











that Australian detention centres arc run like con-
centration camps. Although the effects of detention
arc exacerbated by the remoteness of Western Aus-
tralia, the régime and physical facilities of detention
centres are gencerally reasonable. Morcover, within the
limits of their primary responsibility to ensure that
the inmates do not escape, the officers are mostly hu-
mane.

The real evil of detention lies in the fact that
vulnerable and innocent people are deprived of their
liberty. Some, like victims of recent torture, and
children, suffer noticeably. All are diminished.The
experience of detention is shared by most asylum
scekers. They arrive in Australia, hoping that their
journey’s end has brought them to a nation where
human dignity counts. Those without correct

documentation are placed in detention.
Many become disillusioned with Australia.

HEIR EARLY WEEKS OF DETENTION, however, are not
purposcless. They fill in forms, meet lawyers, and are
interviewed by officials. But as they wait, sometimes
months, for a response to their application for refugee
status and then again for the result of their appeal,
the lack of activity, initiative and mental stimulation
work upon them. Without daily distraction, they
easily fall victim to their memories and their fears,
and become preoccupied with small illnesses and
anxictics. Because in all societics, imprisonment is
punishment for wrong-doers, they may be beset by
irrational guilts or by anger against the community
which imprisoned them without cause and without
trial. This experience of detention diminishes asylum
scckers, and makes them less able to live creatively
in the Australian community if they are granted
refugec status. Detention is the bad face of the
Australian attitude to asylum scckers.

Finally, the response to Justice Nicholson’s
speech and to the freeing of the East Timorese shows
that in Australia proper respect for human dignity
remains precarious. Some of the judge’s critics merely
showed ignorance of the cffects of detention, arguing
that it did not infringe on human dignity. But others
claimed in cffect that it was a merited punishment
for queue jumping, and that it nceded to be made harsh
in order to deter others. From such a perspective, the
humanity of the asylum seckers is trrelevant.

The reaction to the freeing of the East Timorese
was morce complex. Most commentators drew
attention to the effeet that the decision would have
on relations with Indonesia and on Australian
interests in the region. But they recognised equally
the widespread Australian antipathy to the Indonesian
administration of East Timor.

The decision to free the asylum seckers was there-
fore scen implicitly to be in line with Australian opin-
ion. In the evaluation of the decision, the condition
and the needs of the East Timorese themselves were
not seen to be of great relevance.

The easy assumption that the sole criteria gov-
erning the treatment of asylum scekers and other
minority groups should be Australian interests and
public opinion is of concern. For it means that groups
which do not enjoy support or influence in the com-
munity can be deprived of proper protection. The
treatment of the Cambodian boat people demonstrat-
cd that. More recently, the Government has decided
to prevent Chinese women from secking refugee sta-
tus on the grounds that they were persecuted under
the Chinese one-child policy. This decision which
declares the dignity of the women to be irrelevant, is
inspired solely by the fear that Australia might face a
considerable number of applications for refugee status.

The belief that Australian interests and public
opinion should solely control Australian policy, would
undermine the virtues of Australian administration,
displayed in the treatment of the East Timorese.
The decision to release them into the
community was taken after con-
sultation and investigation into
their physical and mental con- on & r"'
dition. Broader political s 30
considerations were not be o
canvassed. Similarly, P‘ et
their application for es
refugee status will be
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judged by the crite- w
ria established in @F

the international

conventions, with- l

out decisive input

by the Department

of Foreign Affairs. ~
Any appeal will be
adjudicated by a
tribunal independent of
the government. Together, these measures guarantee
that the human dignity of the asylum scckers will be
protected from the pressures of political or interna-
tional expediency.

This régime, however, is threatened by the
assumptions that decisions should respect only public
opinion and Australian intercsts. If it shares this view,
the executive will naturally believe that it has the
right to legislate and regulate freely without regards
to moral considerations or to previous law. And judges
will come under pressure to cendorse what is
convenient to the executive. Moral considerations of
human dignity and justice then become irrelevant.

The history, theory and practice of detaining
asylum seckers endorsces this pessimistic view of the
political process. The freeing of the East Timorese,
however, encourages a morce liberal and consoling
view of the health and of the future of Australian
political institutions.

S

Andrew Hamilton SJ tcaches at the United Faculty
of Theology at Parkville, Victoria.
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HOCARFSTT ASKED A Ri-
cing newspaper headline above a
photograph ot a busload of refugees
flecing the Bosnian town of Zepa.
The question seemed to sum up the
expressions on the faces beneath ic
From behind the backrest of a seat, a
boy of four or five pecks apprehen-
sively at the photographer—another
intruder in this boy’s now thorough-
Iv unfamiliar world. By the window
is a youth cither craumatised or ter-
roriscd into an cerie stillness. He is
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old enough to appreciate the indig-
nity of whar is happening but too
young vet to join the men fighting,
killing, dying for dignity in the hills.
A woman occupics an aisle scat. Her
head-scarf suggests she is a Muslim
but the despair on her face is the
despair on the face of all victims of
war. The woman cradles a baby
wrapped in a kniteed shay - a moth-
cr'sprotection against the cold, high-
lighting the world’s indifference ro
the chilling uncertainty of a child’s
future.

Who carcs?

The answer 1s no-once cares.

The most curious, and disturb-
ing, feature of the war in Bosnia is
the world’s indifference to what’s
been going on and its determination
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ind eye to Bosnia

to remain unmoved by the outcome.
Scrb militias may be guilty of
‘ageression’ or ‘genocide’ (these are
the terms used by the United Na-
tions and the International Court of
Justice respectively]. Bue this is lan-
cuage borrowed from an age when
crimes against humanity were con-
sidered erimes against us all and ap-
propriace action taken. Te is uscd
now in place of actual inidative.
Innocent men, women and children
have been wantonly murdered in
Bosnia, rape has been used as an
instrument of terror, and UN peace-
keepers—who represent the inter-
national community and symbolisc
its accepted standards of human
decency—have been taken hostage
and humiliated. We in the outside
world have known these things. But
we have refused, not just failed to
act. The distinetion is important for
it 1s the basis of our capability, We
have adopred the notion chat princi-
ple is no longer indivisible nor the
pain of others contagious. Atrocitics
are to be lamented, recorded, con-
demned. But thatis the exeent of our
stand against cvil.

The rest we leave to crude utili-
tarianism. This can be scen in the
UN'’s policy of denying Bosnia the
mcans to defend itself {through an
international arms embargo) while
simultancously refusing to provide
it any credible UN-NATO protec-
tion. The logic hereis thatif only the
Bosnians would give in to the
demands of their tormentors there
would be less of them to mourn and
less for us to worry about. This
demonstrates the corruptness of our
moral universe. Weno longerbelicve
that there are values worth fighting
for, outcomes worth dying for, and
at times we must join the struggle or
betray humanity’s shared experience
and common fate. Call it conviction:
it has been relegated to an affliction
suffered by the people of the Balkans
in their ‘inteliectual primitiveness’.
We prefer to keep our heads, to dis-
dain passion, and to scek to accom-
modate all sides and cvery point of
view. Patience has bee - the test
of our moral macurity and ‘dialoguce’

the limit of our statesmanship. In
the face of reality we persist with
this approach because we believe
that all judgments arc relative and
that there are no objective measures
of right and wrong,

Here also is the crux of the fail-
urc ot our policy. Last month Croatia
entered the war against the Scrb
militias in dramatic and uncquivo-
cal fashion. Within a matter of davs
Croat forces had brought about a
reversal of fortunes on the batdle-
ficld and arguably created the pre-
conditions for a lasting scettlement.
No doubt, the Croats were motivat-
cd by their own narrow motives and
ambitions. {Indecd, without them

they would have dithered
= likc European diplomats.)
o HIESE WIRE 110 of their
convictions. And with the strength
of them, the Croats served to remind
UN policy makers, NATO planncrs,
and the rest of us, precisely what it
means to exercise power and 1o use
force ctfectively.

At the outbreak of the Sceond
World War, the French writer and
philosopher Albere Camus wrote in
his notcbhook:

SOURCE

The world makes us feel sick,
like this universal Hood of
cowardice, this mockery of
courage, this parody of

greatness and this withering

away of honour.

That was Scptember, 1939, But
in Scprember, 1995, those same
words could be used to sum up the
world’s response to Bosnia. Ideal-
ism, courage, honourand principle—
when these involve costs we choose
to avoid them. We resile from view-
ing Bosnia as a human tragedy and
not just some cthno-religious one.
We refuse to aceept that what men
and women do to cach other in thesce
contlices they do, by degrees, to cach
of us also.

We view this war in terms of
lincs on a map, blind to the scars it
will [cave on our conscience.

C. MecGillion is the opinion page
cditorof the Svdnev Morning Herald.
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Peace with honour, unfortunately

HE NEW AUSIRALIAN prayer
book, passed by the Anglican
Church’s Genceral Synod when it met
recently in Melbourne, crupted into
the sccular media over two
scemingly minor issucs.

The most controversial was the
change to the bride’s vow in one of
the two forms of marriage provided
in the new book, called A Prayer
Book for Australia. Conscrvative
Sydncy members successfully
moved an amendment requiring the
bride to vow to ‘love, cherish and
honour’ her husband. Her husband,
however, will simply have to vow to
‘love and to cherish” her.

[t scemed such a simple matter,
detended later as offering ‘freedom
ofchoice’. Conscrvative couples who
wanted a conscervative service could
be accommuodated, but others would
remain entirely free to choose the
more contemporary sccond form of
marriage with its cqual vows, the
argument went.

What the Sydney fundamental-
ists really wanted the bride to vow
was obedience—subjection—to her
husband. But the proponents of the
change knew they would get
nowhere with the word ‘obey’, not
n 1995, Not even in a compromise
gesture to get the prayer hook
through the synod. So, the ambigu-
ous and scemingly inoffensive word
‘honour’ was chosen, and the synod
accepted it, for the sake of the whole
book. {General Synods require three-
quarter majoritics in cach of the three
houscs—bishops, clergy, laity—to
pass important matters like prayer
hooks and women priests.)

[t was, however, a high price tor
the synod to pay. For what the con-
scrvatives from Sydney wanted to
cmphasise once more was the
‘headship’” of men. In this case, in
the family, a woman must recognise
headship by ‘honouring’ herhusband
in a way not required of him in
return. So true mutuality in marriage
is denied; the woman is subordinate.

1t was the claims of the headship
areument, which contends that there
is a God-given absolute authority of
men over women in the church as
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wellasin the family, that these same
Sydney conservatives used for years
in their attempts to stop the
ordination of women. The same
argument prevents their ordaining
women as priests in Australia’s
largest diocese, and prevented their
formal recognition of the episcopal
orders of Penny Jamieson, Bishop of
Duncdin, New Zealand, when she
visited Sydney recently.

And yct, the synod passed the
amendment by a comfortable major-
ity. It seemed so small a matter, so
unimportant. Atfter all, there is the
other, contemporary, marriage scr-
vice which will be used inmost parts
of the country. Surcly allowing this
‘freedom of choice’ could not hurt?

But it docs hurt many of the
women members of the General
Synod, for a start. Just 37 of them,
out of 225, and only six of them
ordained women. (There were more
bishops than women present at the
synod.] The numbers, in a church
where women make up at least 60
percent of local congregations, say it
all. Woinen are still the ‘oppressed
majority’ among Anglicans.

And it hurts because this is not
merely permission for a more
conservative form of liturgy. If this
were no more than a nuance of style,
designed for the bride who wants a
wedding scervice like her mother’s,
then there would be no problem. But
this differentiation in the marriage
vow strikes at the heart of the
Christian understanding of male/
female relationships.

It means that, in an Anglican
formulary, women are still depicted
as subordinate to men. It is a back-
ward move, and a painful onc, cven
ifitis only actually put into practice
Inmarriage ceremonics ina minority
of parishes.

The press made much of the con-
troversy, though churchleaders com-
plained that the issuce has be  sen-
sationalised and mis-reported. The
press in fact understood that this
‘minor’ move compromised a prayer
book designed to mect contemporary
Australian spiritual nceds.

The other ‘minor’ matter was the

brief skirmish over an Aboriginal
‘Thanksgiving for Australia’. The
prayer, hauntingly beautiful, and
generous in its embrace of all
Australians, was written by Lenore
Parker, an Aboriginal woman from
northern NSW who serves on the
national Anglican Women's
Commission. That commission
submitted the prayerto the Liturgical
Commission, only to sec it turn up
in the draft prayer book somewhat
‘edited’. Specifically Aboriginal
terms such as ‘Great Creator Spirit’
had disappeared in favour of ‘Holy
Spirit’. ‘Mother carth’ had been
deleted in tavour of ‘this carth’. The
prayer had lost its integrity, its
authentic linking of Christian
tradition and Aboriginal spirituality.
Lenore and her Aboriginal brothers
and sisters protested.

The Women's Commission,
however, fought to have it restored
in its original torm, and the
opposition was surprisingly muted.
Such opposition as there was, scemed
tocentre around ‘Mother Earth’. This
is not part of Christian tradition,
some maintained, and might cven
be ‘new ageist’.  ‘Mother’, in the
religious context, has always been a

difticult word for conscrv-
ative Anglicans.

UT THE ORIGINAL PRAYER was, 1n
the end, warmly accepted, and
Aboriginal bishop, Arthur Malcolm,
declared the new prayer book now
acceptable to ‘blackfellas’. A small
step, but an important once, that may
come to be seenas the moment when
the Anglican Church recognised
Aboriginal spirituality at last.

So, once step forward, once step
back. That was the story of the Gen-
cral Synod once more, adepressingly
familiar pateern in Anglicanism. The
church with the genius for compro-
misc, often touted as a model for a
future unificd church, somctimes
compromiscs once too often.

Muriel Porter, a Mclbourne jour-
nalist and academic, is a member of
the General Synod and its Standing
Committee.
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Dividing the
goods

From Race Mathews

It is possible to take a less benign view
of the role of Mr Santamaria in the
marginalising of distributism and
Catholic social doctrine in Australian
political lite than is expressed by Peter
Hunt,(letter Eureka Street August '95)
while at the same time agrecing with
Mr Hunt that it is time to pick up the
pieces. What seems clear is that the
cevolved distributism exemplified by
the Mondragon Co-operative Corpora-
tiin Spain has a great deal to offer
countrics like Australia, not least as a
corrective to our currently hegemonic
cconomic rationalism. It is also likely
that any scrious consideration of a
possible distributist revival could use-
fu - draw on other streams of political
thought such as those of the commu-
nitarian movement in the United
States and the guild socialist phasce of
Fabian socialism. What all three of
these traditions have in common far
exceceds the differences between them
which the world’s more blinkered
idcologues have so far massively
over-inflated. The achievement of a
synthesis between them would be a
major step towards the just socicty
which Chesterton so cloquently advo-
cated.

What remains in doubt is whether
there exists currently anywhere in
Australian socicty—churches, politi-
cal partics and the trade union move-
ment included—che interest or encrgy
to explore and articulate alternatives
to the present social order, as opposed
to endlessly protesting against its more
blatant incquities and injustices. It
may be that the gap between the rich
and the poor which so grotesquely dis-
figurcs our socicty will need to get
worsce before people are sufficiently
shocked out of their complacency to
once again engage in hard thinking.

Race Mathews
South Yarra, VIC

es’s miserz rles

From [ohn Allen

After viewing the Four Corners expo-
sure of the rift occurring within the St
Vincent de Paul Socicty (ABC TV July
24, 795], T feel driven to state that Tam
hoth angered and saddenced.

As a former member of the Society
{eight years as a volunteer, Treasurer
and Vice-President of the Matthew
Talbot Hostel in Sydney and three
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years as a voluntcer and President of
a youth crisis centre in Sydncey’s
inner-west! I have first hand experi-
cnee of the conflagration between pro-
gressive and conservative elements in
the Society.

Having known personally the
individual with whose tuncral the
program started, Les Lewis, T am
deeply depressed by the comtort with
which the conservative factions of the
Socicty were able to ‘band-aid’ his
situation and cven pay for his funcral.

They refuse to pressure govern-
ments and the wider society to - ange
the factors that placed him, and thou-
sands like him, in the circumstances
that he confronted throughout his life.

Les was a humble man, who
always placed others before himselt.
[ hope the members of St Vincent de
Paul who vote for the next National
President do the same.

After first encountering Les as a
wide-eyed twenty-year-old approxi-
matcely ten years ago, [ was moved to
write the following verse:

[ saw a man in the corner staring
at me

Not at my bodv, but at my soul.
Les Lewis Toves me.

[ approach him thinking I've all
the answers,

Thinking he needs mine.

Les Lewis loves me.

[ ask him about his background
And vel he reveals mine.

Les Lewis loves me.

He refuses to let me judge him

As [ do with all the others.
I don't care’” he says.
I'nr an alcoholic—but I just don't
care’.
Les Lewis loves me.
Upon reflection I realise
Les Lewis Toves me.
Les Lewis Is God.
John Allen
Merewcether Heights, NSW

The 1 zht note

From Mashn Williams
[enjoyed Anne O'Brien’s Lifting the Lid
(Eurcka Street, August '95) not only for
its quality but because it reminded me
of lifc as it was in my carly years which
go back to the days when it didn’t secem
neeessary to analyse and explain the
wheretores and whys of what was
regarded as normal human behaviour.
It is perhaps true that piano play-
ing for young ladics was scen by many
parents as a necessary step in the sta-
tus game, but it should not be forgot-
ten that until well into the 1930s
community cultural lite, especially in
rural arcas, was bascd mainly on mu-
sic making and its concomitants: danc-
ing, home and community ‘socials’,

choral societics, town bands and
church choirs.

As a station-hand in New England
in the '20s, I rode into town with two
mates every week with my crombone
for band practice. On Saturday evenings
I shared the piano playing for the silent
moving picture show with a convent-
trained gir]l who worked in the General
Store and was good at the twiddly bits
and the Hearts and Flowers episodes.
At homce or community ‘socials’
anyonc who could play an instrument,
sing or do conjuring tricks was
automatically roped in.

Moving south to a town where the
varicty of musical cradition was wider,
musical life revolved around the









of that disaster will last for months. And
no-onc is going home yet. As well,
SLORC broke its own ccase-tire carly
August by attacking Karenni villages
opposite the Thai border near Chiang
Mai, sending several thousand new
refugees across.

What happens next?

Aung San Suu Kyi will be closcely
watched. Professor Silverstein said the
military will be looking to ‘erip herup.’
The dratt Constitution prohibits anyone
marricd to a forcigner (as Suu Kyi is)
from participating in politics, but NLD
sources within the country have said in
the last month they would aceept a tran-
sitional government where the military
retained some power.

The nations of the world will
review their policy on Burma now she
is free. The US have been maintaining
a ‘two track’ policy of opposing human
rights abusc, but cooperating with
SLORC on reducing the drug trade. But
journalist Bertil Lintner’s recent book
exposes SLORC as beneficiaries of the drug trade.

Burma-watchers have different scenarios for the
futurc. My own preferred stages are thesce: firse, all
political prisoners should be released—this has to be
the next step towards democracy. Then a genuine
ceasc-fire with all ethnic armics and their political
feadership which would include a commitment to
maintaining cthnic culture, language, and identity tor
the **m, Karen, Kachin, Shan, ctc.

oal Wonna, student from the Shan nationality in
Burma, who was brought up in Karen State, said to
me: ‘This is rcally important. The current ccase-fire
is rcally the winners in the conflict not firing any
more. It is not a political pcace which affirms the
nationalitics. There is still a lot of distrust of SLORC
because they have broken their word many times.’

Sai E That Naing, a student at a Mcelbourne
university, said: ‘SLORC has no right to decide who
should lead the country. People will decide and choose
who will become their lcader. Burma can only survive

as a federal union because of the indigenous
nationalitics who make up half the population.’

NOTHLR 18SUE wiict NEEDs addressing is forced
labour on government works, such as road-building,
which have happened mostly in the ethnic arcas. The
artificial valuc of the currency must also be addressed,
to reduce the black market, corruption and forgery
(recently, 500 kyatr notes have been circulating in
markects, but the highest official currencey is 100
kyats). The West should demand international
monitoring of the reduction of the drug trade, so that
any connections with the military can be explored.
In particular, the infamous drug dealer Law Si Han

should be dealt with. It is said SLORC have given him
free rein in the Wa arca.

The UN High Commissioner for Refugees should
be tree to carry out its mandate to oversee returning
refugees, to ensurce their protection. This applics to
over 100,000 Muslim Rohingyas in Bangla-
desh as well as 90,000 refugees in Thailand.

I should like to sce an amnesty for
dissidents, so that the democratice leadership
in cxile can return home. Otherwise the
‘brain drain’ would be tragic. Nations like
Lebanon have never recovered trom the mas-
sive migration during their long civil war. It
is a great pity that so tar the nations which
have welcomed Suu Kyi’s release have not
challenged SLORC about their continuing re-
fusal to allow Dr Scin Win, and other
pro-democracy leaders at present in the US,
to return to Burma or Thailand.

The Burmese students in exile, and those
studying abroad {including AusAlD scholars
in Australia) should be welcomed home and
given amnesty, so they can freely participate
in Burma’s futurc. Since 1942, Burmese
students in every generation, have provided
democratice leadership, often at the cost of
their lives.

Burmese student Mya Aye, a student at
La Trobe University, said: ‘Students inside
Burma are still very influential. They should
have a say in the future. The students in exile
in Thailand cannot play this role. They will be seen
as another democratic organisation outside the coun-
try. This is what happened ceven to U Nu (former
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Prime Minister) when he was in exile.’

Political commentators such as Professor Allan
Patience of the Victoria University of Technology, are
working on new definitions of ‘constructive engage-
ment’ which take into account Aung San Suu Kyi's
release, and which spell out the next steps required
to move Burma towards humanc governance.

Trade and tourism will be increasingly important.
If there is genuine peace with the ethnic groups, the
gas pipeline to Thailand and other developments
would proceed smoothly. But of course the whole pop-
ulation would want to see benefits spread evenly, or
the rich will simply get richer.

The ultimate goal must be to restore democracy,
but of what kind? If a Lower Housc of Parliament is
elected by universal adult suffrage, where would the
military fit?

One possibility is an Upper House on the Thai or
Lebanese model, where various groups in the com-
munity have proportional representation. Thailand
has an Upper House of representatives of military,
universitics and other community groups, all
appointed. Lebanon has a Parliament made up of its
16 different communities on a proportional basis. The
Palestinians arc exploring this kind of model at the
moment. Another model is South Africa’s

Government of National Unity, where large

S minoritics and tribes have a place.

UCH SCHEMES WOULD ALLOW minorities within cthnic
aveas (such as the Pao people in Karen State) to have
some direct representation, which they would never
get by standard township clectorates.

[ had reached this conclusion before researching
the 1947 Constitution of Burma, and found to my
amazement that it made such provision, although in
the period of conflict after independence from Britain
and the assassination of Aung San, it was never put
into practice.The 1947 agrcement provided for a
representative of the ‘United Hills Council” of Shan,
Kachin and Chin on the Governor’s Executive
Council. The intention of the Constitution was to
create a federal union, with right of secession of
Kachin and Karenni after ten years, and in an interim
period 22 scats for the Karen in the Chamber of
Deputies, with a Karen Minister for Karen affairs. The
Constitution envisaged a bicameral legislature, with
a 125 seat Chamber of Nationalities and a 250 seat
Chamber of Deputics. So perhaps the 1947 plan simply
needs reinventing.

Ultimately, only the Burmese will he able to
make these choices. The freeing of Aung San Suu Kyi
is o first in what may be be a thousand steps towards
democracy.

Alan Nichols is an Anglican priest working with
World Vision Australia. He was assisted in preparing
this article by Sai Wonna, a student from Burma
studying in Melbourne.
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A tragile independence
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DENNI,\ O’Rourkt 11as made

many tilms on the pilgrimage to the
heart of darkness. But his first major
documentary was suffused with
smiles and bathed in bright tropical
light: Yumi Yet {Just Us), in which
Papua New Guinea gained independ-
cncee, on September 16, 1975.

Pcople and country, both heart-
stoppingly beautiful, co-star and
speak for themselves. The only com-
mentary comes from the National
Broadcasting Commission’s radio
news.

What doces independence mean?
ateacher asks a primary school class
in bluc gingham. ‘“We will look after
oursclves, not the foreigners, not like
before.!

A kiap—Australian patrol offic-
er—drives down a Highlands track
to trumpet the Last Post as the

cvening rains sct in and the Austral-
ian flag is lowered for the last time.

At the Sir Hubert Murray Stadi-
um in Port Moresby, the first
PNG Governor-General, Sir John
Guise, hands the flag over to Sir John
Kerr. The police commissioner, Pius
Kerepia, and the army commander,
Ted Diro, proudly lead their imen on
parade. A young American priest pre-
sides over a special Independence
Mass on a beach in New Ireland,
accompanied by spine-tingling sing-
ing. Prince Charles flics to the High-
lands, flowers in his hair.

Today’s audit comes all the
harder for the contrast. And not just
for Charles, only grey streaks in his
thinning hair. Kerepia, for instance,
was stabbed at his home a few years
back; Diro, after climbing the greasy
pole to the Deputy Prime Minister-
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ship, was barred from public life on
83 counts of corruption.

Independence Days since 1975
have degencrated, like sacred festi-
vals in Australia, principally into
private occasions, merely another
day off work. Most Papua New Gui-
necans alive today have been born
since independence. The experience
ofindependence meanslittle to them
now, and will mean less as the coun-
try’s dependence on the savings of
foreigners grows, as it must before
PNG emerges from its current cycle
of deerepit or collapsed government
services, poor infrastructure and lack
of jobs.

When I arrived in Port Moreshy
to live, just after independence, the
constant talk was of building a ncw
way between the Marxist command
cconomies and heartless laisscz-
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taire, of PNG as a state forged of 800
socicties, which could learmn from
the mistakes of the carlier genera-
tion of decolonised nations, some of
which were already imploding in
Africa.

There were real opportunitics to
be scized. PNG enjoyed a sceure
environment; it was not threatened
cxternally (the Indonesian Peril was
a furphy). tts people maintained
ownership of 97 per cent of their
traditional land—and still do—giving
them genuine sceurity, so that wel-
fare programs were largely unnceces-
sarv, and providing an opportunity
forcconomic growth through export-
ing tree crops. It had no dominant
tribe, so co-operation was necessary.
The Westminster system, as adapt-
cd in PNG, approximated tradition-
al Mclancsian democratic s
Most churches were cffectively
indigenised and provided an under-
pinningofuniversal ethics. The best
of the rest of the world was busily
heing adapred for PNG—such as the
barctoot doctors of China, trans-
formed into PNG’s aid post order-
lies.

In the years leading up to inde-
pendence, many of Australia’s best
writers had featured PNG—though
as Nigel Krauth has written: ‘Over-
all, the experience was as much a
process of Australians’ coming to
terms with the nature of their own
cultural outlook as it was 2 process
of their discoveringand ur - rstand-
ing the PNG cultural outlook. In
fiction and verse Australians found
that their image of PNG  flected
themselves.’

This image ranged from vulnera-
ble Eden to infectious He  ‘James
McAuley’s 1950s notion that PNG
provided for Australians a splendid
opportunity to create a w - hwhile
moral monument contrasted with
the pre-Independence visions of writ-
crs who, like Barry Oakley, forecast
bloody political mayhem.’

Marcus Clarke, Ton Idriess,
George Johnston, Maslyn Williams,
Judith Wright, Kath Walker, Eric
Rolls, even Errol Flynn, perhaps best
of all Randolph Stow’s Visitants and
Trevor Shearston’s Something in the
Blood, pursued PNG themes. Since
independence that stream has dried
up—munot only in Australia but more
disturbingly within PNG too, where

ctures.
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a number of highly promising writ-
crs found powerful voicesin the push
for sclt-rule, including Kumalau Ta-
wali, John Kasaipwalova, Russcll
Soaba, Rabbic Namaliu, Nora Vagi,
but have largely since been side-
tracked by other preoccupations
without being succeeded by
ancew generation of writers.

A NI AT INDEPENDENCE 2 gCnera-
tion of artists—including Kauage,
Alkis, Jalkupa, Cecil King Wungi, Ruki
Fame—was producing a strecam of
extraordinary interpretations of their
worlds, incorporating helicoprersand
politicians within traditional scenes.

Perhaps in part because of the
very lack of Australian investment,
and the maccessibility of much of
the country, PNG’s cultures re-
mainced largely vibrant. Michacl
O'Hanlon, a British anthropologist
who curated a stunning recent exhi-
bition of contemporary Highlands
life for the British Muscum, writes:
“Tradition and change arc not al-
ways the mutually exclusive things
we sometmes take them to be. It
was, for cxample, the Australian-
imposcd peace which provided the
conditions in which could flourish
the elaborate ceremonies which have
often made the Wahgi [the people of
the great central valley of the High-
lands) look very “traditional 7.’

The exhibition re-creared a typi-
cal Highlands trade store. 1ts con-
tents are instructive: Trukai {‘real
food’) Rice {trom Australial, various
tins of fish—butall mackerel, Ramu
sugar, Big Sister tinned puddings,
Muruk {cassowary) tobacco, Cam-
bridge cigarctees, Liklik Wopa (‘lit-
tle whopper’) and Paradise biscuits,
Globedripping, Twisties, Coca-Cola,
Fanta, Kurumul tea, High Mountain
Instant Coffec (Highlanders, despite
growing and cxporting high qualicy
beans, drink coffee processed over-
seas and then imported!], meri (wom-
en’s) blouscs, laplaps {lengths of
material wornin myriad ways), blan-
kets, caps, sandals, axes, bushknives,
Chinesce-made pots, pans and lan-
terns, plastic bottles of face paint,
Bigen and Mayflower hair dye, mir-
rors, beads, combs, highly colourful
acrylic yarns from which bilums
(string-bags} are today often madc,
torches, batteries, kerosene, cassette
tapes, soap powder, matches.

Such is the material scope of most
Papua New Guincans: far different
from their aspirations. Three years
ago, Parliament—confronted by a
rising tide of violent, frustrated, an-
gry crime—restored capital punish-
ment, formerly a colonial barbarism.
Irish judge Tracy Doherty con-
demned che first convicted murder-
crrodeath, in February this year. His
appeal is pending.

What has causcd such reversions
and reverses, cchoed in Somare’s
quotations above?

It was inevitable that at inde-
pendence, expectations were height-
ened, though there was no lack at
the time in PNG of realistic as well
as of rosy assessments. Historian
Hank Nelson wrote of scli-govern-
mentin 1972: ‘In the long term it is
the people of PNG who make once
confident. Thev possess a courtesy,
imagination and pragmatic strengeh
to provide their own solutions. In
the short term one can only be pessi-
mistic.” So it remains today.

Ten years on, in 1985, Professor
Elton Brash edited a ‘national family
album’ of Faces and Voices of PNG,
in which the evolution from chat
independence confidence was evi-
dent. Chicf Nalubutau Beona of
Trobriand Islands said: “After PNG
became independent, most voung
men and women left to seck a mod-
crn education and cmployment in
cities. We, in the village, are lefe
with only the old and the young
children. But those who left home
are not all successtul..’

Some havestruckitrich, though.
Apcre Goso, an Eastern Highlands
coffee plantation owner without a
day’s schooling, has four wives and
nine children, some at school in
Australia. ‘T like to travel’, he says.
He has visited the Philippines, Ja-
pan, China, Kenya, South Africa and
Brazil. Last year [ had afternoon tea
in the monumental home of West-
ern Highlands millionaire Simon
Korua, in which the sauna, et cetera,
were tiled by tradesmen he flew up
from Sydncy. His relatives live in
traditional round-houses beyond the
pickct fence, and wait to petition
him as he enters or leaves in his
Range Rover.

It is in part the manner in which
othershaveaccumulated wealth that

continued p19















Tirr. 1

Crvanrraass

LYLINE L ICLIEN

N 12 Aprit, 1993, Canterbury-Bankstown
Rugby League club held a special multicultural day
at their Belmore Sports Ground home in Sydney’s
south-west. A crowd of 27,804 turned up to sce the
Bulldogs thrash Parramatta 42-6, with thousands more
turncd away. This scason, the corresponding game
attracted a meagre 8,079 to Parramatta Stadium, the
new home of the now-renamed Sydney Bulldogs.

Strange things have been happening to Rughby
League in the intervening period. New clubs have been
added to the competition. Old ones have changed their
names, their home grounds and their jumpers. And,
of course, Super League has arrived. News Ltd’s drive
to create a new competition, which scems set to take
off next year, has thrown league into a state of tur-
moil unparalleled since rugby split into professional
and amateur codes in 1908.

Whatever the outcome of News Ltd’s interven-
tion, it is already clear that cvery aspect of the game
will be up for re-evaluation in its aftermath, includ-
ing the structure of football clubs and their social role.

‘Football clubs and their social role’ is a phrase
which doesn’t appear too often on the back pages,
where sport is still presented largely as a self-con-
tained domain, But therc is more to Super Leaguce than
the newspaper depiction of a straightforward power-
struggle between Rupert Murdoch and Kerry Packer.

Professional sport is, and always has been, a busi-
ness. However, it has never been only that. One dif-
ference is that, unlike competitors in other markets,
sports clubs attract passionate and seemingly irration-
al loyalties which cannot easily be changed or, once
destroyed, recreated. Such loyalties arise because foot-
ball clubs (of any code) are more than just a random
collection of players—they stand for something.

Once, clubs represented real communities—the
people who actually lived in Carlton, for example, or
Balmain. Now that those small-scale suburban com-
munities have been scattered, or absorbed into a much
larger entity (such as the inner-city) the associations
of any given club have become more complex. They
may include confessional clements—Collingwood'’s
once close relationship with Catholicism is the best-
known example in Australia. Or clubs may come to
denote social class, as the rivalry between Western
Suburbs {‘Fibros’) and Manly {‘Silvertails’) showed in
Sydney Rugby League in the 1970s and early '80s. A
club may itself act as a social glue and source of iden-
tity in arcas where a sensc of community is weak, as
the Raiders undoubtedly have done in Canberra.

The arrival of Super League has served to high-
light the drastic, possibly fatal, erosion of such bonds
in Rugby Leaguc’s heartland.

Canterbury’s experience this scason is sympto-
matic of the crisis which has overtaken the code,
above all in Sydney, where radio and TV ratings have
plummeted, and prospective sponsors fight shy of the
Super League impasse. The reaction to Super League
by supporters has been characterised above all by
apathy, disillusion with the game as a whole and a
‘plague on both your houses’ mentality. Once
renowned for their close-knit, family character, the
Bulldogs have been split down the middle by Super
League, with the players divided between the two
camps. Crowds have slumped to pitiful levels as the
1994 grand finalists have played out much of the sea-
son in an atmosphere of suspicion and rancour.

It is clear that the malaise in Sydney Rugby
League predates Murdoch’s assault. Its roots lie in the
attempt to expand the code from a suburban to a na-
tional level. The introduction of teams from Canberra
and Wollongong in 1982, followed by Newcastle, Bris-
banc and the Gold Coast in 1988, mcant that the old
inner-city clubs, restricted to smaller catchment are-
as for players, sponsors and spectators, struggled to
compete on an cqual basis. With the addition of a fur-
ther four teams in 1995—Dbased in Auckland, Towns-
ville, Brisbane and Perth—the pressure on some

of the competition’s oldest members to
merge or face extinction became intense.

IT WAS A SITUATION FRAUGHT with difficultices for the
Australian Rugby League. The attractions of a national
competition were clear. Clubs in new cities sparked
interest in the code and meant that league could offer
substantially bigger markets to TV and sponsors. At
the same time, however, there was a reluctance to
force the demise of famous clubs such as South Syd-
ncy, Balmain and St George, which had been the back-
bone of the league for almost a century. The failure of
the ARL and the clubs themselves to resolve this di-
lemma led to the current desperate situation.

The inner-city clubs certainly had problems—
small crowds, above all—but they also had assets.
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The Shadows lengthen:
Canterbury-Bankstown
plaved Parramatta at
Belmore in 1993,

Now they're the Sydney
Bulldogs™ and play at
Parramatta Stadium.

Photo: Dallas Kilponen
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Under the
Super League
model, football
clubs become
little more than
franchises,

with no more
deep-rooted
attachment to
their surrounding
community
than the local
branch of a
supermarket

chain.
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These were their history, their famous club colours,
and their associations with the local area. They were
asscts not simply in a sentimental, romantic scnsc.
Balmain’s famous gold jumper with a black 'V’ for
example, was, in hard-nosed marketing terms, a price-
less brand mark, which ensured almost universal
‘product recognition’. Cantcrbury’s hugely success-
fu  multicultural days were the perfect example of
how such traditions and symbols could be linked to
the changing naturce of the club’s surrounding sub-
u 3 in order to attract a whole new audience.
Howecver, such imaginative initiatives proved to
¢ the cxception as the Sydney clubs jockeyed for
survival. Instead, they chose to abandon their sub-
urban identities. Balmain werc also drawn to the
better facilities of Parramatta Stadium and
recreated themscelves as the Sydney Tigers, simul-
tancously discarding their old home at Leichharde
Oval and the old club jumper. Once the epitome
of working-class Sydney, Balmain’s appeal had
steadily declined as e suburb underwent rapid
gentrification. Eastern Suburbs, struggling with
similarly low attendances, were reborn as the un-
gainly Sydney City Roosters.

Such radical changes in the Sydney Rugby
League landscape have not only been accepted,
but encouraged by the ARL. Rather than intro-
duce regional divisions below the national league,
they insist that clubs which cannot compete at
the top should mcrge. The manoeuvres of Can-
terbury, Balmain an  Zasts were clearly designed
to position them as favourably as possible for such
mergers. The results, as Canterbury shows most
graphically, have been catastrophic.

The fundamental rcason for their rapid dis-
integration seems clecar—the ‘Sydney Bulldogs’
means nothing to anyonc. The club has sloughed
off its very identity, which was bound up with
the name Canterbury-Bankstown and its home
ground at Belmore. A vital sense of belonging and
continuity has been lost.

It’s this disconnection of clubs from any
community ties which is the most disastrous leg-
acy of the past few years. This is most obvious in
cases where clubs have physically removed them-
selves to new stadiums, but it is also reflected in

the ARL’s rigidly authoritarian structure, which ef-
:ctively prevents individual clubs from actively mar-
keting themselves to the local community, even at
the level of producing their own club merchandise or
a matchday program.
The reliance on pc cr-machine revenue from
their Leagues clubs madc the football operations com-
lacent about the numbers coming through the turn-
stiles. And although all ugby League clubs (except
the privately-owned Brisbane Broncos) are theoreti-
cally answerable to their members, this avenue of
input from the grassroots  1s also been largely ignored,
cven in deciding such  ndamental questions as a
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club’s name, or where it plays its matches.

It’s partly because these channels of communi-
cations were allowed to calcify that the ARL has been
so conspicuously incapable of mobilising mass pub-
lic opposition to Super Leaguc. ARL chairman Ken
Arthurson has based his appcals for support on “tradi-
tion’, ‘loyalty’ and such cmotive, but essentially
meaningless phrases as ‘the people’s game’. Yet it was
under the ARL’s auspices that Rugby League first
began to cast off all that was most valuable in its tra-
ditions and arrogantly disregarded the views of the
‘people’ about the significance of their clubs.

The arrival of Super League has thrown the ARL's
missed opportunities into sharp relict. Super Leaguce

envisages 10 licensed, privately-owned

teams, later to be expanded to 12.
News Ltd, being in the entertainment business,

has no interest in such intangibles as tradition or iden-
tity. Indeed, the idea of Super League was created be-
torc the clubs even existed to play in it. They have to
be called into being to fulfil the aims of the Super
League. Under the Super League modecl, football clubs
become little more than franchises, with no more
deep-rooted attachment to their surrounding commiu-
nity than the local branch of a supcrmarket chain.

By secking to create tecams where previously
there w : none, or by amalgamating two or threc
old ones, Super League is looking for a new kind of
football follower—one who enjoys top level football
per se, either in the flesh or, more likely, on televi-
sion. Yet for many supporters, the interest lies in fol-
lowing the fortunes of their own club, however
hopeless it may be, not in sceing ¢lite sport between
two essentially meaningless teams. While clubs man-
ifestly failed to nurture this kind of loyalty under the
ARL, Super League seeks to destroy it totally. There
should be nothing surprising about the ruthlessness
with which News Ltd has pursued its ‘vision’. ¢
truly depressing aspect of the Super Leaguc saga has
been the inability of the ARL, and Rughy Leaguce sup-
porters in general, to turn the crisis into a communi-
ty issue—to argue that football clubs can and should
function as organic social institutions, not just vehi-
cles for profit.

Instcad, when Super League camc along, the s L
and the older clubs got swamped, unable to find solid
ground on which to rally support. They did so, not
because they clung too firmly to their old traditions,
but because they had thrown them away as useless
baggage, incapable of sceing how they could be up-
dated ar  expanded to place the club at the centre of
a cominunity.

Next scason, the Bulldogs are going back to Bel-
more—too late, probably, to repair fully the damage
done by this season.

Mike Ti crisafreelance writerv
the South Sydney renaissance.
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Leunig draws a curly one

I am not a Chairperson: I am a human being.

ichacl Leunig’s “thoughts of a child lying
in a child care centre’ cartoon, published in both The
Svdney Morning Herald and The Age in late July,
stvick a very raw nerve. His unexpected and power-
fu imagce of the ‘cruel, ignorant, selfish’ mother of a
heartbroken baby launched an avalanche of angry
letters from working mothers, child care cxperts,
women’s groups and a1 -feminists upon The Age.
Nothing of the kind hit The Herald. That may say
something significant, not just about the culturce of
the two citics, but about the state of ‘political cor-
rectness’ as a standard of public criticism in this
country.

When I hecame Victoria’s last Commissioner for
Equal Opportunity in 1990 I became responsible for
the laws which, some would say, have created or
fuelled ‘PC’. Onc of the first pleasures of my new of-
fice was to receive an rude letter from once Babette
Francis, accusing mc of being a feminist ideologuce,
before I'd done anything.

In the years which followed, whenever 1 spoke
on public issues, there was always someone ready to
accuse me of driving a ‘vast engine of burcaucratic
oppression’. Yet I had no power at all but to spe for
those intimidated into ence and encourage them,
where I eould, to use my office as a haven for a private
remedy.

The charge was—is—deeply ironic. T had come
to the Office as a civil libertarian lawyer, not through
the women’s movement. In my cime I had willingly
allowed myself to be the ‘Chairman’ of two commiss-
ions or tribunals, not because I think gender-specific
titles don’t matter, but because I detest fabricated
language—chairperson’ is a clunker—and laboured
jokes.

I had even experienced punishment for being out
of sync with my sisters when, in the carly 1980s, 1
resisted the cstablishment of a women lawycers’
association and was accordingly campaigned against
by its members when I stood as a candidace for the
Council of the Law Socicty on which, Targued, wom-
en lawyers finally had the numbers to take over and
transform. The split vote helped to ensure that did
not happen. I'lecarned something about politics there.

With such a history [ had to find a way to accom-
modate my lifelong commitment to free speech and
civil liberties, on the one hand, and the necd for laws
regulating public behaviour on the other; between
individual human rights and frecdoms, and social ob-
ligations. I found my resolution on the premise that
to assert an individual human right creates a relative
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duty to respect it in everyone else, without exception.

Political correctness has never been an ctfective
political tool in this country. Fear of criticism might,
according to David Williamson in an Age interview
on 23 April, have encouraged self-censorship. Certain-
ly I am not aware that Williamson or any other play-
wright has been successtully ‘complained’ about. He
believed men were afraid to write about perceptions
which might affcet women and minoritics, cven if
they sincerely believed they were truthful. On the
other hand, he acknowledged that the threat of criti-
cism acted as a brake on making unwarrantable gen-
cralisations and a ‘spur to thinking morce deeply’. If
0, a good has been achieved.

‘Political correctness’ has been used as a defen-
sive epithet so looscly that it is now thoughtlessly
applied to acts or statements from anyonc who wants
a better or a different world. It is meant to imply that
the critic is a humourless idcologue with inflexible
standards and pereeptions: a bully and a bigot, rather
than a champion of the oppressed. The term is ready
to drop, rotten, from the tree now. It was always a
joke, and it’s a tired one now. All that ‘politically cor-
rect’ language was a hoax. Nobody uses terms like
‘kindness impaired’ (cruel); ‘cthically disoriented’
{criminal), ‘vertically challenged’ (short) or ‘aurally
inconvenicnced’ (deaf). The flirtation with alternative
spelling by some women 15 years ago died then, tog,

though it stuck in the memaory of anti-'wim-
minist’ columnist, P.P. McGuinness.

T's ALL OVER, TOLKS. [ would not accept a 'PC’ defence
from somec people, anyway. I find no ditficulty what-
cver in vigorously criticising and refusing to peddle
or publicisc the views of hate propagandists, such as
Rush Limbaugh, or Australian right-wing or racist or
redneck radio commentators, or ‘historians’ who feed
conspiracy theories that are veiled anti- Semitism {‘our
traditional enemies’). However, how to do this is a
question of tactics: [ would have let David Irving in,
but spent as much moncey as was necessary to coun-
teract his dishonest ‘scholarship’. These people incite
race hatred, and it is evil, and it is thelr purposc to act
politically.

I also believe that members of privileged castes,
such as bosscs who harass or reject vulnerable
workers, and corporate heads who oppress minorities,
deserve to be outed and shamed, as should public fig-
ures who tell “things that batter’ or ‘pearly gates’ jokes.

Those who create—writers, pocts and artists—
arc in a special category. They should not claim to be
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Born-again
tribesman

N THE 19605, THe bEcabE of Sheed
& Ward Stagbooks, 1 read Terry
Eagleton. Then I lapsed for thirty
ycars. But Eagleton has now decided
to have his say about Ireland, and 1
am a rcader again.

Heatheliff and the Great Hunger
was signalled last year by Eagleton’s
attack on fellow Oxford don, R. F.
Foster, the Carroll Professor of Irish
History. Eaglcton is a born-again
[rishman. This rebirth may have
taken place some time aon- he says
in his Preface that he har g heen
a patron of Irish musical sessions,
and, I am told, he came close to
having recorded a ballad of his own
about the infamous airportat Knock,
Co. Mayo.

But only now has he come to
addressing at length the Itish
question, and his rebirth has been in
the only form that he can conceive of
as possible—as a nationalist, tribe of
the Gacl—although an opponent in
the late controversy rather sneered
that he was one of the gentry
Eaglctons of Galway, a failed branch
of the Anglo-Irish Ascendancy.

Apart from proclaiming four,
unnamed, Irish grandparents, the one
germance souvce that agleton
himself chooses to claim is his
mother’s birth in + : samc
Lancashire mill-town of Bacup that
had ‘produccd the great Irish radical
Michacl Davitt’.

The book is both exhilarating in
itsanalytical ripples, and at the same
time oddly narrow, cven naive, inits
c¢motional sympathies. The chapter,
for example, ‘Form and Idcology in
the Anglo-lrish Novel” is a gem of
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the Eagleton mind at work—cighty
pages of peristaltic stringencies
rolling out this new, immenscly
stimulating organic reading of its
subject.

In illuminating the Irish cultural
imagination it works for me on the
samc charged level as Oliver
MacDonagh’s States of Mind. But
whereas MacDonagh’s work is his-
tory illuminated by wide and pointed
litcrary reference, Eagleton’s history
is scrupulously a matter of second-
ary sources. Foraliterary scholar his
knowledge of Irish historiography is
strikingly broad and up to date—but
itisstrictly that; he boasts no original
rescarch, so that his preferences
among the scholars and the argu-
ments are just that much more
subject to the pressures of tribal
loyalty and political persuasion.

But thereisnoquestiontl  heis
steeped in the literature of Ireland
(certainly from the 19th century and
at least up to those coeval cvents,
the publication of Ulvsses and the
foundation of the Irish Free Statc),
and the real strength of his historical
recading is the weight it brings

to his discussion of the
literaturc.

EATHCLIEF AND Tiie Great
Famine would be worth it alonce for
the treatment of realism or its
absencce in Irish fiction. If the nine-
teenth century novel is a phenom-
cnon of the stable, bourgeois socicty,
then, argues Eagleton, youdon’t look
for it—not in its normal form—in
Ircland. ‘How is onc to produce realist
narratives fora history which isitself

socrisis-racked, hyperbolic, improb-
able?” And:

even if reality is not disowned
in Irish writing, then in a
venerable tradition from Sterne
to Beckett it is calculatedly
banal, opening an ironic rift
between its own meagreness
and the self-consciously
claborate languages used to
record it. This bathetic gap
between form and content, of
which Ulysses is the supreme
modern example ...

The suggestivencss of such
analysis just keeps rippling.

Yet for all Eaglcton’s familiarity
with the body of Irish writing and
the acuteness of his obscrvations on
it, I get no scense that he accually
enjoys, let alone loves, literature.
Bodies of literary wark arc solcly
loci for realising a host of social,
political, psychological proble-
matics. Novels cxist to exemplify
(rather more than to confront) various
national dilemmas. So total an
abscnce of expressions of admira-
tion or pleasure I find unnerving.

The approval or disapproval that
Eaglcton gives off is premised on a
writer’s political percipicence or tribal
identity. The heat or cold hecome
predictable. Joyee, in Eagleton’s
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Home and aweigh

N JuLy, 1858, Fanny Davis whiled away the journey to
Australia by noting in her shipboard diary that of her fellow
steerage passengers some two dozen would be ‘over in a
corner singing, ...in another place will be a lot of Scotch girls
dancing ... then the Irish will be squatting down under the
boats talking over everybody’s business but their own and
vowing cternal hatred to the English.’

At lcast the talking part of Fanny’s animadversions on the
Irish rings truc. It’s an obscervation echoced by historian David
Fitzpatrickin his Oceans of Consolation when he writes that
‘the Ireland of many emigrant imaginations was a place of
relentless conversation. Letters, words, and the memory of
words drew separated kinstolk together, even as their diver-
gent interests dragged them apart.’ It is into the centre of that
pull and push that David Fitzpatrick draws us via a collection
of 111 letters, of which 55 were sent to Australia and 56 to
Ircland between the years 1843 and 1906. They represent
exchanges between 14 different groups of people, for the
most part between family members separated by emigration,
and virtually all of whom are pcople of humble origin and
minimal cducation—emigrants of the steerage classes. They
arce people therefore who hold much in common with the
great majority of nineteenth century Irish emigration to
Australia, even when they are Protestant, not Catholic.

Our images of Irish emigration to Australia post-Famine
are so often of mute figures, sometimes solitary figures, but
more frequently great crowds of figures, and we attach to
them archetypal stories. Very often, of course, they arc
borrowed images, disguising the fact that Irish emigration to
Australia had a diffcrent character from Irish emigration to
Amcrica. David Fitzpatrick makes the point that during the
Great Famine there was rather little movement to Australia,
that Irish people settled here against a background of gradual
recovery and social reorganization. To realize this makes
those emigrants’ stories no less moving—recovery was rela-
tive and reorganisation meant rupture. The individual voices
David Fitzpatrick fets us hear tell us these things and at the
same time they tell of us of the complexity of rish social,
cconomic and religious life and association. So, with this in
mind, once very good way of obscerving the 150th anniversary
this year of the start of the Great Famine is to read Oceans of
Consolation.

It 1s a big book, over 600 pages, and cven though many of
the letters are surprisingly long, most of the text is Fitz-
patricld’s accounting, interpretation and reflection. Neither
the footnotes, the preface nor the picce on sources at the end
arc to be missed but it is the letters that compel. For all the
distances, real and experiential, between the correspondents,
and for all the formalitics of letter-writing, they are pro-
foundly present to one another. Sometimes family affection
is spokenof asifit were only a contemporary possibility, now
that we are all properly reconstructed. The letters of Oceans
of Consolation tell us otherwise—they are suffused with
yearning, for pecople mostly, and for place. There are laments
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and strictures and warnings but the resounding note is one of
kindness. So many of the writers have a capacity to draw
aside veils, between here and there, now and hereafter. They
drecam of each other. Fathers and mothers say good-bye to
sons and daughters, commend them to God and urge them to
‘Strive to mect me in Heaven’. The reader knows there will
be no other opportunity and understands, I think, that funda-
mentally they knew that too. Knew it increasingly as time
went by.

His book, David Fitzpatrick says in his preface, ‘invokes
the memory of two historians who bequeathed me some-
thing of their passion—but, alas, only shadows of their
conviction’. He is referring to Manning Clark and to Brian
Fitzpatrick. The passion is certainly there, in the extraordi-
nary, meticulous research through which each correspond-
entis placed in a many-faccted milieu and each set of family
fortuncs is traced. (He arrives at some wonderful connec-
tions: the most lyrically cloquent writer has an intimate
relationship with Donald Bradman. You must read to find
out.}If his remark about conviction implies scepticism, then
that is there too, usefully questioning received idcas—and
notably alert to ideas about class loyalty, scctarianism and
the nature of religious identity. There are moments when it
interseets too crudely the letter writers’ expressions of reli-
gious belief and our reading of them. Is language never the

unconstructed expression of something at the cen-
tre, just sheer testimony, one feels like asking.

ANNY DAVIS, WHO MADE THOSE INITIAL REMARKS about her
shipboard companions, features in Andrew Hassam'’s Sailing
to Australia, an analysis of shipboard diarics kept by nince-
teenth century British emigrants. Ie’s not the sort of thing
you would present to the relative doing the family history,
unless they were well into discourse analysis. Andrew Has-
sam’s preoccupation is with division of time and space and
social organisation, the way diary accounts organise and
explain the journey. A shipboard diary insisted on a begin-
ning, a middle and an end [T can understand that!); it
desceribed zones demarked from one end of the ship to
another [zones proper to sailors, single men, married couples
and single women), and it conveyed the vertical social strat-
ification on board that mimicked class rules in Britain.
Sailing to Australia rcads like a thesis, with all the footnotes
cmbedded in the text. The extracts from letters are cked out
in a way that makes one think of tissuc donation—oh for the
whole live body once more. Perhaps the obscrvations being
made are not banal, but by the time one gets to the end, the
most vivid impressions have been made by the diary extracts
themselves and by the fact that so few are extant despite the
departure from Britain between 1788 and 1880 of 1.3 million
free immigrants, eight times the number of people who were
transported from Britain to Australia.

Margaret Coffey is an ABC broadcaster and producer.
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Modernism prefisuring
madness: a still from
the [ilm, Hitler, A Film
from Germany. by
Hans furgen Svberberg,
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ric Hosssawm, once of Britain’s
great Marxist historians, has just told
us the story of our short century—
1914-1991, We are despatched on
our journcy with guotes from 12
eminent people, looking at the 20th
century. Isatah Berlin remembers it
only as the most terrible century in
Western history, Ren¢ Dumont as a
century of massacres and wars;
William Golding thinks this the most
violent century in human history.
Only two of the other nine really
think muchof it. Thus Spanish Nobel
Laurcate Scvero Ochoa lauds the
march of science, while Iralian
scicnce Nobel Laurcate, Rita
Montalcini, thinks the emergence
of women after centuries of repres-
sion, plustheriscof the fourth estate,
to have made it all worth while.
Burt at best it’s ong, or two cheers
for the 20th century, and those of us
whohaven't been enjoying ourselves
nearly as much as we'd expected,
now know the recason why.
And yet Hobsbawm finds among
all this a Golden Age, between 1945
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and 1974, preceded by the
Age of Catastrophe. The
Golden Age contains the
Cold War, the Korcan War,
the Gulags’ winding down,
Mao’s Great Leap and his
Cultural Revolution, Vietnam, the
bloody partition of India, Arab-Isracli
wars, and Biafra. Yet Hobsbhawm calls
it Golden. What are the other ages
like? And what was so golden about
the Golden?

It’s easy to identify the Age of
Catastrophe, beginning with the First
World War, which smashed the old
order and set the tone for the rest of
this century. It smashed not simply
the political orders and the system
of states—that was bad cnough—
but just about cverything clse be-
sides.

This first Great War was a
bayonet driven into the heart of
liberalism, of humanism, of belief in
humankind’s intrinsic reas  able-
ness and sociability, our desire for
freedom, of incvitable progress, cven
of democracy itsclf. People thence-
forth could be treated as things, as
means to whatever socicty required,
and not as ends in themsclves, as
Kant put it.

No more the sanctity, or cven
the value of human life. The Sommee,
Verdun, Tannenberg fixed all that
nonscnse. Had not Nietzsche already
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announced the death of God? He
must surcly have died in Flanders or
the Ukraine; failing that surelv he
was fated to perish in Siberia, at
Auschwitz, or Hiroshima?

That thousands, then millions of
people, many from democracics,
with their belief in human rights, in
the worth of the individual, in the
right to choosc, submitted them-
sclves to the Moloch of total war
never-ending; marched out obedient-
ly to their de s or mutilation, on
the order of some politician, and this
for four years, and 10 million dead,
made me feel, as an adolescent
hearing of this, that [ was living in a

socicty of lunatics, or som-
nambulists.

USTRALIA was sTILE living the
lic that the First War had been a
famous victory, and worth all the
death and the troubie into the 1930s.
I could hardly stand it. Did no one
read Wilfred Owen, or Remarque?
Hobsbawm is or was a Marxist,
and a polymath, and examines many
diffcrent things in this book—
scicnee, culture, cconomics, politics,
war, but he doesn’t, I think, realise
how propaganda was horn and grew
up so fast during WW L.
This has been the century of
propaganda, of pcople mobilisation,
and the exposure of Man’s total
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KEITH CAMI'BELL

Had we but wor.d enoug 1,

= HIS IS A RFFRESHINGLY, cven
breathtakingly, bold book. Tipler is
a mathcmatical physicist, whose
expertise is in cosmology, the explo-
ration of the implications of general
relativity and quantum mechanics
for the nature and destiny of the
universe. Thatis rarc enough. Tipler
is a member of an ¢ven more
uncommon specics, the cosmologist
able to write for the layperson.

It is the work of a prodigious
reader, with many appeals to philos-
ophy, and many digressions into the
arcana of scriptural interpretation —
in scveral religions. [tis replete with
citations from holy books, and the
disquisitions of the heroes of the
foundation of the United States. This
males for more enjoyment, but less
focus in the argument.

The author begins splendidly,
insisting that until the current
divorce of theology from mainstrecam
physical science ends, theology will
labour under a faint air of irrele-
vance, or worse, discredit. Every
attempt to exempt theology from
engaging with the best contemporary
cosmological theorics is, he holds,
both untruc to the main
tradition of all scrious reli-
gions, and a way to give the-
ology a reputation for a kind
of bad faith. Religions must
face the cosmological issue
fair and squarc; a religion
without a cosmology is not
worth having, for it can give
no coherent vision to alife. A
religion without a modern,
scientific cosmology is not
worth having, for it repre-
sents an intellectual evasion

which will, in the long run, ((:;/

subvert that religion.

Tipler further insists, to
applausc from this revicwer,
that science, if it is taken
scriously, is replete with
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metaphysical implications, and that
any attempt to place positivistic
restrictions on the scope and depth
of scientific enquiry is a fatal sclf-
mutilation.

He adopts, again toapplausc from
thisreviewer, astraight-forward and
uncompromising naturalism. This
is a book exploring the being of God
and the hope for cternal life; yet it
restson noappeals to realitics, forees,
or happenings beyond the range
recagnised in contemporary physical
theory.

There are no ghosts in Tipler's
machines. And he has no qualms in
identifying humans as ma  incs,
gquantum cngines of a complexity of
less than 10 bits of information.
Lifc and mind emergedin accordance
with physical principles, requiring
no divine, or other external inter-
vention.

\10\) Saia \‘A \‘\Ve

=

The naturalism is bolstered with
an cxplicit reductionism. Physics is
the base of cverything. Physical
reality is the wholce of reality. There
arc not even any minds, as distinct
spiritual substances, in the Tipler
scheme ot things. So one might
expectastraight-forward naturalistic
hostility to the claims of traditional
religions. But not a bit of it. Tipler
arguces that cosmology actually
supports what he takes to be the two
most important components of any
religion—Dbceliet in God, and the
expectation of life after death.

How can this be? As many appre-
ciate, the cquations in general
relativity which
structure and cvolution of the
universe as a whole do not, of them-
sclves, specify a unique world. They
must be supplemented by additional
assumptions—about the total mass
of the universe, for example— before
an unambiguous history can be told.
The cquations leave open the possi-
bilitics of the world reaching a
maximum volume, then collapsing
to the BigCrunch [a closed world), or
continuing to expand forever (various

open worlds). To geta mod-
el, the cosmologist must

desceribe the

/‘11'- xtra. ambivui
) \\ ven‘t'. supply an extra, ambiguity-
\!Qrw’a

dispelling assumption. The
theorist has some liberty of
choicein thisrespect. Tipler
proposces the Eternal Life
Postulate: The Universe is
such that Life can continuce
in it without end.

He then works out the
implications of the assump-
tion. The world cannot be
open, since the energy con-
centrations required for life
to persist eventually disap-
pear, and there is no way to
overcome this. So the world
isclos  andv lapsc.
But it wil not collapsc, only



y ‘bounce’, giving risc to another
expansion cycle. For this is but a
new variant of the old nightmare of
the Eternal Return, which Tipler
rcjects. Accordingly, the world will
collapsc to a singularity, of infinite
temperature and density, at a finite
time hencee. This is the Omega Point
[the name comes from Teilhard de
Chardin, but the science owes noth-
ing to that mystical palacontologist).

How does this make possible any
version of eternal life? Well, there
will certainly be no flesh surviving
the far from halcyon conditions to
be encountered as the Last Days
approach. But life is possible, for life
is, by Tipler's definition, an infor-
mation-processing phenomenon.
Lifc requires no specific embodi-
ment. [t consists in the colleetion, re-
tention, and usce of information, sub-
jeet to development by processes of
natural sclection. Information can
be coded in any number of different
structures, of ever increasing resist-
ance to extremes of temperature and

pressure. It is life so under-
stood that endures to the end.

ut now can there be eternal lite
if the whole of Reality culminates
and time ends at the Omega Point?
Experience is what matters for im-
mortality. Aninfinity of new cxperi-
ences is, subjectively, unending life.
Experiences are transtormations of
the information state of the person.
Thesc transtormations accelerate; on
the time scale of the collapsing world,
they change at rates which approach
infinity as the collapse towards the
Omega Point tends to zero. Minds
implemented in the plasmas or force
ficlds at the End of the World will
experience life as unending, as infi-
nite in subjective time. That, surely,
would be immortality cnough.
Very well, but what has all that
to do with us? We will be there. We
can look forward tobeingresarrected,
and cven improved, in the far future.
Tiplerlivesinaworld withaforward
horizon of a few tritlion years;
paradoxically, the information
processing prodigies which general
resurrection requires become easier
as the world approaches the Omega
Point, so the exact timing of the Last
Trumpet’s sound is not critical. We
may even hope, towards the end, for
(cxperience of]) more than an im-

proved version of familiar human
life; his scheme has a place for hea-
tific vision, for being taken up into
the Infinitec Mind that is the Omega
Point.

How can these things be? The
argument depends on the assumption
that Life is driven by an imperative
to survival, and will do whatever it
can to cnsure its continuation.
Human civilization on Earth is
doomed. We alrcady know that long
before we exhaust the potential
resources of this planct, it will
become uninhabitably hot for
Intelligent Machines implemented
in DNA bodics. So to survive we will
have to decamp.
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Humanity willinfactspreadinto
deep space, not as DNA devices, but
as cybernetically indistinguishable
emulations in computers made of
tougher, more compact materials.
Indecd, ourmore sapient descendants
arc slated to occupy all of deep space,
accordingto Tipler, achievinga total
colonization of the Universe. Then,
as the gravitational collapse gathers
momentum, as conditions get more
and morc demanding, and as alterna-
tive ways to survive get harder and
harder to find, the vastly supcerior
intelligences of the far future will be
driven toseek total information, and
this impcrative will lcad them to
uncover all possible information on
the history of the Universe. They
will sce thisas essential to maximise
their chances of survival.

As we humans are a part of that
history, and indeed if he is right, the
originals of the then-extant intelli-
genees, we will be among those re-
created in computer emulation, to
yicld whatever we have thatis unique
among the secrets of the universe's
unfolding.

Tipler’s solution to the ultimate
survival problem is that the intelli-
gences at the End of the World will
be able to harness the energy of the
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collapsc and usc it to cnsure their
survival and benefit to the very last.
Especially as time draws to its
close, the whole Universe can be
considered as a unity acting as a
single being. Tipler calls this the
Omega Point in its nence. Itis
this complex which is making the
[successful)attempt to mobilise total
information by reproducing, in
perfect  emulation  (computer
simulation), all the human beings
that have ever hived. Including us.
That, indeed, is a bare minimum.
Tipler endorses the ‘Many Worlds’
interpretation of Quantum Theory.,
So all possible human lives—which
did not get a run in this particular
world, but did in somc other—join
the multitude. This ‘resurrcction’ as
computer programs running on high
power machines will be experienced
by us as renewed life. It will admit of
indefinite melioration. As the work
of the Omcga Point, it can be fairly
desceribed as God's resur-

recting us to everlasting life.

OW DO Wb GET LAUNCHLD 0n
this fabulous interstellar career?
Tipler has a fascinating discussion
of the technical problems and possi-
bilities. The current human frame is
too incefficient and too fragile to get
farinspace travel. We need todevelop
computing machines which work at
the molecular level. |This is not an
absurd idca. Tt is a topic for actual
current rescarch.) When we have
masterced the technique, we go on to
work out—with the help of cver
better conventional computers, no
doubt—how to sct up, at the
molccular level, a self-reproducing
machine. We include in its memory
stores the full information profile
specifying some people and a variety
of other life forms. The whale
payload weighs about 100 grams.
With such a small payload, we
can get some pretty cffective
accelerations. Especially if the fucl
is left behind. That is accomplished
by using an cnormously powerful
laser tocreate a photon wind to drive
the spaccecraft to nearby stars. The
payload has a large ‘sail” attached to
receive the laser beam. The laser,
together with its power source, a
solar pancl 40 kilometres square,
will be placed in orbit around the
Sun. To focus the laser on such a
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small object at a distance of several
light years, we will needametal lens
a billion kilometres across, but of
very light construction (2 trillion
tons!l, orbiting in our own
solar svstem. This Tens can
he manutactured i space by
making usc of convenient
iron-nickelasteroids. Tipler,
a true American, cven costs
the project, to the nearest few
billion dollars.

The spacecralt quite
guickly reaches and then
travels at 90 per cent of the
speed ot light. On encounter
with its targerstarsystem, it
sets about replicating itsclt,
together with its Taunch and
cuidance mechanisms, and sending
space persons ever further into deep
space. Life ot humanorigin will reach
cvery part of the visible universe
relatively soon atter the universe
reaches its maximum volume. That
is, of course, provided we leave Earth
in timce —but there are many

thousands ot ycars betore
it’'ll be too late.

NLESS HUMANS St out to colo-
nise space, the End of the World will
not be a living, saving Omega Point.
T erclaimshe canprove that there
areno Aliensout theretor cupthe
burden of spreading life through the
world. {If there were, they would
alrcady be here in the solar system)
So unless we humans suceeed in

srpetuating Hie, inoever superior
TOIN1S, ACross an ever more signifi-
cant slice of Space-Time, the out-
come will be incompatible with the
Eternal Life Postulate. Thus we arc
entitled to conclude that Life will
indeed Teave Earth and flourish
amony, the galaxics.

The mechanisms to be exploited
for survival in the Last Days arc
rather exotic: we would need tomake
use of the encrgy availa  from a
shear  ctfect provided by
manipulating the gravitational
collapsce of the Universe so that it
oceurs preferentially along one
dimcension, rather than chaotically,
as would otherwise be the case. That
strikes me as definitely speculative,
cven by Tipler's standards, but Fam
not cquipped to take issue with him
on any matter of physical theory or
scientitic likelihood.,
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What are we to make of this
sequence of theses, so dramatic in
themselves, and presented with such
tvpically American hvperbole? There
are minor internal inconsistencics,
and what arc acknowledged
to be speculations
resting on as-
sumptions

a
too  often

r o

presented as certi-

tudes. But the author's sweep and
scopu is too generous tor such quib-
bling.

First, a matter ot attitude: [t
something is good, more of it must
be better, and unlimited amounts ot
it better still. (Another American
foible?V Tipler never raises, or lets
appear he has ever for an instant
contemplated, the thought that
immortality is anything other than
boundlessly desirable. He holds all
people everywhere hopeand long for
1t, and that this promiscis the corc of
theappeal of all religions. This holds
for immortality cven as  an
experienced continuation of current
lite; it does not call for its
transfiguration into any closer wallk
with God. The alternative, that lite
is best as a finite, bounded thing,
with its spring and its summer, its
prologuc andits last act, its dramatic
form and rounded completion, is
nowhere given the slightest notice.

Sccond, a matter of interpreta-
tion: As an cngagingly candid final
chapter makes plain, Tipler’s ‘God’
is not yet, but is in process of
becoming. Until the Omega Poing,
there is no being with the unlimited
capacities that make for divinity.

So the religion Tipler’s work
cndorses is far trom orthodox. He
actually calls himsclf an atheist, and
acknowledges that his views arc
incompatible with Christianity, as
they cannot give to Christ’s life and
death the metaphysical significance
that Christianity must. So although
he uses the language of the Bible,
and of classical theological formula-
tions, in presenting a physics which
can underwrite the consolations of

religion, it is important alwavs o
bearin mind the sca-change that the
concepts are undergoing.

For example, the lTove of God,
which is to sustain our resurrected
sclves to immortality, turns out 1o
be the caleulated raltruism’ of a
system maximizing its own survival
chances. Indecd all the ‘activities” of
God necdearcfulinterpretation.

Thereisastructural dit-

ficultyin theargument,
Tipler does not properly
distinguish, but on the contrary
wiltully contuses, two vastly ditter-
ent types of explanation. There are
genuinely causal explanations which
cxplain the mechanisms by which a
phenomenon is produced, created,
or brought about. And there are
explanations which merely point to
a fact from which the phenomenon
can be interred, without giving any
hint as to the torces at work.

Compare, for {fictive!l example:

1. Nonc ot Cook’s children
reached 70 vears of age, because they
were all born with a debilitating
hereditary discase.

2. Nonce ot Cook’s children
reached 70 years of age, because by
1860 Cook hadno living descendants.

The firstis the beginning of a real
explanation. The second provides
only a premisce from which the tact
can be inferred.

Now all appeals to the Eternal
Lite Postulate are, and must be, ot
this sccond kind. Likewise for
appeals to the consequences of the
Eternal Life Postulate, such as the
concentration of computer-stvle
intelligence as the Omega Point
approaches. So there is a real Timit
on the propricty ol describing what

happens as in any way the
outcome of divine activity.

HISCONTUSION BETWLEN genuine] v
causal and merely inferential expla-
nation lies at the heart of all the
spurious teleological reasoning that
appeals to the “Anthropic Princi-
ple’ —that the world is as 1t is
‘becausce’ otherwise we would not be
here tonote the fact. That'Principle’
is not a torce governing the world’s
cvolution, and sobearsno witnessto
preternatural  urpose or planning.
[Tipleris co-author of the most elab-
orate of the physical expositions of
the ‘Anthropic Principle’). In this



present hook, we are told that the
unexpected ncar-isotropy of the
backgroundradiation, as we now find
it, is not to be explained by some
peculiarity of the original expansion,
but ‘in my solution, the tempera-
tures are the same because other-
wisc the universe in the far future
wouldbe inhospitableforlife. (p152]
He goes on the recommend this
‘solution’ by cquivocating on ‘deter-
mine’. The future ‘determines’ the
present only in the second, inferen-
tial scnse, of the two distinguished
above. We are left without a mecha-
nism, any array of forces producing
the situation, and so lefe without a
real explanation.

The difficulties in Tipler’s
position can he scen in this
implication of his vicws:

1. Suicide is a possibility for all
humans, before space colonisation
takes place,

2. There arc currently no living
forms outside the Earth,

3. The Earth will be consumed in
the fiery end of the Sun.

If these conditions were all satis-
tied, the Eternal Life Postulate would
‘require’ Life to be created
somewhere clse in the Universe. To
require is one thing. To perform is
quite another. Postulates are not
forces.

The author shows himsclf to be
awarc that at present it is only
‘beauty’ {and consolation] which
reccommends the Eternal Life Postu-
late. He concedes that other, specific,
physical evidence is required. Here
the omens ave not especially good—
we are indeed given some specific
physical predictions, but sceveral of
them concern the Universe’s closure
to a single end-point, which we are
in no position to test, and consce-
quences about the world’s energy
density which are currently highly
contestable.

Other predictions tix limits for
the mass of the top quark and the
Higgs boson. This is much beteer.
We can cxpect figures tor these in
the not-too-distant future. Even if
thecy match Tipler's projections,
however, this will by nomeans settle
the issue, as alternatives to the
Eternal Life Postulate will be
available. So that Postulate’s status
is not particularly compelling.

In other ways Tipler’s grasp of

philosophy could well be firmer. One
winces at naive, unnceessary, and
actually sclf-damaging appeals to
Leibniz’s Identity of Indiscernibles
and Berkeley’s Idealism. And on the
Eternal Return, chis is scarcely a
caricaturce of his discussion:

The Eternal Return is an obnox-
ious doctring, since it renders all life
ultimatcly futile, undercutting any
idea of genuine progress and real
culmination. Icis thus a philosophy
of despair. Furthermore, Nictzsche
held to the view, and this gave intel-
leetual aid and comfort to the Nazis.
So the Eternal Return cannot occur.

This is disappointing in a work
clsewhere insisting so properly on
physical cvidence for {and
against] physical hypothesces.

GAIN, THE PHILOSOPHY OF MIND
uscd as a support for his account is a
good deal too sanguine. Tipler is a
crash-through or crash reductionist.
He just takes it as given, without
need for discussion or defence, that
there is no essential difference
between cognition and other states
of mind.

Computers have intelligence. At
the moment it is a cold, detached,
calculating intelligence. Tomove to
a warm, feeling, caring, purposcful,
ambitious, or despairing, intelli-
genee, replete with sensation and
pain, of the kind current flesh-and-
blood humans have, just requires
morc of the same, more information
processing. But whether this is so, is
onc of the central and most agonised
debates in current philosophy of
mind. Theissue, toput it mildly, has
not been settled in favour of Tipler’s
affirmative. Yer without that, the
whole project of sending human
mentality into deep space in
computer form, and resurrecting it
by running a simulation program in
a supercomputer, fails. It would not
be humanity, but something less,
that travelled and rose again.

Further, we need a tfuller
discussion of the distinction between
the knower and the known. A mind,
for Tipler, is a machine capable of
processing information. tt uscs
programmes which are in turn
expressible in digitalised informa-
tion-content form. It is this
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information which saturates the End
of the World, providing the infinite
mind of God and the finite minds of
creatures. But the argument doces not
do enough to show that apart from
the resurrected programmes, there
will be the integration, and purpose,
and will, necessary fora real Person.
The Omega Point is said to wish for
some outcomes, and to decide against
others, but the requisite unity for
this is not established.

Opinions will ditfer on whether
resurrcction as a mere emulation
FUNNing on a COMpUtCr is resurrec-
tion cnough. T myself find other
difficultics more pressing.
eThere is the question, already
broached, of whether computer-
based intelligent ‘Life” will actually
sharc our survival drive.
eThere is the guestion of whether
the information necessary to recon-
struct the quantum states of
currently living bodics will still exist
to be exploited in the last days.,
There is the question of whether
the intelligences of that time will be
up to the task of locating and using
the residual information {in the light
rays still travelling, for example).
oThere is the question of whether
there will be adequate motivation to
use computer resources to keep us
running indcefinitely, once our
usctulness in providing ‘total infor-
mation’ is over. And even more
scvercly, difficultics over any
motivation to procced with
improving us—fitting us for Heaven
—which is supposcd to occur in our
resurrccted condition.

Perhaps the most immediate
doubtis the most severe: whatreason
to expect that the human race,
survival drive or not, will be capable
of the long-range planning, and the
large-scale co-operative endeavour,
required to get the first space probes
aloft?

Nonc of these objections should
beseenassutficient reason forsetting
the book aside. Tt is a notable contri-
bution to an excellent cause, that of
resurrccting the dialogue between
the theologians and the physieal
seientists.

Keith Campbell is Challis Pratessor
ot Philosophy at the University of
Sydney.
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book is taken up with the theological
issues that face the church in its
search for identity. A couple of key
theological questions confront
Anglicanism.

eFrom what sources does it draw its
belief?

sWhatis its notion of authority {that
is, how doces it decide on what it
belicves), and in what way is Angli-
can Christianity ‘socially ecnmeshed’
with Australian socicty?

All of these questions are inter-
connected. Kaye argues that
scripture, reason and tradition are,
in the words of Hooker, ‘the three-
fold cord not casily broken’, which is
the hallmark of classical Anglican-
ism. He says that Anglicanism “did
not resort to the principle of Scrip-
turc alone’but it holds for‘a conjunct
authority given to this combination
of sources’.

But thisleads directly to the ques-
tion of who interprets these sources?
What replaces the Pope in Anglican-
ism? This is not casy to answer, for
Kaye points out that Anglican
authority is dispersed through the
church community rather than
invested in a centralised authority.

For those of us trained in the
Fiithrerprinzip of papal authority this
is all rather vague. Kaye quotes Eng-
lish thcologian, Stephen Sykes,
saving ‘The mcansof judging matters
concerning the faith are in the hands
of the whole people of God by reason
of their access to the Scriptures ... it
is distinctively Anglican that this
meansis given to them in the liturgy
of the church backed by Canon law’.

However, Kaye thinks that this
is too limited an approach. He argues
that it isonly when Christians relate
to the real world, when they develop,
‘a Church without walls’, that the
community can evolve a genuine
ceclesiology. “The litmus test for a
modern ecclesiology in Anglicanism
is the role of the laity and the ac-
count that is given in that ecclesiol-
ogy of the broader social and politi-
cal framework within which the
Christian community is located’.

There is much more in this hook
and Bruce Kaye is a surc guide for
those seeking to understand the role
of this pivotal institution in onr
socicty.

Paul Collins is a Catholic pricst,
writer and broadcaster.

FAUL L ANKARD

Lucky Dips

o read essays we need to re-
learn old ways. and learn new ways,
of reading. Ideally, essays need to be
readinan I8th Century coffee house,
or ¢lse when commuting by train.

We have here three new collee-
tions by Australian writers, herald-
ing{one canonly hope)anew prepar-
cdness on the
partof readers to
engage in the
kind of cultural
conversation
that only cssays
can manifest.

{The fact that

I've recently

found similar

volumes by

Barry Oakley,

Chris Wallace-

Crabbe and Les Murray in the
remainder catalogues may count for
nothing.) Together, these three
cxhibit much of the flexibility, the
utility, the seductiveness of the essay
form. They each show an awareness
of the ambiguous, delicately poised
role and status of the essayist. Their
styles could hardly be more
contrasting, beginning with the orig-
inal circumstances of publication—
which in my rescarch cxperience
scem to dictate most of an essay’s
formal fcatures and which may be
periodical {Dale), occasional {Ander-
son)or sporadic {Llewellyn). Somuch
for taxonomy.

Both Anderson’s and Dale’s
respective blurbists have chosen to
cmphasise the tradition of the Essay-
ist as Ramibler (the title, of course, of
one of the greatest-cver essay series,
by Samucl Johnson). Readers want
to know what a book is ‘about’, and
for a miscellany it’s best to promise
variety.

David Dale’s 60 short essays are
in the venerable tradition of witty
asides, which by seeming to under-
mine the project of the host publica-
tion (in Dale’s case the Financial
Review), actually underscores its

Vowume 5 NUMBER 7 @

broadmindedness. Dale asksuncom-
fortable questions, such as what's
really in toothpaste, why we buy/
watch/say/cat what we do, and gen-
crally how the recent past became
the present. As his title indicates,
his spcculations bounce nicely
between two opposite gravitational
pulls of having
complete free-
dom with re-
gard to subject
matter, and
the strict de-
mands of word
length andreg-
ular publica-
tion.

He hasn‘t
the room to
explain any-

thing ncw, so he concentrates on the
familiar or the topical. Mastery of
this form consists of cstablishing
amusing and hitherto unsuspected
relationships, without having to
defend scriously his suspicions in
any detail. Little truths frequently
cmerge, usually as asides: ‘the drug
of the '90s [the Decade of Sincerity)
scems to be Ecstasy and its clones.
...Ecstasy makes you reveal your
deepest feelings, even when youdon't
have any’; or ‘Not wanting to be left
out, I had a cholesterol test. My
score was 6.5. Tdon’tremember what
the units were (kilojoules? ang-
stroms? megahertz?}but it waspretty
bad.” He aims to divert and amuse,
and he does. Isuggest 480 Words On
Anything as the almost perfect loo
volume if your family don’t mind
you laughing in there.

On the other hand, Don Ander-
sonisaSydney academic in English.
His subjects according to the list on
the back are Nouns, both Proper
(Abish, Walter to Wilding, Michacl)
and abstract (biography to unnatural
acts). And true to this promise, his
31 essays about literature, 26 of
which arc articles from the Sydney
Morning Herald and 24 Hours are
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cluttered, clotted, with names.
There are the names of the writers
he’s writing about, and the names of
other writers about whom (he’d like
to remind us) he could as casily
write. Anderson usces proper nouns
as talismans, a sort of shorthand, a
code, to do the work we expect of
prose: to explain. That he uses more
than hce needs is presumably the
manifestation of a conviction that
cverythingabout which he knows is
connectedtoevervehing else.’Milan
Kundera or was it Joseph Brodsky:
he asks us, irrclevantly. In fact, he
asks the same question in two dif-
ferentarticles. One would think that
in the 17 months between them, or
prior to book publication, he could
have sorted out the matter. But of
course, it’s not actually confusion
compounded by sloppiness, but a
rhetorical strategy by which he
shows that he wears his learning
lightly.

The parenthetical ‘or was it?' is
Anderson’s characteristic locution.
In the mass of a collection, his prose
quickly becomes irritating in its
smugness, a sort of inverted patron-
ism, its dogmatic figuring of litcra-

turc as the seriprures of a cult of non-
mecaning, and in its playing with
confrontation; witness the unkept
promise of his supposcedly provoca-
tive and political title, and the
learned but claborately meaningless
essay of the same name.

These characteristics, and vari-
ous repetitions of phrase and
instance, giveasensc of the essaysas
fragments of a continuous text,
which could start anywhere, but

would eventually cover the
same ground.

READ LIk A Novel, Text and Sex

would guickly become tedious, but
as a ‘dipping into’ boolk it is cqually
unsatisfactory, because any given
page tends to sound a lot like any
other: an allusion to Joyce, puns,
rhetorical questions, incidental men-
tions of a half-dozen writers and ti-
tles. The ostensible subjects of his
reviews are scldom pursued vigor-
ously cnough to make it particularly
valuable as literary criticism. It sug-
gests thatany texts, of which certain
proper names are—to initiates—the
keys, may be combined to produce
more text, which virtually writes

o
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itself. Unfortunatcely, it will not also
read itself.

There arc a far more leisurely 18
essays in the Kate Llewellyn collee-
tion, The Floral Mother. They
appeared originally in a varicty of
places, mostly up-market women's
magazines; and there are no doubt
some who would regard them all as
‘women’s writing’. But [ think, on
the wholce, this collection is the most
successtul of the threg; cereainly the
least limited in its uscefulness.

Her work emphasises important
aspects of the essay form—its open-
ness to the personal, the evervday,
the adventitious. Her subjects, such
as Figs, Brothers, Weather, arce
grouped together under Nature, Food
and Family. She adopts a meditative
style: cach of her essays is a scries of
obscrvations and anccdotes on the
chosen subject, filled out occasion-
ally by somec casual rescarch, or a
poem, letter or recipe.

Like many cssays, these sound
like instalments of a conversation,
although it’s not as disciplined a
conversation as some readers of
essays may appreciate. The individ-
ual essays do not pursue themes or
arguments, or even claborate analo-
gics. Sometimes the links are too
arbitrary, like school essays on vir-
tually) Everything 1 Can Think Of
About (Whatcever!.

But Llewellvn so obviously has
the right sort of cye and personality
fora miscellancous essayist, that we
arc prepared o forgive occasional
grammatical inclegancics, and by a
frank autobiographical thread, she
avoids the risk of generalisation to
which her topics would exposc her.
Her picees are rich, rural, relation-
ship-centred, full of wonder. The
reader ends up assembling much of
her story: where she lives and has
lived, who herfamily were and ares
and where she s in lite: making the
transition from having and being a
mother, to the next stages. The
collection has themes, and in the
explicitly personal, more narrative
picces—almost a plot. It Llewcellyn
has Tess wit than the other essavists
she has more tecling.,

Paul Tankard is a doctoral candidare
in English at Monash University,
rescarching Samucl Johnson, and the
literature of cvervdav life.
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Sydney co-producer, Teatar di Mig-
ma, and from what is obviously a
strong pool of local talent. It is at
once a deliciously funny and aching-
ly Hignant picce of theatre. Rider
has run the now fully professional
company since 1993, and her pro-
gramme, of warld premieres and re-
runs of recent Australian writing,
blended with suceessful productions
of classics, looks very
promising indeed.

SENSE OF BUOYANCY was also
cvident at the Metro Arts Theatre,
an experimental/ fringe venue in the
city, where another Australian
premicre (Bait, aplay by Vogel award-
winning novclist,
Andrew McGahanl
was deservedly
playing to good au-
diences. This is a
very witty (it slight-
ly longl satirc about
a group of public
servants who scem
doomed for life to
dispatch dole
cheques —until the
arrival of a depart-
ment directive to
closc down the
mailroom and con-
tract the work out
to Australia Post. However, onc of
the workers figures out that con-
tracting the work out will cost the
department moncey rather than sav-
ing it. Confusion and some good
absurd farce ensue. There are shades
of Alex Buzo’s The Front Room Bovs
in all this, of course, but on the
strength of this lively production
McGahan clearly scemsto have what
it takes as a playwright.

Renegade Theatre (the young
company presenting Bait) is made
up mainly of students and graduates
of the University of Southern
Quecensland at Toowoomba; clse-
wherein the state, graduates of other
Queensland Universities are making
their presence felt inal o geoning
and vigorous fringe theatre. Despite
the recent demisce of Fractal Theatre
Association (one of the most genu-
incly adventurous groups in town in
recent years, with an extraordinary
repertoire ranging from classical
Greek tragedy to Steven Berkoft!), 1
gaincd the impression that thereis a
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lotof energy and vitality at the grass-
roots of Brisbane theatre. There are
alsoexcitingdevelopmentsupnorth,
with genuinely local professional
groups at Cairns (Just Us Theatre
Enscmble) and Townsville {Theatre
Up North) springing up to fill the
void left by the failure of the exter-
nally imposed, touring New Moon
Theatre of the 1980s.

Still in the same heady week (on
clection night, in factl 1 caught the
final, packed-out performance of
! Yitha (The She-goat) by another
born-again Brisbane theatre compa-
ny, Street Arts Community Theatre
{in association with the Queensland
Ethnic Communities Council). This

.owra reserves his best wit for the talent section,
in which one Muslim girl sings
‘These Boots Were Made for Walking’ in Bosnian,

another does a lengthy

(and brilliantly apposite) passage from

Waiting for Godot, while Lidija does a seductive
adagio act oblivious of the bombs dropping
and snipers’ bullets flying around outside

the underground night-club.

bi-lingual Greek-Australian play (co-
written by Effic Detsimas and
Queensland playwright Therese Col-
lic) was the result of a long commu-
nity writing project which hadbegun
life in 1993 to document the lives of
a number of Brisbane’'s Grecek
immigrant women.

The resultant play is set at a
traditional wedding and bed-making
ceremony, at which a number of
skeletons emerge (albeit tentativelyl
from the cupboards of four gencera-
tions of a West End family, with the
usual cultural clashes between the
older and the younger generations.
In particular, the clash between the
two immigrant daughters (one of
whom is grandmother to the girl
getting married) is highlighted; Zoc
is characterised as the she-goat—
naturally rough, perhaps, but a sur-
vivor and a nurturer—while her sis-
ter Katerini is the more sophisticated
but fragile butterfly.

In the end, T Yitha is a celebra-
tion picce and, as such, it works well

enough for the community who
created it.I found the play itself a bit
tame {like an early Tes Lyssiotisin a
good mood}, although the production
uscd the cavernous Princess Theatre
at Woolloongabba very well and there
were some marvellous moments.

Onc of them was a traditional
Island goat dance drcamed by the
great-grandmother, played with
much passion by Tereza Loizu, one
of only two professionally trained
actors in the Iarge cast. However, |
suspect that 2 group that came
together for this project will go on
(in classic Street Arts fashion! to
forge more bi-cultural drama and 1
suspect, too, that it won’t all be
quite as soft and
comfortable as this
show.

Street Arts has
hadancnviable rep-
utation as a nurtur-
crot new work and
as an incubator tor
the emergence of
new groups, such as
the gifted Rock “n’
Roll Circus and the
enterprising ey
Tea, a women's
community theatre
company out at
suburban  Inala.
Street Arts” new Artistic Director
Brent MceGregor appears to have
stirred the company from some
recent doldrums and to have sct it

very much on its optimum

T course again.
AKIN As A wniont, the theatre in

Queensland doesn’t look too ‘frag-
ile’ to me and it scems well capable
of withstanding (and indeed of prof-
iting from}theonslaughtof the kinds
of interstate touring productions that
have been coming to the Gold Coast
and clsewhere in the vast Northern
Australian Regional Performing Arts
Centres Association network. Why
should Quecenslanders (like their
compatriots elscwhere in Australia)
not have the chance to enjoy the best
of “down south’ theatre alongside
the excellent productions provided
by their own companices?

Geofirey Milne teaches theatre and
dr: in the ol of and
Media at La Trobe University
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