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CHRIS MICGILLION

Spirit of
lace

N JANUARY I wrOTE in The Sydney Morning Herald that
the Papal Mass at Sydney’s Randwick racecourse was the
most significant religious event in this country in the past
200 years. It owed this significance, T argucd, less to the
beatification of Mary MacKillop than to the inclusion of the
Aboriginal smoking ceremony in the liturgy. My point was
that the Mass had introduced a distinctive Australian
spirituality, a spirituality in which reflection on the physical
environment could lead Australians to a deeper understand-
ing of who they are and what it means to live a moral life.

The smoking ceremony was not novel simply by virtue
of its inclusion in a Catholic liturgy—that has been done
before—but because its inclusion in this particular liturgy
signified a new order of acceptance and encouragement of
this form of religious expression at the highest levels of the
church. Brought together here were the barest threads of a
spirituality in which the physical environment becomes
available to Australians not merely to adorn their religious
ceremonies {as it has at times in the past) but to instruct
their religious life.

Australians know what it means to struggle with a harsh
environment; that knowledge, the Pope suggested in his
homily, has much to teach us about the struggle in the
‘spiritual wilderness’ of our age. We have not made a home,
as some would have us believe, in some godforsaken place.
Priestly robes and Gothic architectural styles may scem
inappropriate to our climate and sensce of informality, and
the scasons may mock our efforts to observe imported reli-
gious rituals like Easter and Christmas. Still, an omnipres-
ent God must be in this country too—indeed, the Pope
seemed to be saying, this is a land that resonates with the
divine.

The Herald article brought a gratifying response from
predictable quarters—mild praise from priests and religious
who have worked in Aboriginal ministry for many years and
whosc appreciation of the numinous quality of the Austral-
ian landscape is much more finely attuned than my own.
From lay Catholics and other interested Christians, there
was virtually no reaction at all. This did not surprise me. In
the article I had also argued that the true significance of the
Randwick Mass would probably not be appreciated by most
people for another 20 years.

What I had in mind was that the bare thr of this
spirituality nceded to be woven together into a well-tailored
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FAUL CUOLLINS

Prized above all others

e TEmMPLETON Prize for
Progress in Religion is worth
winning. It is more valuable than
the Nobel Prize, but given its stated
purpose, the two most recent winners
are, to say the least, surprising recip-
ients. Michael Novak won in 1994
and Paul Davics this year.

The prize was established in 1972
by the wealthy businessman, John
M. Templeton, and is now adminis-
tered by the Templeton Foundation
Inc¢, which is based in the Bahamas.
The award, worth $A1.4 million, is
given to persons who have found
new ways to increase our love, or
who have enhanced our understand-
ing, of God. The qualitics sought in
recipients are freshness, creativity,
innovation and cffectivencess. There
arc nine judges representing the
major taiths of the world.

The first winner in 1973 was,
predictably, Mother Teresa of Cal-
cutta. Other recipients have been
Brother Rogerof Taiz¢ (19741, Chiara
Lubich, the tounder of Focolare
(1977), the Protestant theologian
Thomas Torrance (1978), Cecily
Saunders, of British Hospice {1981),
Michacel Bourdeaux, of Keston Col-
lege (19841, the Benedictine scien-
tist-pricst, Stanley Jaki (1987), and
the Australian ecologist, Charles
Birch, in 1989,

For me, both Novak and Davics
were surprise winners. Let us take
Michacl Novak first: born of Slovak
extraction in 1933 in Pennsylvania,
he trained as a seminarian with the
Holy Cross Order, but he left before
ordination. He started oftf as a critic
of US capitalism and the WASP soct-
cty that spawned it. He wrote
speeches for the Democrats Edmund
Muskic, Sargent Shriver and George
McGovern. His hest known early
book, A Theology for Radical Poli-
tics {1969) gave expression to his
political radicalism, but from the
mid-"70s he became the Catholic
defender of American capitalism,
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attempting to anchor his critique in
the philosophy of Jacques Maritain
who, in the face of continental
fascism, had advocated religious and
political pluralism.

In Toward a Theology of the Cor-
poration (1981), The Spirit of Deno-
cratic Capitalism (1982] and, most
recently, The Catholic Ethic and the
Spirit of Capitalism, Novak has
argucd that the capitalist systemand
the entrepreneur are the main bene-
factors of the poor and the jobless.
Latin Amecrica, in contrast to North
Amecrica, is poor because of its
‘moral-cultural system’; in other
words because Latin Americans lack
the work-cthic. He likens the bhusi-
ness corporation to the church and
cven applies to it the image of Isai-
alt’s ‘Suffering Scrvant’! Novak also
claims to find much of his own
thinking in the 1991 encyclical
Centesimus Annus. Given John Paul
II’s idealogical sclf-sufficiency and
known opposition to western capi-
talism, this is highly unlikely.

It is difficult to sce what is orig-
inal in Novak’s thought, which is
the usual mediocre stuff of neoclas-
sical cconomics. Novak claims to
cxamine the liberal tradition of Adam
Smith and J.S. Mill ‘with the eyes of
a Catholic’ and, no doubt, this
romanticising of capitalism comforts
the Catholic business ¢lite; but it
lacks the articulated theological
analysis of contemporary socicty
offercd by religious thinkers such as
the cthicist David Hollenbach, the
theologian Johann Baprist Metz, che

historian Martin Marty, or
even Andrew Greeley.

Y PUZZLEMENT aRoul the
Templeton was deepened this year
when Paul Davies was awarded the
prize. Certainly, it is important that
religion and science should talk, and
Davics has bravely attempted to do
this. But thec  ultyir it Davies
undcrstands only the scientific

portion of the dialoguc. His writing
reveals an extraordinary ignorance
of theology and a simplistic epistem-
ology.

He attempts to take up wherce
Stephen Hawking, in A Brief History
of Time, leaves off. Davies accepts
that, given the laws of physics, the
universe can create itself. But he
pushes the question of creation
beyond the unbounded cosmos to
the physical principles that under-
pin reality and according to which
the universe acts, Davies asks: is
God to be somehow identified with
these lawsornormative forms? With
a neat epistemological side-step, he
assigns what in the past would have
been called the divine attributes to
the laws of nature: they are univer-
sal, absolute, cternal, all-powerful
and ‘in a loose sense, omniscient’!
He says quite clearly that ‘the laws
{of physics! ... have been invested
with many of the qu  ties that were
formerly attributed to God from
which they were once supposed to
have come’ {The Mind of God, pR2).

Davics goes on to identify these
laws with Plato’s ‘pertect forms that
acted as blueprints for the construc-
tion of the tleeting-shadow world ot
our perceptions’ (The Mind of God,
pY2). These laws, or forms, exist in
the mind of a mathematical God
who—or should [ say ‘which’i—is
abscent from the world and is strik-
ingly like Plato’s Demiurge.

Daviesis honestenough toadmit
that these notions leave us fecling
uncasy. The reason for this is clear
tothe philosopher, if not to the phys-
icist. For lurking within this discus-
sion of God and the beginning of the
cosmos is an epistemological prob-
lem of considerable magnitude.
Davies moves back and forth he-
tween scientific knowledge (which
cven today prides itself on some form
of empirical verification) and theo-
logical ¢ epts {v ch are
essentially analogical) as though the



two were perfectly compatible and
that there was no real difficulty in
simply juxtaposing them,
Certainly, much scientific dis-
course these days approaches the
analogical. But this does not mecan
that scientific and theological dis-
course can be glibly equated as Dav-
ies tends to do. The issuc of the
dialogue betwecn religion and
science is both more complex and

more philosophically challenging
than The Mind of God and Davies’
other writings suggest. The discus-
sion needs more than a glib re-state-
ment of Platonism; and, perhaps at
the same time, the Templeton Foun-
dationInc. of Nassau in the Bahamas
needs nine new judges.

Paul Collins MSC is a writer and
broadcaster.
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Speedy Zedillo

‘While Chiapas, in our opinion does not pose a
fundamental threat to Mexican political stability, it is
perceived to be so by many in the investment community.
The government will need to eliminate the Zapatistas to
r- demonstrate their effective control of the national
territory and of security policy.’

HAT STATEMENT APPEARED 1N a
‘political update’ by Chase Bank, one
of the biggest institutional investors
in Mexico, on 13 January. Within a
month, Mexico’s President Ernesto
Zedillo had ordered hisarmy gencrals
to put an end to the year-old indige-
nous uprising in Chiapas; twowceks
later, he was offering to open peace
talks again with Zapatista leaders.
Some commentators have viewed
this zig-zagging as a bold attempt by
Zedillo, who has no deep roots in the
ruling Institutional Revolutionary
Party (PRI}, to forge some middle
ground support. In fact, it reflects
the contradictory pressurcs he is
under.

Since the collapse of the peso in
Deccember, foreign creditors and in-
vestors, along with the Clinton
administration, have been demand-
ing that Zedillo restore stability. But
the tougher he gets, the more Zedillo
undermines his own democratic cre-
dentials, weakens Mexico’s claim to
be a modern, First World state, and
risks increasing sympathy for the
Zapatistas throughout the rest of the
country. Hence the policy dilemma.
Hence Zedillo’s oscillation.

The fact that the banks should
have chosen Chiapas as the litmus
test of Zedillo’s effectiveness is not

all that surprising. True, the
Zapatistas have won no significant
allies beyond their own state. Their
gricvances, like their demands, arc
essentially local. And they posce no
significant military threat: theirs is
morc an armed protest than an armed
insurgency. The reason the Mexican
army finds it so difficult to crush
them is that, fundamentally, they
emerge from the human, not the
physical, landscape of Chiapas.
The Zapatistas, however, do
represent something of a moral con-
science for the rest of Mexico. Their
gallant, almost suicidal, resistance
raises scrious questions about wheth-
er the idcals of the 1910-17 revolu-
tion—justice, egalitarianism, inclu-
sion—have becn betrayed. The
uprisingalso testifics to the fact that,
instead of lifting the living stand-
ards of all Mexicans, the free-market
economic reforms of recent years
have left many of them worsc off.
The Zapatistas, then, arc a
national embarrassment if not a
national threat. But they arc not just
that. They are a test of the unity of
purpose and political skills of the
Zedillo administration. If the man
with the technocrat’s training and a
democratic mandate cannot control
a rag-tag rcbellion by disgruntled
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peasants, how will he ever be able to
handle a broader popular challenge
to his government?

And as far as the banks are con-
cerned, such a challenge is an occu-
pational hazard for the Mexican pres-
ident. Chase’s 13 January ‘update’,
for instance, also offered the gratui-
tous advice that Mexico’s ‘monetary
crisis limits the resources available
to the government for social and
economic reforms’. Why? Because
in Washington and Wall Street profit
remittances and loan repayments
take priority over anti-poverty pro-
grams and land reform in Chiapas.
Mexico’s creditors are to get all that's
due to them in the years ahead in the
name of cconomic responsibility;
Mexicans generally will get rising
inflation, more unemployment, and
theindignity of lessand less decision-
making powerover their own affairs,
all in the name of—well, the good of
the nation is the stock excusc.

Eventually Zedillo will have to
stop trying to pleasc everyonc and
take a cold, hard look at his options.
He can play the nationalist card and
tell the Yankees to go to hell. Were
he to do that, it is concceivable that
both PRI traditionalists (who were
never happy with the way Zedillo’s
predecessor, Carlos Salinas, began
dismantling the corporate statc on
which their perks and privileges are
built) and popular groups outside
the PRI’s control [who are suspi-
cious of free trade with the US and
critical of ncoliberal retforms gener-
ally) would support him. But Zedil-
lo's political instincts, like the insti-
tutional interests he was appointed
to serve, are unlikely to allow that.

Zedillo’s only other option is to
do the bidding of his forcign constit-
uents—Washington, the banks and
the forcign investors—and try toride
out the storm of opposition as best
he can. That will almost certainly
niecan a repressive turn in Mexican
politics. For the bankers, this is pref-
erable to default. For Washington, it
ismore tolerable than a Mexico spin-
ning out of control. For ordinary
Mexicans, it is the price they will be
asked topay for the privilege of being
yesterday’s ‘boom’ Latin American
cconomy.

Chris McGillion has rccently
returned from Mexico.
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Let there be logic

From David Griffiths

[ enjoyed Paul Tankard’s review of
Telling Lies for God {January-
F  ruary 1995) but there was one
contextual fact omitted: Professor
Plimer 1s a committee member of
the Victorian Skeptics.

Ishould declare that previously I
worked in public aftairs for the
Church of Scientology. In fact I find
much to agree with the skeprics, [
like science and logic,

It scems the skeptics are engaged
in a battle with ‘unrcason and anti-
science’. The risk is that they be-
come too dogmatic about science.

While we don’t want illogic
taughtinthe classroom, we alsodon‘t
needa‘taith of science’ dogma where
in reality uncertainey exists.

To this extent Twish the skeptics
would spend more time examining
science and its activities, advocat-
ing something truer to its nature
‘astrology’ is a sad state of believing
one’s destiny is already determined,
science must be on the side of tree
will, not substitute an alternative
deterministic system,

The problem of antiscience may
not be solved by “‘doing battle with
the heathens’, as by reforming sci-
ence itself.

David R. Griffiths

North Fitzroy, VIC
Professor Plimer is not a committee
member of the Victorian Skeptics.,
and so far us he 1s aware there 1s no
organisation. of thar name. He does
subscribe to The Australian Skeptic,
a national journal published in
Svdneyv—aed.

[ ay the game

From James Rodgers, 1st X1 coach,
St Tenatius College. Riverview.
At a time when allegations of brib-
ery among public figures is co
mon, suspected and sometimeseven
proved, why arc we surprised tl
reports of such conduct have now
surfaced in a game such as ericket?
Perhaps it is, as Peter Roebuck
wrote so passionately recently in
The Sydney Morning Herald, tb
‘Cricket has been the noblest ot
games it remains magnifice
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cherished and overwhelmingly hon-
¢st. Like all games, though, it is
playced by mere humanity in whose
car temptation whispers, as it has
done since Eden. Cricket has been
remarkably free of disgrace, yet it is
too much to cxpect that it would be
entircly an oasis of innocence in a
corrupt world ..’

Thosc in positions of public trust
will never be immune from tempta-
tion. Therc will always be those who
scel to gain from the resules of oth-
ers” endeavour or lack of it. There
will always he a temptation to ‘fix’
the result of enterprises far more
significant than games of cricket.

In this year alone, we have seena
Buddhist monk in Burma offered
$10,000, meals and trips by that
country’s generals. The monk was,
in return, to convince Burma’s 1991
Nobel Peace Prize winner and cur-
rently ‘detained’ pro-democracy lead-
er, Aung Sa Suu Kyi, to give up her
fight.

In NSW, the Independent Com-
mission Against Corruption works
overtime. The commission has rec-
ommended in February that bribery
charges be considered against an RTA
officer who allegedly received pay-
ments from rcal estate agents.

This recalls JTapan in the 1980s,
where the ruling LDP made ‘favours
for cash’ politics an art form, hand-
ing out public contracts and busi-
ness licences for political favours.

Even Christ was tempted in the
desert by inducement of power and
wealth. Onecouldeven draw an anal-
ogy with cricket and religion. Those
of us in the know realise that the
relationship is close. As a cricketing

priest and collcague of mine was
fond of claiming, cricket and Gad
both have no beginning and no end!

Now, whyisit that Shane Warne,
Tim May, Allan Border, Mark Waugh
and Dcan Jones have all, apparently,
rejected such financially attractive
offers?

Is there a virtue among cricket-
ers that enables them to see through
these temptations and reject any-
thing that would sully the reputa-
tion of the game? Is there something
in cricket, despite its pandering to
commercial and materialistic values
since the ‘Packer Revolution’, which
brings out the finest in its players?

Thosc of us who coach, plav or
watch the game would hope so. The
game's demands promote patience,
humility and opportunitics for
retlection. Our faith in those who
uphold the playing traditions of the
game at the highest levels is still
strong. Cricket, in Ro=buclk’s word,
still deserves to be

It is surcly still not too idealistic
to state that acceptance of tempta-
tion offered by a bribe is a hurt to the
game as well as to the individual.
The game and all other aspects of
public life still have values.

James Rodgers
Lane Cove, NSW

Words R Us

From Fr Christopher Dowd OFP
Pamela Foulkes’ assertion that the
Congregation for the Doctrine of the
Faith’s ban on the New Revised
Standard Version of the Bible denies
Catholic women the right to hear
the Word of God in their own
language is plainly ridiculous.

The point of the Pentccost
account is that the diverse cthnic
groups were all able to pray and
prophesy in their own national lan-
guages. To read some kind of point
about gender into this account is an
exercise in ‘proof-texting’ at its
worst. It certainly provides no man-
date for bowdlerising the Bible to
satisfy disgruntled minoritics.

The great achicvement of mod-
ern critical biblical scholarship over
the past couple of centuries hasbeen
to go a long way to establishing the
original Hebrew and Greek texts. Is
this all to be thrown away in

crished’.



name of social engineering! Scrupu-
lous fidelity to what is actually in
the text must be the first principle of
translation. If a Pauline letter, to use
Ms Foulkes’ example, has ‘brothers’
only, it is not a more accurate
translation to substitute ‘brothcrs
and sisters’. That the Sacred Scrip-
tures were composed in a patriarchal
culture is an historical fact which,
like all historical facts, cannot be
changed but only accepted. Where,
in the context, a masculine-specific
word clearly has an inclusive refer-
ence, it is the task of preaching and
catechesis to bring this out. Fiddling
with the objective text is not the
way forward.

For this rcason, the CDF is to be
congratulated for its rejection of the
NRSV. The Congregation for Divine
Worship ought never to have
approved this version in the first
place, although that it did so will
come as no surprise to anybody
familiar with that organisation’s
record in the history of the liturgy
over the last 30 years. In rejecting
the NRSV, the CDF is not only
defending the integrity of the Scrip-
tures but is also putting in place a
bulwark against further ‘slippery-
slope’ decline. Anybody with any
doubts on this latter score should
refer to the reportage of the tomfool-
cry contained in the Oxford Univer-
sity Press’s new inclusive-language
Bible, prepared mainly with the
American market in view.

While on this point, some of us
are becoming weary of the linguistic
and cultural cnthralment, so
zcalously promoted by feminists, of
the English-speaking churches, in-
cluding the Australian, to Amcrican
Catholicism. The NRSV, sponsored
by the US Episcopal Conference, is
but the latest manifestation of this
state of affairs. For a quarter of a
century now we have had to endure
the hatchetjobof a translation which
the Washington-based International
Committee on English in the Litur-
gy performed on the Latin text of the
1969 Roman Missal. If we must be in
thrall to anybody in the mattcr of
English usage, let it be the English
themsclves whose language it is and
who gencrally know how to use it.

The solution to Ms Foulkes’ prob-
lem is an acceptance of two things:

firstly, the inescapable historical
conditioningof the biblical writings,
about which absolutely nothing can
be done, and, secondly, the nature,
structures and operations of English
for, as the headline above her article
states, it is not just her language but
‘our’ language, too.
Christopher Dowd
Clayton, VIC
Pamela Foulkes replies:
Christopher Dowd’s letter reminds
me of one that appearedin The Times
after the Church of England’s publi-
cation of a new English translation
of the Lord’s Prayer. In it, a retired
colonel from Surrey complained that
if the English of the King James Bible
was good cnough for Jesus, it was
good enough for him!
I should point out, first of all,
thatTam well aware that the passage
from Acts which I quoted referrcd

. ©NWGHT ON

THE UNEXPLAINED" WITNESS

THE BIZARRE AND INCREDIBLE

SORY OF A MAN WHO

CLAMS HE ACTUALLY

READ*THE HAWKE
Memglzsf'

originally to the many ethnic groups
who heard the Pentecost preaching.
I was unashamedly applying a mcta-
phorical interprctation to the
passage, in a homilctic tradition
which dates back to Origen and be-
yond. It is one of the tasks of the
cxegete to draw from the biblical
text a message that speaks to the
audicence of the day. That, afterall, is
why the Gospels were written.
Father Dowd, in his concern for
literalism, appcars not to have
noticed that the NRSV does present
the most accurate translation of the
original Hebrew and Greek texts now
available. Tts usc of inclusive
language in other arcas, in response
to the linguistic sexism of the past
has, I know, not found favour in
more conservative quarters. Howev-
er, it isuscd only in those instances
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in which it is appropriate, not
to modern feminists, but to the
original audicnce of the text,
and even then with caution.
The committee of translators,
intheirpreface, stated that their
mandate was to ‘eliminate
masculine-oriented language’
only in so far ‘as this can be
done without altering passsages
that reflect the historical situa-
tion of ancient patriarchical cul-
ture’. The patriarchal bias of
the God language of the Bible has
been retained precisely because of
its historicity, and the committee
further declared that: ‘We have re-
sisted the temptation to introduce
terms and phrases that mercly re-
flect current moods’. Hardly a state-
ment of the free-for-all bowdlerising
of which Father Dowd accuses them.

Father Dowd scems to have mis-
undcrstood a basic truth about the
use of Scripture within the Chris-
tian community. [ agree with his
contention that these texts were
composed within apatriarchal world,
and that to treat them as totally
ahistorical is to falsify them. But to
sct the Word of God in linguistic
concrete is to curtail its continued
meaning and power in our changing
world. The biblical documents strug-
gle to express, in finite human lan-
guage, experiences of the transcend-
ent that ultimately cannot be con-
fined by that language. Every trans-
lation is an interpretation, and the
best translations attempt to bring
the Word of God to new life for the
audience of their own time.

The NRSV translators have strug-
gled, within the limits of the histor-
ical patriarchy of the texts’ original
authors, to make them speak anew
to Christian women, as well as men,
throughout the English-spcaking
world. Christopher Dowd is right
when he says that it is not just my
language, but ‘our’ language. I be-
long, however, not to a ‘disgruntled
minority’ but to the group that con-
stitutes morce than half of the present
church membership.

And I know from experience to
whom the word ‘men’ refers when it
is used in the liturgical assembly,
and it isn’t me!

Pamela A. Foulkes
Parkville, VIC
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CariTaL LETTER

AUL KEATING IS MAKING progress in
Aboriginal affairs a centrepiece of his
plans for the year 2000. He plainly means
it, butisitlikely tohappen? Bob Tickner
has brought to Cabinet a $3.2 billion
plan to ‘step over the shambles of unco-
ordinated and trivial programs’and bring
Aboriginal housing, water and sanita-
tion up to ordinary Australian standards
by 2001. This would involve extra fund-
ing of about $1.6 billion, together with a
repackaging of existing money goinginto
Aboriginal housing and infrastructure
programs.

Strictly, one might expect that the
chances of such a submission getting up
in the context of a need for broad spend-
ing cuts in government would be slim.
But the proposal in fact asks for only $40
million—2.5 per cent of the additional
moncy—in the next financial year. And
some of the extramoney involved would
be obtained by taking away from the
states up to $100 million a year of the
money given to them for Aboriginal
housingand infrastructure—money that
the Commonwealth says, rightly, is not
being spent as it ought.

On top of thismoney is the $1 billion
land fund, carmarked as a part of the
Mabo compensation program, though
again, as with the infrastructure pack-
age, the annual sums promised by the
Commonwecalth are low.

Carmen Lawrence went into the
Budget Cabinct with a proposal that saw
net savings of about $200 million from
her Human Services and Health Depart-
ment’s $18 billion programs. She wants
to spend about $100 million more a year
on Aboriginal health, and her causc,
naturally enough, has received a boost
from Paul Keating’s statement in
Copenhagen.

Also in the pipeline is a promised
statement on Aboriginal social justice
issucs. And Aboriginal education and
Aboriginal employment and training pro-
grams continue to get fresh funding.
And it seems clear that there is no
climate for cutting any of the funding
being received by the Aboriginal and
Torres Strait Islander Commission.

It seems like a time of rencwed hope
and renewed government commitment
in Aboriginal affairs. So why should one
be sceptical? Because, although every-
onc agrees ‘something should be done’,
the extra funds are being committed
without much of an idea of what exactly
that something should be and how it
should be achieved.

The Government’s own reports, for
cxample, show that the National Abo-
riginal Health strategy failed because it
was not really tried, and especially
because the states did not meet their
promises. But talk about taking on the
states for their failure to deliver ordi-
nary services to Aboriginal communi-
ties is little more than hot air, and often
dangerous hot air. The Commonwecalth
has little capacity to organise substitute
services, as it has threatened to do, and
it would disastrous if the states werce to
be allowed to walk away from their
responsibilitics

Both Aboriginal community-control-
led medical services and the Health De-
partment have been lobbying for ages to
take over control of Aboriginal medical
services trom ATSIC. It would be a good
idea, because ATSIC is doing such a bad
job, but in fact the department has no
strategy beyond more of the same. And
although the Aboriginal medical services
are certainly a key to hcalth care,

they are often resistant to
external scrutiny.

UESTIONS OF THE DISTRIBUTION Of
funds and resources are still far from
scttled. There is a strong political ten-
dency for per capita distribution, cven
though lcvels of disadvantage differ
markedly from area to arca. The disposi-
tions of funds in communities owes
more to history than to actual needs,
and it is often impossible in practice to
take money away, or to rcallocate what
already exists, even when there is broad
agreement that this should happen.

Even the rhetoric being drafted to
push what Tickner wants to call the
Centenary of Federation Aboriginal
Health Infrastructure Initiative is
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Cashing out the good inten ions

focused on an older understanding of
health problems. Twenty years ago, the
visible side of ill health was infectious
discase: ear, eye and skin disease, respi-
ratory, gastrointestinal and sexually
transmitted disease in particular. Most
of these scourges were rooted in poor
living conditions. They had been prob-
lems in non-Aboriginal Australia too, a
century ago, and had been resolved not
somuch by doctors as by engineers. Fred
Hollows used to say that most infec-
tious discase in Aboriginal communi-
ties would be wiped out when there was
hot water in  every house.

But urgent as the job of building up
and repairing the infrastructure is, by
itself it will have little effect on the
problem areas of Aboriginal ill-hcalth:
diabetes, hypertension and other discases
of lifestyle, and sccondary problems of
alienation such as alcohol and drug
abuse, and trauma.

Perhaps it could, if as much money
was spent on education, training, jobs,
and the building up of sacial capital as
on the development of physical infra-
structure itself. That social capital may
well involve the removal of a host of
obstacles to long-termm growth and
development, including pushing petty
capitalism as an alternative to the coop-
cratives, and looking at land tenure,
particularly the private ownership of
homes.

These are all difficult issues, partic-
ularly for ATSIC. It has a top-down deci-
sion-making system that is only just
beginning to develop flexibility, even at
a regional level.

This is still the main gamc in Abo-
riginal affairs, and the silly and shabby
point-scoring by both sides on the Hind-
marsh Bridge affair is almost entirely a
distraction, tar too ambiguous in its facts
to allow the making of judgments about
respect for the beliefs of others or the
integrity of the mail, let alonc about
ways in which ministers should make
decisions.

Jack Waterford is deputy editor of The
Canberra Times.
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nation-state for themselves in some
kind of Federal Union of Burma. They
donotwant political independence—
but they do want recognition. It is
very hard for Australians not to sym-
pathisc with this natural longing.

The consequences of the present
crisis on the border for the Karen
people are very serious. Alrcady the
Democratic Alliance of Burma—a
consortium of the ethnic peoples—
has been weakened by the cease-
fires of SLORC with the Kachin and
Wa people. Ten thousand new refu-
gees have fled into the camps in
Thailand in the past three weeks. At
tirst the Thai Government said they
would be pushed back. But this week
they have agreed they can stay.

What is at stake, from the view-
point of the Karen leadership, is the
very existence of their people. They
fear genocide.

Dissident political groups,
including students who led a demo-
cratic protestin 1988, metatasecret
location in February and issuced this
statement: ‘We acknowledge and
honour the efforts of the Karen
National Union and the Karen
National Liberation Army to defend
Manerplaw against the SLORC, and
we stand united with the Karen to
resist and overcome the offensives.
The capture of Manerplaw should
not be regarded as a final victory for
SLORC, but rather a temporary
triumph for the Burmese military.’
They condemned SLORC for
reneging on its promisce to negotiate
with all cthnic groups and

to engage in national recon-
r = struction.

L HL STRONGEST international
response was from the United States
government, which said: “The US
government calls on the government
of urma to act in accordance with
its own oft-stated intent to resolve
its difficultics with Burma’s ethnic
minorities peacefully. We call on
the Burmese government to respect
the human rights of all its citizens.
Any improvement in our relations
depends upon progress in Burma.’

Alan Nichols worked with the Jesuit
R 1gee Servicein Asiafrom 1991 to
1993. He now works with the Chris-
ti  Resource Unit of World Vision
Australia.
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Choose your
partners

UXURIATE IN THIs: Keating and
Packer have fallen silent; the clack
has been hushed; their dogs have
come to heel. Consider what the
recent cacophony has explained
about the big issues facing Austral-
ians who, we are repeatedly told,
must adapt to information technol-
ogies that, like the wecather, arc
coming upon us but are beyond our
control.

The cross-media rules, ostensi-
bly at the centre of the Keating-
Packer rumble, are having minimal
effect on the realignment of forces in
the converging media environment.
They were shaped for the ‘old me-
dia’, like newspapers, but as a tool to
‘guarantee plurality in the media’, as
the Prime Minister pleads, they arc
almost irrclevant in their present
form.

The cross-medialimits are a Keat-
ing policy from way back. In 1970, as
a backbencher, he urged the Gorton
government to adopt this US regula-
tory tool. In 1976, as a frontbencher,
his privatc member’s bill to dilute
cross-media holdings was defeated
by the Fraser government. Then as
Treasurer, in 1986, Keating used
cross-media rules to prise apart
Cabinet colleagues who had wres-
tled to a standstill over broadcasting
law rcform. Keating’s plan was ele-
gant and deadly: a combination of
greater tolerance for concentration
withina medium, and limits on hold-
ings across media, had the result of
harming Labor’s perceived enemies
and aiding its then mates.

Anupheaval in media ownership
immediately followed. Concentra-
tion of ownership in the press, al-
ready high by international stand-
ards, grew much worse as Rupert

Murdoch took the Herald and
Weekly Times; the three main com-
mercial TV networks quickly moved
out of Sydney and Melbourne to dom-
inate the smaller capitals and re-
gionals; and after a period of relative
diversity, commercial radio is be-
coming increasingly concentrated.

The promised trade-oft of strict
separation among the different
media—'queen of the sercen or prince
of print’—was never quite delivered.
Magazines, in which Nine Network
owner Kerry Packer predominates,
were not caught by the cross-media
rules. The largest owner of regional
newspapers, Tony O’Reilly’s Aus-
tralian Provincial Newspapers, has
acquired the biggest commercial
radio network.

The cross-media rules also
generously tolerate owners in one
medium taking stakes in another.
The Broadcasting Services Act,
which Keating’s government passed
in 1992, allows an ownecr of, say, a
tclevision station to have up to 15
per cent in a newspaper scrving the
same market. Above 15 per cent and
you are deemed to be in control of
the newspaper. If, however, the TV
owner acquires more than 15 per
cent and prove that this does not
constitute control of the paper,

the increasced holding is
within the law.

HIS IS AN INVITATION to take stra-
tegic positions and test the limits,
awaiting a change of government
policy, or of government. So
Murdoch is at 14.9 per cent of the
Seven Network, with an expressed
wish to go further. Packer’s recent
purchase of more than 15 per cent of
Fairfax has the Australian Broadcast-
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Telstra’s cabling, and on what terms.
Even more money flows from local
phone calls than from Fairfax classi-
fied advertising. It leaves Murdoch
perfectly placed to acquire slabs of
Telstra should the push to sell it
develop again.

Packer, who has teamed with
Telstra’s competitor Optus, was so
irked by the News-Telstra deal that
he bitterly referred to it in the cele-
brated television interview in which
he declared his wish to control
Fairfax and, to Kcating’s chagrin,
praiscd John Howard’s prime-minis-
terial credentials.

As I have suggested in carlier
columns, enormous public-policy
issues arise because of the shift to an
information society—equity,
privacy, copyright—and the Federal
Government has a duty to resolve
them in the public interest. (The
media have a duty to debate them
fairly, but we must return to that
conflict of interest another day )

[tis possible toread recentevents
not as Keating, PM, defender of the
public interest in diversity, facing
down Packer the media mogul who
wants to grow, but rather as Keating,
Telstra proprictor, striking a deal
with Murdoch the media mogul who,
Keating calculates, has grown
quicker and more cleverly than
Packer.

There may be a public-interest
case for aligning the public’s Telstra
with the Murdoch family’s News
Corporation. Does Keating think that
Australia’s future in the informa-
tion cconomy of the region, or the
globe, requires such asalliance? Will
Murdoch accept that this privileged
position justifics enforceable com-
munity service obligations?

The public-interest arguments
against such an alliance demand
debate, cspecially when the privati-
sation of Telstra—still coalition
policy, apparently—would scver the
thread of accountability that gov-
ernment stewardship implies. (It
would make Jeff Kennett’s sale of
Victoria’s electricity industry seem
trivial by comparison.) The prospect
gives the traditional arguments
against concentration of the ‘old
media’, such as newspapers, a pow-
erful fresh application: diversity is
so vital to democracy that no-one,

not even Mary MacKillop in a busi-
ness suit, should be trusted with so
much power over cither informa-
tion structures or content in the dig-
ital age.

The alliances now being formed
{see table) to exploit the possibilities
of technological convergence do not
appear to be leading to the dilution
of power long promised by thosc
who have urged us to stop worrying
about concentration of media own-
ership and control. Michael Lee, now
Communications Minister, finished
his 1992 parliamentary inquiry into
print media (he was then a back-
bencher) with the reassurance that,
although concentration was serious
and endemic, technology would save
uswithagreaterdiversity of scrvices,
stronger competition and smaller
markets that ‘could mean that the
power of major media groups to
influcnce public opinion may be
diminished’. But, as with the advent
of the wireless, and later tree-to-air
TV, the existing major players are
moving first and best to dominate
the new media.

To those who urge us to put our
trust in competition policy and other
regulatory tools to ameliorate the
disadvantages of bigness, I cite the
sorry history of such reliance, the
current porous cross-mediarules, and
the fact that onc major player has
coupled commercially with those
who hold in trust the public’s tele-
communications infrastructure
and who make the laws.

Why won't the warning bells
sound?

Paul Chadwick is Victorian co-ordi-
nator of the Communications Law
Centre.
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bars carly in the year, and there’s life
on the main streets, at lcast until
9pm.

We head up what used to be Ach-
ar Mean Boulevard. The name of the
monk who founded the People’s Rev-
olutionary Party has been removed,
and it is now called
after some member
of the royal family.
Not that it makes
much difference:
cveryone Khmerstill
calls it ‘the big
street’. The UNTAC
boom has collapsed
ingloriously, hotcls :
have closed their doors and once-
flash restaurants are decidedly grub-
by. But there are cascades of light
everywhere, cnough electricity to
light most provincial towns in fact,
though the floors above the Singa-
pore goods shops and the high-tech
pinball parlours are often lit with
candles and their inhabitants swel-
ter in the airless dark.

The Chray Chung Var bridge
marks the northern limit of the city
proper. When I first came here, in
1988, this was one of the few desti-
nations for a Sunday evening outing.
Youcouldwalk or cycle to the abrupt
drop at the end of the sccond span,
then eat boiled duck-embryo eggs
and drink sugar-cane juicc as the sun
set—ahaut as sophisticated as enter-
tainment got for most. There was
vague talk then about the Japanese
cventually repairing the bridge,
which they’d built a few years before
the day in 1973 when the Khmer
Rouge blew it up; but the ‘Broken
Bridge’ seemed fixed as an institu-
tion.

So it seems a bit unreal as we
mount the incline into the dark, and
where the yawning hole should be,
continue in a smooth arc over to the
far side. This bridge has only been
opened a few weeks, and enough
people are still enthralled by the
novelty to make a steady two-
wheeled stream to the other end.
There the scaled road peters out rap-
idly into the frog-croaking dark, and
there’s not much clse to do but turn
around and come back. Even back
safe on the noisy side, a disconcert-
ing feeling of unreality persists.

Along whatever they’re calling
Achar Heamchay Strect these days,

the cheap food stalls and drink shops
crowd the broken pavement. We are
only 150 metres from the main thor-
oughfares, where the backpackers,
UN staff and the like move. My
white face earns us stares and giggles
when we sit down to eat. There’s the

usual trickle of beggars but an odd
absence of hostility in this rather
hard-bitten part of a city that is fast
losing theillusions thatgot it through
the years of war and austerity. Nom
pan sach, clichéd street food, but for

once it seems to have been

prepared with finesse.
IHLRE ARE MERCIFULLY Ftw work
commitments on this trip, though
we've had a pressing request for help
from the organisers of the Dham-
mayietra Peace Walk. For the third
time, Maha Ghosananda will belead-
ing hundreds of nuns, monks and lay
pecople on foot through contested
territory, this time to Pailin, to show
the potential for reconciliation and
rebuilding at the grassroots.
Having witnessed the first walk, I'm
no longer inclined to consider it a
quixotic gesture. The support from
villagers along the way, normally
silent and wary of everything that
comes from outside the village con-
fines, shows that something is hap-
peningin the countryside, something
that no one in the corridors of power
in Phnom Penh scems to have un-
derstood.
The coalition’s headquarters, in
a barely furnished and dusty build-
ing in one of the less fashionable
pagodas of the city, is quite a con-
trast to the NGO offices with which
[ am familiar. As with much Khmer
organisation, apparent chaos reigns,
leading to clear and timely results.
Upstairs,

Maha Ghosananda receives all
comers. He’s been dubbed the ‘Gan-
dhi of the Battleficlds’, a cliché that
could be off-putting before you've
actually experienced his presence
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and seen him at work. We sit before
him. Stating your business, arguing
a point, or seeking a direct opinion
all seem a bit irrelevant, though this
man is astute and can be incisive.
The reality of peace radiates from
him, a certainty scen and known.
For a few brief moments it is shared
with us, though now I can’t remem-
ber what we actually talked about.

By New Year's Eve, even V has
managed to wind up his obligations
and close his UN office door behind
him. Sovanny’s home village on the
river island is only 15km away, but
to get our party of five adults and two
children across a bridge by motor-
bike is a logistical problem reminis-
cent of the 2nd form maths ques-
tions we used to get. While we're
negotiating fares with a taxi-motor-
bike at the street door, Kpullsup and
is immediately shanghaied into the
expedition. The taxidriverissenton
his way, I swing onto K’s pillion seat
again, children, parents, aunts, bags,
and baskets arc arranged on the oth-
er two, and we sct off into the early
morning glare. Our convoy dissolves
and reforms in the swirl of holiday
traffic several times before we cross
the bridge to the peninsula and head
across the lotus marshes to Prek
Leap.

I manage to get onto the first
boat, with the kids, and at the other
side, two of Sovanny's sturdy male
cousins are waiting with smiles, and
shepherd me off to sit in the shade
while we wait for the rest of the
party. A woman is peeling and slic-
ingmangoes from a large basket, and
passes mec slice after slice on the
point of a knife, asking the usual
questions about where I come from,
how long I've been here, where I'm
going. Koh Dach is a place with a
strongsense of its own identity. Most
of those jammed on the ferry are
returning to home villages and fam-
ily for the holiday, and the propor-
tion of those we greet by name rises
as we approach the village.

The party reassembled, we head
off along a shaded track on the last
leg home. This is rich country by
Cambodian standards, with fruit
trees, cows and pigs wanderingabout,
and some houses built of planking
with tiles, rather than bamboo and
thatch. The silk looms that make Koh
Dach’s fame are on the far side of the
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At intervals along
the road are groups
of half-wild
soldiers, in motley
bits of uniform,
guns toted any
which way.

We litter the road
with 2 and 500 Riel
notes whenever we
see a group ahead.
When the afternoon
wears on and pot
shots from the
Khmer Rouge
become more likely,
they can be
obstreperous and
nasty, drunk and
demanding
payment
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Khmer Rouge become more likely,
they can be obstreperous and nasty,
drunk and demanding payment be-
fore they 1l et you travel on to your
comfortable destination.

Civilisation returns at Prey Nup
as the tidal river valley opens, with
the pretty Cham villages spreading
along the foot of the slopes. A tree-
shaded fork in the road, which looks
a lot like a place near Goulburn,
shows the coast road to Kampot;
venturc alongit who dare. Talk starts
again as the first rubber plantations
appear, and, before long we're over
the last bald, grassy hills and coming
down the slope to the panorama of
sea, port and islands before us.

We go straight to the beach. Hol-
idays are few and far between, and
K’s sisters have all trooped down in
high heels and claborate dresses in
which they now sit delicately on the
sand.

What elsc can you say about an
atternoon on the beach? We lolled in
the surt, played with the kids,
climbed the boulders and talked to
passing fricnds. Half K and S's circle
of acquaintance seemed to be there
for the day or weck or the whole
New Year. It conjured a strange im-
age, this transplanted camp of the
Phnom Penh middle class, its society
reconstituted on a narrow strip at
the far edge of the country, linked to
the city only by a thin ribbon of
asphalt through the badlands.

No once told me that a week ago
the Khmer Rouge had kidnapped
three Westerners on the road we had
usced that morning. Or perhaps I just
didn’t want to listen. But at this
most crowded time of the year, what
had been UNTAC's chosen week-
endplayground, scemed tohave been
handed back to the Khmers. At the
end ot our afternoon drive to the end
of the port installations, we came o
the beach at Koh Pos (Snake Island),
a secluded, tree-shaded cove con-
nected by apath toagracious colonial
bungalow hotel. Here lay a scattered
handful of foreigners, in wrap-around
sunglasses and the slenderest of
nylon bathing suits, striving hard to
look cool, while whole clans of Cam-
bodians, the women in elegant lacy
concoctions and high heels, the men
in dark trousers and white shirts,
cheerfully posed for group photos
under the trees or on the rocks at

sunscet.

Soon after breakfast next morn-
ing, we turned around to go back:
prudence dictated an carly start for
sccurityontheroad. Asweleft town,
S asked his wife to hand him the
ploeng—an ambiguous term that can
mean fire, electricity, a cigarette
lighter or, in this case, a pistol,
which he stashed under the

driver’s scat without taking

his eyes off the road.

A FEW DAYS 1ATER T left for Laos.
K and S both appeared to see me off
at Pochentong, S proudly brandish-
ing the letter from America received
the afternoon before, offering him
the place in the Master’s course he
had sought for so long. Sometimes
the opportunities go to those who
deserve them

From the name on my ncigh-
bour’s hoarding pass, I could sce he
belonged to the cadet branch of the
Khmer royal tamily. Business class
must have been booked out—TI can’t
imagine a UNESCO official travel-
ling in cconomy otherwise. He ad-
dressed me in French; it turned out
he had lived Paris for more than 30
years, married a French woman, and
now shuttled back and forth from
Bangkok. Only this ycar had he been
back to Cambodia, about which he
spoke with perplexity and wonder-
ment. It was no longer his element.
From him I heard that Pailin had
fallen to the Khmer Rouge again and,
in a desultory manner, we discussed
what this might mcan for sccurity
tor the rest of the country. Before
long though, he reverted to talking
of temples in the north of Thailand,
as the grey-brown mass of Bangkok
hoveinsightacrossthe ruthless green
rectangles of the Chaopraya delea
paddy fields.

The Peace Walk did get through,
though cumedaside fromits planned
route, with three deaths and several
people held captive for a day by the
Khmer Rouge. Not even they dared
tostopitoutright; determination for
peace comes at a price higher than
most of us may fecl ready to pay, bt
there is no denying its power.

Mark Deasey 15 Community Aid
Abroad’s program coordinator for
Indo-China and China, and a regular
visitor to Cambodia.
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Woodchipping,

the logging

industry’s most

profitable arm,

provides fewer
than 600 jobs

Australia-wide.

The big companies

are not in the

native forests in
order to maximise

their wages bill.

TrE NaTION: 3

JULIE LT TE L LIUMAED

Nature needs nurture

N 12 MarcH, the Forests
and Forest Industry Council of
Tasmania took out a full-page
advertisement in Melbourne's Sun-
dav Herald Sun. Tt is interesting to
speculate why that body fele the
need to come to the mainland and
set up information booths in subur-
ban shopping centres, detending
their use of Tasmania’s forests.

Thestatisticssupplicd werealso
interesting: 34 per cent of Tasma-
nia’s rainforest s protecred. A fur-
ther 15 per cent is in areas ‘recom-
mended for protection’. A good
thing, you might sav. What
vou might want to add is
the question: why is 51 per
cent of Tasmania’s raintor-
est unprotected? And why,
atter numerous commis-
sions and inguiries, is there
still a bicter contlict raging
over the uses of all Austral-
12's forestes?

[t is casv to blame the
whole thing on the forest
industrics. But there is an-
other tacrtor in the cqua-
tion—the state forest agen-
cies that manage the entire
public forest estate of Aus-
tralia.

The highest-volume
consumers of Australian
timber are the woodchip-
ping companics, who claim
that in the main, they ‘only
usc the residue’. But while
high-volume cleartelling is
promoted by some state for-
est agencies as the practice
of choice, there will always
be ‘residue’ far in excess ot
sawlogging nceds. Jill Redwood,
spokesperson for Concerned Resi-
dents Of East Gippsland {CROEG)
argues that ‘Cleartelling has been
andstillis being challenged by many
scientists and environmentalises as
ceologically unsustainable.’

The push for high-gquality logs 1s
‘the nosecone’ that allows the tim-
ber companices aceess to the highly
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profitable woodchips, argucs Philip
Toyne, former director of the Aus-
tralian Conscrvation Foundation and
now chict adviscr to federal Environ-
ment Minister John Faulkner.

The proportion of pulp logs to
sawlogs i the old growth torests of
Bast Gippsland is, according to Victo-
ria’s Deparoment of Conservation and
Natural Resources (DCNRI East
Gippsland Forest Management Strat-
cgy, four and a halt pulp logs to onc
sawlog. And although valuc-added
products such as kiln-dried joinery-
grade timbercommand tar higher pric-
¢s, they demand much more invest-
ment in personnel and resources.
Woodchipping, thelogging industry’s
most profitable arm, provides tewer
than 600 jobs Australia-wide. The big
companicsare notin the native forests
in order to maximise their wages bill.

The old-growth arcas under dis-
pute arc reducing all the time, and
ironmically, also at a time when Aus-
tralia’s plantation industries are ¢x-
panding at an unprecedented rate,
despite raxation obstacles. Oblitera-
tion of an old-growth arca is, afterall,
the most effective way of ending de-
hate about its worth. John Faulkner
found this out when some of his ree-
ommendations on the protection of
high conscrvation value arcas were
rejected as faulty: the coupes in ques-
tion had been rapidly logged between
the gathering of the information and
the giving of the advice.

That kind of occurence is part ot a
well-entrenched practice known in
the trade as ‘strategic harvesting': an
arca of high conservation valuc is
logeed in order to weaken the argu-
ments for its protection. It is com-
mon to find that arcas of recognised
‘High Conscrvation Value' are the
first to go when questions are raised.
In 1988 alettersentfromJ.F. Yarwood,
sceretary of the NSW Foresery Com-
mission, to the director of National
Parks &Wildlife, contained the fol-
lowing:

‘The policy of the NSW govern-
ment is that the state forests includ-

ed in the wilderness proposals will
continue to be managed under the
provisions of the Eden Management
Plan. This management involves the
harvesting of sawlogs and pulpwood,
with adequate safeguards for the pro-
tection of general and specific envi-
ronmental values. Although the For-
estrv Commission contends that wil-
derness identification is not justi-

1T'S THE GREENS
PROTESTING THE DESTRUCTION
OF ™ME PALM GROVES/

ficd in their present state, the road-
igand harvesting intended will put
the issue bevond doube” fmy em-
phasis)

Attitudes have notreally changed
in state forestry departments.
Witness the publication, by Wild
magazine, of an incernal memo from
Ross Runnalls, senior toresterin East
Gippsland for Victonia’s Department
of Conscrvation and Narcural
Resources in East Gippsland:

‘At 3.00pm today che Orbost
Chamber of Commerce will conduct
apublic meetingin Nicholson Strect,
outside Westpac Bank, to gain sup-
port for the closure of all business in
Orbost tomorrow, Thursday 2 Feb-
ruary, and for as many pcople as
possible to travel to Canberra to join
the protest against the Federal Gov-
ernment’s decision on woodchip
export licences.

‘I have been invited to speak to
the gathering and give background
on the decision regarding the 94



specified coupes in East Gippsland.

‘DCNR offices will remain open
on Thursday for normal business.
Individual staff members will not be
prevented from taking the day off if
they wish.’

In the confusion following the
Beddall decision, attacks were made
on the scientific value of the advice
given to the Resources Minister by
John Faulkner. The Prime Minister
allowed these attacks to go largely
unchallenged, and retreated into
damage-control mode.

In seven coupes in East Gipps-
land’s Hensleigh Creek, released for
‘cmployment reasons’ by the Bed-
dall decision, against Faulkner’s ad-
vice, there has not been a full study
of the arca. What is known about the
arca is that it 1s pristine old-growth
forest. Barry Traill, a biologist with
Environment Victoria, argues that it
is an important habitat for threat-
ened species, is the heart of a water
catchment, and contains tall trees
that were tall when Captain Cook
sailed into Botany Bay.

These will be felled, and about a
fifth of them may become beams,
veneers or coffee tables. The rest
will be classified as sawmill waste or
residual wood and will be wood-
chipped. If they are hollow or knotty
{and thus a favoured habitat for many
animals, many of them endangered),
they also will be felled. Some will
not even be woodchipped. Fenella
Barry, Victorian campaign coordina-
tor for the Wilderness Society says
that ‘the woodchippers are getting
fussier. They don’t really want the
really hard, dark woods of the old
growth any more. They want small
light-coloured logs of uniform width
that don’t require so much

processing.’ Those logs will
be burnt.

I HE PUSH INTO previously unlogged

areas suggests agendas that go be-
yond the harvesting of timber stands
in these areas. Many people ask why
the forest industries don’t use plan-
tations more: they can be sited near
town and processing areas, or on
degraded farm land, and pose no en-
vironmental or economic risk when
they are harvested.
Theanswerissimple: while state-
government agencies continue to
fund native forest logging through

subsidies that have been conserva-
tively estimated at $2.25 for every
dollar paid by the forest industries,
then the forest industries will want
to continue logging there. In addi-
tion, the forest management prac-
tices of state forest agencies through-
out Australia dictate the transfor-
mation of previously unlogged areas
into de facto plantations. The issue
then becomes one of land clearance
and de facto privatisation of Aus-
tralia’s native forests.

These areas are called ‘regrowth
forest’ but bear no resemblance to
the complex natural systems they
havedisplaced. They are often plant-
ed with a single commercial specics
and intensively managed, thinned,
fertilised and treated with pesticides.
However, because they are officially
‘regrowth’ they quality as native for-
est. And the forest industry can take
the logs out under the same gener-
ous subsidics, with all the commer-
cial advantages of plantation-quali-
ty logs, while the government agen-
¢y does the work of establishment
and investment.

The plantation industry, despite
this disadvantage, manages to ex-
pand. Its economic attractions go
beyond the actual cost of the wood.
Current figures from the Australian
Bureau of Agricultural Resources and
Economics show that in 1993 there
were more than a million hectares of
softwood plantations. The office of
the Federal Resources Minister said
that these are expanding at the rate
of over 30,000 hectares per year.
Consulting resource economist Judy
Clark says that a more than twofold
increase in softwood plantations is
expected over the rest of the 1990s.
By 2005, hardwood plantations will
provide six times the amount now
processed by Australia’s forest in-
dustry.

The restructure of the forest in-
dustry is an urgent priority if the
inevitable transition to a plantation
base is not to cause considerable
hardship to timber workers. Clive
Hamilton, former head of research
at the Resource Assessment Com-
mission and now director of the
Australia Institute, says:

‘ Logging in old-growth forcst is
doomed. The question is this: are we
going to sacrifice the best remaining
forests in Australia to a five-year
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logging frenzy for an industry that's
going to wither anyway, or are we
going to facilitate the transition to a
sustainable plantation-based indus-
try? Only the conservation move-
ment can give undisputed resource
security.” (My emphasis)

Australia is at crisis point in its
forest management. According to
Professor David Bellamy, we are ‘the
only First World country that is still
megabiodiverse’. Internationally, we
are beginning to look careless of our
treasures. Quite independently of
timber needs, last year Australia
clearcd and burned 6000 square kilo-
metres of scrub for agricultural pur-
poses—an area more than twice the
size of Luxcmbourg. Native forest
logging, as far as can be conscrva-
tively surmised from available
figures, amounted to over 1000km”.
Seventy five per cent of rainforest
that was here in 1788 is gone. And
the current codes of forest practice
fail to protect our biodiversity, even
when they are adhered to.

The challenge facing the Federal
Government and state forestry agen-
cies is to cooperate in order to pro-
vide a smooth transition to a forest
industry in which the vast majority
of the Australian community ¢~-
have confidence.

Juliette Hughes is a Eurcka Street
staff writer.
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Easter tridaum

T Easter 1924 T was A cHOIRBOY in a fashionable London parish. My mother had been dead for
some months, and a week or so after Easter my father was to go with his regiment to India. [ was feeling
a certain emptiness. Among relatives and family friends who showed some concern was the choirmas-
ter who was also a well-known organist, and a scmi-retired soprano who gave master classes at lecading
musical institutions. It was these two who set out to open my mind to what the organist called che
language that alone can express the inexpressible.

For the Easter High Mass the music would be the great Messe Solennelle written by Gounod in
honour of the patron saint of musicians, St Cecilia, and in the coursc of it [ was to sing my first solo, the
beautiful and most delicate Benedictus. That was seventy years ago, yet [ believe that I can remember
cverything, from the moment when the choir passed through the chancel, turned and divided ac the
altar steps and tiled into the high-backed stalls. The church was full, not only because it was Easter, but
because for everyone present the day had the nature of an occasion: a personal yet collective farewell to
the much-loved parish priest who was lying in his frugal room in the tower at the north end of the
church hoping to stay alive long cnough to hear this music that moved him to his roots, because he was
both a good and simple man who liked Gounod’s tunes even it the bishop and some stiff-necked critics
didn’t.

I have lived with the memory of this event so long that the teen-aged choirboy has ceased to be me
and has gradually been changed into an imaginary character in some sort of romantic fairy tale about a

boy I sometimes talk to when no-one is listening,

In the weeks before Easter the soprano Madam Isobella and che
organist had both tutored him so that he could, and sometimes did,
sing the Benedictus in his sleep. Their teaching was of the quality
that gave their students an extra dimension so that he felt at home
with the notes and however high they climbed he went with them;
and there were times when the music took hold so completely that it
scemed he was heing taken over by something that was bevond com-
prehension.

Privately the choirmaster had said to Madam Isobella, ‘His vir-
tue as a singer is his capacity to lose himself absolutely in the music.
To go with it and let it lift him into a world that knows only the
emotions. That's why ['ve given him the Benedictus. It is almost child-
like in its innocent simplicity and will suit him.’

Watching from the organ loft, he played quictly as latecomers
slid into their pews, his fingers moving smoothty. He opened the vox
humana as the choir filed in, and pulled out a trombone stop when
the clergy and the acolytes began their procession down the centre
with a cloud of incense tloating over them (breath of the Holy Spirit).
The boy thought it all wonderful even though he was already think-
ing about his solo.

Speaking of the occasion many years later Madam Isobella, by
then a frail but still gracious lady, told him something he hadn’t known

before. “You remember how the Kyrie opens—{she hummed the first few hars! a muted and rentative
entry—and then the trebles and tenors plunge in with a high-sounding phrase that clangs like an iron
gate being thrown open.” She chuckled. ‘T had made your father come, and when he realised that he
could hear your voice rising above the others he stiffened as if someone had stuck a pin in him. From
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then on he listened, waiting for your solo, becoming more fidgety every minute. Every now and then he
could pick you out of the crowd and I could see him wondering when you were going to sing alone, and
not becing by nature a church-going person, became impatient.

‘Then the Sanctus came in with trumpet stops and bombardon, so theatrically brash and spectacu-
lar that he almost camec to attention.” She became reflective. ‘T knew how you were feeling because I had
once been young like you were then, not knowing where I was going, but beginning to weave a ladder of
drcams that would take me higher and higher into some magical kind of inner freedom.’

She had been quiet then for a while, going back over her own remembrances until suddenly she
said, “You know, Gounod had his moments of dramatic sensibility, and that simple bridge between the
Sanctus and the Benedictus was onc of them. The clamour of the Sanctus then a hush and out of it, like
a still small voice emerging from a dying storm, come the gamba and violino with a muted tremolo and
your small voice floating over it, a little nervously at first but beautifully in pitch.” Quietly she sang the
beginning of it: Benedictus qui venit ... Blessed is he who comes. ‘1 was proud of you not only for the
singing but because [ was looking at your father who was close to crying because he could feel you
slipping away from him and the dream he had for you as a son who would follow in his footsteps and
become, onc day, a fine upstanding military man. As for me, I knew that you were never going to be a
singer but that sooner or later you would find your own road.’

In these days I mostly go to church by courtesy of the television set-—a poor substitute for the real
thing, but age brings limitations. At Easter, come what may, I play my favourite recording of the great St
Cecilia mass and once again think of the boy who sang the solo, and although the story is now as
smooth as a water-worn pebble, sometimes I remember extra bits that I put in. But the important things
remain the same, especially the feeling I had as T walked out from the church porch into the spring
morning that there was no necd for me to feel empty because my mother was dead and my tather off to
India. T had, for a few moments, been in touch with something both wonderful and comforting and

would never again be totally alone, and that sooner or later would gradually create my own
world that would year after year take its own shape.

T Bougainville, 1956

E SUB-DISTRICT OF WAKUNALI is a scattering of thatched hamlets at the foot of Bougainville in the
Solomon Islands. Somerset Maugham country. Coconut palms and banana plants, blue skies and the
continuous mumbling of the sea tumbling over coral reefs. T had come to visit Bill Race, a nuggetty little
man from Durham where the menfolk of his family have worked in coal mines for generations. He
shakes his head remembering.

‘Good men they are, but slaves.” He speaks with a broad Yorkshire accent from which he will never
escape. At home his family lives in a stone cottage in a narrow cohbled strect. “There were ten of us’ he
says, ‘including Grandma. Never had room to swing a cat. After two years down the pit I decided I didn't
like it so joined the bluddy navy.’ (Those stretched-out vowels).

On the strength of St John's Ambulance certificates he became a sick-bay attendant, had a sailing
ship tattooed on his arm and took up embroidery as a hobby. Having been shipwrecked twice during the
war he gave the navy away and emigrated to Australia, joined the New Guinea Administration medical
service, and has finished up here in charge of hospital that he and villagers built out of lathes and planks
cut from wild sugar canc and sago palms. The only other medical facility in the district is provided by
the Marist mission a little further on down the coast.

It is a Holy Week so I take Bill’s canoc and outboard motor and go, and on the way catch a big
kingfish that T will present to the Mission as an Easter gift. It may compensate in a small way for my
lack of tact in arriving without notice on Holy Saturday when the only priest has the new Vatican 2
liturgy to wrestle with. An imposition, seeing that it is the night of the Holy Firc and the lighting of the
Paschal candle.

The priest is a gentleman, an American. He has every right to be irritated, but when I explain that
I want nothing but a bed and tomorrow will be gone, natural Christian charity prevails. I doss down on
a stretcher in his guest room and the house-boy brings a sandwich of tinned beef with some bananas and
a jug of muli juice made from wild limes. Then I sleep.

The ceremonics begin an hour before midnight and [ wake to the clanging of an iron triangle. The
native people of this island are so black that during the night only their tecth and the whites of their
eyes can be seen, but walking to the church T can hear the susurration of hundreds of fecet moving
through the thick grass like a continuing whisper. Dark clouds move across the moon. Surf beats on the
reef. Coconut palms stand like cardboard cut-outs with the upper sides of their fronds glistening as if
dipped in silver whenever the moon comes out from behind a cloud. The wings of invisible flying foxes
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creak and flap over our heads as we converge on the church, where a fire of bush sticks and drift wood
has been lit.

The church has a dirt floor. Roof and walls are lashed, plaited and thatched native fashion. Only the
sanctuary has floor boards. It will hold about a thousand pcople and for the lighting of the candle it is
packed. I share a bench at the back with the missionary sisters, each of whom carries a torch and an
unlit candle. There are six of them. The superior is English, getting on for 60 and habituated to a certain
conventual reserve. The others are American, one of them a physician and surgeon who did her carly
work in one of the poorest slums in New York. Two are nurses and two are teachers. They bubble with
good humour and invite me to visit them in the morning for an Easter breakfast. All round me the
atmosphere is filled with a mysterious sense of cagerness as the priest comes down from the altar
followed by a native deacon carrying the big candle with an escort of small boys wearing clean laplaps
embossed with a cross.

As the little procession passes along the aisle towards the door everyone turns to watch until it
reaches the door where the fire throws a flickering light into the porch and the priest now stands to
bless the fire. ‘e raises his hands:

.. Father we sharc in the light of your glory.

(This sounds magnificent in Pidgin]

Through your son, the light of the world,

Make this fire holy and inflame us with new hope.

He makes the sign of the cross over the fire and immediately an car-splitting crack of thunder
shakes the mountains all around. The heavens open and a deluge of rain comes pouring out of black
clouds and within seconds puts the fire out. The startled whiteness of a thousand cyes flickers like fire-
flies (it is all in the notebooks that I have there on my desk, written more than forty years ago when in
the grip of the romantic pocts).

Runnels of water are already beginning to spread over the dirt floor as one of the small altar boys
darts past the priest and snatches a glowing ember from the sodden mess, and juggling it from hand to
hand runs back into the church and tinds a dry spot where he drops it, and kneeling, blows and blows.
One of the sisters takes her shoes off and comes hurrying with a cigarcette lighter, and between them
they coax a flame from which the Paschal candle is lit.

Other candles are lit from it, passed from hand to hand until this elemental cdifice buile with
primitive materials seems to have acquired a cathedral-like nobility, giving me, a visitor, the feeling
that on this storm-tossed night it has become the centre of a unity not only of the people, but of all that
makes up their environment; the tropical forests, the coconut plantations, the mountainous black clouds

and the moon riding this wild night sky; a unity into which I, a stranger, have for a little while
been admitted and made to feel at home.

M The Philippines, 1970

ARINDUQUE, A SMALL ISLAND IN THE PriLippiNgs. It is 10:30 on Holy Thursday morning and I sit in a
quiet plaza si] ing tuba with the priest who wears a red singlet, black cotton slacks and sandals and has
not yet shavea today. In a few moments we shall be joined by my Easter host, Gustav Sto Domingo, who
owns the auto spare parts store and the local picture show.

It is a busy week for the priest. Today confessions begin after siesta, then there are preparations for
the evening ceremony of The Washing of the Feet in which Gus plays a prominent part, this being a
traditional family privilege. In his youth Gus was noted for his resemblance to Rudolph Valentino but
unhappily is now running to fat.

In the evening, when the rising moon is just above the horizon, I walk with the Domingo family
through the town and uphill to the church with its square white tower. In earlier years it was also used
as a fortress from which the local people defended themselves from attempts at invasions by warlike
Muslims from the south. Their defence was based mainly on faith in Our Lady of Perpetual Succour
who, on one desperate occasion, called down a violent storm that sank the Muslim ships, at the same
time appearing as an apparition on the topmost point of the church with her hands outstretched protec-
tively over her own flock.

The church is packed with a mass of humanity crammed into the side aisles and crowded about
doors. Hundreds of fluttering fans winnow the coagulated smell of stale incense, candle fat, people and
cosmetics. I am bundled up to the front and given a rickety prie-dieu to kneel on in a small space by the
altar rail from where I catch a glimpse of Gus at the back of the sanctuary. His matronly wife, in the
front row of pews, is fanning herself vigorously, eager for the ceremonies to begin so that family status
may be underlined when Gustav makes his appearance at the right hand of Christ. She wears a mauve
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gown and her hair (in curlers this morning) is neat and gleaming, piled high in a Filipino dome decorated
with ornamental combs. Twelve elderly men sit waiting for the priest to wash and kiss their feet and
when he removes his chasuble and comes down from the altar, Gus is number one in his retinue carry-
ing a large enamel jug vividly decorated with marigolds. A smaller man carrics a matching basin, anoth-
cr a towel, and around them crowd acolytes, one waving a fan to keep the priest cool.

He does his job humbly while Gus hovers with the jug, rinsing before each kiss. His wife watches
keenly torn between pride and distaste. This morning she suggested to me in confidence that some of
the elderly twelve don’t wash their feet between Easters and when
the ceremony ends the water is not fit for even a carabao to wallow
n.

The evening of Good Friday and we stand in a crowd outside the
church, everyone dressed in their best, holding candles while we
wait to view the procession in which Our Lady of Perpetual Succour
is carried all round the town. [stand with Mrs Domingo and a digni-
tied clderly lady whose family has long been responsible for keeping
the statue appropriately clothed and decorated in return for special
blessings.

She has recounted with dramatic intensity how on a previous
Easter the valuable ivory face and hands of the statue were stolen at
the beginning of Holy Week and how the lady’s hushand had arranged
tor a watch to be kept on the premises of every antique dealer in
Manila. So the thief was caught, and the ivory face and hands re-
stored.

The procession was splendid, led by six men carrying tall black
candlesticks with a crucifix in their midst. Then the priest and his
attendants followed by the town band playing an infinitely lugubri-
ous tune, cach player sceming to be contending dolefully with his
colleagues in matters of tempo or the choice of notes.

Long files of children follow, cach with slender yellow candle;
then the statue on a carriage with flowers heaped about its feet, pulled
by ten men and brightly illuminated by clusters of lights powered by
a generator being towed along behind. It seems to stretch on for ever, two flickering lines of candle light
broken by globes of white enclosing other statues— Jesus with a palm branch, Peter with his keys, John
whom he loved above the others, Martha, patron of the hearth, Mary of Magdala, and Veronica with the
Face of Jesus imprinted on a napkin.

‘A rosary of people’ said Mrs Domingo making ready to get into the procession. ‘1 must take the
place of this lady who is not now young enough to walk all around the town.” 1 follow her onto the road,
candle in hand.

Before dawn on Easter moming I go down into the town, quiet in colourless silence, with others
who are secking the risen Christ. Like shadows we begin to merge into groups, some carrying effigics of
the original scekers. In the middle of the biggest group six girls in mourning robes carry a picture of Our
Lady of Sorrows draped in a black mantilla.

At an intersection not far from Domingo’s spare parts store sits an effigy of the risen Jesus display-
ing his wounds, and here the six girls bring the mother to confront the son. Three men bhegin to play a
strange slow tune on wind instruments and from one of the groups a young girl ecmerges in a pink dress
and a hat with long ribbons. Then a lad in a light blue suit comes from another group and together they
dance a miming dance, questioning and sceking just as the day begins to lighten.

In the centre of the intersection a basket hangs from a scaffolding and as men with ropes begin to
lower it a small boy dressed as an angel pops up and sings ‘Alleluia, alleluia, Christ is risen’. The six
girls bring the picture of the sorrowing mother to the angel, who leans out of the basket and replaces the
black mantilla with another made of fine white lace. Bells ring out across the town. Windows open and
people exchange Easter greetings across the streets.

[ don't belong to these people. 1 am a blow-in, an intruder into their community but I am able to
keep believing, here as clsewhere, that we are linked by a shared instinct and need to believe.

Happy Easter.

Maslyn Williams’ writing has taken into its scope Indonesia, China, Cambodia, the Philippines, Korea,
Japan and the Pacific Islands. After a carcer spent covering wars and revolutions he set himself the task
of making people understand one another, and has since published many acclaimed books on the region.
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BREEZE WAF IS GENIPLY ACROSS the beach and,
before dying, deposits a decorous wavelet on the shore-
line. The half-dozen hopeful bodysurfers, whose heads
break the surface of the sea, let this ripple wash over
them and resume their wait for a Real Wave. Or at
lcast five of them do. The other has broken ranks—or
flotillas or convoys or whatever people surf in—and
is following the wavelet into shore. Evidently number
six has decided that the Real Wave will never come,
and that you can fight ncither city hall nor surfing
destiny. Her former companions, oblivious to this
defection, continue to stare fixedly at the horizon. 1
brietly engage in a theological appraisal, there being
little clse to do when the only other person on the
beach is the sleeping two-month-old child tucked
under one’s arm.

Surfers, as dimly recall from my youth at a surf-
obscssed boys school, are voluntarist mystics. They
assume that, if you wait long cnough and wish hard
cnough, not only a Real Wave but the Perfect Wave
will come along. During my time at the surf-obsessed
bhoys’ school, it had always puzzled me that even the
most hardenced sceprics would entertain this beliet
when in surfing mode. If T objected that human desires
explained neither the physics nor the metaphysics of
wave motion, they would just smile benignly to
indicate that I could not possibly understand. No
doubt they were right. I have never had much of
tendency to mysticism, only to the occasional lurid
hallucinaction. Besides, I was a lousy surfer.

But if voluntarism is a corc tenet of surfer mysti-
cism, how to explain this rencegade about to rise from
the frothing shallows? This aquatic oxymoron, an
adherent of an orthodox, common-sense metaphysic
of cause and effect who by that very face is heterodox
among her fellows? There is rancour in the ranks,
faction in the flotilla, a crisis in the convoy, and 1 can
feel a lurid hallucination coming on. The sleeping
child can feel it, too, and strains against my grasp,
her face raised expectantly in the direction of the froth-
ing shallows. What strange beast is this, its timce come
round at last, which is slouching towards Cottesloe
Beach, Western Australia, to be born?

The creature now floats gracefully above the
foam, perched on a halt-scallop shell. Or perhaps it is
a deformed clam shell. Anyway, it owes more to
Botticelli than to nature, and is borne by nereids wear-
ing orthodox green-and-gold Australian swimming
costumes emblazoned with the logo of the Republi-
can Movement.

A couple of funky, paunchy tritons honking away
on conch shells complete the goddess’s entourage;
they wear orthodox wrap-around sun  glassces
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emblazoned with the logo of the Ray Ban movement.

How do sca goddesses get such big clam shells, 1
wonder, forgetting for the moment about Botticelli
and deciding that this lurid hallucination may be every
bit as perplexing as the Zen of surfing. But there is
also something familiar about this Venus de Cottesloe,
and it is not her similarity to anything hanging in the
Ufttizi. This familiarity turns to recognition as I realise
that the long Botticelli-type hair draped round the god-
dess’ face is actually a strand of sca weed. As she
removes this all is revealed: tritons, nereids and half-
shell fade into nothingness, and the Reverend Celia
comes down to carth.

Whether our daughter has witnessed the vision
of her Mother Transtigurced in the same way as T have,
I do not know. But she certainly shares the recognition
of her Mother Unveiled, and promptly demands what
only her mother can give. Celia cradles the child to
feed her, and I wait to sce whether the vision of the
Cottesloe Venus will be succeeded by a Cottesloe
Madonna. But art-and-sun induced reverie is over for
the day, and we remain just a happy family on the
beach.

‘“You've been secing things again, I can tell,” says
Celia. ‘1 wish you would hurry up and finish that
article or essay or whatever it is about nco-paganism.
Then you might stop secing things that aren’t there!!

When I make no reply she softens: 'Look, 1 like
vou just the way you are, of course. But you might be
embarrassed if you start telling ocher people about
the things you sce. Although [ probably shouldn't say
that cicher. It'll just encourage you to go and put it in
that column you write.’

[ grin affirmatively, and Celia groans. ‘Quixote
is supposcd to sce things differently from other
people,’ Tsay. ‘To remind them that the world is still
a surprising place. Or, more arrogantly, to remind
them of what they’re missing.’

‘That is arrogant,” she agrees. ‘Are you going to
keep it up?’

‘What? Arrogance?’

‘No, I don’t think you'll cver be weaned of that. 1
mceant the column.’

T'm not sure. I think there will always be a nced
for Quixotry. But whether I'mi still the Quixorte that 1
used to be is another question.’

‘Quixote the family man can’t write about jug
girls and killing bats and terrorising ¢ local Neigh-
bourhood Watch, ch?’

‘That’s onc way of putting it.’

The child, sated with milk, has fallen asleep again
and Celia reclines beside her on the towel. ‘"Well, vou
might be able to work it out here.’



‘On the beach?’

‘In Perth. I think Sancho’s wrong about this town,
you know.’

Yes, it 1s more than just a great place for a barbe-
cue. Or rather, the fact that it’s a great place for a
barbecue says all sorts of other good things about it.’

‘Mmm ...” Fearing that another Quixote state-

ment may be in the offing, Celia has joined
Dominica in slumber.

I DECIDE TO TAKE A waLK and head down to the water.
On the horizon, a faint grey smudge is the first hint
that the surfers are more likely to end their day in a
thunderstorm rather than on a surfable wave, perfect
or otherwise. I watch the cloud grow larger and closer,
and as it does so the faint tingle that heralds an
hallucination again nags at my consciousncss.

AsTstare at the cloud it dissolves into the images
that Celia has just mentioned: striptease bars, bats
buried in gardens and the Demons of Neighbourhood
Watch. And an obnoxious child running amok in the
passenger cabin of an aeroplane. I think for a moment
of Dominica asleep by her mother, to reassure myself
that she doesn't fit the picture. Which, as Celia has
predicted, gives me the answer I have been looking
for. Pictures. I wanna be in pictures, sort of.

The family are already stirring when I return to
tell them the news, and Celia raiscs a quizzical eye-
brow. ‘Have you buried Quixote yet?’

‘Not exactly, but I've got an idea about visions.
Television, to be precise.’

‘Come again?’

‘Do you remember the story your cousin tells
about when she was a little girl and they got televi-
sion for the first time?’

‘You mcan the one about her father deciding they
didn’t nced a Christmas tree, so they decorated this
wonderful new box instead and put presents round
it?’

Yes, well I'm going to celebrate television and
visions, too. Can we go now?’

‘Where?’

‘Melbourne, eventually. I'm going to persuade the
editor of Eureka Street that she should pay me to
watch television, so I can write about it.’

Celia raises Dominica to eye level for a consul-
tation. ‘Whaddya reckon? Ts your dad as silly as he
sounds?’

The child gurgled an answer, with her smile only
slightly obscured by the trail of milk dribbling from
her mouth.

Ray Cassin is the production editor of Eureka Street.

Vorume 5 Numper 3 ©  EUREKA STREET




Tore NMrenaa

THRING'S FLING

and does
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fun !

SEE PAGE 21

JON WREENAWAY

WOLEGINME AT, Y b e 1026
431 Lameoge 37 e nEmT TS AN

Lies and times

An Australian journalistic insititution, the Truth
newspaper, ceased publication at the close of 1994.
It was always titillating and often offensive, but for
most of its history Truth was rarely as far from the

CRUELTY

‘uth takes a
look inside

® From behind th respactable
i facade at this ardinary-losking
house this week emorged a atary
of shocking cruclty—Sce Page 3.

KEVIN DENNIS

KING OF THE CAR DEALERS

128 Whilche,
o 1 High &1, Preseae e

ICTURE A COURTROOM 1n Victoria
during the carly cighties. The prose-
cution is moving that the jury be
dismissed because of a report of pro-
ceedings that had appeared in Truth.
After detailing the disgraceful man-
ner in which the article allegedly

cld the court in contempt, the pros-
ccution counsel defers to the bench.
‘Of course, your honour wouldn’t
read the yellow press,” hic concludes
ingratiatingly.

‘On the contrary’, the judge says,
‘Treaditall the time, it’s got the best
form guide in the country’.

Leon Gettler tells this story with
vbvious pleasure as we sit in a fash-
ionablc restaurant that serves dishes
concocted from sculpted bits of meat
and sauces with unpronounceable
names. It doesn’t seem the right set-
ting for our discussion of the most
infamous ncwspaper in Australia’s
history. Nor does Gettlerlook as one
might expect a Truth reporter to
look. He is a slightly built, affable
man dressedin aneatly tailored light
beige suit. Morcover, he now covers
urban affairs for The Age , was state
political reporter for the old Sun and
is author of the book, An Un-
promised Land.

Given the paper’s reputation [

The memory lingers
on: alwavs lurger
than life, the late

Frank Thring as he

appeared on Truth's

cover, July 7, 1962.
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facts as its critics liked to believe.

hadimagined myself talking toa Les
Patterson—a lush who, with a gut
restrained by a coffee-stained shirg,
would punctuate hisribald commen-
tary with beer belches and scratch-
ing of the nether regions.

But then again, the reaction to
the news that the financially trou-
bled Truth Newspapers group was to
be bought out, and that the soft porn
successor of the old Truth, The
World, would cease circulation, was
confusingto say the least. Surely the
final chapter in the demise of this
temple of high sleaze would have
been met with gestures of good rid-
dance or indifferent silence? But in-
stead articles began appearing in the
more respectable broadsheet press,
mourning the final passing of the
Truth. Much too much respect for
the paper that carricd headlines such
as ‘Dingo Death Mum Slams Rock
Murder Rumours’, ‘Hooker Nun
Slur’ and the unforgettable ‘Snedden
Dies On The Joby.

Perhaps these laments were not
for the content of its pages but for its
longevity. For 104 years Truth pub-
lished scandal in all its varictics.
Like your great-uncle with the bung
eye, racking cough and smutty jokes,
you hated Truth when it was there
and miss it now it’s gone.

The magazine was started in 1890
by John Norton, and it was not long
before it had attracted its share of
controversy. Norton was accused of
blackmailing companies into adver-
tising in Truth by threatening to
print articles defaming their prod-
ucts or scrvices. He established the
paper on the premise that it had no
respect for reputations or privacy—
an ethos which stayed with Truth
until its end.

During the World War One con-
scription debate, Truth mocked Billy
Hughes with cartoons and articles
depicting him as a dcathmonger. It
detailed the violent life and death of
legendary Melbourne crime figure
‘Squizzy’ Taylor. In the thirtics Truth
tackled both fascism and commu-
nism in its inimitable style, expos-
ing a secret organisation called the
‘Silent Knights’, and the ‘Red Threat’
to Archhishop Mannix. In the Second
World War it kept up with the fight-
ing and printed its first photo of a
topless model.

After the war Truth began to go
into the private lives of celebrities in
greater detail, it extended the cover-
age of sport, and showed a lot morc
skin. During the time that Truth
journalist Evan Whitton won two
Walkley Awards for his coverage of
the Victorian abortion enquiry and
the hanging of Ronald Ryan.

Truth also playcd a part in dent-
ingthe convent schoolgirl innocence
of the presenteditor of Eurcka Street.
In 1965, while editor of the Mel-
bourne University papcr, Farrago,
she left her address book on the
compositors’ bench at Southdown
Press, the Truth printworks. It was
returned with the addition of a few
ink-smudged names and offers to
dance the horizontal rhumba, ‘any
time when mum is out’.

Gettler belicves there was a
grudging respect for what the paper
could get away with. And he claims
that many of the people who were
loudestin their condemnations were
closet readers.

‘I'd be at a dinner party and peo-
ple would say “What do you do
Leon?” and I'd reply “I'm a journal-
ist” “Oh, who for?” “The Truth”



and there’d be a deathly silence. But
eventually everyone would want to
talk to you about it, and usually
they’d ask who wrote the sex advice
column Heart Balm.'

The truth about Truth is that the
end had been in sight since Mark
Day and Owen Thompson bought it
from Rupert Murdoch in 1980. The
paper that had screamed at Australia
trom the newsstands for 104 years
was undermined by the prolifera-
tion of other competitors for a read-
ing market titillated by rumour and
£OSSIp.

‘They had other alternatives’,
Gettler points out. ‘“They had TV-—
it’s casier becausc it’s all there—and
they had the women’s magazines. In
a sense what happened to Truth is
happening to all the newspapers:
there’s increased competition and
circulationis hcading south. In Truth
it was exaccerbated because it had a
particular market and it became
irrelevant.’

Adrian Tame, another polite,
intelligent, engaging man, worked
on Truth from 1973 to 1986. He
believes the paper was out of date
ceven when he joined.

Tt never kept up. We were being
shocked about people living togeth-
er out of marriage and having love
children, It was an antiquated
morality and tormy moncey the Truth
never made it into the 60s or 70s, let
alone the 80s or 90s.’

But circulation in the paper’slast
vears was perhaps maintained by the
form guide and the brothelads. Tame
and Gettlerrelay Owen Thompson's
description of the typical Truthread-
er: ‘The kind of bastard who makes
his money in the middle of the paper
and spends it in the back’. Indeed
Truth Sport—launched with the
World last Fchruary as a last-ditch
effort to arrest the slide in circula-
tion—still provides the most thor-
ough form guide in the country. In a
recent issue [which included 11 pag-
¢s of massage parlour ads) it made
pains to point out that the racing
pages would continue under new
owner Theo Skalkos. The scandal
and innucendo, however, would go.

During his time with Trudl,
Tame had two stints as news editor,
ajobwhichat Truth isabitdifferent
fromits cquivalent onregular dailics.

fecontinued p36)
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HE sPRIT oF King CanuTe is alive and well and trying to cope with modern
times. Canute (Knut), a powerful ruler in the 11th century, fashioned an empire
from England, Denmark and most of Norway. But he is largely remembered for
commanding the tide to stop rising—and ending up with wet feet.

His modern day counterparts are engaged in a futile mismatching of human
control with the natural and technological world: they are trying to stop the spread
of X-rated videos, regulate daylight saving and prevent the flow of information on the
Interncet.

Archimedes first became awarc of these modern Canutes in the mnid-70s, when
he read a report of a legislature, in one of the southern states of the US, which passed
alaw forbidding African ‘killer’ bees entering its jurisdiction. While cartoonists had
a field day depicting bees reading signs at the state border telling them they were
unwelcome, the law itself was more an expression of the frustrations of impotence—
how do you keep exotic pests contained in a world where widespread movement of
people and goods has become commonplace?

Perhaps the clearest recent example of Canutism concerns the judge presiding
over the commital hearing for Rosemary West, the woman charged with the ‘Housce
of Horrors’ murders in the UK. While details of the hearing could not be published
in the British Press, the whole gory proceedings were available to users of the
Internct—that worldwide surf of information available via computers.

The judge had no choice but to try to stem the tide by pronouncing that details
of procecedings that took place in his court were not to be carried on the Internct. But
he had about as much success as Canute, and he ended up with as bad a press.
(Canute’s reason for trying to turn back the tide is rarcly acknowledged. He wanted
to demonstrate the limits of his power to his courtiers.) The judge did what he was
legally obliged to do, but he had little chance of being able to enforce his pronounce-
ment.

But the judge’s failure is not only duc to a mismatch between the law and
technology. The anarchy of the Internet is a deliberate design feature. The network
started life as a project of the US military to guard against America’s heing paralysed
by an attack on any onc centre of information. It has now grown into a many- hcaded
hydra that is the béte noir of those who want to control the flow of information—
as the Church of Scientology has recently found out.

The science news weekly, New Scientist, recently reported that the church,
which prides itself on its ‘scientific’ base, set up a bulletin board on the Internet to
discuss issues relating to Scientology. But some of the contributions contained
inside information which was not to the church’s taste, and it responded by asking
network administrators to shut the bulletin board down. When most administrators
refused, a couple of the more savvy scientologists posted software to prevent anti-
Scientology messages from appearing. Other Internet users were so incensed they
wrote a program which automatically restored anything removed from the bulletin
board. A many-headed hydra indecd—chop off one head and another springs up to
bite you.

If anybody can tame the hydra, it will not be a politician or a lawyer, but a
technologist. And the person most likely at the moment is Bill Gates, head of the
world’s largest software company, Microsoft. Gates is about to release software that
will makeit casy foreveryone to use the Internet. He is trying to entice governments
and large corporations to join with him in making his gateway to the Internet as
ubiquitous as his Windows software for IBM-stylc computers. But he is keeping the
inner workings or source code for the program locked up tight at Microsoft.

Gates’ proposal is attractive—so attractive that it is possiblc his software for
Internet access could become standard. But some commentators are rightly con-
cerned at the potential power of a company which controls the secret opening and
closing of the standard gateway to the Internet. Perhaps Gates will become the
world’s first successtul Canute, if that is not a contradictionin terms. | |

Tim Thwaites is a frcelance science writer.
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‘It was fairly degrading because
basically, you're looking for filth,
sex, decadence, depravity, corrup-
tion; you're looking for all the nega-
tives. What used to get to me more
than anything was reading the
weekly batch of the London Sun 1
used to get sent. Reading six copies
of the London Sun one after the other
was a very, very depressing exer-
cise’.

But despite the dict of decadence
Tame regards his time on the Truth
as the happiest of his professional
life. He and his colleagucs thrived on
a camaraderie engendered by the
loathing of the ‘respectable’ press.

"The rest of the media regarded
us as beyond the pale, without any
talent orability, which Ireally found
very annoying’, he says. ‘The hard-
est papers to work for are papers ke
Truth because if you can score an
interview atter you've said I'm Joe
Blow from the Truth you can sure as
hell score an interview after you've
said I'm Joc Blow from the Age.”

Tameillustrates thiswith astory
about how he managed to discover
Australia’s most notorious defector,
Vladimir Petrov, in the Mont Park
hospital. Tame first stumbled across
him registered under the assumed
name of Sven Allison, but the story
was pulled for reasons of national
security. Six ycars later, when the
statute of limitations expired on the
Petrov papers, Mark Day decided to
run the story. Adrian Tame strolled
into the nursing home with a pho-
tographer in tow, took a roll of shots
and barged out with half the hospital
In pursuit.

‘The photograph was re-run on
the front page of almost every news-
paperin Australiaand Truth got paid

$500 a pop; we sold the sto-
ry for a song’.

ETTLER ADDS THAT The Age
wanted to buy the photograph but
balked at the price.

‘Instcad they ran an article con-
demning the Truth for invading peo-
ple’s privacy’.

Leon Gettler also believes t re
is a tendency amongst broadsheet
journalists to cut corners, something
he could never get away with at the
Truth. Covering the courts for the
paper taught him to write in plain
English. “You have to work harder.
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Writing something complex in the
easiest possible language is not sim-
ple.Irememberwhen Ifirst got there,
I'd write something like “élite po-
lice squad” and they’d say “what do
youmean ‘élite’? Write ‘top’. This is
no French paper”’.

Adrian Tame remembers when
Leon Gettler came to the paper after
Day and Thompson bought out his
previous employer, The Richmond
Clarion. He saw that Gettler was
having the same crisis of conscience
about interviewing rape victims and
gricving relatives as he had had and
decided to suggest that perhaps the
Truth wasn’t for him.

Twentup and said to him “Leon,
we need to talk because yvou don't
seem to be fitting in”. To cut a long
story short Leon finished up by pick-
ing up a chair and belting me over
the head with it. It was at that stage
that I knew he would make a very
good Truth reporter’,

When Gettler and Tame talk
about their time at the Truth it
sounds like the journalistic equiva-
lent of a tour of duty at the frontline
of a war. Tame refers to a ‘sicge
mentality’. A lot of pride was invest-
cdin theirwork. Aftera good story’,
Tame says, ‘whocver got it would be
clapped back into the office’.

This atmosphere was encouraged
during Murdoch’s time at the helm.
Tame recalls him coming into the
office once and asking whether they
were doing their job properly be-
cause there hadn’t been an action
taken against the paper in nearly 12
months.

It was in these years that, Tame
claims, the paper reached its zenith.
The staff at The Sun  [not owned
then by Murdoch’s News Limited
group) went on strike in August of
1975 and in a matter of hours Mur-
doch turned the Truth from a bi-
weekly into a daily.

‘He flew in circulation people, he
flew in Righy the cartoonist, he flew
in subs. He booked a whole bloody
floor of the Old Melbourne Hotel.
The strike only lasted three days and
we put out a daily for each one. It
was absolute mayhem but it was the
most glorious three days.

‘At the end of it Murdoch stood
up in the newsroom with tears in his
eyes and said “I will never forget
what you people have done for me”.

‘About three months later seven
of those people he said he would
never forget were made redundant’,

Leon Gettler too has his Murdoch
story.

‘Owen, another editorial execu-
tive trom The Australian, and Mur-
doch were in a taxi in Sydney and
they’d had a night on the tiles. The
cab is hurtling through the Rocks
and Owen vomits all over Rupert

Murdoch who has passed
out next to him,

HE NEXT DAY OWEN CONIes into
work and his sceretary says “Mr
Murdoch is on the phone”. Owen
thought at the time that he’d have to
cashhischips. Heanswers the phone
and Murdoch says to him, “That
was quite a night we had last night.
Do you know I'was sosickIthrew up
all over myself”.’

When Day and Thompson took
over in 1980 the paper went through
a number of changes. The budget
was tighter without the backing of
Murdoch and, as a result, the Truth
resorted morce to profiling personal-
ities than having reporters camp on
doorsteps and follow the tips of con-
tacts. For Tamec this had both good
and bad effects. The paper no longer
destroyed reputations but it also
meant it no longer helped the battler
who had been done over.

‘We used to look out for the dis-
enfranchised, the bloke who got
burnt on a car deal, the bloke who
got kicked out of his flat because the
landlord had found a richer tenant.
We did go into bat for these people
and we often fought very hard for
them.’

Perhaps it was that Truth could
no longer survive in what had be-
come a crowded market: it’s appro-
priate that it met its end in the year
when Pay TV was introduced to Aus-
tralia. With Trurh’s demise, a partic-
ular style of journalism has passcd as
well. The predominance of syndi-
cated news services and the advance
of communications technology have
given us a more uniform and ano-
dyne press. That old great-uncle
might have bcen a disgusting old
bastard but at lcast he was our dis-
gusting old bastard.

Jon Greenaway is a Eurcka Street
staff writer.
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to less than 15,000; by 1960 to about
5000. This was probably the most
scvere disciplinary action taken
against laity since at lecast the
Monitum Pastorale ot 1859, yet it
went unrecorded in contemporary
Catholic histories.

In the case of Fr James Murtagh'’s
Australia: the Catholic Chapter(2nd
cdition, 1968] this was almost
certainly a matter of policy [as it was
tor the diocesan weelklies, the Advo-
cate and the Tribune) not to men-
tion the CW at all, if possible. Dis-
senters, as in the Communist Party,
had to become non-persons.

Historian Patrick O’Farrell at that
time was not as conversant with the
Melbourne scence as he later became
and this may be a reason for the
omissioninhis The Catholic Church
in Australia (1969). There is a brief
mention of the ‘boycott’ (a less
appropriate word than ‘ban’} of the
CW in O'Farrell’s expanded history,
The Catholic Church and Commu-
nity (1978), but noattempt toanalyse
the significance of the issue.

Both Murtagh and O’Farrell ex-
tolled the CW's carly successes
{foundedJanuary 1936) and were care-
ful to record B.A. Santamaria’s
initiative as first editor, though not
that the CW Council had to override
his failure to consultits Committec
when writing articles by appointing
a three-man editorial tecam in 1937.

Nor was the ban recorded in
O’Farrell’s two-volume Documents
in Australian Catholic History
(1969) although it recorded part of
the CW’slaterindictment (July 1959)

of the Movement as dam-
aging to the church.

HE ONLY MinTion of the inci-
nt, before Paul Ormonde’s exposeé,
The Movement (1972} scems to have
been in Niall Brennan’s biography
Dr Mannix (1964 p. 290). Brennan,
then a lapsed CW member, also put
the matterinaccurately: ‘It (i.e. CW)
was becoming more anti-Movement
with each issue and was reporting
things that many Catholics had
muttered to each other for years.’
Meanwhile, the Movement’s
political News Weeklv remained on
salc at the Cathedral and in other
churches. An indication of its ditfer-
ence in tone from the CW of the time
can beillustrated from News Weekly
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{10/2/1960} recording the transfer of
ALP leadership from Dr Evatt to the
Archbishop’s formerfriend, A.A. Cal-
well. Tt was the Chinese New Year,
said the front page columnist: the
sign of the pig had given way to the
sign of the rat.

Writing in the Sydney Bulletin
(10/5/1961} Santamaria chose to see
the CW ban not as an attempt to
suppress dissent but as cvidence of
Archbishop Mannix’s ‘cssential
liberalism’ which, he said:

resides in his practical recogni-
tion of the fact that the right of a
bishop to speak on public issucs
involves as a corollary the right of
a member of his own flock to op-
posc him... Dr Mannix’s disagree-
ment with the (CW) policy is, of
course, widely known, and in the
great majority of Mclbourne par-
ishes the paper is no longer sold at
the Church door. But the Arch-
hishop has quite deliberately re-
fuscd to place any ban upon it, and
it was until recently—and proba-
bly still—sold at some churches
where the priest agrees with the
policy... This inflexible Tiberalism
is at once the most surprising and
the most adamant quality in his
character.

Santamaria accounted for the
‘ban’ by saying the CW had ‘publicly
and repeatedly attacked the
Industrial Groups.” This was un-
true, as any reading of the pre-1955
CW would have shown.

In fact, the Archbishop himself
said to the CW’s chairman, Tom
Butler: ‘I know it (the CW) doesn’t
dircetly attack them (the Industrial
Group) but does so indirectly in a
nigging-nagging fashion’. Even this
was hardly true. In May 1954, for
example, it praised the Industrial
Groups but said they should purge
their ranks of time-servers, oppor-
tunists and job huntcrs. The CW
had, after all, been much favoured by
Mannix; its leaders paid court to
him at Rahcen each year and had
always been warmly received. From
its inception it had voluntarily sub-
mitted copy to a Mannix-chosen
sacerdotal censorlest it strayed from
orthodox faith and morals. News
Weekly, as a purely political organ,
naturally did not.

Probably no Catholic paperbetter
illustrated that ‘air of celebration’
which K.S. Inglis noted as character-
istic of Australian Catholic litcra-
turc in a splendid seminal article in
Historical Studies [1959).

The exuberance of the CW belied
any doubt that the gates of sccular-
ism and indifference could prevail
against the Churchin Australia. The
first issuc sold out and had to be
reprinted. In the first two years
730,000 copies were sold. In carly

1941 it rcached a peak cir-
culation of 55,000.

UITE PROBABLY L1 1IAD SOIMC in-
tlucnce on such political events as
the shelving of the National Insur-
ance Bill in 1939, the rejection of the
Manpower Referendum of 1944,
possibly cven the determination of
Prime Minister Chifley to go ahcad
with Bank Nationalisation and, in-
directly, through its lack of support
for the Movement, the decision of
some Catholic politicians to sup-
port Dr Evatt during the Labor split.
In its pages there are letters and
exchanges with notables such as
Evatt, the Queensland Premier,
Forgan-Smith, Labor ministers such
as J. J. Dedman and Scenator E.
McKenna, and cven the radical
Maurice Blackburn.

It would have been surprising in
view of its circulation and Austral-
ia-wide ecclesiastical patronage, if
the CW's pulse had not been taken
when relevant government policies
were being framed.

Overagain the paperreviewedits
progress in sclf-congratulatory vein
and its eighth anniversary prompted
a 150-page book of excerpts from its
files. Design for Democrats: The
Autobiography of a Free Journal by
25 Men. This sold out rapidly and a
second edition was issued.

Two pamphlets of critical analy-
sis of the Labor program of post-war
rcconstruction during 1944-6 enti-
tled Australia’s New Order— Facl
or Fiction! and Ownership or Slav-
eryi were also published. The adher-
ence to papal social encyclicals was
impeccable.

The CW was tircless and repeti-
tive in instructingits readers on the-
oricsofrent, interest rates, just profit
and wages, and then applying them
tospecific budgets, Arbitration Court



decisions, company dividends and
banking policies. Particular empha-
sis was laid on resettlement of the
land on a small-proprietorial and
mixed-farming basis. The need for
industrial councils was canvassed,;
trades union rcform urged. Social
scervices were scrutinised to sce that
they notonly improved the worker’s
lot but that they did not lead to
Belloc’s Servile State.

Mannix must have smiled be-
nignly in view of his 1916-17 dictum
that conscription was ‘an evil thing’
per s¢, when the CW opposed it in
1942 ¢ven though Japanese were at
the door.

From March to September 1944
cach leader was devoted to the
August Manpower referendum.
Although the CW declined to urge a

ings forthrightly on Evatt’s failure to
give guarantees against industrial
conscription. Evatt wrote to Mannix
asking him to restrain the CW. It
accused Evatt (April 1944) of ‘having
enunciated ... Nazi or Bolshevist
constitutional doctrine’. Obviously
the CW men on principle voted NO
but, in spitc of his later stress on the
principle of subsidiarity, Mannix vot-
ed YES, though giving no indication
that anything but personal expedi-
ent judgment was involved.

Bank nationalisation (1947-9) was
more obviously contentious and the
hierarchy was divided. Archhishop
Duhig of Brisbane condemned it as
‘socialism’ and therefore contrary to
Catholic teaching. Mannix was open-
minded. (Catholic morality even
then could be federal.) The CW was
in favour, belicving that bank
nationalisation could be reconciled
with the principle of subsidiarity,
cspecially if private banks were re-

placed by co-operatives.

But sales were lost.

A FURTHER DIVERGENCE of opin-
ion between the CW and News
Weekly emerged with the campaign
to ban the Communist Party in 1950-
1951 but then bishops appeared to
differ although they did not do sa
explicitly in public.

Duhig advocated a YES vote but
emphasised it was a personal deci-
sion not one binding others in con-
science. Mannix was judicious and
guarded pointing out the dangers

both of not confronting the Reds and
of infringing civil liberties to ban
them. News Weekly attacked the
ALP andplayed down cautious state-
ments by both Mannix and Gilroy.
The CW scrupulously avoided tell-
ing readers how to vote but warned
of the dangers involved, even lean-
ingon Mannix’s authority. He should
hardly have been displeased.

Although increasingly apprehen-
sive of the divisiveness of Catholic
Action in the ALP and concerned
about Evatt’s leadership, the CW
made negligible comment although
committee members were well in-
formed about Labor politics by friend-
ly politicians and officials of the
Melbourne Trades Hall. The CW, on
excellent terms with Mannix’s
coadjutor, Archbishop Simonds, did
not even report his pointed remark
apropos the Movement following the
installation of Eris O’Brien as Arch-
bishop of Canberra-Goulburn in Jan-
uary 1954:

[ am surc that he (O'Brien) will
set his face sternly against any at-
tempt to involve the Church in
underground political intrigue ...
he is too well versed in history to
imaginc that the Church’s divine
apostolate gains any permanent
fruit when any of her misguided
children seck to capture political
power in her name.

The coadjutor’s remarks were not
allowed to be reported in the dioce-
san weeklies.

It is possible that the review of
Leicester Webb’saccount of the 1951
referendum, Communism and De-
mocracy in Australia, (February
1955) could have been perceived as
sardonic by Mannix. Webb, said the
reviewer, ‘seems to assuime that
Catholic Action is some sort of po-
litical wing of the Catholic Church
actively engaged in political organi-
sation. This, of course, is erroneous’.

The reviewer stressed that the
constitutions of Catholic Action
forbid a person to be ‘at the same
time a leading member of a political
party and a leading member of a
Catholic organisation.” Nor could a
Catholic Action organisation ‘sup-
port the programme of a political
party as such or allow itself to be
used for party ends’, nor permit
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JULIEL LE MIUGHES

Learning curves

HE INCULTURATION OF THE YOUNG
is a strenuous and anxious process,
although most of us would like our
children to see us as warm and nur-
turing. There is an urge to make our
children into what we ourselves
wouldlike tobe. That canbe abenign
thing, but the stress of well-mean-
ing can put too much force in the
guiding hand. And whether the edu-
cational choices we make for our
children amount to irresponsible
mollycoddling or heartless Spartan
toughening, they say a great deal
about what we want our broader
society to be.

these matters; they are as different
in form as they are in content.

Anne Henderson chronicles the
last year of her daughter’s secondary
schooling with an eye to the broader
context. It is a thoughtful record,
based tidily on a chronology of the
family’s cxperience of 1993. Hend-
erson is very well-informed about
the range of choices and, with her
husband, prepared to make swinge-
ingfinancial sacrifices to ensure that
her child should receive the best
available.

She is knowledgeable and criti-
cal, in a brightly anecdotal way, of

Sub ctively speaking

interesting year.
There were, however, the embarrassing parts.

Such as old boyfriends. Well, there weren’t many boyfriends at the time. In an all-girls school
and with so much study you don’t have much time for men. Then there were my particular
paranoias, like only fitting into a size 12 dress. At the time [ thought that was quite a large size,
I don’t know why. There was also a questionable interpretation of my ripped jeans. The embar-

ANY PEOPLE HAVE ASKED ME how I feel about Educating Johannah.
Well, it was a fascinating two years seeing how a book was put together; me being the main
scope of the book. At first I was worried how my mother would interpret my year in Year 12.
Not that there was much to interpret because Year 12 can be quite a drag. However, after it all
happened and I read the book, I discovered it was actually a very funny account of quite an

rassing parts, however, are all just minor stuff. I am embarrassed for my own sake.

As for my friends who have read the book, they love it. One friend who read it in my room just

kept bursting into laughter. I hope she was laughing with me.

Some have asked if [ knew my mother was going to turn me into a book. At the beginning of
Year 12 she had said she was writing a book about education. But she never implied that I'd be
pretty much the centre of it. Six months later I asked her about the title. She said, Educating
Johannah. 1 replied, ‘That’s my name.’ Then I began to find things I had said written down on

pieces of paper on my mother’s desk.

By the end of the HSC, when I was really bored and tired of study, I found a copy of the incom-
plete manuscript. I wanted to read ‘July’. This was the month I had met Jeremy (a potential
formal partner) in Byron Bay and I was a bit sceptical about what she would say. But once I

started to read the book I relaxed.

As to wh

42

Much of middle-class culture in
Australian society wants its chil-
dren educated for success, whatever
that might mean to the parent pay-
ing (or not) for the type of moulding
preferred. The Education of Johan-
nah and School Matters: the Preshil
Alternative in Education trcat of
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ler anyone will write about me again, I must say I think enough has been said.
—Johannah Henderson

cducational systems in general. The
unpredictability and occasional cha-
os of the huge VCE cxperiment in
Victoria is compared unfavourably
with the relative safety of the NSW
system that deals with her daugh-
ters. Her comments, based on expe-
rience in 1993, still have relevance:

the recent row over the remarking of
exam papers in Victoria highlights
the irony of a system rccently re-
structured to increase accessibility
and ‘fairness’ now admitting that
only a few privileged schools knew
that this recourse was available.

It is impossible not to admirc her
commitment, and yet—there arc as-
sumptions behind it all that would
bear questioning, particularly when
one is reading School Matters at the
same time. The school that Johannah
attends, Abbotsleigh, does not
emerge as particularly caring or en-
lightened: a friend is punished for
‘singing an octave low in
chapel’; Johannah’s hard
work in a stage crew in Year
11 goeslargely unrecogniscd;
there is a disturbing enthusi-
asm for the singing of “Land
of Hope and Glory’; ASIO is
among the carcer group visi-
tors on Ycar 10 carcer night,

Henderson’s account is
peppered with anxious asides
about the uncemployment
ratc and the uncertainty of
getting into the course that
you want in an increasingly
competitive society:

‘Having to make hard
choices is preparation tor the
competitive real world that
students will find when they
leave the school womb.’

The overwhelmingly
good intentions of loving
parents shince through the
hook, but there is a determi-
nation to fit Johannah for the
status quo rather than to
challenge it

‘As we saw it children
needed guidance and we made no
apology for directing their minds.
The school we chose said likewisc.
They could reject it all later, when
they had enough learning to make a
judgment for themselves.’

Takingrefuge in traditional ways
in chaotic times is a well-tried and






Disrrnar

A Barbarian Catechism

No. dear [riend,

[don't have a full heart

for all the Christian stock and barrel, but
with half a mind still need

much of it some of the time, at least until
something more serious

comes along, which hasn't happened vet.
Epiphanies are for real, given

that ‘man is not equally moral all the time’,
according to clever, dangerous

Nictzsche, who liked to sav he was really Polish,
nol a goofy German,

and declared that Christianity came along
in order to lighten the heart.

So Christmas is hard to get awav from still,
despite the cards and tovs,

those haunting carols again and again calling back
our own childhood as well

as His. an absolutely important
child in a wintrv manger,

prickly with straw, wheither or not he was
the child of God. like us

or seriouslv different. Yes, he died in the spring,
which was autumn down here in Austiralia,

Dbut his sacrifice has ¢ot muddled with rabbits and cggs.
Again, [ am pretty dodgey

about angels and saints, while the life everlasting
Is an awesome whatnot which

just keeps on changing utterly all the time.
Grace | can understaned,

it would make sense to a perfectly heathen soul
and so might Blessing,

Indeed. lacking Grace, how could we endure
the painfulness of dayvs?

For these, for all the incomparable stories,
tall articulate churches

and Piero della Francesca's “Baptism of Christ
I give wholeminded thanks

and bless a tradition that sheds a various light
like stained glass windows

on the stuttering thisness of our here-and-now.

Chris Wallace-Crabbe
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DRUCE VVILLIAMS

Good tidir gs from the ayyss

AST YEAR, THE NEW Professor
of English and Cultural Studies
at the University of Melbourne,

Simon During, devoted his ™

inaugural lecture to arguing that

the discipline of ‘English’ had
had it. Cultural Studics rules,
OK? Onec wondershow the tradi-
tionalists in his department (if
there are any left) feel about this
mildly remarkable lecture—and
whether the new professor will
give back half his salary? It’s a
safe bet that there will be little

or no scandal. The ‘dangerous’
ideas that caused such a stir in
the humanities even 10 years
ago have been steadily gaining
ground, so that now it is accu-
rate to speak of a radical estab-
lishment. There are whole
university departments for which
the worldbeganin 1968, hasrestarted
a number of times since then, and
just keeps getting better.

In any case, serious controversy
between the new and the old,
humanists and anti-humanists,
moderns and postmoderns, what you
will, has neveramounted to much in
this country. For one thing, it is hard
to find a battle ground when the
troops are using different maps. As
the blandness of Professor During’s
lecture demonstrates, the now-
secure radicals see noreason to both-
cr with the old guard, and are busy—
those whostill believe inargument—
arguing among themselves. Status
quorestored. Fundamental disagree-
ment is a painful and alicn thing to
many Australian academics, who
have always been better at living off
ideas than living by them.

In the United States, by contrast,
although there is a radical establish-
ment, it forms the cultural lefewing

to aliberal centre and a conservative
right. All are vocal: conferences are
arranged; something is felt to be at
stake. Gertrude Himmelfarb’s book
can fairly be called conservative, in
thatsheisconcerned to preserve and
protect values she believes are indis-
pensable.

She believes, for example, that
historians should provide footnotes.
{Many now do not.) She believes,
guardedly, in liberalism. She believes
that thereis a thing called literature,
not a seamless universe of ‘texts’;
that some books are better than oth-
ers, and that writers, not critics, are
whatreally matter. She evenbelicves
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in heroes. She could not, in
short, be less fashionable.

According to Himmelfarb,
one principal threat to her be-
liefs and values comes from
postmodernism. Like ‘nature’
in the 18th century or ‘ncw’ in
the early 20th, this word today
is ubiquitous and elusive. No
doubt, in the next millenium, a
gigantic literature will accumu-
late explaining what we all
meant by it, a litcrature which,
with our passion for history-
on-the-wing, has already begun.
Undergraduates are presented
with anthologics of postmod-
ernist writing—or 1s it writing
about postmodernism, or is
there, indeed, an ‘ism’ at all?
and these questions are right
there, in the anthologies, along with
a web of cultural reference dense
enough to entangle even supple-
minded youth. To make life cven
harder, notonly is lucid and system-
atic explanation of these matters
uncommon, it is held by many to be
a Bad Thing.

Himmelfarb, a distinguished his-
torian of 19th century England,
writes straightforwardly and is
always prepared to say what she
means. For her, postmodernism is a
sct of doctrines whose ‘forefathers’
ar¢ Nictzsche and Heidegger and
whose ‘fathers’ are Derrida and
Foucault. (The masculinist diction
is typical of the book). The combined
effect of these doctrines’ she says, is
‘to impugn traditional rational
discourse’.

In literature, postmodernism
amounts to a denial of the fixity
of any ‘text’, of the authority of
the author over the interpreter,
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of any ‘canon’ that privileges
great books over lesser ones. In
philosophy, it is a denial of the
fixity of language, of any corre-
spondence between language and
rcality—indeed, of any ‘cssen-
tial’ reality ... In history, it is a
denial of the fixity of the past, of
the reality of the past apart from
what the historian chooses to
make of it, and thus of any objec-
tive truth about the past.

That the writing of history is
always an interpretative act is a
familiar modern belief. But while to
modernists {or as they are now con-
fusingly labelled, ‘traditionalists’)
disparate interpretations ideally con-
verge in a truth independc  of any
of them, to the postmodernist histo-
rian, the narratives of history are
nothing but ‘acsthetic creations of
the historian’. There are no inde-
pendent truths. “What the tradition-
al historian sces as an cvent  at
actually occurred in the past, the
postmodernist sees as a ‘text’ that

modernist theory. Where there are
no facts, and no concept of truth,
why should any historian’s construc-
tion have any claim over another?
Two feminist/postmodernists quot-
ed by Himmelfarb return an answer
that is increasingly common: ‘the
only grounds for judging one [story]
better than another are “its persua-
siveness, its political utility, and its
political sincerity”.” Stalin wasn’t
actually wrong to cut all those peo-
ple out of photographs—just a bit
heavyhanded. There would scem to
be somethingof anethical crisis here.
On Looking into the Abyssisnot
just about postmodernism. The title,
taken from a famous cssay by Lionel
Trilling, indicates the author’s be-
lief that the ‘crisis in the humani-
tics’, in itself of fundamental social
importance, is part of a wider crisis
of legitimation. Therc are two long
central essays: one traces the devel-
opment and declension of Marx’s
ideas from their base in Hegel.
Himmelfarb’s conclusion em-
phatically rcaffirms central liberal

To some postmodern theorists, Gilles Lipovetsky, for example,
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(The Twilight of Duty 1992) ‘ethics’ is the name of just
another repressive discourse from which Foucault

and company have delivered us.

existsonlyin the present.’ It follows
that the historian’s text need not he
anarrative, need not assign causes to
cvents, can even consist of a heap of
items from which readers can con-
struct their own stories. Hayden
White, author of Metahistory, is the
doyen of postmodernist historians.

However (Himmelfarb goes on)
the new fictions contrived by histo-
rians are not neutral. The older
fictions pretended to be ‘knowledge’,
which, according to Foucaultis mere-
ly the ‘régime of truth’ correspond-
ing to and upholding a given power
structurc. The dismantling of this
power structurc—authoritarian,
patriarchal, élitist, Eurocentric—is
the task of the new history. But why,
we might wonder? What kind of
discourse, what com itments, sct
this agenda?

Here we encounter one of the
standard difficulties of much post-
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ideas of freedom, individuality and
the priority of consciousness over
being. Evenhandedly, she then goces
on to an essay on liberalism itself,
differentiating between a good tradi-
tion based on Montesquicu and the
better ideas of John Stuart Mill, and
abadlibertarian tradition stemming
from the same Mill’s celebrated On
Liberty. There are essays on the new
nationalism and on ‘history from
below’. The essays are grave, sensi-
ble, authoritative—on 19th century
matters—and attractively undemon-
strative: the voice remainslevel, even
whenitrecounts anabsurdity worthy
of Swift.

... the same liberals who advo-
cate the largest freedom for art-
ists (including the frecdom to be
subsidized) also tend to support,
in the name of che same free-
dom, the strictest separation of

church and statc—with the curi-
ous result that the photograph of
a crucitfix immersed in urine can
be exhibited in a public school,
but a crucifix not immerscd in
urine cannot be exhibited.

ForHimmeltarb, postmodernism
is a sct of destructive negations ac-
companied by a bid for power, and
its central weakness, though she does
not develop her claim, is its ethical
incoherence. Zygmunt Baumann’s
positionis more complex, more com-
prehensive, more challenging, and it
must be said, considerably more dif-
ficult to read. Those, however, who
share my prejudice against sociolog-
ical prose may find, as I did, their
discomforts swept aside by the pow-
er, the abundance and the command
of this remarkablc book.

Postmodernist Ethics addresses
itself to what, in an earlierstudy, the
author described as an ‘cthical para-
dox’. Baumann sees postmodernism,
notasa sctof doctrines that threaten
the liberal polity, but as the name of
our historical situation, wherever
we may live. The modern period,
which began at the Renaissance, was
a drcam of order, of a society gov-
erned by reason and aimed at per-
fectibility. It was marked by a scarch
tor universal moral principles,
sccurely based on a ‘foundation’.
All that has come unstuck. In the
new decentred world, a world that
has abandoned the idea of one con-
trolling system, be it Marxist, so-
cialist orliberal, ethical confusion is
no longer a ‘temporary (and in prin-
ciple rectitiable] irritant’: it has be-
come a permanent condition. To
some postmodern theorists, Gilles
Lipovetsky, for example, (The Twi-
light of Dutry 1992} ‘ethics’ is the
name of just another repressive dis-
course from which Foucault and
company have delivered us.

This is not Baumann's position.
Instead he argues that the work of
destruction achieved by Nietzsche,
Heidegger, Foucault, Derrida and
thosc other demons who assail Him-
melfarb was a nccessary ground-
clearing, a dismantling of structures
that in the name of Enlightenment
had deprived the moral agent of
autonomy.

We arce thuse  tfree torediscover
our moral being and we find, to the



despair of the system-builders: that
our natures are morally ambivalent;
that moral phenomenaarc inherently
non-rational; that morality is incur-
ably “aporctic’; that it is not univer-
salisable, where this means a doc-
trinc that smothers ditference; that
it 1t can be said to have a ‘founda-
tion’, it is very difterent from the
clear, systematic expositions of the
modern period.

The origin of morality- the
capacity to he moral—lies in the
encounter between the Selt and che
Other, as deseribed by Emmanucl
Lévinas who, for Baumann, is the
provider of the only viable postmaod-
ern ethics. ‘1" do not come first: the
Other does. T comce alive morally
when Tanswer the claim of the Other
for my regard, but this claim is not
initiated by the Other, and I do not
know what it is—indeed, once that
step is taken, once the Other makes
explicit claims upon me, we have
passed from the realm of morality
into that of ethics, and from the
elementary  ‘moral  party ot

two’ to a social relation-

ship.
Ims BEING-FOR-THE-OTHER takes

place when we are placed in proxim-
ity, not of course, only a physical
nearness, but a shared moral space,
and people can find themselves in
this proximity at any time: the
capacity to enter into moral rcla-
tionship is not prescribed by social
or cthical rules. It follows that it can
subvert them. In itself a condition
which can produce the most
profoundlove and the mostintimate
cruelty, the moral life, as Baumann
reads Lévinas, is always in tension
with society’s efforts to regulate and
control our relationships.

From this basis, Baumann goes
on to develop an account of ethics-
in-society, the forms of order, such
as the management of social space,
that are indispensable and yet always
in tension with the moral life prop-
erly so called. In the city, there are
rules governing our meetings with
strangers, and other rules that free
us to gaze at one another for the sake
of the spectacle, that flaneurisme
which turns other people into aes-
thetics. Both these kinds of atten-
tion are cut across by the moral life:
astranger may become a brother; the

whole project of taking pleasure in
the other as object of my fantasy can
suddenly be undermined if the nec-
essary gap suddenly yiclds to prox-
mity.

This is a book, and a writer,

worthy of close attention.

Faith, of a kind, is what Baumann is talking about.

from which Baumann's carcer, from
one view, has been a long escape.
There is a convergence here be-
tween the two works under review.
The tutelary deity of Gertrude Him-
melfarb’s book is the literary critic,
Lionel Trilling. Trilling is only once

His studiously atheistic work reminds us that the most intense

and vital connexion between human beings cannot find

expression without the language of religion.

Baumann’s passionate engagement,
the complexity of his formulations,
the breadth of his intellectual inter-
ests make him a tormidable theorist
of postmodernism, and his book
should be read by anyonc trying to
think about cthics today.

Some questions and musings for
aconclusion. One question, perhaps
the most fundamental, concerns the
claim that ‘wc’, that is, all of us, are
inescapably now ‘in’ the postmodern
condition. Is this not, initself, before
we even get going on the details, to
smuggle back in the belief that his-
tory is a progress, after all! Andisn’t
that a structural feature of all those
post-Enlightenment creeds from
which we are now said to be
delivered?

Secondly, there is Baumann's
characterisation of modernism it-
self. He began his career as a human-
ist Marxist, and his intellectual
formation is Polish, German and
French; only belatedly and acciden-
tally did he find himself holding
down achairin Leeds. For him, as for
any orthodox European thinker,
liberalismis a belief system that was
dead by 1918 and is still taken
seriously only where people speak
English.

This might help to explain why,
throughout his book, he character-
ises the grand narratives of the
Enlightenment, liberalism included,
as uniformly intent on eradicating
the ambiguity, doubt and conflict,
which he sees as inseparable from
the moral life. That, however, is pre-
cisely what differentiates liberalism,
in its more adequate and subtle
forms, from Marxism, which, one
comes to feel, is the prisonhouse
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of many, indisputably ‘modern’ writ-
ers whodonotfit Baumann’s scheme.
We did not have to wait for postmod-
ern theory to recognise the inhuman
tendencies of systems based on
Reason.  Himmelfarh quotes this
passage from Trilling’s 1947 c¢ssay,
‘Manners, Morals, and the Novel’.

Some paradox of our natures
lecads us, when once we have
made our fellow men the objects
of ourenlightened interest, to go
on to make them the objects of
our pity, then of our wisdom,
ultimately of our coercion. It is
to prevent this corruption, the
most ironic and tragic that man
knows, that we stand in nced of
the moral realism which is the
product of the frec play of the
moral imagination.

Finally, there is Baumann’s
dependenceon Lévinas for the moral
foundation of the new order. It is not
just the austerity of the texts,
although it must be admitted that if
the naked, pre-ontological encoun-
ter with the Face is to be the only
surety it will not, frankly, be easy to
make converts. Where there is such
a radical disparity between the good
and its forms, we are dangerously
close to an exclusive faith. For faith,
of akind, is what Baumann s talking
about. His studiously atheistic work
reminds us that the most intense
andvital connexion between human
beings cannot find expression with-
out the language of religion.

Bruce Williams is Head of the School

of Arts and Media at La Trobe
University
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Darn shootin’

= COMMENTED AT SOME LENGTH in
these pages back in February 1994
on the musicals that were sweeping
audiences off their feet and into the-
atres all over the western world—
and certainly in Australia— in 1993.
As I predicted then, the vogue for
glitzy productions of nostalgic old
Musical Comedies (hyped up with
increasingly flash theatre tech-
nology) continucd unabated through
1994. There is no sign yet that the
trend is weakening.

Last ycar, we had touring produc-
tions of West Side Story (with an
American lead and a set so techno-
logically complex that it appeared to
sway in the breeze), a Me and my
Girl whose choreography, costumes
and put-on acting-style appeared to
have comc straight from the British
Muscum of show business circa 1937
and a camped-up, over-the-top Pi-
rates of Penzance. At the dawn of

> new ycar, the Victorian Arts
Centre {with the usual gang of co-
producers) hosted a revival of good
old Hello Dolly!, which was also
destined for semi-national touring,.

Between these, there was a New
Zcaland production of the northern
Englishman Willy Russell’s much
morce recently-written Blood Broth-
ers. This was relatively unsophisti-
cated in its staging but intcrestingly
‘daring’ in its narrative structure in
that it used a ‘Brechtian-style’ ironic
narrator who even predicted, in driv-
ing songspiel, the shockingly tragic
cending. Audiences (including my-
selfywere still startled when it came.
Hcere was a music-theatre piece on
the popular commercial stage where-
in content at least challenged form.

At the same time, there have
been transfers to Sydncy, Adclaide
and elsewhere of ‘Phantom,” West
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Side Story and others and returns of
the vacuous Cars. The old Capitol
Theatre in Sydney has been refur-
bished for just this sort of purposc.

Elsewhere, small but enthusias-
tic Melbourne audiences enjoyed a
refreshing local music theatre re-
invention of the Argonauts’ Odys-
sey story from Penelope’s point of
view (a picce called Opa—a Sexual
Odyssey), while Adelaide had its new
Australian musical in the rather
morc promincnt form of the State
Theatre's The Emerald Room, cour-
tesy of Dennis Watkins and Chris
Harriott. This show about a night-
club owner and her loves and strug-
gles was not exactly a big hit: Tim
Lloyd was moved to say, in the Ad-
claide Advertiser of 24 November,
that ‘You can safely say that the
search for the great Australian mu-
sical is not over’, and he was not
alone in his disappointment

Mecanwhile, plans for 1995 in-
clude the Walt Disney version of
Beauty and the Beast (reportedly
with such stars as Bert Newton as a
clock and Robyn Archer as a teapot)
in Melbourne and the latest one-hit,
big-prop wonder Miss Saigon (with
its helicopter—a considerable ad-
vance, no doubt, on the humble chan-
delier of Phantom of the Opera) in
Sydney.

At the same time, gnawing away
occasionally at the tabric of popular
music theatre is the name that sen-
sible commercial music theatre man-
agements in Australia dare not ut-
ter: Stephen Sondheim.

Sondheim’s works are certainly
donc in Australia, pretty well all of
them appearing here reasonably soon
after their American premieres. It’s
just that they’re more likely to be
seen performed by non-commercial

organisations like the Sydney and
Melbourne Theatre Companies—or,
indeed, in often fine productions by
gutsy suburban amatcur groups like
the Cheltenham Light Opera Com-
pany {and I swear I'm not making
this up] — than by the monolithic
impresarios who pump millions out
of the works of Rice, Lloyd-Wcebber,
Rogers & Hammerstein and Boublil
& Schonberg. Thave vividand happy
memories, for example, of Roger
Hodgman’s production for the MTC
of Sweeney Todd — the Demon Bar-
berof Fleet Street with Peter Carroll
and Geraldine Turner, which com-
pared very favourably with the tele-
vised American version with Angela
Lansbury et al, which I saw around
the same time.

Which brings us to Assassins,
the latest of Sondheim’s works to be
staged in this country. This is a
Melbourne Theatre Company pro-
duction, dirccted by Roger Hodgman
and designed by Tony Tripp and Anna
Borghesi, with a three-picce musical
ensemble directed by Jean McQuar-
rie, and it’s performing in the refur-
bished George Fairfax Studio of the
Victorian Arts Centre. The MTC has
finally left its Russcll St Theatre in
the city (at least partly, one imag-
incs, to pay off its debts) and now

mounts all of its produc-
tions in the Arts Centre.

N ENTERING this cosy little am-
phitheatre, we are instantly confront-
ed by the image of a giant pistol
suspended above a bulb-lit fairground
backed by a wall of cight archways,
cach toppedby avagucly-lit image of
an Amecrican president. It so hap-
pens that cach of these presidents
was shot at by an assassin, or would-
be assassin—four of them fatally.
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ATCHING BRIEF

~ ikrRaM SETH BEAMED. He eyed appre-

ciatively the gift that had just been pre-
sented to him, and pronounced it unlike

anything he had ever been given before.

This judgment, one can be sure, was neither irony nor hy-
perbole, nor even ordinary politeness. After all, who would think
of welcoming Vikram Seth by giving him a Bamix? Bert New-
ton, apparently—or at least, the producer of Newton’s talk show
¢ Channel Ten, Good Morning Australia. And, although the
r ultmaynot e been one of television’s most unforgettable
1 ments, it captured something very likeable about Seth, and
avout Newton too.

Here was this littérateur, suddenly dropped into middle
Australia after being trotted round endless talkfests. And Seth,
like most of the guests on Good Morning Australia, seemed to
find Newton’s slice of middle Australia an engagingly hospita-
ble place in which to be. Those who saw the novelist during his
¢ “er public appearances in this country usually noted his nerv-
¢ sness and reluctance to be féted. It was not so among the
Bbamnixes and Rotomatic Wonder Slicers with which Newton
entertains and, sometimes, honours his guests. Seth looked like
a child who had suddenly discovered, dare one say it, a world of
suitable toys.

Unlike Seth, the host of Good Morning Australia has never
been noted for nervousness. But Newton does share with him
that reluctance to be féted. Perhaps it is a consequence of all
those years of being a foil to Graham Kennedy and Don Lane, or
r~~haps it is just native courtesy; but Newton’s style of TV chat
r 1ains a polar opposite to that which has been made an industry
s+~ndard by the egregious

David Letterman and his dull Australian imitator, Steve
1 ard. The last two have a way of ingratiating themselves with
their guests that, insidiously, turns the conversation round to
focus on the interviewer. Thus, in the United States, people
become famous by being invited on to the David Letterman
show. But Newton, a surviving link with the infancy of televi-
sion, still oper :s on the assumption that his guests are sup-
I edtobeint :stingfor their own sake, not because they are
I guests. This sometimes comes as a shock to younger people
r sed on the assumption that narcissism comes naturally to a
tatk-show host.

None of this means that Newton tackles his subjects with
the blandness of a Ray Martin. King Kennedy’s straight man
was self-deprecating, never sclf-effacing, and so he has remained.
It is as though he has a contract with those whom he inter-
views: I won’t smarm, if you produce the goods. This is essen-
tially a political skill, and one of the surprises on Good Morning
¢ stralia is that its host is quite capable of introducing ques-
t 1s of widcer politics, sometimes without the guest even real-
loulg it.

Neale Fraser appears to tell us about sport for those who
are no longer young enough even to day-dream about playing in
a Davis Cup match, and this drifts into talk about Fraser’s own
mid-life career as an international sports administrator. He likes
thecompany of sportsmen, he says, for whatever their country
of origin they have the knack of cooperating easily with one
another. ‘Yes, Neale, sportspeople speak an internat  al lan-
guage,’ replies Newton, gently correcting the gender balance.
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The Moonface also Rises

The one-line rejoinders become sharper when Newton judg-
es that the guest ought to know better. The rock journalist Glenn
A. Baker comes on to do a promo for the Rolling Stones tour; he
has just returned from Johannesburg, where the band has been
seen for the first time, and his spiel takes on the quality of a
paean to the new South Africa: ‘Bert, you should have seen these
audiences full of middle-aged white people, suddenly able to sce
the band they grew up listening to on the radio.’ Baker appcars
to have no difficulty with the racial complexion of the Rolling
Stones concerts. After all, Jagger and Co have always been
thought of as playing variations on the theme of white-boy blues.
It does not occur to Baker that these middle-aged white audi-
ences are also middle-class, and that blacks just might not be
able to afford the tickets. Newton does not ask this question
but draws attention to the journalist’s naiveté nonctheless.
‘Glenn A. Baker appeared on Good Morning Australia by cour-
tesy of the South African Tourist Board,” he announces with a
hint of mockery. The studio audicence grasp the point and laugh-
ter does the rest. Middle Australia ain’t as dumb as some of those
who dismiss chat shows as lowbrow waffle would like to think
it is. Newton understands this, and part of the charm of Good
Morning Australia is that this show, in which the chat is inter-
spersed with frank attempts to sell household appliances, so
cheerfully ignores facile distinctions between the public and
domestic realms—distinctions that, if the cultural studies clique

is to be believed, are articles of faith sustaining un-

comprehending suburbia.
- ~ HEN BrenDAN NELSON, WOULD-BE LIBERAL politician, appears

to explain why Parliament needs him, Newton is properly ad-
miring of Nelson’s record as president of the AMA—and politely
sceptical of his readiness to discard a longstanding adherence to
the Labor Party. Not that there is any suggestion that Nelson is
an opportunist; Newton accepts that his guest is the decent fam-
ily doctor he seems to be, and instead asks a question about
Australia’s political malaise: ‘What is the difference between
the Liberal and the Labor parties these days, Brendan?’ It is a
question that Brendan cannot really answer. Newton has made
his point and does not pursue it further. In one relaxed moment
on a cosy television chat show, we have heard the crucial ques-
tion of late 20th century Australian politics; and it has been
asked with a clarity and directness that would aliost certainly
be missing when the same question is asked on Meet the Press.

Newton didn’t give Brendan a Bamix, or cven a Rotomatic
Wonder Slicer. Perhaps he assumed that your average Aussic
medico can get such things for himself if he wants them. But
perhaps Newton could have asked Big Kev, Good Morning Aus-
tralia’s chief gadget demonstrator, to give Brendan a Barracuda
Knife. Big Kev’s Barracuda Knives are a wonder to behold, and a
symbolically appropriate gift for any aspiring politician. My
favourite Good Morning Australia question, a question even
more acute than the one about our collapsing political allegianc-
¢s, was this one addressed to Big Kev: ‘Will the Barracuda Knife
cut through all crustaceans, Kev?’

Ah yes, don’t come the raw crustacean with Bert, or you'll
be sliced up good 'n’ proper. |

Ray Cassin is the production editor of Eureka Strect
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ACROSS

1 Direction at present covered like mountains in high 16-down, possibly. (10}

6 Some mystical moments produce stiliness. (4)

9 Beam penctrates to the heart of Sheila’s ermine cape. {5)

10 Publicity will recur, so PR could become the harbinger of forthcoming
cvents. (9)

12 Goes round a road and refuses admittance to many. (5,4}

13 Many healthy people live here. {5)

14 Cowardly about blackbird’s attack perhaps? (6}

15 Roll them out and have lots of fun with the casks. (7]

19 Alcohol by any other name could make North loathe spirits. (7)

20 The feaster gives up food at first to prepare for this season. (6)

23 The sort of passage Alan’s confused about—he smells a rat perhaps! (5)

25 Operatic tenor who introduces a VIP to art, maybe. (9}

26 Tame Trent characters. That's the way to deal with them! (9)

27 Part of chatcau d’Italie undergoing business scrutiny. {5}

28 Hecar him with song of praise. (4)

29 Maintain the self’s early involvement, with intrepidity. (10)

DOWN

1 Is there a way between sun and frozen snow on June 21st, for instance? (8}
2 Noticing old boy and old retainer? (9)

3 Almost dead body of French dance and French company? (5,2,6)
4 Swap dad back for the tropical fruits. (6)
5
7
8

2]

Curiously a year without a VE-day celebration is ordinary. (8)
Sounds as if I'll be expected to walk the passage. (5)
You can rely on me sometimes only. (6)
11 Landing gear smashed, car gear ruined! (13)
16 If these are over 50 degrees, tor instance, the mountains are likely to be
1-across. At least they should give free scopet {9 )
17 Finish preparation to contend, without the learner. (8)
18 The cxquisite workmanship of it! Starry transformation of a dull piece! ()
21 Suddenly grasp the fragment. {6)
22 It is difficult to hold some Slav at arms-length in order to approach the divine
manifestation. (6)
24 Strangely, mates in tcams tend to let off hot air. {5}

-
oEDBaEE
]
|

|

subscription form

Please send me Eureka Stirect:

for one year (845 for 10 issues, or $40 conc. D for two years LJ
for pensioners, students and unemployed.) ($80, or $75 conc.}
INGITIC e ettt
AATESS .-
Postcode................. Country...........ccoeeen. Telooiiiiiiiiei Date.....ccooovvveree
Enc. chg/money order | Or debit: Bankcard | | Visacard | | Mastercard | |
Cardno:‘ | ‘ L I | ‘ f l | [ Tr‘ I7J:
Card expiry date ..o SIENATULE oot
I hope sonmeone remembers to give that Mailing List: I would like you to remaove my name from the mailing ’ ‘
Quixote chap a life subscription in list when it is used for outside advertising purposes.

recognition of his service to the magazine.

Post orders to: Jesuit Publications, PO Box 553,
—Miguel de Cervantes

Richmond VIC 3121. Payments in Australian currency only.







	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
	Page 53
	Page 54
	Page 55
	Page 56

