite mind of
the cternal T am—it makes special sense when you think of it
in relation to metrical action. Metre and rhyme, verse and
closure, hanlker after that repleteness of knowledge and being.
There is an analogy with the religious quest, 1 think, in the
simultaneous ongoingness and scarch for finish in metrical
versc.

One of the great picees of writing about Dante is by the
Russian poet Osip Mandlestam, a critical fantasia, a kind of
song in praisc of Dante’s procedures in the Commedia, called
‘A conversation about Dante.” It sets out to contradict the image
of Dantc as a kind of huge, gifted computer that is fed with all
of Thomism and all of Arabic philosophy and cverything in
classical literature, which it then starts to bring out in little
parccls of three lines at a time, rhyming—tookchooka, took-
chooka, tookchooka. This sensc of Dante as a predetermined
phenomenon—as a kind of processor of a pre-cxisting set of
doctrines and orthodoxics of medicval Christianity—this is one
way in which he is taught and thought about, but Mandelstam
will have none of it.

Mandelstam quite rightly sces him as a religious poet, not
as a religious warchouse. He sees the action of the terza rima,
the sheer process of making the music, the joy of catching the
rhymes on the wing one after the other, as fundamental to the
poem. He revises ways of reading The Divine Comedy in
relation to extrinsic concerns like theology or cosmaology or as
an cxercise in allegory or as a hermetic numerical system or
whatever. Mandelstam says thrillingly, no, you have to sce
this poem as an act of cestatic crystallography. The little
stanzas are as natural as crystals forming in a solution: they’re
a multitudinous cruption of three-sided crystals—one forms,
then another, then another: Nel mezzo del cammin di nostra
vita/ Mi ritrovai per una selva oscura,/ Che la diritta via era
smarritd.

It’s a wonderful corrective and reminder that religious
poetry is poetry, poctry as the sensation of revelation, the
sensation of the mystery coming alive. Oscar Wilde oncce said
that he drank to keep body and soul apart. But you've got to
think of poetry as an effort to bring body and soul together. In
an in-static way, as it were.

If you think of great religious poems like Blake’s Tyger or
Rillke’s Sonnets to Orpheus, or George Herbert or Dante or
John of the Cross or Emily Dickinson or Hopkins—you cannot
altogether just think of them; you actually have a muscular
reception of them too. Pocms are a doing-in-language as well
as a thinking-about in the head. When it comes to great

religious poetry, or poctry which has religious appetites, poctry
that’s up against the mystery of things, then you're respond-
ing through the madeness of the thing as much as through the
subject of the made thing. In these poets, their God does move
in the metre. The metre enacts the neediness and vision and
the reward at the same time.

I'll just read two poems in conclusion. I'll say this first
onc from memory because I'don’t have it with me. It’s a short
poem by Robert Graves. He doesn’t mention the White Goddess
in it, but she—or something like that bolt from the blue which
represents God to Paul on the way to Damascus—is present;
the small bang, so to speak, that makes this bright new world.

It’s called Dance Of Words. 1t’s about metre and the doing-
in-language that is verse.

To make them move, vou should start from lightning
And not forecast the rhythm: relyv on chance

Or so-called chance for its bright emergence

Once lightning interpenetrates the dance.

Grant them their own traditional steps and postures
But see they dance it out again and again

Until only the lightning is left to puzzle over—

The choreography plain, and the theme plain,

I'll end with a translation of John of the Cross that [ did.
John of the Cross in Spanish is utterly lambent, and even though
[ don't think of myself as altogether a lambent versificr, I had
a go. ... Lonce met in a confessional a character who belonged
to the order of the Discaleed Carmelites (How could you not
fall in love with somcebody called a Discalced Carmelite?). He
was not only a student of the mystic John of the Cross but he
had been transtormed by the mysticism. He was the tirst person
within my own cxpericence of Catholicism and the institutional
church who was radiant with what we often hear called the
love of God.

There was no ‘no’ in him. He scemed to have entered the
realm of ‘yes” and to have made it credible—becausce quite often
it’s a mushy cnough domain. He had entered what a friend of
minc called the O-zong, in so far as religious poctry might be
detined as poetry in which the cxclamatory particle
‘0" tigures considerably. ‘O’ representing that ache and
aspiration I was speaking of. Well, this man had cntered the
the O-zone and I met him in the last place where 1

expected to find atfirmation and praise: in the
confessional,

HAT I'M GOING 10 READ s from a long scquence called
Station Island. 1t’s got a typical Irish Catholie protagonist who's
going around saying ‘accuse me, accuse me, accuse me,” and
suddenly he meets this character in the confessional. The
penance that the pricst gives is a translation of John of the
Cross. This comes towards the end of the sequence when the
protagonist is badly in nced of blessing.

As if the prisms of the kaleidoscope
I'plunged once in a butt of muddied wuater
surfaced like a marvellous lightship
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and out of its silted crvstals a monk’s face
that had spoken years ago from behind a grille
spoke again about the need and chance

to salvage evervthing. to re-envisage
the zenith and glimpsed jewels of anv gift
mistakenly abased ...

What came to nothing could always be replenished.
‘Read poems as prayers " he said, ‘and for vour penance
translate me something by Juan de la Cruz.”

Returned from Spain to our chapped wilderness,
lris consonants aspirate, his forehead shining,
he had muade me feel there was nothing to confess.

Now his sandalled passage stirred me on to this:
How well 1 know that fountain, [illing, running,
although it is the night.

That cternal fountain, hidden away,
I know its haven and its secrecy
although it is the night.

But not its source because 1t does not have one,
which is all sources’ source and origin
although it is the night.

No other thing can be so beautiful.
Here the earth and heaven drink their fill
although it is the night.

So pellucid it never can be muddied,
and I know that all light radiates from it
although it is the night.

[ know no sounding-line can find its bottom,
nobody . d or plumb its deepest fathom
although it is the night.

And its current so in flood it overspills
to water hell and heaven and all peoples
although it is the night

And the current that is gencrated there,
as far as it wills to, it can flow that far
although it is the night.

And from these two a third current proceeds
which n. her of these two, [ know, precedes
although it is the night.

This eternal fountain hides and splashes
within this living bread that is life to us
although it is the night.

Hear 1t calling out to every creature.

And they drink these waters, although it is dark here
because it is the night.
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[ am repining for this living fountain.
Within this bread of life I see it plain
although it is the night.

4+

Question: How much do you feel that vour poetry is an
expression of the religious tradition you grew up in and how
much is it rewriting of things in that tradition that you find
unsatisfactory?

Seamus Heaney: [ grew up in the Catholic faith, There was a
great sensc of mystery. A huge, jubilant sensc of the supernat-
ural dimensions of reality. A sense that onc’s own minimal
cobweb presence was part of a shimmering infinity. And had
cvery right to be part of it. A sense, too, of sanctifying grace as
part of it. Something totally unknowable and clevating and
yet attainable. Almost.

That, it has to be said, was part of the child-crystal world
you accepted. As much of a reality for me as a poct as all the
rest of the stuff that you hear so much about: the repression,
the priest-ridden minds, the boarding schools, the straps, the
Christian Brothers cte. Of course like most Catholics 1 tried to
scecularise myself. Then in middle years T thought to myself
‘Why bother anymore’. Recently, for example, Pve allowed the
word soul and the word spirit to come back. Not only into my
vocabulary but into my being somehow, after trying to evacuate
them. So the poem [ would like to write now would float free,
and would have the bubble-like mystery of that Catholicism [
described as the child vision.

But of course what I'm describing is a desire. You know, if
you're a smoker you're always looking for the ultimate smoke;
every cigarette you've ever smoked is a slight disappointment,
even though it’s an utter necessity. Well, in a similar way,
every poem is a disappointed drag on the absolute.

Does the Orphic element in poetry run with or against the
relicious impulse!

There’s an American classicist called Robert Segal who's
written a book about the myth of Orpheus. Remember, Plato
famously banished the poets from his republic, and Segal very
neatly, and I think very credibly, sees this as a negative reading
of Orpheus. Orpheus in one aspect is the ecstatic poet who
moves not only human beings but creatures of the world by
rhythmical sound. He chants. When he plays, the world
becomes entranced. It’s like playing an Irish jig—people start
to beat their feet and begin to move. This is a perceptible fact:
music moves along like that. And Plato said ‘Not too good,
that, is it? Poetry puts people out of their minds. Goodbye,
Orph!’

But, says Scgal, Orpheus can be seen in another light. If
we take into account the way his music moved the heart of
the god of death, the way the lyre was a kind of musical life-
line that almost hauled Eurydice back to life, then we can think
of Orpheus as the figure of the poet who makes art encounter
the fact of death and so, by extension, we can think of poetry
as an art which is working its way along the upward gradient
towards the light. It’s entranced but it’s also working. We want
music to be doing a haulage job. We want it to have some
relationship to the endured life as well as to being a call to the
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(GERARD WINDSOR

My mother’s house

HEN T WAS A VERY SMALL BOY—it 18 one of my carliest memories—my mother took me out to
Sans Souci to visit my Auntic Claude. Auntic Claude had been born in 1856. In fact she was my
mother’s mother’s aunt. Auntie Claude’s parents had arrived in Sydney from Stirlingshire in 1854
with an infant daughter. But the child died. In 18536 they had the first of their Australian-born
children, and they called her Rose. When [ first met Rose she had been a Sister of Mercy for over
seventy years. By then she was A atie Claude. AN the girls from the upper Hunter, my mother
said, went to school cither to the Josephites at Lochinvar or to the Mercys at Singleton. Rose went
to Singleton and then entered the convent there. So did her younger sister, Margaret. Margarct was
my Auntic Gertrude, but she died in February 1947 and T have no memory of having met her. But
Gertrude was a very capable woman, my mother always maintained, and she went from Singleton
to found the Mercy Convent at Broken Hill,

Sans Souci was another initiative of Auntic Gertrude. My mother related that Auntie Ger-
trude wanted a holiday house tor her nuns away from the heat and rigour of Broken Hill, so in
1939 she built a convent on a hill overlooking Kogarah Bay. In time nuns came to live in retire-
ment and die there, as Auntie Claude did in 1953. The relatives of Sisters Gertrude and Claude
never had reason to go to Sans S¢ i again. The visits were all another age. ‘We went there by
trolley bus’, my mother remembered, and T saw myself outside a lowering porch, on a narrow strip
of crisp lawn, dodging around yew bhushes, and there was the black shape and the tiny face of a
gnarled beetle who was my Auntie Claude.

+

[ rang my mother when I saw the notice. ‘Under instructions from the Sisters of Mercy. Duc
to the Sale of the Property. Un-reserved Auction of Contents of Chapel and Convent.’

‘Let’s go out,’ I said

Tl ring ftirst,” she  cided.

“There’s a number for the auctioneer,’ 1 told her.

‘No, I'll ring the ¢ vent.’
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‘I spoke to a Sister Annctte,’ she said later. ‘She said to be sure and introduce ourselves to her
when we went out.’

Twice in the following week my mother spoke to me on the phone, and asked, ‘Do you still
want to go out to Sans Souci?’

4

The row of box gums on the footpath had been shorn flat. The lines of the convent were
unobscured.

‘I don’t rcmember the second storey,’ said my mother.

‘This looks much newer than 1939,’ I said. But the honey and cream bricks and the unfussy
Romanesquec pilasters had not stained or worn or crumbled. This was the convent we had visited.
The moat of lawn was there, and the yew bushes, dark green and conker-filled or lighter green
under a yellow icing, and bare frangipanis and a white poinsettia in flower. This was a holiday
home, on a corner block with a Norfolk Island pine outside the chapel. The mat at the front door
said ‘"MERCY’.

There were auctioneer’s signs and arrows everywhere, most of them saying, ‘Please Respect
the Sisters’ Privacy’. We followed the directions, into the refectory. There was a kitchen at one
cnd, and a group of late middle-aged women were talking there. My mother stood at the door and
asked, ‘Sister Annette?’

Sister Annette took us into the kitchen and introduced us. We stood around the great table
with the nuns and they gave us coffee and reintroduced us as others of their sisters came in. They
remembered Auntie Claude, but it was Auntie Gertrude they honoured.

‘You’d hardly have known they were sisters.’

‘Sister Claude was so tiny, with a very deep voice. She’d come into the chapel and say,
“What’s going on in here?”’

‘Mother Gertrude was a lovely person, a wonderful conversationalist. So interesting to talk to
about anything.’

‘She could hold her own anywhere. Would’ve known exactly what to do with the governor.’

‘When famous singers came to the towns, they’d always put on a special recital just for the
nuns. Mother Gertrude would thank them, and she’d do it so gracefully.’

‘She was a great businesswoman,’ added my mother. ‘My mother always used to say that
about Auntie Gertrude.’

‘Is there a history of the congregation?’ I asked. ‘A pamphlet, or a written account just for
your own use?’

‘No, no. Just what’s in the archives at Parkes.’

‘Do you have many novices?’ I asked.

‘Oh, people come and go. But we haven’t had a profession in twenty years.’

I took photos of the nuns and my mother together in the kitchen.

‘We mustn’t take up any more of your time,” my mother said. ‘If we could just have a look
around.’

‘It’s been lovely to meet you,’ the nuns all said. ‘It’s so good to meet people who remember
the old ones.’

+

My mother and I followed all the signs and all the arrows through and outside the house. A
low-ceilinged, lock-up under the house was just one auction lot—about fifty old suitcases, then
crutches, walking frames, commodes, wheelchairs, two walking sticks. ‘One of these could well
have been Auntie Claude’s,’ [ suggested.

‘Oh come out of there, Gerry,” my mother called.

We went upstairs, a circular metal staircase winding up a wall of glass bricks in a round,
bright hub of a chamber. In the recreation room my mother pointed to the little internal casement
windows that opened over the back of the chapel. ‘For the elderly and sick nuns,’ she explained to
me, ‘'who couldn’t manage the stairs. So they could get to Mass.’

In the chapel people were speaking at secular volume, strolling unrestricted, lifting, peering,
tapping with their knuckles. We went into the sacristy first. Much of the floor was covered by a
collection of old oak and pine stools, two-legged, oval in shape, with a small hole in the middle of
the seat where the fingers could slip through and grip.
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‘They’d be good,’ I said. ‘Stools are always useful’

My mother checked them against the catalogue, and we muttered and half-finished sentences,
wondering how to assess such objects. [ had no idea what stools were worth. Other items took our
attention. Qutside the chapel door ‘a 19th century Wedgwood mieat platter “Ivanhoce Overthrows
the Templat” ', Beside the holy water font * a carved hall stand and scat’. A curiosity I had never
seen, ‘a confessional kneeler’, with its detachable picce of slatted board, to shield penitent from
confessor.

My mother and I meandered our own ways through brassware and glassware and pews and
statues and stacked pictures. We came together at the altar. I opened my mouth to speak and my
mother spoke before me. ‘“This is very sad,” we both said.

The silver-plated tabernacle doors were just ajar. [ opened them. The veil was drawn, but Islid
my fingers between the two squares of material and tugged them baclk along the line of gilt thread.
There was nothing inside but the padding. A hollow of quilted satin.

On the way out I saw one of the nuns. ‘What were those stools in the sacristy used for?’ 1
asked.

‘We used to sit on those in the dining room. In the old days.’

‘Deportment,” said my mother. ‘Straight backs.’

T11 go back tomorrow,” I told her.

+

She rang me at ten in the morning,.

T'm just going out the door, on my way now,’ I said.
‘Oh, do you really want to? You don’t have to.

T'm going. Now wl  do you want me to bid on?’
‘Well, I'd quitce like the meat plate ... a stool ... 7
‘The hall stand?®’

Yes.!
‘What are you willine to go to?’
“Oh1don’t know. leave it to you .’

‘Well, for example, do T go to five hundred on the meat plate?’
‘Good heavens, no! Once hundred. Tdon’t mind if T don't get it
‘The stools?’

‘“What about forty?’

‘OK.’

Tl look after it,” said my mother.

+

The chapel was miniaturc and so bright. The transepts werce only about four metres deep, and
there was no stained glass, but open windows around the sanctuary, even behind the altar. The
chapel was packed, pews and aisles and tloor all jammed. Upstairs in their recreation room the
nuns took up position, looking down through their casement windows. I stood at the front of the
nave and leaned against the modern table altar. Beside me, on the floor, a man distracted two
small boys with Coke and Fanta. I kept getting a whift of cigarette smoke. Two dealers sat on the
altar steps facing the people, in the twin prelatial scats, lots 2 and 3, cach ‘an oak carver chair’.

he auctioneer took his place on the top altar step, and uscd a marble ambo as his rostrum. He
apologised that duc to the great response he had run out of catalogues but more had been printed.
He thanked the sisters for this honour, he repeated a request from them for decorum, he related
how after much prayer and consideration they had decided to put matters in the hands of Gray
Fisdell Timims. Then he spun into action. He was good. He used his patter to establish his creden-
tials. ‘Roscmary, would you hold up the cruets. Look at her. Must have been an altar boy. Or
learnt it from her two sons who w = altar boys at Bexley, now both at St. Joseph's College. In fact
we have a large Catholic representation at Gray Eisdell Tinums. I'm surce no onc here’s going to
hold that against us. I mysclf went through school first with the sisters, and then under the
Christian Brothers at St. Virgil’s, Hobart. What am I bid for this assortment of Mass cruets?’

He swept on. A large number of Our Ladys came up, each simply ‘a plaster religious statuc of
Our Lady’. He sold the Queen of Heaven for $ 7 3, and Our Lady of Lou ™ 5 for $380 ’
nounced a ‘stonc religious statuce of Our Lady’. The figure was knecling and her ankles and clogs
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were showing and she held a pair of rosary beads. There was some murmuring and craning to sce
and confusion in the air, but onc of the nuns, with sharp, bell-like authority, called from the
cascment. ‘It’s Saint Bernadette.’

Saint Bernadette brought $200 and the rhythm settled itself again. The dealers sat in their
carved oak and with a grim nonchalance crushed any opposition for the classier, recyclable items.
‘The bid 1s on the altar,’ cried the auctioneer, and the dealers took all the pews for $570 cach, and
the marble font for $640, and an oak sick call box for $280, and a brass credence table with marble
top, the only credence table the auctioneer had handled in ten years, for $780, and a pair of five
sconce brass candelabra for $220 cach. ‘The bid is on the altar, here beside me on the altar,” called
the auctioncer again and again.

The dispersal was relentless, and not cheap. The hall stand went for $380, the meat platter for
$560, the crib figures for $600 to a ‘lady’, the stations of the cross for $600 to a young woman, an
old girl of Loreto, Kirribilli, and her boyfriend, who were going to put them on the walls of their
housec.

In the whole room there were only two obvious groups of religious professionals. One man
was addressed by the auctionceer as ‘monsignor’, but I thought it probably a trade nickname for
there were several other dealers on terms of intimacy with the auctioneer, and ‘the monsignor’
was Middle-Eastern and wore lay clothes and a heavy gold chain around his neck. But he was a
bona fide monsignor all right, a Chaldacan Syrian, and although he stood he was accompanied by
three scated nuns, in full cream and caramel habits, all Iragis. Immediately in front of him were
three figures in full black. A slight sandy-haired man in tailored clericals stood throughout with a
fixed half smile on his face. It broadencd just a few degrees when items like Sacred Hearts were
held up and he would give a slight, knowing roll of his eyes to his companions. Beside him was a
nun, a handsome young woman with black glasses and a severe set to her mouth. To her right was
a stout, curly-hairced young priest who wore a European clerical soutane. He had a bidding card
stuffed face down in the sash. For the first cighty items he did not touch it.

Then the auctioncer announced the centrepicee of the day’s sale, “a magnificently carved
marblc central altay’. The tabernacle was being sold separately, he said. ‘An altar like this, if new,’
he said, ‘would cost you at lcast $50,000.” He paused and looked around, and his finger shot out.
‘One thousand I have’. The dealers on the altar scanned ahcead in their catalogues; they had no
interest. It was a two-sided ducl, the Chaldacan monsignor and the unnamed in the soutane. They
traded blows cvenly.

‘Well, it’ll be going to a good home,” said the auctioneer. The young priest lolled against the
confessional kneeler. Lay scconds, or perhaps backers, even bankrollers, crowded at his shoulder,
whispering. The monsignor kept smiling, but he was no match. At $5200 he gave in. For the first
time the crowd applauded. The black nun was impassive, motionless. Only then I noticed the
medallion on her chest—in copper relief, the profile of Saint Pius X. Ah, I realised, Archbishop
Lefebvre’s breakaway lot.

‘We'll do the side altars separately,” said the auctioneer. ‘The successful bidder has the option
of taking the second at the same price. I should point out that in case the purchaser is not a
religious body, the relics will have to be removed.’

The monsignor was unopposed. He took both altars for $650 apicce. The auctioncer was
clearly relieved. ‘No need now for the relics to be taken out.” He made another speech about the
need for the separate purchascers of the main altar and the tabernacle to cooperate on the removal
of the one from the other. But the cassocked priest got the tabernacle too, for §720. Again the
crowd clapped.

When the auctioneer came to lot 91, ‘a brass monstrance and case’, he pointed out a delicate
matter. ‘There is a further picce to the monstrance which the sisters have withheld. Again, if the
purchaser is a religious body, they will hand over this piece. If not, they will retain it. So the item
you are now bidding for is the monstrance as is.’

The Chaldaean and the plump priest in the cassock went at it again. The monsignor ran his
opponent up hard. The monstrance reached $1550 before it went to the Society of Pius X. The
applaunse was sustained. ‘Congratulations,’ said the auctioneer, ‘the most popular bidder in the
room’. He made no public comment about whether the sisters would be handing over the missing
piece to a schismatic body.

The Society of Pius X and its entourage left. We were running down towards the assortments
of ‘sundry bric-a-brac’ and ‘sundry religious prints etc.’, and I had nothing. My resolve hardened
towards the stools. I wasn’t going to let go of Auntie Claude and Auntie Gertrude. We reached lot
121, the first stool. The option rule applied to all ten stools, said the auctioneer. He began slowly,
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at twenty, but a young woman on the altar steps beat me up. She pulled out at seventy. But new
lood came rushing in down the back.

‘Eighty,” the auctioncer called.

I nodded.

‘Nincty,’

His hand jabbed towards the back. ‘One hundred.’

I couldn’t go on past a hundred. Forty, my mother had said. I shook my head. The hammer

11 ‘How many?’ called the aucti  eer.

‘All of them,’ T heard her answer.

The disappointment pummelled me.

‘So, lots 121 to 130 at $100 cach,’ said the auctioneer annotating his shecets.

There was a flurry at the back. One of the assistants called out, ‘The lady thought it was $100
tor the lot.’

The auctioncer gave a genial smile. ‘Tl put them up again,’ he said, and began to scratch out
in his sheets.

My resolve turned to iron. We would, we would sit down with Auntic Claude and Auntie
Gertrude. They would stay with us, and we with them at whatever poor meal or feast there was. 1
nodded ruthlessly till there was no opposition.

‘How many would you like?” asked the auctioneer.

‘Five,” Isaid. My mother had five sons. Dimly T remembered the mother’s voice asking, ‘Shall
my sons sit with you, on either side?’

‘Would you like to choose them?’ asked the auctioneer.

‘Could T make that six,” T called.

The auctioneer noc  d and scratched out, rearranging, redistributing his stools.

+

‘T'm so glad,” said onc of the nuns. ‘They would have been here at the beginning.’

A summer squall hit me as I drove away. Straight ahicad, on the horizon beyond the end of
ocky Point Road, silver lightning jagged itsclf out as sharply as Constantine’s cross. The wipers
raced. The dry summer leaves whirled in the torrential rain. T could not get home quickly enough
to drive with my wife and my son to my mother’s house and to have cach onc of us carry in the

stools, two by two, and set them before her.

Gerard Windsor’'s most recent book is Family Lore.
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SNOW Willow

OR sOME YEARS Now [ have been collecting fragments of the life of a great star of the Peking Opera,
a man who died ignominiously in the Cultural Revolution. I'shall call him Sun because I'm not surc
it T have invented him or if he has somehow made himself truly known to me since I began scattering
his photographs and librettos around my study. It wouldn’t surprise me if he has made a comeback,
because I know he would have been far from satisfied with death as a farewell performance.

He was born at the turn of the century. That much seems clear enough because his carliest
memories—recorded in a ‘diary’ that was probably written by onc of his sccretarics, since he was
barely literate himself—include sceing heads dangling from the branches of trees in his native village,
somewhere in southern Hebei province. It must have been the time of the Boxer Rebellion. His
family couldn’t afford to keep him so he was sold to the master of an opera school, Flayer Pang, and
his wife, Sparrow’s Egg. Pang’s wifc never tired of telling people she had been an imperial concubine,
but the truth—at least the truth according to Sun’s third wife, who was inclined to seriously under-
estimate the beauty of other women—was that she was a servant in the palace kitchens who’d been
thrown out because she was too ugly to be scen anywhere near the food. Her face was too long, her
cycebrows too coarse and she had freckles under her nose that reminded people of a sparrow’s cgg.
What she most certainly did have in common with the imperial concubines, however, was a temper
and a tonguec.

Sun would have been about six or seven when he was sold to Flayer Pang and there’s no doubt he
was very fortunate indeed to be sold to a master with such a fine reputation as an actor of wu-sheng
and hua-dan roles {military, acrobatic men, and lively, flirtatious young women, respectively). But
Pang, in the tradition of so many before him, had been brutalised and sodomised as a boy, and knew
no way to treat his students other than the way he had himself been treated. To make matters worse
for Sun, the contract his father had signed with Pang specitied that he could do with him as he saw
fit. He could beat him to death and there could be no question of legal settlement. Although the
other boys were still the property of their families, Sun was the property of the school, every bit as
much as the costumes and the props.

He ran away once, back to his village, but he was caught and nearly killed. Pang used to flog him
with ropes soaked in water, and if he cried out he would get an even worse beating, or Swallow’s Egg
would hold him down while her husband stuffed his mouth with rags. His training, like that of the
other boys, was extremely harsh. He slept on a wooden board to make his limbs supple, and walked
on ice to improve his balance. Weights were fastened to his ankles, bowls of water were placed on his
head, and, during incessant beatings that followed every slip or mistake in recitation, Sparrow’s Egg
was always there to urge the Flayer on to greater feats of cruelty.

Some time around 1910, just at the death of the dynasty, Pang moved his opera school to Peking,
somewherc in the south of the Chinese City, near the Altar of Heaven, so the troupe could perform
in the strects among the tumblers and sing-song girls and drum and gong bands. Business wasn't
good, so Pang decided to hire Sun out to weddings and funerals, to celebrate or mourn as required by
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wealthy familics. His very first engagement was a big funeral and he found himself in the middle of
the rear row of mourners, so his comical appecarance wouldn't give offence. His robe was far too big
and he had to hitch it up round his waist and tie it with string to prevent it dragging in the dust. His
boots were so big even his tough little feet quickly developed blisters as a result of trying to get a grip
on them.

Each of the mourners was dressed in white and walked in front of the procession, bearing a
willow staff wrapped in white paper. Behind them thirty-six bearers held a silver canopy aloft, swelling
and snapping over the gleaming lacquered coffin like the sails of a great galleon. On and on they
trudged, for miles, and Sun had no idea where he was going. When they reached the cemetery the

mourners abruptly disrobed, tossed away their white sticks and made a beeline for the
shops where they’d hired their costumes—where they would also collect their pay.

uT SUN HaD No IDEA where Pang had hired his robe, and couldn’t even tind his way back to the
school, so he wandered the streets for a day, still wearing his costume and too frightenced to throw his
staff away, in casc the master had to pay for it. Passcrsby cursed him, and threw stonces. Some spat at
him. ‘Get away from me, you scabby little turtle’s egg! Piss oft out of it! What the fuck do you think
you're doing, trudging : Hut the city waving that death-wand all over the place? Damn you! Are you
determined to bring bad luck down on all our heads?’ He spent the night huddled in a doorway in a
narrow lane somewhere west of the school, near the old clephant stables. Snow fell, but he’d often
been made to sleep outside in the worst of the winter, so the bitter cold was nothing new to him.

By mid-morning of the next day he’d managed somchow to find his way back home. The shrill
voice of Sparrow’s Ege was the first thing he heard as he swung open the great doors and stepped over
the sill into the courtyard. “What’s this? Ai-ya! Master Pang, a ghost has come to call on us! Comc
quickly and show your hospitality!’

‘Please, Mistress, [ got lost ...

‘Aagh! It speaks, Master Pang, and it looks a little like onc of our boys. But why is it dressed up
like a ghost? Is this a new role? Has this ghost taken the theatre world by storm, and now returns to
honour his old school?’

‘Please Mistress, [just couldn’t find my way back from the funeral .’

‘So! We couldn’t make it to the funeral so you have brought the funeral to us. Clever ghost! But
wait a minute!—Master Pang, is this not the most filial of sons? He goes grieving to the cemetery
and then, not content with his official mourning duties, he keeps up a procession of his own and
walks all the way home, still carrying his white mourning stick, the ‘snow willow’. This is what we
must call him from now on! Our very own little ‘Snow Willow!”

Pang seized Sun around the back of the neck and forced him to the ground, where he began
raining terrible blows down on his shoulders with the rope. Sparrow’s Egg stooped, and with her
marbled nosc a few inches from Sun’s grimly contorted face, screamed ‘Snow Willow, Snow Willow,
the most filial of sons! No doubt he didn’t even ask for his pay for mourning! And just imagine how
he!ll grieve when Master Pang goces to Paradise. Don't they say “A teacher for a single day is a tather
for life?” Teach him well, Master Pang, so this filial son will never forget his facher!’

Sun survived this and countless more beatings. It was always the mistress he hated most—after
all, Pang wus his teacher, he respected his crate and thought the day might well come when the
courage and endurance he had Iearnt on the end of that remorscless rope might lead him out of the
school and onto the stage, to play the part of beautiful and tragic young women. But this stinking
fox-on-heat had nothing to offer but a big ugly mouth. She sprayed filth cvery time she spoke, like a
dung beetle sneezing. But it was during onc of her tirades that Sun conceived an idea so delectable
that cven the beatings scemed tolerable for a while.

Sparrow’s Egg often visited hier friends in the countryside, many kilometres south, in the Fengtai
District, and he was made to accompany her, leading her donkey and carrying her parcels and gifts as
she sat side- saddle like a grear lady of the imperial houschold. One day, while the mistress was
riding along in state on her celestial steed, fussing at her balsam-painted nails and drcaming of her
halcyon days, Sun stooped to pick up a handful of dung becetles grazing in moist pats along the
roadside. Then, when she dismounted to go in scarch of a quict place to relicve herself, he took a long
thread of cotton from his jacket and wound it Joosely round cach beetle, making a sort of living,
wriggling rosary for revenge. He tied the thread around the donkey’s tail, close to the source of
provender, and waited tor the mistress to return from behind the white pines and scholar trees that
lined the road.

She mounted the donkey, and for some time all was normal as they made their way along,
Suddenly the beast gave a violent shudder, screamed hideously and kicked its hind legs high in the
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air, sending the mistress sprawling on her elbows and knees in the dust of the road. Sun rushed to her
assistance, and helped her climb back into her position after she had kicked the donkey savagely in
the belly and cursed its ancestors back to eighteen generations. Sun was getting worried now—this
had been so successful that it could turn out to be either a huge joke or a terrible disaster. If things
got out of hand and Sparrow’s Egg were killed, perhaps he would be charged with murder, and exccuted
at daybreak in the vegetable market with one of those great swords—the ones that were hundreds of
years old: the ones they said were actually spirits that could sometimes be heard at night, singing of
their dreadful deeds. He could see the executioner with his yellow leather apron, and he saw the men
sprinkling lime over the blood-soaked stones before they opened the market for the day’s trade ... but
all was well for another ten minutes, and he began to relax. Then the donkey reared up again, screeching
and snorting convulsively in some mysterious torment. Again the mistress went tumbling through
the air, like onc of those heroic women generals in the opera.

But Sparrow’s Egg was no fool, it scemed. This time she examined the donkey’s hindguarters
very thoroughly. ‘Aha, yes! Pve heard that dung becetles will sometimes climb up the donkey’s back
gate in scarch of scraps from the kitchen, but I've never heard of these clegant insects fashioning
themselves a ladder of cotton! This is a very skilled little troupe of dung beetles we have here—ch,
Snow Willow?” She looked murderously at the boy, tugged the thread viciously from the donkey’s
tail and resumed her position. When they arrived back at the school late that afternoon, Sun allowed
himsclf to sercam and cry a little during the inevitable thrashing, to satisfy the mistress he was
being suitably punished. But in fact, he really thought Pang was taking it casy on him for once.

Sun did go on to become a famous performer in the Peking Opera, with a troupe of his own,
named atter himscelt. His heyday was the 1940s and 19505 and he was much-loved and admired in the
northern provinces as a player of the hua-dan roles. You can still find some old people in Peking who
talk with passion about his portrayal of Li Yaxian, a prostitute in an opera called The Embroidered
Jacket. Li Yaxian falls in love with a scholar, the son of a very respectable family, who has spent all
his father’s allowance on medicine to cure her of disease. The father is so enraged with his son’s
profligacy in squandering money on prostitutes that he beats him to death in the street. Li Yaxian
overhears the family servant buying a coffin for the unfortunate scholar, and follows him to the poor
broken body of her lover. There she bends over him and weeps and weeps, until her
heart-rending tears miraculously revive him. Everyone loved Sun in this part. They say

his voice was nothing special, but his movements and gestures were enough to mele a
stone lion.

N THE SPRING OF 1947, whilc he was performing the role of Li Yaxian at a great private banquet in
Peking, news rcached Sun of the death of Sparrow’s Egg. He heard also that Master Pang was now too
poor to pay for her funeral. So he went to sce the old man. T heard the story of this mecting from
Sun’s driver. Apparently Sun instructed him to proceed into the lane, although there was barely
cnough room to squeeze the shining black American limousine between the walls of the houses.
Pang greeted him at the school gates and they sat together drinking tea in that courtyard where Sun
had so often been flogged senseless. They spoke of the old days and laughed and laughed over the
business of the donkey and the dung beetles.

Before he took his leave of the old man, Sun asked the driver to fetch something from the car. He
brought back a picce of heavy silk, embroidered with ‘one hundred sons’—little boys fishing, flying
kites, comparing crickets and carrying gay lanterns outside the walls of a great, rich houschold.
Inside the silk was a willow rod, and some yellowing fragments of white paper. Sun handed Pang
enough money to pay for a splendid funcral for Sparrow’s Egg and said, “You sce Master, T do not
forget. I am the most filial of sons, after all’. Then he asked Pang to buy a beautiful coffin of ancient
pine and place the snow willow on top.

The driver went to some pains to describe the touching expression Sun had on his face, and the
elegancce of his gesture as he passed the rod to Pang. He showed me how he had held it reverently in
both hands, bowing deeply to his old master. Then he went on to tell me how Sun had never forgot-
ten his bitter-poor origins, or the tragic lives of the despised and downtrodden class of artists and
performers before Liberation. I'm sure all that is truc, and perhaps I've become obsessed with Sun’s
roles, with all those saucy, clever scrvant girls and last-laugh courtesans, but when I imagine this
scenc Sun’s facce has all the sly sanctity of a temple monkey.

Trevor Hay is the author of Tartar City Woman and co-author of East Wind, West Wind. He is
currently writing a series of short stories based on the Peking Opera.
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What Low Kinds Exist Without

When Sylvia Plath called Daddy out

She would have had to call him out again
And go on calling and insisting but

Dying instead she straightway statued him.

Thus Robert Lowell’s mind, ‘not right’,
Rehearsed the same not-rightness when improved
And got not right again and felt the warmth

Of going over ground not-rightness mapped.

Keats saw the chase eternalised

On his Greek Urn and chiselled it still deeper
And when his mad pursuit was at an end

The rest of us came up forever panting.

Poetry readings are obscene:

The poet stands before you tearing up

His heart like old bus tickets and goes home
With rotting bits of living on his tie.

Pain and joy occur once only—

Shout at Hamlet that the king’s a villain,

He'll be the same foot-dragger next performance.
Like river water, art’s different and the same.

The clock’s uncomfortable, the heart

Keeps going and when it’s done another heart
Takes up the beat: the artist’s the only one
Who stops the clock to keep it ticking on.

Peter Porter

This Year In Sybaris

Rivers are diverted and the fields

are full of shoe-shops; migrating cranes
attempt mast-high nesting on gold eggs;
balloons bring milk-fed lambs to town
through labyrinths of arches;
horticulture is entailed

for dancers’ pension rights; the moon'’s
an animal in their folklore and its flutes
are keyed or over-blown; calyx

and pistil shine in artificial green

on balconies enticing mist;

our screaming ghosts are dhows of
Sybaris adrift from old regattas;

we import herms at silly prices,

applaud the stories sailors tell

of where the sun goes when it dies;

the very Greek we hear is laced

with Epirate effusions; silver stags

are chased down rows of poplars

while the galaxies have learned to speak.

Crotonians! We must shortly make our move.

Peter Porter

That Give Delight And Hurt Not

When Christina Rossetti, that gentle Italian lady

Who loved the Anglican God,

Was dying of cancer, her faith couldn’t tame her body
And her screams went abroad

Wider than her fame to upset the neighbours—

Need her agony have been so imitative of her Saviour’s!

Apparently none of the mercantile pious understood
That the heavenly listening post

Which picks up all signals through space and cloud
Recycles them for the Lord of Hosts

To hear as acceptable homage, a depiction

As comfortably harmonised as Stainer’s Crucifixion.

Peter Porter
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policies of improvement did not
present themscelves as a choice
between personal and public profit.

Banks busicd himself with drain-
ing fens, with improving coal mine
pumping cquipment, with
identifying viable coal scams, with
improvements in tanning which
would aid the British balance of pay-
ments, with stcam power for flour
milling. His friends included Boulton
and Watt (which says somcthing
about how little he was an old-style
snobl. Tle doubled the annual income
from his own properties by pursuing
the mining option.

He was a gainerin all this. Yet he
was able, in good conscience, to hold
that cveryone else was a gainer also.

In another way, his times were
propitious; he lived in the age of
improving innocence. The ambiva-
lences of the knowledge-based revo-
lutions in the human condition,
which we all feel so acutely, had not
emerged, and so were nothing to the

members of the English Enlight-
cnment.

Gascoigne’s account of Banks’
scientific life and times tells a fur-
ther story: how important then—
and now—are intermediate social
groupings, that is, voluntary associ-
ations midway between those two
unchosen groupings, the family and
the State. Banks’ work was conducted
through the Royal Society, the
Socicty of Antiquarics, the Royal
Institution (which Davey and
Faraday madc famous), and socictics
for the timprovement of the lot of the
poor. For ten years Banks was cven
President of the Merino Socicty,
ncatly combining personal Lincoln-
shire interests with his genuine
Australian and Imperial concerns.

In reviewing a book that offers
much, it scems churlish to ask for
morc. But more Iwould have. Weare
given, insome detail, the story of the
triumph of the Linnacan classifica-
tory scheme during Banks’ lifetime.

n -
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And we are made to understand
vividly how the enormous aceelera-
tion in the rate of recording new
forms made a workable taxonomy a
matter of urgency.

So far so good. But how, when,
and why, did the Linnacan scheme
wither and die? Te would be good to
have an account of that, not least
because, according to much currently
received anti-realist doctrine, we
make our classifications on our own
basis, without signiticant external
constraints, so we can, will, and
must, group biological items
according to our pre-existing
schemata. Which would imply that
ascheme, once adopted, will endure.
An historian of scienee as learned as
John Gascoigne would be well placed
to dispel such myth-making.

Keith Campbell is Challis Professor
of Philosophy at the University of
Sydncey.

‘T don’t have a dream’

ENRY KISSINGER WAS AT THIE
centre of America forcign policy-
making from 1969 until carly 1977,
and has cnjoyed the status of chicef
guruof USinternational politicsever
since. Having adroitly sidestepped
the disasters that befell his chief,
Richard Nixon, and many collcagucs
at the time of Watergate, Kissinger
required no extensive rchabilita-
tion—at least, not in the cyes of his
fellow Americans.

Diplomacy is a very long book—
more than 900 pages—and it is
erudite, intercsting and well-writ-
ten; but it should perhaps have been
two scparate productions. Not
because of the sheer length, but
because of the basically differentsub-
ject matter contained within its cov-
ers. So magisterial are his historical
analyses of the different diplomatic
styles of Bismarck, and of French
and British politicians from the time

of Richelieu up till 1914, and so
interesting and mellifluous are his
accounts of the actors and forces
from Versailles to 1945, that we may
have been persuaded to accept his
diagnoses of the Cold War, the
Communists, Vietnam and the final
American triumph embodied in the
coming down of the Wall with defer-
ence and feelings of certitude.

This would be to commit a mis-
take. Kissinger was decply involved,
ideologically and professionally, in
the Cold War and the anti-Commu-
nist struggle, in Vietnam, and in all
the policies that accompanied them.
He is no detached historical com-
mentator, nor could one expect him
to be. The author, having driven us
to theforkin theroad, takesusdown
the path of his choosing without
even changing gears. Not all the
passengers noticed.

Almost all of the author’s moral
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reasoning about diplomacy and for-
cign policy-making revolves around
the two main traditions of thought—
the ‘idealist’ or Wilsonian analysis
and that of Realpolitik, or raison
d’état. This being a softer version of
E.H. Carr and Ilans Morgenthau's
dichotomy between utopianism and
realism; that is to say, how far can
morality be introduced into matters
of statecraft, or of peace and war?
Should the goals of the statesman at
least include moral c¢nds, if not
means, or is it really just a matter of
survival, and power? Are there no
permanent friends, only permanent
interests?

Kissinger writes as though the
Americans invented idealism and
moralism in international politics,
while the Europeans, the English and
most others have been content with
theirnational interests, playing both
¢nds against the middle and sceing
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tain their identitics. They have to
contend with pressures of state
dircctives and global culture. Ac-
cording to Guinness, under the New
Order, local cultures have lost their
depth, merely floating on the sur-
face. One effect that the government
might have unwittingly achicved is
the unification of the more differen-
tiated ethnic groups in East Timor.
The authorities’ vilification of the
more animistic traditional religion
has pushed the population to the
established Roman Catholicism,
which only had marginal influcnce
when the Portuguese left. While

underthe Portuguese the local priests
represented an élite hardly connected
to the general population; under the
Indonesian state they have become
involved in the struggle for justice
for the local people.

The book puts many problems—
including humanrights, highlighted
in the Australian media—into per-
spective.

Dewi Anggraeni is the Australian
correspondent for The Jakarta Post
and author of Stories of the Indian
Pacific.

Dinmerms £

A doctrine straight
out of the Ark

AN PLIMER 18 THE PROFESSOR of Geol-
ogy at the University of Melbourne.
He is best known to the educated
general public as a vocal critic of the
scientific and religious ratbaggery
that is promoted under the name
Creation Science, or Creationism.
In this book he levels enough charg-
¢s at the proponents of this particu-
lar brand of wackiness to keep them
off the hustings for some time.

But, of course, it won’t work; not
because there is anything important
to dispute in Plimer’s book, but
because of the kind of book it is, and
the kind of phenomenon Creation-
ism is. Telling Lies for God is not
likely to be read by the sort of people
who follow Creationism, who are, as
Plimer asserts, ‘simple ill-cducated
folk’ {p222, 285).

Creationism is the belief that the
carliest chapters of Genesis give a
litcrally—scientifically and histori-
cally—true account of the origins of
the universe, the carth and human-
kind. The Creationist doctrines with
which Plimer most concerns him-
self are that of the ‘Young Earth’,
that is, that the universe is about six
thousand years old, and of the world-
wide ‘Great Flood'. Creationists as a
matter of principle reject the theory

of evolution, and the conventional
scientific dating techniques. To my
mind, Plimer deals pretty conclu-
sively with both of these ideas. To
believe in either of them is tanta-
mount torejecting anything thatcan
be shown by science.

Plimer’s main contentions are
that although Creationism purports
to be science, its teachings are—
overwhelmingly, inarguably, even
ridiculously—scientifically untena-
ble, that it is promoted for religious
rather than scientific or educational
purposcs, and that its leaders have at
best dubious scientific qualifications
and are knowingly dishonest.

However, Creationists represent
awider range of opinion than Plimer
describes. Not all Creationists, for
instance, are Young Earthers, or
believe that Noah’s Flood was what
we would call worldwide. This lack
of a systematic overview, and clear
definitions and distinctions, are the
main problems of the book. Plimer’s
lengthy lampoon of a fastidiously
literal reading of the Great Flood
story quickly moves from being
amusing to seeming pointless. If the
story is so idiotic, we wonder how
anyonc at anytime can have regard-
ed it as at all significant, much less
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sacred and in some sense true.

What is more interesting is Plim-
er’'s exposé of the leaders of the move-
ment’s various and sometimes con-
flicting organisations. Plimernames
names, and no doubt hopes for a few
writs for libel. The American and
Australian Creationist gurus possess
no scientific qualifications, or inad-
cquate or inappropriate onces (eg. the
biochemist who writes about palae-
ontology! or have bought them from
unaccredited American mail-box
‘universitics’. They do no research,
they do not publish in professional
journals, their writings in their own
journals arc credulous and inade-
quately referenced. Their most
academic-looking journal aims to
look tolay people as if were aimed at
scientists, in the same way that Dolly
magazine aims to look to 12-year-
olds as if it were aimed at 18-year-
olds.

For this reason, Plimer calls
Creationism a cult. It is, he says,
aimed particularly at ‘the lost, be-
reaved, traumatised, prejudiced and
uneducated’ (p. 267) But he brings
out such big guns to deal with it, and
is so lacking in perspective, that the
reader ends up feeling just a bit sorry
for them. In a society where reason
and religion have become divorced,
and most people believe in neither,
there is already a tendency to see
fundamentalists as quaint. The edu-
cated rcader (that is, the only reader)
of Plimer’s book, unless they have a
commitment as strong as Plimer’s
own to knowledge, may conclude
that Creationism is a harmless way

of consoling the simple and
alienated.

LIMER BELIEVES CREATIONISM tO be
not only wrong, but dangerous. His
title is deliberately confronting.
While it appears to be—at least by
implication—anti-religion (suggest-
ing that God is a cause for whom
lying is necessary), it mirrors Plim-
er’'s contention that Creationism
brings Christianity into disrepute.
Most Christians would agree with
this. But Plimer’s own position with
regard to orthodox Christianity is
difficult to identify. Towards the end
of the book he says, ‘In my view, the
Bible is not true. However, it is the
Truth.’(p. 289) This decply mysteri-
ous, isolated remark is not explained;
and together with the book’s Fore-
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(EOFFREY IVIILNE

§ 1994 DREW TO A CLOSE, Aus-
tralians were deluged by ares-policy
statements. Arts practitioners {(or
‘arts industry personnel’, as the new
rhetoric describes them) responded
with cither optimism and pessi-
mism, depending on where they
found themselves on these maps of
the future drawn up by federal and
state governments, and by several of
Her Majesty’sloyal oppositions. The
statementsalsorevealed some alarm-
ing discrepancies between declared
government intentions for the arts
and acrual practice.

The statements began appearing
in October, with the release of the
Federal Opposition’s Cultural Fron-
tier document, which was soon up-
staged by the Government’s long-
expected Creative Nation. Less than
a month later the Victorian govern-
ment launched Arts 21, described by
its subtitle as a ‘strategy for the arts
into the 21st century’. The WA
Deparement of the Arts made an
acerbic responsce to Creative Nation
that, as a lcading Perth arts burcau-
crat suggested to me, seemed to be
based in part on the assumption that
the state had voted ‘the wrong way’
at the last federal election and was
being punished in the allocation of
Australia Council grants.

Not surprisingly, these policy
documents tend to stress the cco-
nomic benefits of the arts. “This cul-
tural policy is also an economic pol-
icy,” proclaims Creative Nation (p7).
‘Culture creates wealth’. Whatever
the context, however, it is good to
have such documents: it's far better
to have actual policy than promiscs
that cvaporate after an election. As
theauthors of Creative Nation stress
morc than once, “This is the first
Commonwealth cultural policy in
our history. It is long overdue.” (p7)

That said, howcever, there is a
vagucness and lack of detail in the
policies announced, and an uncriti-
cal acceptance of new technologies.
All refer to such wonders as the ‘in-
formation highway’as if it were sim-
ply a new namc for Exhibition S,
North Terrace or Hay St, and to the
benefits of ‘CD-ROM? as if it were
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No more threepenny operas

simply some new way of getting
bums on scats or of sclling ‘cultural
product” abroad.

Creative Nation, for example, is
strong on ‘Baz Luhrmann’s [video of|
La Bohéme and the tour of Baz Luhr-
mann’s Midsunnmer Ni¢ht's Dream’.
Apart from questions about author-
ship (are these not also works hy
artistsother than Luhrmann? 1s Luhr-
mann the production company?), the
facile cquation of a videotape repro-
duction with a live performance in-
dicates a lack of understanding of
what actually goces into the different
kinds of ‘cultural production’, and
what they mean to an audience.

Arts 21 might have been tainted
by the Victorian Premier's bizarre
pronouncement, at the launch of the
document, that under his gifred
leadership Melbourne would join
London and New York as some kind
of world cultural triangle in the 21st
Century. Arce no citices in non-
English-speaking countries worthy
of comparison? Is this ‘cultural
cringe’ or ‘cultural strut”?

Nonctheless, the commitment of
tunds to such initiatives as commis-
sioning new work (more then $2
million across the spectrum of arts
practice, and notonly literary works)
and increascd touring and market-
ing of Victorian arts production (a
similar sum for national and inter-
national programs] strikes me as
being beneficial to artists, organisa-
tions and audiences alike.

Victoria’s cminently sensible
Arts Minister, Haddon Storey, gave
no specific detail on these programs;
nor should he, at this stage of policy
formation. Given the diminution of
performing arts companics in Victo-
ria since the launch of Arts 27, how-
cver, itis hard to know which organ-
isations will have the opportunity to
do the developing and touring of such
newly commissioned work. Ttis onc
thing to commission work from an
artise; it is quite another to nurture
it into fruition, let alone convert it
to CD-ROM or an Indonesian tour.

Thereismuchrhetoricin Aris 21
and Creative Nation about individ-
ual : sts and arts organisations,




but one struggles to find specific
reference to any of them, cither by
kind (actors, writers, dancers, com-
poscrs, singers ctel or by profession-
al practice (rchearsal/workshop/
compositional conditions, income-
tax arrangements, professional in-
frastructure cte) in a way that sug-
gests that the authors of the various
documents understand what s
involved in artistic practice. Again,
itis onc thing to market and manage
‘product’ but quite another to pro-
vide the circumstances in which the
creation of ‘product’ [how [am com-
ing to hate that term!] can tlourish.

Turning to the national scenario
as expressed in Creative Nation,
there are lots of apparent good news
[‘hurral’ features, as onc might call
them), somec non-ncws and some
ominously ambivalent news {‘boo’
featurcs, perhaps).

Let us begin with money. Crea-
tive Nationis at pains to sell the idea
that a massive injection ot addition-
al funds will go to the arts during the
next three years. The actual sum is
generally quoted as something in
the order of $250 million to the Aus-
tralia Council (Hurrah!). The csti-
mated total Commonwecalth expend-
iturc on the arts in 1994-95, through
the Minister for Communications
and the Arts, is quoted at “‘more than
onc billion dollars’ (Hurrah!}. ‘Fi-
nancial support to the arts is domi-
nated by funding to the Australia
Councilof $59.2 million’. : Hmmm!
Funding to the Australia Council in
1993-94 was $58.2 million and in
1992-93, $57 million. There is some
cevidence ot aslight incrcase towards
1994-95 but there’s a long way to go
before we reach a triennial

increase of a quarter of a
billion.)

I COURSE, FHERE 18 MORL: §7.4
million goes to the Australian Opera
{about the same as usual) and some
millions to the National Institute of
Dramatic Art and the Australian
Ballct School, direct from the Aus-
tralian Cultural Development Of-
fice, which lics outside the umbrella
of the Australia Council. There is
also, in a sensc, less. In 1992-93,
$51.547 million of the Australia
Council’s incomec of about $57 mil-
lion [about 0.4 per cent) was spent

on grants to artists and arts organisa-
tions; in 1993-94, only $49,218,244
of an increased total allocation of
$58.185 million {or about 84.56 per
cent) found its way into arts grants.
There is nothing in Creative Nation
to inspirc confidence that the di-
minishing pereentage of the arts dol-
lar that goes into the arts pocket will
be reversed.

If anything, the contrary might
be truc. As part of a well-argued case
for more stable funding for the Aus-
tralia Council and for major clicnts,
Creative Nation proposes that coun-
cil be enabled to provide triennial
funding for a number of major arts
organisations through the establish-
ment of a Major Organisations Board
{Hurrah!). Ncedless to say, member-
ship of the MOB {as it has come to be
known, with some of the acronymic
connotations intact) is seen to be a
very good thing, but we don’t yet
know who will be in it. Presumably,
the state theatre companies will be;
s0, too, one imagines, will the Aus-
tralian Ballet, maybe the Australian
Opcera and probably such icons as
Circus Oz and, rumour has it, the
previously largely un-funded Bell
Shakespeare Company.

On the whole, one might say,
Hurrah! But there are hints that all
is not rosy with potential MOBsters:
we are told that “The Board [the Major
Organisations Board?] will address
the underlying financial difficulties
of certain major companies’ and that
‘somc organisations will need to re-
ceive an injection of funding to over-
come current financial difficultics
before they are placed within the
Board. Once within the Board, the
organisations will receive guaran-
teed funding for up to three years!”
(p16]) It doesn’t take much imagina-
tion to figure out that if companics
like the Melbourne Theatre Compa-
ny (with adeficit—or ‘financial diffi-
culty’'—quoted in the daily press of
upwards of $2.8 million] are to join
the MOB, then there are going to be
funding problems of considerable
proportions. {Boo!l

Let us read further: “While we
expect the MOB to be widely wel-
comed, the Government recognises
that smaller organisations and indi-
vidual artists would benefit from a
greater level of support ... The Gov-
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crnment will increase the council’s
basc funding level to provide addi-
tional assistance for individual art-

ists’. Again, hurrah for the rhet-
oric. But consider what actu-
ally happened in the funding
round immediately after the
finc words of Creative Natior,
were published.

In Melbourne, ‘smallcr or-
ganisations’ like Australiar
Nouveau Theatre and the
Woolly Jumpers were slashec
(no funding at all} and Dance-
works cut by 48 per cent; ir
Perth, funding for the Pertt
Theatre Company was cut tc
zero and for the Chrissic
Parrott Dance Company {(c
major organisation if cver
saw one) by 27 per cent, anc
the WA Ballet forced to re
negotiate funding up to 80 pe:
cent of its previous allocation
{To add to the joy of the hunt,
the Victorian government
nicked $20,000 out of the 1995
budget of a company which
regularly commissions new
work, the Melbourne Work-
ers’ Theatre, reportedly against
its Drama Panel’s reccommen-
dation.} Elscwhere, TasDancce
and a numbcer of other con-
temporary dance companies
lost $300,000 from their col-
lective allocation. And all this
despite Creative Nation's ex-
pressed commitment to excel-
lenceindance, whichamounts
to the Eurocentric Australian
Ballcet’s apparent admission to
the MOB.

Likcwise in opera: Baz
Luhrmann and the Australian
Opcra are glowingly acknowl-
edged, and I have no objection
to them as such; but why is

_reative Nation is
strong on ‘Baz
Luhrmann’s [video of]
La Boheme and the
tour of Baz
Luhrmann'’s
Midsummer Night's
Dream’. Apart from
questions about
authorship (are these
not also works by
artists other than
Luhrmann! Is
Luhrmann the
production company?),
the facile equation

of a videotape with

a live performance
‘ndicates a lack of
inderstanding of what
1ctually goes into the
different kinds of
‘cultural production’,
and what they mean

to an audicence.

there not a syllable about Chamber
Made Opera, the Met or any of the

other new music theatre groups?

1 could go on, but the point is
clear. Creative Nation will shore up
the major ‘high-art’ organisations
(whatever their repertoire or finan-
cial condition) and commit the rest
to the whims of market forces and

state governments. Boo!

Geoffrey Milne is hcad of the
Division of Drama at La Trobe Uni-

versity.
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IS THE SEASON TO SUBSIDE and
veg out in front of the teeve, re-
mote controls at the ready and left-
over Christmas treats to hand. One
of my sisters specialises in a par-
ticularly lethal colour-co-ordinat-
ed Christmas crystal sweeties bowl: Jaffas ool Mints,
Crow Mints, Mint Leaves, those things that look
like raspberries and those oth  things that look like
milk bottles, if she can find them, and every other
red, white and green object made of sugar that you
can think of. This is only a small example of what
goes on back west in the parental home; come Febru-
ary every year I struggle behind the steering wheel
and roll home to Melbourne orting a size 24 tent
dress, half a tube of Clearasil and tiny black teeth.

¢ dashrunken, pulpy brain like a victim of Mad
Cow Disease, for this is after a month of January
television and Fa la la la la is about the size of it. We
are into the non-ratings season and all the stations
are trotting out the swill they wouldn’tt e dared to
show in August: The Partridge Family Goes to
Dunedin, The Magic of the Spotted Hyena, Liberace’s
Texas Christmas, and Still More Bloopers, Rejects and
Dirty Bits. You know the kind of thing.

is year, however, at least there’s Northern
Exposure, daringly brought back by Ten to its grate-
ful fans in the off-season. The Age TV critic, Philippa
Hawker, has observed that there are two kinds of
people, Northern Exposure fans and everybody else,
and she says that if she personally wants to watch a
show with a moose in the opening credits then she’ll
go for Rocky and Bullwinkle every time. I am of the
other :rsuasion, and the weekly episode of North-
ern Exposure was for one whole long winter the high-
light of my TV week, but this time round it’s looking
a little slow.

en there are the Christmas-specific one-offs:
Carols by Candlelight, the King’s College carol serv-
ice, and the assorted Christmas movie classics dreck.
And, of course, the Queen’s Message; by the time you
read this she will have said whatever she’s going to
say this year, poor sausage, but I can’t at this stage
imagine what. I wish that just once she would let rip:
take off her glasses, look straight into the camera,
proje that voice from the lower diaphragm, and tell
us how she really feels.

Carols by Candlelight on Christmas Eve is a bone
of ¢ :ntion in the family hc  e; my family likes to
wat  tand gets very cross when I sit there and sneer
and twitch while some satin-clad 17-year-old howls
her or, worse, his way through a retro-reggae version
of Santa Claus Is Coming to Town. Then somebody
with a great voice comes on and sings the Coventry
Carol or O Holy Night and1  rst into uncontrolla-
ble sobbing while the siblings laugh and point. (Or, as
Dorothy Dunnett once remarked, ‘Music, the knife
without a hilt.’) Carols by Candlelight also needs to
be factored into the family Christmas schedule, slot-
ted into place among the rituals o resent-opening,
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Christmas always leaves
/ an aftertaste

champagne-for-the-ex-neighbours, the STD call
queue, Christmas dinner, the Relly Rally, and at-lecast-
one-person-dropping-in-unexpectedly-possibly-some-
one-from-the-country-town-we-left-in-1966.

From Boxing Day onwards, summer television is
mainly tennis, cricket and bushfires. This year as eve-
ry year, no doubt, we will be treated to shots of
brokenhearted people standing amid the smoulder-
ing ruins of their homes while journalists with imag-
inative hair and IQs of room temperature shove
microphones under their noses and ask ‘How do you
feel?” The point, one assumes, is to goad these people
to tears and then get the cameras in tight for a close-
up shot. The question of why viewers would want to
see people in tears, or perhaps bleeding, dead even,
deserves a whole column to itself, for there is no doubt
that we do; in the meantime I am not by nature a
punitive woman but I like to think there’s a special
compartment in hell—something involving toenails—
for all producers, directors, journalists and camera
crews who have ever been involved in this unspeak-
able practice. I'm still waiting for the day when the
victim responds with ‘How the #@!* &! do you rhink
I feel, you stupid sod, get outta my face,” and the foot-
age ends up on the screen instead of the cutting-room
floor.

That leaves the cricket and the tennis. I saw Allan
Border take those seven wickets against the West
Indies, back whichever year it was, and a few summers
later I saw the whole five-set five-hour gladiatorial
marathon between John McEnroe and Emilio Sanchez,
the one that put McEnroe in hospital on a saline drip
{he won). One watches the tennis and the cricket be-
cause one knows that, at some indefinable point,
whatever one is watching just might develop into
something like that.

Test cricket has a particular charm for the literary
critic; it has a great deal in common with the 19th
century novel, what with the leisurely narrative de-
velopment, the minutiae of character and the unex-
pected twists of plot. Brian Matthews in his lovely
book Oval Dreams has derided the commercial tele-
vising of test cricket, but from the narrative angle it
has its compensations: the lavish spending results in
a plethora of camera angles and slow-motion repeats,
closely analogous to shifts in narrative point of view
and the musings of an omniscient narrator on the ram-
ifications of a particular gesture or remark. Merv
Hughes is Dickensian, Michael Slater is like one of
those lively boys in Jane Austen, and Graham Gooch
is straight out of Hardy; the Chappell brothers’ com-
mentary has a Flaubertian clarity and elegance; and
you don’t have to go far in, say, Middlemarch to find
the narrative equivalent of Stump-Cam. If anyone can
find a place in this analogy for Frankenstein,
Wuthering Heights or Bill Lawry, I would love to h~-~
about it.

Kerryn Goldsworthy is a Melbourne writer and
teacher.
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