











BriaN TOOHEY

Super heroes

UBSIDISING THE LIFE-STYLE OF RICH RETIREES would not
seem a high priority for a government due to bring
down a tough pre-election budget in May. Especially
not when its senior public servants are urging it to
slash programs for the long-term unemployed and to
deny rental subsidies for some of the poorest people
in the nation.

Nevertheless, lavish subsidies for the rich have
survived the list of suggested cuts drawn up by the
public servants hand-picked by the Labor government
to head up the departments of Prime Minister and
Cabinet, Finance and Treasury. After all the talk we've
heard from these same public servants about the need
to dircct welfare spending to those most in need, we
might have expected the superannuation tax conces-
sions to head their list of cuts totalling $21 billion
over four years. According to the lecaked versions of
the list, however, not a cent should be shaved from
the concessions despite the fact that they are mas-
sively biased in favour of the rich.

Welfare spending on retirees takes two forms in
Australia. Onc involves the age pension; the other,
the superannuation tax concessions. Means tests are
supposed to ensure that the full benefit of the age
pension only goces to those most in need. The super-
annuation concessions, in contrast, give most to those
least in need. Because supcerannuation is taxed at a
flat rate of 15 per ceng, this amounts to an extremely
generous subsidy for those who would otherwise pay
the top marginal tax rate of 47 cents in the dollar. But
the concessions arc of little value for low-income carn-
crs on a marginal rate of 20 cents in the dollar.

The upshot is that an executive carning $200,000
a year could get a taxpayer subsidy of more than $600
a week on retirement, compared to a subsidy in the
form of the age pension of just under $160 a week. In
the past, low-to-middle income carners could expect
to retire on an age pension paid out general tax reve-
nue. To the extent that the tax system is progressive—
a feature that has been significantly reduced under
Labor—the pension is subsidised by higher-income
earners.

The move to compulsory superannuation is
intended to diminish the call on general revenue by
making low-and-middle income earners pay directly
for their retirement incomes. The new system is pro-
moted on the grounds that it lets ordinary workers
have aceess to benefits previously regarded as the pre-
serve of the ‘big end of town’. It is a strange notion of
‘benefit’—low income carners are being asked to
belicve that the loss of subsidy inherent in the age

pension will be offset by the trivial value of the tax
concessions on their superannuation tax contribu-
tions. For the we  off, however, the concessions re-
main a highly regressive bonanza.

The concessions, which currently cost $5.6 bil-
lion, were originally introduced as an incentive to
attract voluntary contributions to superannuation.
When this failed to achicve the desired boost to sav-
ing in Australia, the government introduced compul-
sory contributions. Even though it is deeply irrational
to provide incentives for people to do something about
which they have no choice, the concessions have not
been scrapped on the compulsory component. The
case for retaining the concessions for voluntary con-
tributions is no better—the cost to revenue is unlike-
ly t¢ e offset by an additional flow of private savings.

As super-fund members are now discovering, how
much money they will have for their retirement
depends on how well their money is invested. Left in
the high-priced hands of the fund managers, its value
can go down as well as up. Worse still, the recent spate
of bond market speculation by the fund managers pre-
sumes interest rates should rise to levels that will cost
many workers their jobs.

None of which is to say that a modified version
of compulsory super should not be retained. Fund
members, however, should insist that their money is
not used for job-destroying speculation in the money
markets. But the tax concessions should go. If they
remain in some limited form, at the very least, they
should no longer be uscd to subsidise the consumn-
tion of the rich in their old age.

Brian Toohey is a freclance journalist.
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Yeltsin’s mire

HE CATASTROPHIC WAR IN CHECHNYA has compound-
cd the crisis that Russia is already facing. Economic
restructuring in the federation has been slow, and in
some areas moves at a snail’s pace. Gross Domestic
Product is only 50 per cent of what it was in 1990
and, although 1994 saw a drop in the inflation rate, by
the end of the year even this positive sign was
disappearing.

The legislative elections in December 1993 gave
the ultra-nationalists a large share of the vote,
entrenching the stalemate between reformers and
conservatives, and between centrists and those who
want more power for the regions. Most reformist and
regional groups teared that increased instability would
precipitate a situation in which the ultra-national-
ists would scize more power. For their part, the ultra-
nationalists were prepared to allow the Yeltsin
government to continue to preside over an increas-
ingly difficult cconomic situation.
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Soitremainsunclearwhy Yeltsin
and the Russian milit - decided to
risk so much on the Chechen adven-
ture. Chechen rebellion, already in
its third year, was beginning to col-
lapse by itself. And the frequently
heard claims that the Chechen mafia
were making dangerous inroads into
commercial life in the Russian
capital do not appear to have much
substance.

Some military leaders may have
thought that the time was right to
make a show of military strength in
order to begin the restoration of
authority. Others may have wanted
to sabotage the attempts of their
colleagues to restore authority. T
military were clearly divided and
many officers traditionally thou
ofashawksinthe West(e.g. Genel
Gromov and Lobed) have appeared
among the doves. And Defence Min-
ister Grachev—the figure generally
regarded in Russian military circles
as a dangerous liberal—has emerged
from a damaging financial scandal to
become the superhawk.

President Yeltsin’s motives are
even harder to fathom. Although he
managcd to prescrve his democratic
image in spite of the shelling of
Parliament in 1993, he has not
emerged untarnished from the bomb-
ingandshellingofcivil 1sin Grozny
and other areas of Chechnya. Cynics
argue thathe wasdesp  tetocreate
asituation in which next year'selec-
tions could be cancelled, although
he would emphasise his concern to
preserve the integrity of the Russian
Federation.

The main question appears to be:
Who was in charge? Was Yeltsin
able to control Grachev, and v
Grachev able to control the armv?
The fact that thesetwe  1as ber
claim that they were always in
control should not lead us to believe
that they were—any more than
Gorbachev was in control of the
Soviet army in Lithuania in the
northern winter of 1990-91. (It
ironic that Gorbachev’s biggest critic
at the time was Boris Yeltsin.)

But, although the causes of the
latest developments remain unclear,
somc of the likely consequences are
more obvious. The social crisis |
been aggravated—especially in
Chechnya, which now requirces
extensive humanitarian and develop-
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ment aid. Even if the figure of 25,000
civilian fatalities as a result of the
bombing and shelling is disputed,
the scale of civilian casualties re-
mains very high. And there is no
disagreement about the numbers
flecing from Grozny. The level of
civilian refugees has been estimated
at 200,000; they clearly face severe
hardship in the northern winter.
Economic devastation in Chech-
nya is immense. The area will take
years to rebuild, and the potential
cconomic loss to the rest of the coun-
try has to be considered also. Direct
foreign investment in Russia is now
only a tenth of the low level of last
year, and multilateral aid and dcbt
relief have been imperilled. It is dif-
ficult to sec how the further collapse
of the economy can now be avoided.
Finally, there is the question of
the political consequences. On the
positive side it looks as though the
attempts of the Chechens to turn
their struggle into a religious war
involving all the Islamic regions of

Russia, and the Islamic republics of
the former Soviet Union, has failed.
But it is less clear whether the at-
tempts of the hawks to enforce great-
er centralisation has succeeded.

For the moment both Yeltsin and
Grachev remain in office, but only
by claiming that they are in control
of this disastrous situation. Should
they fail to convince, there are fig-
ures like Generals Lobed and Gromov
waiting in the wings. And although
these two now appear as doves, it is
difficult not to imagine them taking
on a more authoritarian and repres-
sive role should they have the oppor-
tunity. The liberals in Russiarightly
consider the Chechen adventure as
an unmitigated disaster, and one
which will further complicate the
task of political and economic
recovery in Russia.

Stephen G. Wheatcroft is Director of
the Centre for Russian and Euro-
Asian Studies at the University of
Melbourne.
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The saint came
marching in

HE Pore’s 40-HOUR VISIT to
beatify Mary MacKillop in mid-Jan-
uary was a public-relations triumph.
For three days he monopolised the
media. A Current Affair ran for an
extra half-hour to coverhisarrival at
Sydney airport and the presenter,
Mike Munro, kept reminding view-
crs they were witnessing ‘incredible
scenes’. The tabloids were no less
thrilled. Forty years ago a royal visit
might have prompted the same re-
sponsc. These days it’s hard to think
of anything to compare. The
Murdoch stable offered free posters
one day and commemorative medal-
lions the next. The Sydney Tele-
graph-Mirrorled with ‘Our welcome
to a friend’ and produced a special
edition in order to splash ‘Pope’s joy’
across the front page.

Joy, or at least humour, was the
hallmark of the visit. When it was
announced to a waiting crowd in the

domain that the Pope had been held
up in traffic on Oxford Street,
Sydney’s gay precinct, even people
holding an umbrella in one hand and
rosary beads in the other managed a
smile. It was reported that a soup
kitchen in Oxford Street put up a
banner that thanked the Pope for
‘coming out.’

But the humour didn’t all come
from offstage. If the press was infat-
uated to the extent of reporting that
the Holy Father had flathead for one
meal and chicken kiev foranother, it
also recorded his remark, ‘So this
chicken comes from Kiev?’

In public the Pope appeared to
have the same daggy but thoroughly
winning sensc of humour. After the
formalities at the domain, he changed
key and said ‘Enough for today, more
tomorrow.’ Despite all expectations
to the contrary, he scemed to be
enjoying himseclf.









surc that adequate information and
education is available in the work-
place. Employers, in particular, must
be made aware of their obligations and
the risk of substantial compensation
payments if their obligations are not
met.
Michael Gorton
Meclbourne

Thank you

From Geoff Freeman

I found the group of articles in the
November edition from people at the
Rescarch School of Social Sciences
very interesting.

I read them in two capacitics. As a
general reader, a citizen perhaps, [ ap-
preciated them greatly. As a social re-
scarch and planning consultant I found
them useful and stimulating.

Please let there be more of that
kind of thing in the magazine.

Geoff Freeman
Balywn VIC
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This month, thanks to

Penguin Books, the writer of
every letter published in
Eureka Street will receive
a timely copy of
The Prince,
by Niccolé Machiavelli
Penguin Classics, Rrr $7.95.

Role models

from Michael D. Breen,

If Christopher Skasc can liken himself
to Nelson Mandela and Terry Waite
when incarcerated, it leads to some
intercsting speculation as to who some
others may be.

Rupert Murdoch: Jesus (nourishment
for the masses)

Alan Bond: Pericles {the Builder)

r——="=====7"
DOES RADICALI

DISCIPLESHIP CALL?:

Interested in the biblicall
challenge to take up radicall
Christian discipleship? |

Ched Myers, an American
peace and justice advocate
and biblical scholar, is
speaking in Australia in late

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
: March/early /-\pril.I
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

His book Binding the Strong|
Man: A Political Reading of|
Mark's Story of Jesus, with a|
foreword by Daniel Berrigan, |
has been called "the most]
important commentary on a|
book of scripture since Barth's |
Romans."|

For dates and venues, contactI

Jenny Meyers at the UnitingI
Church Commission for

Mission, (03) 654 *12=1

L

Brian Bourke: Martin Luther King
(visionary)
John Major: Mickey Mouse (the
sorcerer’s apprentice)
Boris Yeltsin: W.C.Ficlds (inadvertent-
ly funny drinker)
Richard Court: Daisy Bates ( friend of
the natives)
Paul Keating: Leonardo da Vinci
(humanist genius)
Perhaps your rcaders might like to add
to or cmend the list.
Michael D. Breen,
Shenton Park, W.A.

NICARAGUA

WORK/ STUDY BRIGADE
June/July 1995

Spend a month visiting Mexico and
Nicaragua with the 1995 Worl/Study
Brigade. The brigade includes a two
week option of helping on a CISLAC-
sponsored community development
project or staying with Nicaraguan
family and studying at a Spanish
language school as well as visiting
the Aztec pyramids, the lsland of
Omotepe, joining the celebrations
of the July 19 Revolution and more.

Cost:  $3.500. For information or
bookings: Committees In Solidarity with
Latin America and the Caribbean, PO
Box A431. Sydney South NSW 2000, or
Phi. Kathy (02) 799 6820.

CalviN and WHobbES

" Moore

HAH, HOBBES! TYE JUST 6OT
ONE. MORE PAGE OF TWE

EVEN STARTED WRTING/

TEAR'WELL THE "LEVIATHAN S |[ CALWN! TM NOT GOING
GOING TO BE BIGGER AND

o TELL YoU AGAN —

"INSTITUTES 1o 60, AND FATIER TUAN ANITHING ToU || CoME INSIDE RIGHT
TLL BE FINISHED AND EVER WROTE, M0 IT's NowW AND CLEAN UP
PUBLISHED BEFORE YoU'VE ||GOING To END UP AS _~|| ToUR Raoom!

A PENGUIN CLASSIC ! e

R=55s

BO(! THE SOONER SHE REALISES THE
Y ATHOR\TY 7 OBEY 1STHE
BIBLE, THE BETTER !

1 GUESS You CouULD
TELL HER THAT—IF You
WANTED To GUARANTEE
YouR LIFE WAS NASTY,
BRUTISH, AND SHoORT /
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JAMES \xKIFFIN

Bougainville cor igenda

DARESAY IT HAD TO HAPPEN. Someone
eventually told Noam Chomsky, prince of
political idiots savants, about the seces-
sionist strife in Bougainville; so he had to
become a supporter of the Bougainville
rebels. But he has been rather too dilatory:
the star of the Bougainville Revolutionary
Army (BRA)hasalready waned, evenamong
its immediate supporters, a minority of
Bougainvilleans. No matter to Chomsky:
he links the rebel cause with that of the East
Timorese. In the Canberra Times (21/1/95)
he told us that Australia could be responsi-
ble for the PNG Defence Force’s brutal
attempts to suppress ‘a legitimate move-
ment for self-determination’. At the Na-
tional Press Club (24/1/95) we were treated
to an anarchistic mélange of contemporary
history that defied the complexitics of in-
ternational relations and secemed to deny
the protective functions of the state.

Ironically by equating the causes of the
East Timorese and the BRA, Chomsky is
virtually encouraging Jakarta to pressure
Port Moresby to take the most repressive
line and not concede provincial autonomy
if that will be held up as a model for an East
Timor settlement.

Linking East Timor and Bougainville is,
of course, not original. Gough Whitlam's
attitude to Indonesia’s takeover was influ-
enced by the possibility of secession in
PNG in 1974-5. For Whitlam, East Timor
was merely a corrupt and torpid remnant of
Iberian (and so, fascist) empire; a carto-
graphical absurdity; too small and poor to
be viable; with too many ‘half-breeds’ (Whit-
lam’s term) in its leadership to be regarded
as indigenous and legitimate; quite unpre-
dictable politically; bound to provoke the
Indonesian generals and become a focus of
discord in the region. Better to get it over
quickly.

Whitlam was determined PNG would
go to independence intact. If East Timor
became independent, whatarguments could
beused against Bougainville’s claims? Sure,
it was much smaller in population (then
roughly 100,000 versus 650,000}, but, even
without its copper and gold, it was more
viable than most of Oceania’s mini-states
would be; it was a distinct entity geograph-
ically from the rest of PNG, although linked
by traditions, ethnicity, intermarriage, local
trade and missionary groups with the west-
ern part of the Solomons archipelago and
the nation-statc that would emerge there in
1978.

In London in April 1973, Whitlam had a

slick solution to that: integrate or associ-
ate the then British Solomon Islands Pro-
tectorate with PNG! That proposal stirred
up nationalism in a normally quiescent
Honiara which, naturally, had not been
consulted. And, if Whitlam could glibly
say that Bougainville was ‘a part of the
Solomons both geographically and racial-
ly’, was he not conceding, on the basis of
‘natural boundarics’ that the Solomons
archipelago should be integrated, with
Bougainville resources powering that new
nation rather than creating longer term
problems in PNG? With PNG dependent
on the Bougainville mine for any sem-
blance of economic independence, Whit-
lam did not raise that issue again.

The sententiousness has not all come
from the left. Brian Buckley, in the Herald
Sun (17/12/92) informed us that Indone-
sians had actually ‘offered arms’ to the
BRA. Indecd, ‘many observers believe
Indonesia has a long-term, if not urgent
policy to assist the destabilisation of PNG'.
My memory rather tells me that Indone-
sian spokesmen have been known to sug-
gest that ‘communism’ was behind Bou-
gainville secession, and to be concerned
that, if successful, it could only encourage
Irian Jayanese, East Timorese, South
Moluccans, sundry Sumatrans,ctc.to re-
sist Javanese hegemony. Buckley cannot
distinguish between alleged Indonesian

interest in ‘destabilising’ and real
concern about ‘instability’.

OME OF THE FANTASIES WERE!

¢ The Solomon Islands government had
spoken to Indonesia ‘about support’ for
Bougainville secession. When?

¢ Other Pacific nations ‘support Bougain-
ville’s UN application’, The UN has never
entertained a ‘Bougainville’ application,
since the ‘Bougainville Interim Govern-
ment’ has no standing. But complaints
have been made to the UN Human Rights
Commission and the Sccretary General
has sent observers.

¢ The Bougainville rebels ‘have the sup-
port of most chiefs and most of the peo-
ple’. It would be interesting to know if
Buckley has the faintest idea what a‘chief’
means in Bougainville but, in any case,
100 ‘chiefs’ met at Buka in April 1993 and
asked for the restoration of provincial
government, not the BIG.

e The Bougainville people are ‘racially
distinct’ and the Solomonese ‘are racial
brothers and sisters’. Buckley does not

VOLUME 5 NUMBER 2

understand the concept of ‘race’ or he
would know that it is not defined by skin
colour. Or, if he is correct, then roughly
half the Solomonese could not possibly
be the same ‘race’, cven excluding the
Polynesian islands. The so-called ‘black
spot’ of Melanesia goes no further south-
east than Santa Isabel. Bougainvilleans
share basic cultural patterns with other
Meclanesians, and derive their traditional
languages from similar sources. In post-
contact times they have embraced the
same Christian religions and modern lan-
guages (Tok Pisin and English).

The moral of Buckley’s mish-mash
was that Australia, through its involve-
ment in Bougainville, was being drawn
into conflict with Indonesia. Apparently
there were even ‘Australian mercenaries’
working for PNG in Bougainville, sug-
gesting that Buckley’s ‘reliable sources’
may owe something to the BIG's propa-
ganda. Its recent media release ‘Austral-
ian and British Forces Now Invading Bou-
gainville’ (19/12/94), actually had a Brit-
ish submarine named Congqueror off the
Bougainville coast with plans ‘to capture
BRA leaders’ and ‘orders to shoot any-
thing that moves’. Such is BIG’s credibil-
ity that the Social Responsibility and Jus-
tice Committee of the Uniting Church in
Australia wrote to Stephen Loosely {20/
12/1994) expressing concern that this
might be true and hoping that his Senate
subcommittee on Foreign Affairs, Defence
and Trade would act ‘urgently to prevent
further bloodshed’. Not unexpectedly the
submarine has not yet surfaced.

Somehow Buckley managed to find a
connection betwceen fearof a dispute with
Indonesia and the desirability of contin-
ucd aid to PNG. Why, he asked should
Australia ‘continue to fund PNG to the
tune of $300 million a year when its
leaders threaten our mining enterprises
with expropriation and are conducting a
brutal military campaign against the
racially distinct people of Bougainville'?
Neither statement was true: PNG sought
equity, not expropriation, and the war is
against the BRA, not the Bougainville
people. The only corollary I could draw
from Buckley’s mish-mash, is that Aus-
tralia should withdraw aidand leave PNG
to fragment—although this would ensure
that destabilisation Indonesia is alleyed
to desire.

James Griffin is an historian and has
written extensively on Bougainville.
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residents have lost the right to suc over any damages
arising from the construction of the circuit or the run-
ning of the race, and the right to protest has been
severely curta :d. By the end of January, 160 SAP sup-
porters had been arrested, thanks to the Grand Prix
legislation allowing race organisers to declare parts
of the park—a publicly owned open space—off-limits
at any time of their choosing.

Kennett’s enthusiasm for the race reflects his
general approach of a ‘major events-led’ recovery—a
fascination with the Crown Casino and showbusiness
and sporting extravaganzas that jars with many who
believe that the bread and butter priorities of govern-
ment have been relegated to a distant sccond place. It

ment is still we placed to carry out construction
work, if necessary with a substantial police presence
to deter protesters. On the other hand, the odds arc a
little more favourable to the protesters than it might
seem. In the past six months the government has
retreated on privatisation of ¢ Port of Melbourne,
suffered a string of setbacks associated with the cam-
paign to save Richmond Secondary College, and seen
another protest movement force the reopening of the
inner-city Fitzroy Swimming Pool.

In the end, the outcome may be depend on some-
thing as simple and unexpected as, well, attitude. For
the hundreds, if not thousands, of pcople who love
the park and hate arrogance, autocracy and waste, too

has also fed whispers of cronyism: the
key figure behind the Grand Prix plan
is Ron Walker, federal Liberal Party
treasurer, a dircctor at the casino and
an acknowledged buddy of the Pre-
mier.

Most significantly, perhaps, to
many people the Albert Park plan
symbolises the government’s spend-
ing priorities. SAP has argued—so far
without rebuttal—that the race will
cost at least $250 million over 10
years, and the government'’s promise
to cover race organisers against loss
means that much of this will be at the
taxpayer's expense—an cxpensc that
could largely be avoided if the race
were held at an established venue,
such as Philip Island or Sandown.

Not only does Albert Park need
to be reconfigured in motor-friendly
fashion, including the building of pit
garages, run-offs and other permanent
features, but much of the infrastruc-
ture will necd to be reassembled and
dismantled annually. As one SAP leaf-
let puts it, the estimated $12 million
this will cost cach year could put 45
ambulances and 150 ambulance

Julia Hamer, a volunteer in the SAP office, lives in St Kilda West:

‘I've been in the area for two years and became involved with my partner through our friend-
ship network. It was something that was going to be across the road from us and, I suppose,
opposed to my whole way of life.

‘But [my commitment]| fairly rapidly deepened—it isn’t at all just a local issue and I've
every sympathy for the broadening of the movement. There are so many things that concern
me about the running of this state. There’s been a reversal of the situation with Queensland.
We're now the kind of state to be despised by right-thinking people around the rest of Australia.’

Hamer is the daughter of the former Victorian Liberal Premier, Sir Rupert Hamer, but
diverged from the family tradition as a student in the early 1970s: ‘I went with a leftwing
friend to a Billy Graham event. My friend protested and was punched in the stomach by
Graham’s goons. That set me thinking a lot, I can tell you.

‘T've always been a strong member of the teachers’ union, but I've never been an organiser
or instigator. I've always been one of the crowd.’

‘The experience of taking part in, and taking responsibility for, the SAP campaign has
begun to alter that. Me and everybody I'm working with, we’ve all started to talk about how
we’re changing. I see myself doing things I’ve never done before. Some people look to me for
things—these are adults, not children. I feel I'm in the thick of something important.

‘I think a lot about structures and how to set them up and make them work. It’s very
satisfying. We’ve got to move on and include people with lots of energy—that’s absolutely
essential. But there’s got to be a central control. We need a balance between those two things.

‘People have developed and changed and grown in this campaign in a way I've never seen
before. I've seen somebody in the campaign change completely. Companionship had made
him much more open and cheerful.

‘People are working together for something they believe in.’ —David Glanz [ ]

officers on the road. The Adelaide Grand Prix has
created fewer than 100 full-time jobs.

It was not only the founders of SAP who failed to
grasp the campaign’s ability to mobilise many thou-
sands from beyond the neighbourhood of the park. It
seems that Jeff Kennett made the same mistake. His
appearance at SAP’s first public rally—standing smil-
ing and arms akimbo in front of the speakers’ dais—
was a public-relations blunder. Clearly, he had neither
expected 10,000 to attend, nor the vociferous recep-
tion he received. It was arguably at that point that
the campaign became a phenomenon. It was also then,
it would seem, that the Premier decided that staging
of the race in the park was a point of honour.

Can he be swayed? SAP’s failure to date to win
decisive trade union backing means that the govern-

much has already been sacrificed to allow a little thing
like an upstart politician to stand in their way. Middle
Melbourne has sct its jaw firmly, stiffened its upper
lip, and resolved to fight to the finish.

David Glanz is a freelance journalist and a member
of SAP.
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Aborigines have

fared poorly, as
well as women.
Aborigines in
the early
volumes are
depicted
essentially as
obstacles,

to be overcon
women are
taken for
granted, and so
are scarcely

present.
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It takes all sorts

LMOST DAILY WE ARE TOLD THAT we live in a
postmodern, postcolonial cultt , and on a planet
increasingly subject to the forces of globalisation. In
short it’s a ‘borderless world’, as somceone said the
other day, when considering the difficulty of control-
ling pornography on computer nctworks. Neverthe-
less computers themselves have given a new lease of
life to conserving, and often conservative, projects.
The first edition of the Oxford English Dictionary
took nearly 50 years to achiceve: the second, larger and
thoroughly revised, took only five. And now we learn
that the British Dictionary of National Biography, also

dating from the 1880s, is also to be thoroughly
revised, while its editors are coming to regard
print media as a spin-off from increasingly
sophisticated computer software.

At a confcrence in Canberra last month,
representatives of a number of dictionaries of
national biography gathered to reflect on their
ventures. Symbolically, proceedings were
opened by Colin Matthew, editor of the New
Dictionarv of National Biography, the origi-
nal being scen as the progenitor of a serics
around the world. The Canadian one was
cstablished by a bequest left by a person who
kept the DNB by his bedside; there is also an
American one carcely discussed at Canber-
ra), and, since 1990, a New Zealand one, which
runs to volumes appearing in Maori. A South
African dictionary of national biography scems
to have grounc  ya halt—scarcely surprising—
while the Irish scem to have severe organisa-
tional problems. (Part of the reason for this may
be a generous inclusiveness, which extends as
far as President Kennedy.

The British Dictionary of National Biog-
raphy sct a standard that the former domin-
ions at first were in no hurry to follow—after
all the work was an imperial one, rather than
being strictly British. (This also explains why
Boadicea was given a gucrnsey, but none of her
Roman adversaries.) However, its collaborative
nature and affirmative tone as it dealt with the
greatful dead would in duc course be emulated

clsewhere.

Mcanwhile the nation-building component in the
dictionary became mu - explicit as the venture moved
into the 20th century. Leslic St hen, the first editor,
had been happy to include thicves and murderers,
probably on the grounds that these figures often had
greater contemporary resonance than diplomats or
barristers: but in the Edwardian period an entry was
seen to confer endorsement.
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When the dictionary decided in the 1980s to issuc
a Missing Persons volume, it was found that in addi-
tion to the categories the initial volumes had skipped
over, such as 17th-century regicides (not appreciative
of the monarchy] and road and railway engineers and
contractors (lowly occupations), there was a surpris-
ing number of notables who had been deemed, for one
reason or another, not to have made the grade. These
included Mercator, Marconi and J.C. Bach {forcign-
ers), Radclyffe Hall {a lesbian), Jane of the fighting
ships, Wisden of cricket, Stanley Gibbons of stamps,
Mrs Beeton of the cookbook and Lloyd and Barclay of
the banks (trade). Indeed class attitudes still swirl
around the issuc of inclusion: people at public mect-
ings tell the editors that the Labour cabinet minister
and absconder John Stonchouse should be included,
whereas colleagues at Oxbridge high tables—as be-
tits bright boys awarded a spccial place in the class
system—are quite uncomfortable with the idea.

The Australian Dictionary of Biography in many
respects follows the DNB pattern. It was concceived,
not so much in the high noon of imperialism, but
almost at its reverse, when the old dominions began
to stir and to realise that cultural divergence from
England might possibly be a good thing. If not quite
Whitlamite, the first volumes were informed by many
of the assumptions apparent in Donald Horne's The
Lucky Country or Pcter Coleman’s Australian
Civilisation. The details might be different, along with
cultural parameters, but basically Australia was
viewed as an Anglo-Saxon variant culture.

The early volumes of the ADB in particular will
have to be revised one day, and already there is talk
of a Missing Persons volume appearing at the end of
the current series, 1940-1980. Some of the omissions
are surprising. The shipwrecked Mrs Fraser is one,
for when the first lists were drawn up it was just be-
fore Nolan, White and Sculthorpe began to mytholo-
gisc her. And whereas carly in the serics most English
visitors such as Trollope, Dilke, Froude, Twopeny,
and Francis Adams are included, later the Hungarian
Egon Kisch was not. Fortunately h¢  as been picked
up by the 1940-1980 period {which, unlike its prede-
cessors, is centred on the date of death). And an inter-
esting entry it should be: in Europe Kisch is famous
for having exposcd the spy Colonel Redl, who sold
Austria’s defence secrets to the Russians.

In addition, as Patricia Grimshaw pointed out,
Aborigines have fared poorly, as well as women. Abo-
rigines in the carly volumes are depicted essentially
as obstacles, to be overcome: women are taken for
granted, and so are scarcely present. This attitude may
not be quite as bad as that of onc of the DNB editors







RAYNER

N 22 DrcemBer 1994 the
Victorian Government repealed the
letters patent appointing the state’s
Governor. Is this the end of democra-
cy as we know it?

Governors and governors-general
don’t do much actual governing in
modern Australia—at least, they’ve
done precious little since the most
notorious of them all, John Kerr, dis-
missced t Whitlam government on
11 November 1975. Before that conn,
constitutional lawyers virtua 7
ignored e powers of ‘the Queen’s
representative’. It was generally be-
licved that, in the states and the Com-
monwe: 1, real executive authority
wasvest inministers who were also
clected members of Parliament. The
checks on theirexcrcise of power were
Parliament itself and the courts, and
governors did not act on their own
initiative: they acted on advice.

Now we know hetter. Kerr’s action
sct in motion the final putsch for an
Australian republic because, as Whit-
lam wrotce in The Truth of the Matter,
once a Prime Minister has been
ambushed by the Governor-General,
no Prime Minister can afford to trust
a Governor-General again. The defin-
itive steps were taken in 1986, when
the Australia Act, severing this coun-
try’s remaining constitutional connec-
tions to Britain, was passed by the
parliamc s in Canberra and West-
minster,

Governors have not enjoyed many
of the old substantive powers—such
as granting pardons and appointing
publie servants—for many years. The
belief that the ‘reserve powers’—to
dismiss an clected government or
dissolve a Parliament—would not be
exercised except on the advice of the
Prime Minister or Premicr was bascd
on the notion that, in a system of
responsible government, the political
process and the courts are best placed
to decide on the lawfulness of exccu-
tive acts.

In Victoria, though, the power of
Parliament to censure, and of the
courtstc  jJuireintoexecutiveaction,
is limite  The Victorian Constitu-
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tion is an ordinary statute that may be
altered at will. The way in which that
power has been used to diminish the
prerogatives of all of the institutions
of government—especially the
Supreme Court—without a referen-
dum or any other recourse to the
people, has been startlingly direct.

In July last year, T recorded 33
curtailments of the Supreme Court’s
jurisdiction. By December there were
morc than 90, including removal of
the power to inquire into controver-
sial projects involving private enter-
prisc and government funding or guar-
antees, such the modification of Albert
Park for the Grand Prix. The latter
legislation removes even the right to
recover compensation for destroyed
property, in exchange for which the
Premier indicated that he would per-
sonally consider any meritorious
claims, thus neatly demonstrating his
perception of the source of justice.

The government's predilection for
complete control rcached its worst
just before Christmas, when Kennett
responded to a second court order that
Northlands Sccondary College be
rcopenced because its closure discrim-
inated against Aboriginal children. In
reply, Kennett cited the ‘principle’ that
no person, and no tribunal, should
impede government policy. Keeping
Northlands closed was, he said, the
ultimate test of a government’s ‘right
to govern’,

Itisin the nature of absolute power
that its possessors will come to use it
arbitrarily. Preventing this is the pur-
posc of the principle of the separation
of powers, ‘checks and balances’. With-
out them, whatinhibition would there
be on abolishing local government
(presently recognised by Section 74A
of the Constitution) entirely?—the
Premier has described ‘local govern-
ment’ as a function of government,
not a right of council electors. What
would stop the abolition of the
Supreme Court, or the removal of its
jurisdiction to review any ¢xecutive
acts at all? Or the removal of the
Constitutional prohibition on mem-
bers of Parliament having any direct
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Victo 1a waives the rules

or indirect concern or interest in any
contract entered into on behalf of the
Crown (the reason why the Premier
resigned his directorship of the adver-
tising company KNF)?

Could the Governor refuse to
accept advice to sign such bills?

The answer turns on three things:
whether governors, as representative
of the Queen (of Australia} retain any
residual power toact independently of
the head of ‘their’ government; on the
effects of the 1986 (Commonwealth)
Australia Act, and on the effects of
the Victorian Constitution Amend-
ment Act 1994. Certainly John Kerr
thought he had such a discretion, and
equally certainly the ALP premiers
John Cain and Joan Kirner were of the
view that they had removed such
discretion by the terms of the letters
patent under which the Governor of
Victoria was appointed after 14 Febru-
ary 1986.

This is now a moot point, given
that on 22 Deccember last year those
letters patent were repealed, and the
office of ‘Governor’ became a statutory
one. Former governors-gencral Paul
Hasluck [writing in 1979)and Zelman
Cowan (speaking to the National Press
Club in 1982) both adhered to the
view that they had reserve discretions
to examine, to consider and to warn,
and that they would closcly examine
the papers sct before them to ensure
that they were within constitutional
power, authorised by law, consistent
with constitutional convention and
practice, or in conflict with govern-
mentcommitments or decisions. Both
said, or implied, that these considera-
tions might sometimes lead them

to defer final decisions on
some items.

T HAS BEEN RUMOURED that the Victo-
rian Governor had considered exercis-
ing, or might have actually exercised,
a purported discretion in such a way,
and thatit might have causcd afrisson.
There is no way of knowing if this is
more than wishful thinking. One does
wonder why these amendments have
been made at this time. In principle,
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Shot ld you ever go acros

the sea from Ireland ...

- N AUGUST 1948, the job of being British Foreign
Secretary was probably as heavy a burden as it had
ever been. The Empire was passing, and many believed
that a third world war was imminent: Berlin was under
blockade, civil war was raging in Greece, Czechoslo-
vakia had gone Communist, and it had been a near-
run thing in Italy. In the midst of all this, Ernie Bevin,
the hard-headed former union organiser who held the
office of Foreign Sccretary, must have been surprised
and amused by a request from  : Australian Prime
Minister, Ben Chifley. The Av  alian, who was in
London for what was then still called the Imperial
Prime Ministers” Conference, wanted British diplo-
matic support for a request to the Holy See that the
Archbishop of Melbourne, Daniel Mannix, be made a
cardinal.

Chifley, who had something of a sardonic strcak,
gave a dcadpan report back to Calwell, at whose in-
stigation he had raised the issue: ‘Mr Bevin had said
that in a matter of this kind he would prefer not to
take any positive action or express any view but gave
Mr Chifley to understand that t  re were completely
neutral feelings in regard to any such honour as might
be paid to Archbishop Mannix.’

It was not the first time that Calwell had tried to
pull British strings in support of a cardinal’s hat for
I nnix, nor would it be the last. During World War
11, Australia’s External Affairs Minister, H.V. Evatt,
had raised the matter with the then Foreign Secre-
tary, Anthony Eden, and in 1951 Calwell would ask
Richard Cascy, External Affairs Minister in the
Menzics government, to try again.

These curious interactions of church and state
are revealed in a fi now r ased by the Irish
National Archives, of dispatches from T.J. Kiernan,
who in 1946 became the first Irish envoy to Australia.
Kiernan, an enthusiastic partis. by nature, quickly
involved himself in the politics of the Catholic
Church in Australia. His ‘team’ was the Irish clergy
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and their chieftain, Danicl Mannix, who were strug-
gling against what they perccived to be vicious
prejudice on the part of the Roman Curia and its
Italian agents in Australia, the Apostolic Delegates.

Tensions caused by Rome’s policy of encourag-
ing the growth of a native clergy have been a tamiliar
element of church history, in Australia and elsewhere.
What makes Kiernan’s dispatches unique is their raw-
ness and rage. Doubtless the Vatican archives contain
harsh reports, but they are closed. Diocesan archives
in Australia, on the testimony of those who have
worked in them, tend to be bland and are often sani-
tised. But Kicernan’s dispatches report what the Irish
were saying at the time, libels and all: accusations
that one Apostolic Delegate habitually stole from
convents, complaints from the Archbishop of Bris-
bane, James Duhig, about spy networks set up by the
delegates, and accounts of Calwell’s religious foreign
policy.

The first award of a red hat to an Australian-born
prelate, to Sydney’s Archbishop Norman Gilroy in
1946, had aroused great passions in Melbourne. The
only previous Australian cardinal, the Irish-born
Patrick Moran, had also been Archbishop of Sydney,
and from the Roman point of view the elevation of
onc of Moran’s ‘native’ successors to the cardinalate
would have been an appropriate next step in the
creation of an authentically Australian hierarchy.

In some Melbourne minds, however, Gilroy’s
appointment was understood as a deliberate insult to
Mannix, and a sign of collusion between perfidious
Albion and the archbishop’s enemies in Rome. By the
1940s it seems distinctly unlikely that Eden or Bevin
knew the name or fame of Daniel Mannix.

Arthur Augustus Calwell, who held the Immi-
gration and Information portfolios in the Chifley
cabinet, personified the Melbourne Irish tradition,
with its strength of deep loyalty and its besetting vice
of envy, which James Joyce had so acutely identified


















T WAS NEARLY 20 YEARS AGO THAT
Imet W.A. (Bill} Neilson at the gates
of the Elwick Racecourse in Hobart.
After saying ‘G’day’, : tipped me
Aparangi in the two-year-old. I took

In search of a beer, I
found that Cascade is
banished in its home
town. Only the
anodyne products of
race sponsors CUB
were on tap. Food
provided a happier
outcome. The
unexamined saveloy
is not worth eating,
and I savoured = e
sight and then the
taste. I was reminded
of a mate whose
favourite soup is
made from the dixie
water in which savs

have been boile

four to one and the colt
romped home. This sug-
gests that Elwick wel-
comes a better class of
urger. It also happens
that Bill Necilson was
then Premier of Tas -
nia.Imagine gettinga tip
from any of the present
bunch, let alone backing
it with confidence.
Aparangi, by the way,
went on to win the 1978
Tasmanian Derby.

Elwick, to the north
of Hobart and with
Mount Wellington as a
backdrop, enjoys onc of
the loveliest of Austral-
ian racecourse settings.
In the 19th century, race-
goers often arrived atrer
a boat ride up the Der-
went.

When [ was a child,
the inside of the track
was disfigured by adrive-
incinema. That has gone,
together with large race
crowds. Only in the spirit
ofnostalg :anwespeak
now of a drunk as being
‘full as two race trains’,
et alone ‘full as a state
school’. The last time El-
wick was packed was for
the visit of Pope John
Paulllin 1986, when ¢
‘Bridgewater Jerry’ blew
s0 hard down the river
that the Pope had to be
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grasped by attendants, lest he levi-
tated.

Afteralongabsence, I came back
to Elwick on Christmas Eve. An
ancient, loitering by the gate, gave
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Crnanminres Torrre

PETER PIERCE

me a free admission ticket. Once
inside, I found that the betting ring
wasnow under glass. No longer could
I expect to be hit on the head by a
bottle thrown from the top of the
grandstand while on the punt, as had
happened one luckless, long-ago
afternoon.

Other fixturcs of the course had
not changed. Still tielding, if now in
a modish lilac shirt, was ‘Incrcase
Your Roll, Bet With Noel” Coleman.

Imentioned the old daysin the (legal)
Murray Street off-course betting
shop. In an unexpectedly sentimen-
tal gesture, Noel gave me over the
odds on Velvet Rose, an unfortunate
tip heard in a bank. It ran third last.
Noel is in his 50th year as a book-
maker, standing up steadfastly as
the crowd in front of him ebbs away.

More than any other Australian

Right back where I started from

state, Tasmania cossets the
vulnerable members of its ‘racing
fraternity’. This is not to denigrate
the state’s support for women jock-
eys. They obtain regular rides, not
as fleeting fashion but because rac-
ing is so much a family affair. Bever-
lecy Buckingham gained her break
while riding for her father, Ted. In
the 1981-2 season she became the
only woman to win a senior metro-
politan jockeys’ premicrship in Aus-
tralia. An attempt to crack the
mainland scene (as we Tasma-
nians think of it} was unsuc-
cesstul.

Now Buckingham is back
in Tasmania, at the top of the
jockeys’ table. In the second
race she gave Peg’s Pride {by St
Briavels, sire of the Tasmani-
an-bred champion Sydeston) a
beautiful run in front, only to
be caught ¢ he line by Shin-
to. Beaten by a total of 40
lengths in his two previous
starts, Shinto was friendless at
155/1 on the tote. After the
scratching of Chastity, I had
backedJust Take Care instead,
but without profit.

Shinto’s jockey had the
indignity of being led back by
aclerk of the course dressed in
a Santa Claus suit. Sweating
under the disguise was Bill
Joiner, a former jockey who
has held his present position
since 1962. He was enthusias-
tically introduced by Milton
Pettit, who has been course

commentator at Elwick for

what seems as long.
AFTER RACE THREE, Santa Claus
brought Fun in the Chateau back to
scale. This was the first of five win-
ners for Stephen Maskiell, and one
of three for trainer Charlie Goggin.
Yes, he is the brother of Geelong
footballer Billy and hushand of cham-






1. The ity, burning

Filmed from the night sky

the city is burning. The whole city
burning. I've switched on in mid-
newsbreak. While I wait for a name it’s
London and Singapore

SF anc  ome and

my city. The whole city.

A name comes, a place

where I know no one. The lungs
empty. Relief! The city. All

the cities.

The earth quakes. The earth

shakes the child. For us

it was bombs. We huddled in shelter.
The ea 1 shook, the air

howled and flamed.

The city burned.

2. Richter 6.9

The earth rocks

the child

the earth rocks
the sleeping child

the earth rocks

the house
engulfs the child.
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Aftershock

3. Palpitations

My heart shakes the blood in my chest,

an unkind unpredictable beat that takes tomorrow
from my mind and throws it on the floor. Only

too much coffee yesterday.

But feels like fear.

Sandbags piled against the wall, half the room
taken by a corrugated-iron shelter, a dark

tunnel into dangerous night where

the oldest mother waited as the earth shook,

the air howled and flamned. We were to sleep

while our young petrified mother calmly kept watch.

In the morning we went out, a small gang

whose toys were guns we made of sticks and hands,
and picked up after the dogfights overhead

brass cartridge cases to blow across for whistles,
sort by their markings, theirs or ours.

And throw both in the sack for salvage.

My grandparents were uncarthed alive
from the dug-out between their apple trees.
Sonie of the trees lived to fill their house
every winter of my later childhood

with the scent of peace and future, the fruit
stored for a tomorrow after all. And

the bombsites grew green and flowered,
were built and disappeared into the past.

4. Sky shot

From here you can see
everything

film everything

hear nothing but the rotor.

The carth shakes
the houses fall

the city burns.

The pilots hear only

their own engine and the rattle
of the fighters’ guns. The pound
of their own fear.

The earth shakes
the air howls and flames
engulf the sleeping child.



Aftershock

5. Sunset across Westernport Bay

Mother you are burning my city. Across the water
under the dark hands of cloud our towers are on fire
engulfed in your dangerous life.

Mother, why are you burning my city!?

I have put it away for the night,

there is no need to burn through my dreams.

Mother, leave me my city across the water

under the hands of sky, cloudsky, moonsky. Tomorrow

let me find it there, city of towers and wasp-cell houses

across the bay’s long weeds and quick fishes, fouled by our leakings,
my city humming with wax-making and stinging,

baptized to innocence by your new light.

6. Kyoto

A smuall heading to the side:
Ancient shrine

1300 years

national treasures
sacred artefacts

broken

knocked

lost

ancient

treasures

artefacts

1300 years

sacred

A small story to the side.

7. Kobe

The earth rocks
the child

the city engulfs
the child

the mother

the city

burns
All the cities
Aileen Kelly

Aileen Kelly grew up in England. A collection of her poetry,
Coming up for Light, was published last year by Pariah Press.
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trained dogs from Switzerland, to sniff
out people trapped in the rubble, was at
first turned down, then accepted two days
later. In the meantime people died. Some
mindless official didn’t think the dogs
would be any use. They have in fact per-
formed wonders in locating people. Of-
fers of help from overseas soon got bogged
down in the interminable red tape that
Japanese bureaucrats love.

Disagreements between the Self De-
fence Force Agency and labour unions
have held up the delivery of urgently
needed food and medicine. There is no
single coordinating agency to oversee the
government’s relief work. The politicians
are dithering and grandstanding. As a
result two or three groups of relief work-
ers would turn up to the same place while
otherplaces remained withoutassistance.
Essential services—especially the water
and gas supplies and garbage removal—
have broken down completely. Flu and
stomach disorders set in.

Some officials in my University here
seemed to think that my departure a
month before I was due to finish will
entail a loss of face. I have argued and
been polite. But I've had enough. Nine
days after the quake, my airline agreed to
let me fly out. I couldn’t wait. The after-
shocks continued to roll in, weakening
my apartment building and scaring me
witless.

I heard that the bureaucrats were
locked, at long last, into some really seri-
ous decision making. The question on the
agendais what to name the quake. Should
it be the Great South Hyogo Earthquake?
Should it be the Great Hanshin Earth-
quake? Should it be the Great Kansai
Earthquake? They are like a pack of post-
modernists arguing about the Holocaust.
At least they agree on the ‘great’'— be-
cause central Kobe (which now looks like
Hiroshima after the Atomic Bomb) expe-
rienced what the experts tell us was the
strongest recorded earthquake in history—
on Tuesday, 17 January at 5:36 in the
morning.

The very memory of it turns my
stomach. And the bureaucrats are having
the same effect on me,

Allan Patience has just spent five months
as a visiting professor at Kobe-Gakuin
University. He is looking forward to
returning to geological stability at the
Victoria University of Technology.

OOKS IN BRIEF BOOKS IN BRIEF BOOKS IN BRIEF BOOKS IN BRIEF

Profita \le examr es

IN MY saLAD DAYS, both as a student and as a member B4l JHF“"L“‘*
of a religious order, 1 was stuffed to the gills with
hagiography—the records, truc or mythical, of the lives
of saints.

As a result of this over-feeding, T developed an
active dislike for this form of history or myth.
Biography of any kind is a trcacherous endecavour.
Biography plus the interpretation of the nature of sanc-
tity and the relations between creator and creature is
an cven more difficult endeavour. When you add, as
you must, the ingredient of miracles and the proof
thereof, then you are in deeper difficulty both as writ-
er and reader.

People who write about saints are writing about
personages of ‘heroic virtue'. Heroes, male or female, are hard to understand
and harder still to cope with. In wartime, we used to tell ourselves that the
best way to stay alive was to stay away from the herocs.

All this, of course, is irony but sometimes a touch of irony is necessary
to keep our seuse of proportion in things spiritual and well as temporal.

Father Costello’s small book on the lives of ten saints has several impor-
tant merits. First, it’s brief. The writer has forced himself to focus on the
characters and on thosc elements of their development which raised them
out of the ruck of humanity. He has avoided most of the cliches of traditional
hagiography and has managed to inject an element of life and reality into
cach of his sketches. The figures in his portrait gallery are diverse and cach
onc is worth a bedtime reading or meditation in a quiet hour.

If I can enjoy the book without indigestion, the generality of rcaders will
make a pleasant meal of it.  —Morris L. West

Hammer of heretics

AVID AND ELEPHANTINE READERS O Eureka Street will remember the learned
debatc between Denis Minns and his fellow Dominican Christopher Dowd
about the right interpretation of a crucial passage from Irenacus’ Against
Hcresies.

For those may have asked themselves who Irenacus was and why he was
so important, Denis Minns has now written a splendid short presentation of
Irenaeus’ ideas. His account is as simple as it can be for a writer as far distant
from us as Irenaeus, and is livened by wit, realism and good sensec.

Minns has an eyc for the way in which people live and write in the church,
and a sardonic appreciation of the gap between rhetorical style and real inten-
tion in any author’s work. He is also liberal in the best Catholic sensce of the
word, in his interest in all the ways in which people have tried to understand
the mystery of the Gospel, and in his tolerance for those from whose crrors
later generations have learned.

In this respect, Minns’ book echoes the breadth of the Outstanding Chris-
tian Thinkers Series as a whole, in which other authors introduce the thought
of people as diverse as Rahner and Von Balthasar, Congarar  Bultmann, Handel
and Anselm.

Denis Minns’ book meets the hopes and matches the accomplishment »f
the series. —Andrew Hamilton SJ
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ALLAN FATIENCE

The public good

- UGH STRETTON IS A GIANT In
Australian social science. But he is
too infrequently rcad by his
collecagues, and by bureaucrats, pol-
iticians and journalists (apart from
Pceter Ward who does appreciate
Stretton’s immensc intelligence). His
wisdom, blunt style, and humility
(e.g. he doesn’t have an Australian
honour and travels on none of the
gravy trains which arc crowded by
lesser intellectuals) make him an
outsider in the Australian academy.
This is despite his having written on
morc themes than many of his peers
put together. His writings address
issues in social and political theory,
historiography, the epistemology of
the social sciences, the history and
development of Australian cities,
urban planning, environmental
policy, housing, social welfare, cth-
ics, cconomics, and politics.

Now we have another major work
from Stretton which is co-authored
by Lionel Orchard, a former doctoral
student, now academic, who displays
similar virtues to his mentor. The
volume covers at least three domains,
one explicit and two implicit. The
explicit domain is the most detailed
and brilliant defence of a mixed
public/private cconomic policy yet
attempted in contemporary public
policy analysis. The two implicit
domains arc a passionate defence of
the human capacity for altruism
(which acknowledges and accounts
for human sclfishness) and a sting-
ing and devastating critique of the
epistemological and methodological
foundations of modern cconomics.
All three domains play into each
other, informing and enriching a
complex, crudite and subtle picce of
scholarship.

Part One of the book is didactic
in the best sense, laying out clearly
the values guiding the argument. It
also provides a literature review of
public choice theory that is both
scrupulously fair and uncquivocally
engaged. Part Two looks at the ways
in which public goods and public
enterprise have been politically com-
promiscd by the ravages of public

choice theory. Part Three offers an
outline of a synthesised political
theory of public goods and public
enterprise in a mixed economy
oriented to social justice and a range
of other civilised and humane ends.
The parts can be read separately to
advantage; together they make a sem-
inal contribution to the contempo-
rary political theory of public policy.
Parts Once and Two cover great
tracts of post-War scholarship—cco-
nomic theory, public policy, politi-
cal theory, management theory—
with a lucidity unmatched even by
the authors in those ficlds. This post-
Warscholarshipisperilously neglect-
ed in so many recent silly adven-
tures in post-modern analysis. These
adventures have been as effective as
the 1970s” doctrinal rows on the left
at taking people’s minds off the real
issucs. How clse can we account for
the way in whichintelligent citizens
have been morally and intellectual-
ly sandbagged by the bullies of the
New Right into voting down great
public institutions and vandalising
public policics which can be made to
contribute to everyone’s welfare?
Part Three is of necessity tenta-
tive. But the authors must ultimate-
ly confront the metaphysics of the
post-libcral communitarianism with
which they arce challenging political
philosophy. It is not enough to dem-
onstrate empirically, and admire,
human altruism and civic virtue. If
they are not going to be blown away
on the first cconomic rationalist
wind that blows chillingly down the
corridors of powcer and academe, com-
munitarianism has to be grounded
mectaphysically in a theory of ethics.
In Part Three we are brought up to
the very wire dividing the authors’
version of communitarian realism
from metaphysics. The realism they
seem to cling to—like all realisms,
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including posi tic cconomism—
contains a range of largely unex-
plored but influential ontological and
epistemological assumptions. The
great positivist error is to believe
that you can escapc metaphysics.
You can’t. In a later volume they
should step over the wire. They have
brilliantly prepared the ground for
doing so.

A reviewer of Stretton’s 1969
book The Political Sciences thought
it might be a work of genius. It is
tempting to usc similar language for
aspects of this volume. Tt will of
coursce be as a red rag to a bull as far
as many hard-line economic ration-
alists arc concerned. But this is the
rationalists’ problem, not Stretton
and Orchard’s. The book mounts a
formidable—probably overwhelm-
ing—casc against the attacks on
government that the rationalists

have engineered with such
crudeness and cruelty.

T ALSO EXPLORES the possibilitics of
a post-liberal theory of social and
political democracy, going way
beyond the fashionable exercises in
intcrest-group peddling (e.g. femi-
nisim, environmentalism) that have
held the centre stage of late. The
volume ends with sketches of how a
communitarian theory holds out new
possibilitics for thinking about a
socially responsible, just and hope-
ful democracy.

As the authors note: ... our social
cxperience does much to constitute
our individuality, rcasoning powers
and ideas of good, which in turn
constantly reshape our social
arrangements and the ideas of good
which they incorporate’ (p. 276). It's
been an awfully long time since we
heard such good sense in public
policy analysis and political theory.
The book should be read by cvery
burcaucrat, politician, voter and
student of public affairs all over the
world.

Allan Patience tcaches Political

Science at the Victoria University of
Technology.
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JIM LJAVIDSON

Our l: dy ot the lamps

N

e/ OUNCILLOR ROGAN LAID DOWN HIS IVORY PAPER-KNIFE, along with the gas bill. The mail had
brought little that day. ‘What I need’, he sighed, ‘is a causc.’

Somewhat astonished by this rare moment of insight, he looked around the room. Mustapha
was licking his paws. Sunlight gleamed insolently on the couch. The Second Empire clock ticked
on, its bronze youth in straw hat gazing back at him vacantly.

Picking up the local paper, the ouncillor allowed himself a slight cough. He had not been
well. Nothing serious, the doctor}  said, but too much weight for a man of your age. Palpita-
tions, my dear Thomas, are a warning sign.

He began to turn the pages. There was the usual highly-coloured account of a Town Hall
bunfight, and Cr Rogan did have to agree that, even if the Innerpendant cocked things up—no

ubt intentionally, he humphed while dismembering an adjacent croissant—there was the
inescapable fact that, when he assembled with all the other crs, a great deal of bickering and in-
fighting went on. At least he could turn the page on it now. And did so—somewhat imperiously

Suddenly the eye of Cr Rogan was caught by an item about a foundry. It seems there was st
one operating within the bounds of the borough—he rather liked this phrase, the bounds of the

rough, and savouring it, said it out loud. And (he noted as he read on) they still had the mould-
ings of the original lamps used throughout the City.

The Councillor’s domain was never a suburb, as it was for ordinary folk; and in a flash he
suddenly saw (amidst the remnants of his late breakfast) how Light could be made to shine upon
the City.

’

The Councillor was not ¢ irely happy with Exhibition, gratified though he was that the
citizenry of East Ward had clected him to represent them. There were so many ... disparate cle-
ments. Trendies, Koories, yuppies, musos, garbos, accas, alkies, plus a sprinkling of ethnic hun-
dreds and thousands—the City had the lot. And running down the middle of it was Randwick
Street, not so long ago gloomy and cavernous, with high Victorian buildings tattily looking down,
as though wondering what they were doing there. But now it was buzzing ... developing ... a
restaurant centre for the whole city.

Councillor Rogan d  ped his arms; he had become quite expansive. But there was no audi-

ce. Only Mustapha’s tail, receding down the passage like a distant trampole.

The street needed beautification—tastefully, of course. There could be special paving, cast-
iron seats ... that sort of thing. Perhaps some trees, and lovely Victorian lamps, in clusters, like

iflowers. Mother would have said hydrangeas, he suddenly thought. Having brought himself to
the mirror, Cr Rogan stopped, adjusted his collar and gave his scheme (and himself) an approving
nod.
’

Dirty cottonwool skies dabbed irritably at everybody’s consciousness the day Cr Rogan turned
up at Lollard’s. He did not, of course, simply turn up; a sccretary had rung from the Town Hall to
make an appointment. Although the massive doors were wide open, there was no sign of life
inside. The councillor ventured a discreet ‘Hello’. No reply.

He stepped inside, and looked around. Pieces of machinery of all shapes and sizes, united only
in an intimidating obscurity of fun on, beckoned and dangled from all directions. The councillor
noted the distant furnace, closed, and then a nearby door, which opened.

—Whaddya want, mate, said the silhouetted figure.

The councillor explained his purpose, or rather mission, for he fell into the tone he readily
adopted with tradespcople, one of f  ient explication. The man listened, and when it dawned on
him that the mouldings that some journalist sheila had gushed over were what had brought this
coot, took him out into the yard. Might be some money in it.
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Cr Rogan was ecstatic. Over by the wall, with timber, iron and mouldings all around, deep
and crisp and even, lay the spindly shafts of a number of lamp-posts. Stuck in a corner close by,
were what he was told were the mouldings for the cast-iron. They had probably lain there, the
Councillor deftly computed, since the reign of His Late Majesty King Edward VII. To whom, he
found himself speculating, he bore no little resemblance.

+

Tripping along next day to the local Parthenon, the centre of governance for the City, Cr
Rogan faintly resembled a fox terrier in a park on a bright spring morning. The Mayor, Nino
Nabarro, received him amicably—something which could not always be guaranteed. They were, of
course, on the same side, but the cloak and dagger politics of Exhibition Town Hall were such that
the paranoid gestures of the characters in Eisenstein’s Ivan the Terrible (usually mere flickers on a
screen) here took on new meaning.

—It does seem a good idea you have there, said Nino, not unwarily, as he stirred his tea.

Cr Rogan clinked his cup. An ancient memory stirred, of the J. Arthur Rank man sounding
the gong. This was going to be his production.

It appeared that, under the Local Entertainment and Employment Resuscitation scheme
(LEER), funds were available from the state government to promote constructive diversions for the
populace—and, Nino explained (for his legal versatility far outpaced his English), the lamps con-
cept was certainly a construction, contained just enough fashionable flounce (as the councillor
took him to mean) to be regarded as an entertainment, and would certainly provide employment.
In exchange for Cr Rogan’s support on the great Garbage Question—aimed at eliminating the
City’s involuntary Garbage Festivals—Nino promised his support. His sponsorship, even—while
acknowledging, of course, the project as Cr Rogan’s initiative. It was agreed that the government
would be approached by His Worship the Mayor for a sum of ... {say) $350,000.

The first employment the scheme provided was for journalists: STRIKE A LIGHT!, screamed
the Innerpendant headline. The Councillor, attacked yet again as Bogan Rogan, was furious. The
paper took the view that Randy—as it loved to abbreviate Randwick Street—should not be inter-
fered with, as it smirkingly put it. Indeed—so these layabouts argued—the street could not be
improved. It was working perfectly well, and was best left alone.

Typical!, the Councillor snorted as he threw the paper down. ‘Victorian tizz’ indeed! And
anyway, what was wrong with creating another Burgoyne Street? That had, at long last, become
clean and tasteful. But in Randy (for Cr Rogan hadn’t really noticed that he too would slip into the
familiar form) you could still be approached for money, could still see people freaked out on drugs,
or ... hear some smart-arse journalist swearing at the next table. He poured another whiskey to
calm himself down. There was a great deal of room for improvement as far as he was concerned.

Two days after the Innerpendant appeared, there were rumours of shopkeepers calling a
meeting. Then graffiti appeared overnight in Randwick Street: NO VICTORECTOMY FOR
RANDY ... BOGAN ROGAN, TOM FOR SHOGUN.

Cr Rogan was becoming anxious.

+

A few days later the Councillor found himself walking past St Teresa’s. He stopped. He had
not been to church for a very long time.

Noticing that the building was open, he ventured in before he had really thought about it.
There was a wonderful smell of polished wood, and a hint of incense. He made his way to a pew
and, crossing himself, fell on his knees.

Now he was there it was as though he did not know what to do next. He went blank, absorb-
ing the peacefulness.

He decided to pray. But who to? Not having been to confession for three years, he had some
timidity in approaching the Almighty. There was, of course, Our Holy Mother, a plaster likencss
of whom outstretched her arms towards him.

Then he thought of another Mother Mary, Exhibition’s own. He would pray to her.

First he asked for strength, in the face of that insupportable graffiti and the likelihood of
further personal attacks. And, as he had been taught long ago, he prayed for his encmies, trusting
that they would become ... enlightened. {The pun encouraged a benign smile.) Emboldened now,
Cr Rogan laid his scheme for the improvement of Randwick Street, and the City, before the
Blessed—and stopped.

Pause.

—Has it occurred to you, Thomas, a voice suddenly declared, that I might consider lamps
dating from my time—unprogressive?
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Cr Rogan looked around. And  out. But there was no onc there. He tried to continue, but no
words came.

Puzzled, the councillor sat up, crossed himself, and then got up from the pew and began to
walk out, throwing nervous glances over his shoulder.

+

Cr Rogan had, it must be said, expected much more enthusiasm for his project. It was so

patently an initiative for improvement. All he seemed to have secured was the enthusiastic
sport of real estate agents, suggesting a drink in the pub. But the Councillor did not like having
his back slapped. Or beer.

As he went to the Town Hall for the meeting his cye caught a new flicker of graffiti:
ROGUE'N.

It was quite preposterous.

—Surely you can sce, he said addressing a particularly vociferous interjector, that if we
improve the street it will bring tourists, and custom?

—Yeah? replied the pert haberdasher, who took out a pouch to roll her own. Rates and rents
will go up first, but.

The brevity of this renly caught the Councillor quite off guard. But at least there was the
satisfaction of seeing the  aberdasher’s friend tap her on the arm, and point to the No Smoking
Sign.

Then up stood a history lecturer. You can never trust these accas, thought the councillor.
Even when they spiral on to reach a conclusion somewhere near yours, they’re so long-winded and
argue with such misplaced emphasis that no one else lasts the journey. Listen to this one now ...
Talking about the first land sales, the boom, droning on about the last depression (or is he still
droning on about the one before that?}, and how development will help us to avoid the nexe ...
Aah, the lamps. Lux in tenebris indeed ...

—What I have striven to do, ladies and gentlemen, is to place Cr Rogan’s splendid proposal in
the broad stream of progressive measures {not all of them welcome at the time) which have

aracteriscd the advance of our community.

Gravely Dr Mortlock sat hims:  down.

—Middle class wankers, came a voice from the back.

—Ordcr, said the Mayor.

Nice to hear from you tonight, Nino, thought the Councillor. The least you can do.

Another councillor (of the Labor persuasion] was now on her feet, speaking against the pro-

sal. Cathy Spalding was one of the better ones, Cr Rogan conceded, though he didn’t care for all
these jokes about dogs and lamp-posts ... foul play. Still, she had a point. Randy on a Sunday had
become a puppy dog’s paradise.

Then up got Emma  pforth. There were hisses from the back, and a cry of ‘Pomumy, go
home!” Briskly she turned in the direction of her attacker, like the primary school teacher she
once had been. In coolly articulated tones that carried across the room, she announced that ‘At
least T was brought up properly in one, unlike that bastard over there’.

—O000hhh, moaned a scetion of the crowd. The touch of viciousness had been unexpected.

Appealing to them : now as Exhibition people, as Exhibitioners—exhibitionists?, someonc
helptully volunteered—Emma began to advance the argument (a favourite of hers) that as
Exhibition was Melbournc’s oldest suburb, it behoved its present residents to make themselves
worthy of it.

Groans greeted this idea. The lamps would add to the place’s ... charm, she declared, amidst
ironic cheers. Emma was a figure that Exhibition leftics loved to hate, thought the Councillor;
they loathed her regular  pearances in the letters column of The Age.

It was whilc the next speaker was talking that Cr Rogan realised that if the issue were put to
the vore, it might very well be lost. And since the City professed to be a democracy (albeit a
guide  one), Council-—now more or less on side—would find it difficult to pursuce the mateer if
that should happen. The Councillor sent a note along the table to Nino, and caught his eye as he

:ned it. DO NOT PUT TO VOTE, read Nino, and nodded.

Cr Rogan then got to his feet to make the final speech. He made great play of the fact that this
was not, as had been claimed, an inauthentic restoration; of course Randwick Street had had
Victorian lamps. (He would simply pass over the concept of clusters.) More to the point, it had had
these very lamps—Dbrought to his attention by the Innerpendant—and as he spoke he nodded to
the reporter as if to alert the man to this rare bouquet; his brain though could not help subtitling
the remark ‘pearls before swine’.
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—Thanks to the paper, he cheerily continued, I was able to go along to the original foundry,
still operating within the bounds of our City; it could do with the work that casting a new set of
strect lamps would provide. As could other people, setting the lamps in place ...

The Councillor sat down after a ringing peroration—mercifully free from interjections (Good
old Emma! She’d drawn their fire ...}, and marinated himself in exhaustion until he heard the
word, Vote.

Nino—having made no attempt to catch his eye—was putting the motion. Whether the
Council should go ahead with the lamps project.

The crowd, having had its fun earlier in e evening, was now fairly quiet. The vote was taken
calmly, and the motion lost: 83 votes to 46.

Cr Rogan was ashen. When the mceting ended, he made straight for the door in great strides.
He did not want to stop and talk with anyone.

—Bastards, he thought, as he tripped down the steps on the way to his car. I won’t give up. In
fact, he suddenly thought as he started up his engine, there is one way to stymie them, including
that Nino, the local Benito. I could ... donate some lamps to the City. Very-hard-to-refuse. Four
lamps on the main intersection would make the point, and stick in their craw. We have ways ...
and fortunately, some means. As he turned the corner into his street, the Councillor hung a
voluptuous wheelie.

+

A few nights later, Cr Rogan pulled up his eiderdown. Get off, Mustapha, he instructed. The
cat jumped off, signifying with a meow that it had every intention of bounding back under cover of
darkness. But for the moment it would graciously leave the good councillor to his slumbers.

And so it did. The Councillor, having slept, woke with a start. A sudden pain around the
heart. But just as speedily it vanished, and with a sensc of puzzlement and then a resigned groan,
he pulled the blankets up tightly once more.

Perhaps he had had lights on the brain. Whatever the case, Cr Rogan was soon aware of a
luminosity at the foot of his bed, a sensc of ineffable presence, something infinitely greater than
anything he could aspirc to. It was hard to focus on at first, but it was much, much larger than the
agate of a pussycat’s eyc. Rather, the form of a woman dressed in sober brown and white seemed
to hover, snapping into sharp definition the moment the councillor realised he was being ad-
dressed in the sweetest voice he had ever heard.

—Thomas, she said. You’re dutiful, friendly. You have tried to be a good man, haven’t you,
Thomas?

Tom Rogan was more perturbed than reassured by this kindly interrogation. Nor did he care
for the suggestion of finality. The prone councillor’s first impulse was to recite his CV. But on
sccond thoughts that didn’t seem to answer.

—Ye-es, he said, somewhat nervously.

—Well then, Thomas, imagine my concern at what is happening to my birthplace. The poor
are being shunted out. Many of them have nowhere else to go.

Thomas immediately thought of Resolution 296 on lodging houses (for which, miraculously
he had voted). But he might have to do better than that.

—Faith, hope and charity, Councillor. That’s what’s nceded. There’s still faith and hope at my
end of the street, what with the cathedral and the mission; but down the hill, there ain’t no
charity. You increasingly concern yourselves with disparity. The Visitor paused, bestowing on
Tom a beatific smile.

—This restoration idea is not a very good one, Thomas, she sighed, her tone ever so slightly
suggesting she was addressing a small boy. The councillor was increasingly feeling he had become
one.

—Where will it end? If you insist upon heritage colours, and the original lamps, should you
not also insist upon the original streets that went with them? Should you not tear up the asphaly,
bring back the horses, and see the street littered with dollops of manure?

—Surely not, My Lady, Cr Rogan ventured rather bravely.

—Well, Thomas, you are a man of the world, concerned with making things work. We, on the
other hand, deal primarily in principle. Principles can always be drawn out from practice and
stated or restated any time; that’s why, apart from questions of morality, they must never be
ignored. Why, somebody might come along and wish to restore things as they were even earlier.

—But that’s ridiculous, Your ... Worship.

—Ever heard of Mabo, Thomas? Randwick Street is well-sited; there was a Koori track there
for hundreds of years. Claims might be made, and receive support from unexpected ... quarters.
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—Good Heavens! exclaimed Cr Rogan. But, Your Grace, we have never really seriously
claimed to be absolutely, totally interested in authenticity. It’s just really to enhance the buildings
that arc still there, to make them ... nice.

—Nice! exclaimed his interlocutor, with a touch of annoyance. This niceness of yours has
nasty consequences, Thomas. ] dear old Exhibition, always a redoubt of the poor, it creates
conspicuous consumption. It privileges the fashionable. You lot have virtually repackaged the
suburb for niche marketing.

Cr Rogan was surprised by the Visitor’s mastery of the latest terminology. Perhaps she had
picked it up while browsing in  mmdwick Street bookshops. At any rate she seemed annoyed.
Perhaps he should n  mention the Council’s Strategy Plan for Tourism.

—That filtered light of yours, Thomas. A nice period touch, I'm sure. But it’s not a dim,
religious light, is it?

Cr Rogan tried to look contrite, and was going to confess it wasn’t, when he had an idca. Like
should be countered with like.

—Let your light so shine before men ... began the Councillor, a little smugly.

—Thomas, that is our light, she said, raising her hand. Let’s not have a demarcation dispute
about this. It’s not yours, and it’s not the Council’s—as I believe you now have every reason to
know. It is our light, she repeated, and it shines through you. Verily. See ...?

The Councillor looked at 1 end of his bed. Above his toes the blankets had become faintly
luminous. His arm was ... golden. Looking up again at the Visitor, he saw her arms outstretched
towards him. "Come’, she said, smiling sweetly. With an almost involuntary gesture, and an
incredible sense of lightness, he threw back the bedclothes. It was as if he were being borne ...
upwards, ever upwards.

Mustapha was puzzled. The Councillor had given one almighty snore, and then there was
nothing.

The News and Weather

I smoothed the pelt of the hills with my long looking
And the hills rose up and stretched in the early light.

In the home paddocks, along the river-flats

Black cattle doubled their height with morning shadow.

I heard the currawongs’ cry as they swooped above me
The news they told was You can’t change the weather
And who would want to, walking out very early

With pink and grey galahs tumbling for grass-seeds.

I picked a fig from the laden tree in the garden
And heard a voice that spoke in a tongue of flame
From the fiery sun behind the trembling tree-top:
You are lucky to be alive in these terrible times.

I peeled back the green of the fig breaking into its centre
Galah-coloured, pink and grey its thousand flowerlets,
And ate of the fruit of the garden and understood

The voice that seemed to flash in the air above.

The message must be received, taken into one’s being
As knowledge 1s taken, biting on apple or fig—
Terrible times in the world that will not be changed—
And I walking out on such a morning early.
Rosemary Dobson
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It’s that star quality, y’know

saw THis BT of doggerel spray-
painted on the wall of a flooded sub-
urban underpass many years ago, as
I was flecing a Melbourne beset by
summer rains for a warmer and drier
holiday in Adelaide. Apparently few
of Melbourne’s theatre entrepreneurs
have either seen such graffiti or ex-
perienced the city’s classic summer
weather, for about half of the profes-
sional theatre offered there in sum-
mer nowadays takes place in the
open air.

Big-ticketitemslike Hello, Dolly!
and the Melbourne Theatre Compa-
ny’s twin offerings, Oleanna and A
Flea in her Ear, remain sheltered
behind their proscenium arches. But
an increasing number of producers
are going al fresco to make holiday
money for themselves and for an
ever-increasing number of theatre
artists and technicians, and there is
no doubting the popularity of the
current wave of open-air drama.

Performing Arts Projects, for ¢x-
ample, are doing prodigious busi-
ness with an adaptation of Lady
Chatterley’s Lover in the gardens at
Rippon Lea. Whether patrons are
attracted solely by the full-frontal
nudity of this play ir articular, or
whether they have become attached
over the years to the company’s por-
trayals of Englishliteraryfigures and
their sexual antics, is hard to fath-
om; but there has certainly been a
dramatic increasc in attendances at
Performing Arts’ Rippon Lea per-
formanccs cach year since they be-
gan.

Encouraged by the success of
these titillating evening shows for
adults, the company’s director, Rob
Chuter, and its indefatigable veter-
an playwright, Julia Britton, last year
began churning out kids’ shows as
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well. Using the same locations,
adaptations of Frances Hodgson Bur-
nett’s The Secret Garden (in 1993-
94) and Little Lord Fauntleroy (this
summer] were added to the adult
repertoire by day.

Most practitioners of al fresco
theatre rate Glenn Elston, co-direc-
tor of Elston, Hocking & Woods, as
the inaugurator of Melbourne’s
vogue for open-air theatre. Certainly
it was his vision that got the city’s
Royal Botanic Gardens onto the
theatrical map nine summers ago.
Ironically, Elston was sc¢ized by the
idea to do open-air theatre in Mel-
bourne while livingin dank London;
his instinct, not surprisingly, was to
try Shakespeare out of doors but his
first production for the erstwhile
Melbourne City Council’s Fabulous
Entertainments in Public Places was
a children’s show, an adaptation of
the evergreen Wind in the Willows,
usingseveral locations of the Botanic
Gardens.

Elston’s production of A Mid-
summer Night's Dream quickly fol-
lowed and it has been going round
more or less ever since. The Dream
had a break in 1992-93, when it was
replaced by a not-so-effective
Twelfth Night, but returned again in
1993-94, and this summer is sharing
the gardens with Romeo and julict,
thus giving us a double whammy of
Elston Shakespeare for the first time.

The Elston, Hocking & Woods
domination of the outdoor scene
doesn’t end with Shakespcarce and
Kenneth Grahame. The company
also did a garden adaptation of Alice
in Wonderland for a couple of years
and this year partnered its mandatory
Willows with a buy-in of Performing
Arts Projects’ Secret Garden, first
staged at Rippon Lea last year but
transferred this summer to the
Botanic Gardens, thus adding twin
children’s shows by day to the twin
Shakespeares by night.

Elston, Hocking and Woods also
presented yet another Shakespeare

play, A Comedy of Errors, in thc
splendid Northcote Amphitheatre on
the other side of town. This highly
physical and heavily cut adaptation
by Melbourne Maskworks, per-
formed in Commedia dell” Arte half-
masks and with irreverently chosen
modern songs, added a different
dimension to Shakespearcan
interpretation.

Encouraged by the huge successes
achieved by the various Shakespeare
and Bloomsbury Set shows, other
companics have jumped onto the
great bandwagon under the stars. A
highly enterprising group calling
themselves Hungry Ghost have just
completed their third scason of
spooky tales in an atmospheric city
alley, Commerce Way. Always per-
forming on the stroke of midnight,
they began in 1993 with an adapta-
tion of The Goose-Girl, followed last
summer with a superbly gruesome
version of Grimm's The Blue Beard.
This ycar’s chilling story was The
Sandman, adapted from the Tales of
Hoffman.

Not to be outdone, La Mama
chimed in with a production, in its
lovely little courtyard, of David Brit-
ton’smonodrama from the 1988 Fes-
tival of Perth, Save Suvia Sireet.
This was actually a production by a
group called Soup Kitchen Theatre,
which usually does indoor produc-
tions for the City of Melbourne's
FEIPP program at lunchtimes.

Children’s theatre has long been
afavourite target for al fresco artists,
and as well as the Performing Arts
and Elston, Hocking and Woods pro-
ductions already mentioned, Mel-
bourne hasrecently had masked Cin-
derellas occupying the gardens in St
Kilda, and any number of outdoor
pantomimes and clown shows. These
werc joined two years ago by a new
children’s theatre group, Tusk Pro-
ductions, who have done two slight-
ly different—but cqually energetic
and splendidly swashbuckling—pro-
ductions of The Adventures of Rob-



in Hood on the banks of the Yarrain
Studley Park, Kew.

These are perambulatory per-
formances in which the adventures
take their course along the river-
bank, involving scenes in which
Robin actually hits a bullseye with
an arrow at 60 paces to win the heart
of a genuinely blushing Maid Marian,
and in which Little John tumbles
into a real river and Robin’s Merry
Menne (often played, politically
correctly, by female swashbucklers)
swoop onto the dastardly Sheriff of
Nottingham’s wicked followers from
amagnificently real oak tree. Here is
oncinstance wherereality beats art—
even the highly decorative artistry
of the indoor proscenium-stage
pantos of the likes of Garry Ginivan,
whose holiday productions at the
Alexander Theatre at Monash Uni-
versity are second to none.

Among the plethora of outdoor
(and, for that matter, indoor) theatre
for young pcople nowadays in Mel-
bourne, there is at least one interest-
ing show that is a kind of hybrid.
This is JAM Theatre’s adaptation of
E.B. White’s Charlotte’s Web, now
in its fifth season in the barn of the
Collingwood Children’s Farm. The
show is performed inside the barn,
but real animals from the working
farm outside (such as chooks, pigeons
and the occasional wandering pea-
cock or possum)occasionally mingle
with the make-believe spider, rat,
pigs, cowsand humans of the enacted
story. Similarly, the lowing of cattle
and the baaing of sheep encroach on
the play’s live soundscape in a way

that young audiences find
quite beguiling.

A NOTHER NEWCOMER to the open-

air children’s theatre this year is
Peter Pan, performed in the subur-
ban Princes Gardens of Prahran by
Arthouse, a group better known for
its nocturnal (adult) interests in the
kinkier works of Génet et al. Every-
body’s jumping on the bandwagon!

The amazing thing about all this
is that the shows actually manage to
goonat all, given Melbourne’s noto-
riously fickle summer weather. In
fact, very few performances are lost
because of the weather. A spokes-
man for Elston Hocking & Woods,
and Jason Buesst, production man-
ager of Performing Arts Projects’

open-air productions at Rippon Lea,
both confirmed that fewer than one
performance in ten is rained out. At
the time of writing, Romeo and Juliet
had been rained out only six times
since its December 8 opening; day
shows in the Botanic Gardens were
down by only five.

Hungry Ghost has failed to deliv-
er only once in its three seasons
{perhaps fluking better weather con-
ditions in its more limited three
nights per week seasons); day shows
can suffer more than night shows
because of the tendency for daytime
showers to clear away by nightfall,
thus allowing adults to enjoy their
nights out with picnics of chardon-

nav and nitéd whan their nffonrine
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moses home without satisfaction.

None of the companies [ spoke to
take out ‘rain insurance’, all prefer-
ring to offer patrons the option of
exchanging tickets for an alterna-
tive performance in the event of a
cancelled show. (In my younger days
in Perth, where Festival productions
almost invariably went on out of
doors, we always worked on the
brutal principle that if it rained be-
fore interval, you got your money
back; if it rained after interval—
tough!).

Open-air theatre companies (like
concreters and sporting entrepre-
ncurs)depend heavily on the Weather
Bureau’s forccasts; as well as warn-
ingticket-holders to bring rugs, cush-
ions and mosquito-repellant, both
Performing Arts and Elston, Hock-
ing and Woods also advisc them to
dial a weatherhotline before turning
up. Open-air theatre is becoming a
very organised sub-industry.

And, at the end of the night, it is
a broadly ‘cultural’ rather than a
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narrowly ‘artistic’ experience that
patrons are flocking to, especially
for the adult productions. Whatis on
offer here is mainly an idyllic BYO
picnic under the stars with enter-
taining theatre as a backdrop, rather
than the subtleties of acting and in-
terpretation. It is bizarre, for
example, in Lady Chatterley’s Lov-
er, to hear a line like ‘T love to have
someone to talk to, someone toshare
my intimate moments with’ bel-
lawed at about 100 decibels {against
e prevailing wind) in the most
public manner imaginable to a huge
crowd of browsing gourmets.

The bottom line here is that the
location is the thing; the aim is
mainly entertainment (even in a
Romeo and Juliet, where every ves-
tige of humour is wrung out of every
moment), although other produc-
tions want us to take them more
seriously. What really works best in
these shows is the interaction be-
tween character, location, audience
and story: I have seen first-time
Shakespeare spectators following the
plotof A Midsummer Night’s Dream
with the same cagle eyes as readers
of Agatha Christie thrillers. Butitis,
ultimately, the effectiveness of the
use of the location that wins or loses
the public. You tend to come out
singing the trees, the gardens or the
buildings rather than the subtlety of
plot or character.

Still to come is a production of
Gilbert & Sullivan’s HMS Pinafore,
‘with a company of 50 on a million
dollar set’, commencing mid-
February ‘under the stars’ on the
open-air decks of the museum ship
Polly Woodside, moored on the
banks of the Yarra.

Will it never end? Jason Buesst
agrees that theatre under the stars is
here to stay, and that there is room
for open-air theatre to maintain (and
increase} its hold over an obviously
charmed summer public, though
there is still the chance for it to get
overdone. Inthe meantime, out with
the Aerogard, the Onkaparinga and
the picnic basket, and get on down
to the gardens for an evening nf
theatre magic al fresco.

Geoffrey Milne is Head of the
Department of Theatre and Drama
in the School of Arts and Media at
La Trobe University.

EUREKA STREET

Nadine Garner as Juliet
and Jack Finsterer as
Romeo in Glenn Elston’s
production of
Romeo and Juliet
at the Old Melbourne
Obscrvatory.

Photograph:
Robert Colvin.
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Specially for Victorian
readers Eureka Street has
six free passes to see

Michael Apted's film Nell,
starring Jody Foster, courte-
sy of the Longford Cinema

] (see review below}. To win
a double pass, send your
 name and address to Eureka
Street Film Offer, PO Box
553, Richmond 3121. The

4 passes will go to the first
siX entries receive

to get free of the whore he almost

loses everything, but with the sup-

nort of his family he wins through in
¢ end.

We know Tom (Michael Doug-
las}is a decent but imperfect family
guy, because he spends the first third
of the film with a splodge of tooth-
paste on his tie, and he looks at
Meredith’s (Demi Moore| legs as she
goes up the stairs. Moore’s character
getsnosuch sympathetic trecatment.
Throughout the film she is bathed in
deep bluce light that makes her legs,
indeed her whole body, look like a
stiletto, waiting to be unsheathed.

But there are two types of woman

WHAT WoULD YoU SAY, FATHER O'BRIEN —

A GENUINE (CASE OF

Possession, OR

JUST AN UNPIAGNOSED ATTENT
DEFICIT DiﬁoRDEP-.?eN o
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in this film: the whore, who is ex-
posed and humiliated, and the good
woman, Stephanie {Rosemary For-
syth), who through patience and fem-
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inine virtue, wins her way to the top.
Instead of calling Disclosure a 'hot
date movie’, the promoters should
perhaps have tried the slogan ‘Missed
the sexual revolution, you'll love it’.

—Catriona Jackson

Wild child

Nell, dir. Michael Apted (independ-
ent cinemas). The North Carolina
wilderness is the backdrop to this
tale of civilisation meets recluse. Dr
Jerome Lovell (Liam Necson) comes
to inspect the body of an old woman
found dead in an isolated log cabin
and stumbles across a young woman
hiding in the shadows.

His initial attempts to make con-
tact arc thwarted by her suspicion of
an unfamiliar world and unintelligi-
ble speech, but anote left by the dead
woman tells him that she is her
daughter, Necll, who nceds to be
looked after.

Feeling responsible for her well-
being he enlists the help of psychol-
ogist Paula Olson (Nata-
sha Richardson), who
wants to place her in a
hospital for observation.
Dr Lovell rejects this out
of hand and what results
is a battle betwcen their
presumptions of what is
best for Nell.

Nell is a predictable
story of contact and con-
flict between two differ-
ent worlds. The issue of
what is inherent and
what is lcarnt is dealt
with glibly. With little
effort from the dircctor
to speed things up, the
narrative plods along to
the predictable conclu-
sion that 1t is we who
should learn something
from Nell.

If the success of For-
rest Gump lay inits hom-
age to simple ways, then
Nell should pull in the
crowds and they should
leave the cinema satis-
ticd. In the end Jodie Fos-
ter’s beguiling performance as Nell
outshines all others and just about
saves the show.

—Jon Gre  way

Life class

The Browning Version, dir. Mike
Figgis {indepcendent cinemas).
Terence Rattigan’s play about
Englishness in a grand English pub-
lic school was written nearly 50 years
ago. Mike Figgis and his (English
born} producer, Ridley Scott, have
jacked up the revived play toinclude
rich punk bullies whose shower-
room reverberates with techno, and
visiting American science teachers
who have sensitive new-age sexual
ethics. The effect is strained. But the
film survives—you could say tri-
umphs—hecause of the craggy and
powerful stillness of Albert Finney
as Andrew Crocker-Harris, the
classical classics master, the ‘Hitler
of the lower fifth’.

Finney takes the role—and the
film—beyond stereotype, and  be-
yond the hysteria about charismatic
teachers that films like Dead Poets’
Society flirt with and The Prime of
Miss Jean Brodie analyses. Finney's
is an extraordinary performance. He
15 able, with the firming of his lip or
a shift in voice pitch, to articulate
repression. Andrew Crocker-Harris,
in Finney’s rendering, embodics the
subtlety and two-way vulnerability
of the sacred contract between teach-
erand student. It has little to do with
mere friendliness. Children under-
stand it cven as they abuse it

Finney is well supported by Greta
Scacchi as his disaffccted, percep-
tive wife, and Michacl Gambon as
his utterly venal headmaster.
Gambon is onc of those rare actors
who can shine without wilfully ob-
scuring his fellows.

—DMorag Fraser

Ouch

Maitresse, dir. Barbet Schroeder {in-
dependent cinemas). This 1976 filin
has obviously been exhumed to cash
in on some of the interest raised last
year by Salo, but it has nothing of
the profound moral and political
insight of Pasolini's last film. In-
stead we arc treated to kitsch S&M
withoutself-irony. Thereisalso more
than a hint of Belle du Jour, but to
talk of the two in the same breath is
like comparing Janc Austen and
Danielle Stecle.















	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48
	Page 49
	Page 50
	Page 51
	Page 52

