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MMORAG FRASER

The score

UREKA STREET Is 50 NOT ouT this month, which puts us
in Alan Border and Garfield Sobers territory, and looking
forward to a Bradman average.

Many readers have loyally supported the magazine since
we began this risky publishing venture in 1991, in a recession
and during the Gulf War, and with publications out of
religious institutions closing more often than they opened.
It is with some pleasure, then, that I can report that 1995
has been our most successful year to date. The increasce in
subscription rates since March has been extraordinary, and
newsstand sales also show a marked increase.

Readers might also like to know that articles first
published in Eurcka Street are now regularly reprinted in
the major metropolitan dailics and many other magazines
and publications. We have also become a resource for radio
and television journalists who, in our experience, are much
more interested in matters of belief and value than is
commonly thought inside religious circles. Relations
between the church and the media are not always success-
fully negotiated, but the problems and misrepresentations
arc not all one-sided.

At the October Melbourne Writers’ Festival, David
Taccy, author of Edge of The Sacred, remarked that he was
struck by the renewed and pressing interest of readers, and
his university students particularly, in publicly examining
issues of belicf, and aspects of what we call the spiritual,
that were deemed taboo or simply not chic in the 1960s and
'70s. ‘“We wouldn’t have dreamed of talking about that kind
of thing then,” Tacey claimed.

We do more than dream about discussing it now. But
the forum, Tacey noted, is less likely to be the conventional
one. Tacey was adressing a sold-out crowd on a dank
Melbourne Sunday morning at the Malthouse Theatre. The
pancl, chaired by Fr Paul Collins, included English novelist
and theologian, Sara Maitland, and the exceutive editor of
Hindustan, Mrindal Pande. The session, called “All that is
Sacred’, was sponsored by Fureka Street. A similarly sold-
out Furcka Street session last year featured Seamus Heaney,
talking freely and cloquently, with none of the '60s inhibi-
tions he also remembered, about God and the mysterious
metres of poetry.

This year, in the theatre next door, another crowd was
listening to a panel discussion of grunge realism. Afterwards
both audiences compared notes, and converging enthusiasms.

Eureka Sireet began, in 1991, with a commitment to
publishing the best writing we could find or encourage on
public affairs, t  ology and the arts. We believed then that
the three categories were not separatce and not incompatible.
W are even more sure now.

—Morag Fraser
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Poetic justice

Eamus HEANEY's TriEND and fellow-Nobel laureate
Joseph Brodsky wrote not long ago that ‘as arts go,
poetry is not a mimetic but a revelatory one’.

The claim is provocative, not at least because it
fortifies the power of this particular art—apes can
mime, but it takes an altogether different class of = -
ing to rcveal. There are few to whom this view of po-
ctry would be more congenial than it is to Heaney.

He writes as if everything is poten-
tially luminous with meaning. This
does not preclude his writing about
dreadful matters, which indeed he  ies.
It means rather that for him potato-
peeling or thatching or the cating of an
oyster is always potentially an act of |
divulging. It may be symptomatic: it
will certainly be significant.

Onc of his favourite words, in print k
or in conversation, is ‘vigilant’. A Cath- &
olic farmboy in Northern Ireland in
1939 could have plenty of reasons for
keeping a weather-eye out for trouble,
and that remains truc in the Year of Our Lord 1995;
the traces of outrage and of immitigable grief char the
later pages. But he also impresses, decisively, as one
who is perpetually keeping vigil for the emergence of
the true, or the beautiful, or the good, in the midst of
life’s various shafts. ‘Funcral Rites’ announces one
title: ‘Casualty’, ‘After a Killing’, ‘A Dream of Jeal-
ousy’, ‘Sweency Astray’. These, be they public or pri-
vate, are indeced amongst ‘the troubles’ of this citizen
of a violated civilisation; but for Heancy as a poet,
the question continues to be Yeats’s—'What then?’

Part of the answer is to be found in another
remark of Brodsky's: ‘A poct is always the product of
his—that is, his nation’s—language, to which living
experiences are what logs are to fire.” This gives full
weight to the formidable transformative power of the
word, without which our lives would be inanc, and
as full weight to cverything we do or undergo.
Hecaney’s thoroughly-deserved popularity as a poct has
a lot to do with his writing from where those logs go
into that fire. Stripling rcaders and weathered ones
alike can sense that the poems make good the gap
between word and deed which is so often our humil-
iated condition.

He asks, in ‘Badgers’, '"How perilous is it to
choose/ not to love the life we're shown?’, and there
they are, essential clements of his writing—the vigi-
lant speculation, the assumption of responsibility, the
melody of phrase, the sense of cost. Nobody writes in
English more authoritatively about the art of poctry
itself, as his addresses given recently as Professor of
Poetry at Oxford show: but he is undeluded aboue the
hiatus between the finest of analysis and fidelity to

the Muse. ‘The life we're shown’ is realised, not
simply recalled, in the making of the poem.

It was said of one well-known Irish politician,
‘Give him cnough rope, and he’ll hang you.’ Irish
animositics can be lethal, as every significant Irish
writer has testified in this century. To writc with
enough sensitivity to register the climate truly, and
with enough robustness to survive and flourish, is it-
sclf an art of sorts. Each new book of
Heancy’s bears the stamp of that art—
8 one scarcely practicable to perfection, but
revealing beyond its local circumstanc-
d cs. As, increasingly, he has reached east
and west to find spiritual comradeship
| in his art—in Dante, in Irish legend, in
| Greek tragedy, in Beowulf—he has in
effect been trying to dream, alertly, for
nJ humanity.

That in itself makes him a ‘eradition-
J al’ poet, if by that one means a poct who
*actively expects that things will be
passed down to us, held out to us, from
moment to moment. Heaney’s many poems addressed
or dedicated to family, friends or historical confreres
have the affability of all such writing, but, morc
significantly, they still tap into the wellsprings of
meaning, freshets in murky times. Writing a sonnet
out of love for a dcad relative or living friend, he is
blessing them with the little ritual of this old form,
and blessing it with the treasured ones whom he
consigns to its keeping. Summoning the shade of Joyce
or Dante, of Kavanagh or Chekhov, he does so, not in
hopes of esoteric company, but for the sake of
celebration. Himself now in the greatese celebration
the rcading world can offer, he will no doubt, like
Yeats and Beckett, compatriots in the Nobel Prize,
have to devise strategies for addressing this too; as
Alec Hope wrote some decades ago, ‘In the instant of
success/ Suddenly the heart stands still.’ It is unlike-
ly, though, that Heaney’s mind or imagination will
stand still. Out of many poems that come to mind,
the conclusion of ‘Drifting Off’ makes its own claim.
In scven earlier stanzas he has tallied ‘the allure of
the cuckoo/ and the gossip of starlings’ and sundry
other behaviours. At the end

But when goldfinch or kingfisher rent

the veil of the usual,

pinions whispered and braced

as I stooped, unwieldy
and brimming,
my spurs al the ready.

Peter Steele has a Personal Chair at the University of
Melbourne.
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In God we bust

The ECONOMY. The ECONOMY. Everybody'’s talkin’ about the ECONOMY.
They say this and that is good for the ECONOMY. Well I don’t give a damn about
the ECONOMY. We've still got the same potholes, the same high rents.

Hell, the ECONOMY ain’t done nothin’ for me.

—A cab drive in Nashville, Tennessee.

N SerTEmBir 29 the New
York Times ran a report about the
results of an anti-fraud program in
New York City that involved finger-
printing welfare recipients. Over a
two-month period carlier this year,
148,502 people in receipt
of Home Relief funds
were fingerprinted by
caseworkers and the
prints checkedbeforcany
cheques were handed
over.

Forty-three cases of
double-dipping  were
uncovered  less than a
third of onc per cent of
the target group. Evenso,
the city plans to finger-
print other welfare recip-
ienes including those on
Federal assistance. Los
Angcles has been doing
so since 1994, Texas will

introducce fingerprinting of welfare

recipients in Dallas and at lcast once
other county nexe year.

The drift towards such extreme
measures points to two things, The
first is the way the political Right
(which includes Democrats as well
as Republicans) wants to devolve
responsibility for welfare. The Right
talks about cfficiency and accounta-
bility, but cost cutting is really what
it’s on about.

Most State governments in the
USarcrequired by law to bringdown
balanced budgets. There is no room
for compromise and tle for
compassion of the blecding-heart
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variety. Morcover, local authoritics
tend to be more immune to the public
outcry over the consequences of
welfare cuts than their Federal
counterparts. On a national level
the poor and underprivileged have
some hope of mobi-
lising in the sort of
numbers that com-
mand attention. On
a State level their
numbers are small-
cr, more fragment-
cd, harder to organ-
ise¢, and, forall these
reasons, much more
casily ignored.

The rush to try
new and morally, if
not legally, ques-
tionable measures
to save welfare dol-
lars also demon-
strates the extent to
which theunder-privileged are being
blamed for the country’s fiscal and
cconomic woes. The current Repub-
lican-controlled Congress wants a
halanced Federal budget by the year
2002. But it also wants a $US245
billion tax cut for the wealthy as
part of the deal. There are ne  rizes
for guessing where the moncey’s go-
ing to come from. Nor are the Dem-
ocrats (generally)or Bill Clinton {spe-
cifically) crying ‘foul” on bchalf of
theless well-off Americans who will
pay 1t.

Democrats in both houses of
Congress have put their signatures
tocutsin Medicaid, food stamps, aid

tofamilics with dependant children,
and cash for unmarried mothers. For
his part, Clinton is gaining a reputa-
tion as the best jand most generous)
President corporate America has had
this century.

Weltare has not lifted Americans
out of poverty—if that was cver its
intention. According to the latest
US Census Burcau figures, the
poverty rate dropped in 199:4 by 0.6
per cent to 14.5 per cent, or more
than 38 million Amcricans. That
kind of slow progress is proof enough
to some people that everyone would
be better off it the money carners
were left todo what they do best, and
the moncey yearners were forced to
go out and make a living instead of
relying on handouts.

But this kind of thinking ignores
the fundamental changes going on at
the core of the US cconomy. In the
mid-1960s, scven per cent of the US
Gross National Product came trom
cxport carnings. Now that figure is
over thirty per cent. In other words,
the domestic market is becoming
less important to US capital, and

overseas markets  are

becoming crucial.
- 'NHER[ ONCE THE HIGH ¢cost of

American labour was a boon to
American manufacturers [average
wages in the US doubled berween
1947 and 1967 and companics
couldn’t keep up with the demand
for bigger and better consumer goods)
it is now a major drag on the US’
international competitiveness. Once



way to deerease labour costs is to
move production to arcas of low
wagces (hence the flight of US opera-
tions to Latin America).

Another way is to cut wages,
including the social wage—hcalth,
cducation, public transport, subsi-
dised food and housing for the poor.
The surprise is not that this is
happening—the trend is hardly
peculiar to the US—but that it is
failing to cncourage any kind of class
politics among Americans in
response.

Onec reason can be found in the
Chicken and Rice Cafe in Indianap-
olis, Mississippi. The Chicken and
Rice Cafe will never make the tour-
ist guides. It is a run-down diner in
the back of a clapboard housc across
litter-strewn railway tracks on the
wrong side of town. And it scrves
blacks, cxclusively. The latter
arrangement has nothing to do with
the law (that battle was fought and
won long ago) but cverything to do
with the preference of local blacks
and whites alike. Martin Luther King
Inr drcamed of the day when ‘the
sons of slaves and the sons of slave-
owners would sit down at the same
table.” At the Chicken and Rice Cafe
that drcam is a long way off and only
a picture of King on the wall scems
to keep it alive at all.

Indianapolis is not unique.
“You've got to remember that this is
still the South’, said a
white store keeper in
Yazoo City, Mississippi,
when asked why blacks
and whites went to dif-
ferent barber shops.
‘They |the blacks] keep
pretty much to them- .
sclves and we keep to
oursclves. Things change
slowly here’.

American  blacks
gained civil rights in the
1960s and many of them
have gained cconomic
inclusion since. But in
many ways, blacks and
whites remain peoples
apart. The reaction to last month’s
aquittal of O.J. Simpson demon-
strates this most obviously.

To most blacks, Simpson was a
race hero—or, more correctly, a
victim of a white police and legal

system skewed against blacks. To
most whites, he was asmartoperator
who used his colour to beat a murder
rap. This difference of opinion is not
aboutlegal rights or wrongs but about
opposing worldviews and life
cxperiences. It reflects a divide in
Amecrican society—the kind of gulf
that encourages once group to blame
another for shortage of jobs or uni-
versity places and glues their
attention to epiphenomena while
structural adjustment
goes unguestioned.

NOTIHER RLASON TOR
national political distraction
in the US can be found outside
Adamsville, Tennessce. Along
the nearly 500 kilometres of
Highway 64 between Mem-
phis and Chattanooga is one
bar—the Wagon Wheel. 'This
here is Bible Belt” explains
Eddy, the Wagon Wheel’s pro-
prictor.'They’ve tried to close
me down as well,” he says.
‘But we’ve only had one
shooting and onc serious
beatingin five years, soldon’t
like their chances’. Even so, the busi-
ncess shows signs of the squecze it’s
under. The bar consists of ‘Budweis-
er- $1.50; Bud Lite- $1.25; Natural
Lite-$1.25 and wine coolers- $2.00".
That’s it. Hard liquor can be con-
sumed at the Wagon Wheel but not
bought there. The
furnishings are basic,
the jukcebox plays
loncly cowboy songs
between the Blue-
grass, and the few pa-
trons  scem  as
defcated and faded as
the posters.

That’s the power
of religion. Mississip-
pi  boasts 5,500
churches,cven
though Mississippi-
ans are thin on the
ground. In neighbour-
ing Alabama it’s
v impossible to keep a
count because new churches are go-
ing up all the time.

But while the names are clabo-
ratc—'Bible Hill Missionary Baptist
Church’; “Wings of Eagles True Gos-
pcl Church’; ‘God in Christ
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Church’—the message isn’t. It all
comesdowntolovingJesus andJesus
loving back. Still, in tiny Dora,
Alabama, 200 pcople listen to that
message over and over cach Sunday
and 75 come bhack for another dosce
on Wednesday night prayer mect-
ings.

With this kind of rcach, and that
kind of vacuousncss, the religious
right has the ability to bog down
national political dcbate down on
moral issues that
most other coun-
trics resolved
long ago—abor-
tion laws, por-
nography laws,
prayer-in-school.
It also has the
ability to champ-
ion an cxtreme
form of individ-
ualism to great
cffect. Hence
welfare becomes
an  issuc  of
individual
responsibility (‘a
good thing’} ver-
sus welfare dependency (‘a bad
thing’}. That kind of thinking well
suits the political agenda of conserv-
atives in Washington.

Twelve months  ago, the
Republican Party won control of the
Congress after only 39 per cent of
the clectorate bothered to turn out
to vote, and just over half of these
swung against the Democrats. Yet
now, 12 months before the 1996
Presidential clection, even Demo-
crats like Clinton have cssentially
adopted the Republican agenda.

The foundations are being laid
for the dismantling of the social
welfare state. There is no prominent
political figure in the US promising
to reverse the change, no labour
movement strong cnough to resist
it, and no sense of community that
scems capable of surviving the effects
this change will bring.

Onccinequality was tolerated by
Americans because they believed in
the myth of upward socio-cconomic
opportunity. Less benign myths quite
possibly will replace it.

Chris McGillion is the opinion page
cditor of the Sydney Morning Herald.
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Public Life and the Press, who suggests journalism is
‘the art of constructing a political present that ‘works’
in the sense that it persuades large numbers of people
to accept the challenge of public work when there are
so many other alternatives, among them drift, despair,
and the false comfort of a privatised existence.

For Rosen, a ‘professional” journalist is ‘someone
whose own work is concerned with whether public
work gets done.” According to this view, journalism
is: primarily an act of persuasion rather than infor-
mation delivery; which helps to construct ‘the present’
rather than merely reflect it; depends on, rather than
opposces, the work of other civie agencics; and distin-
guishes ‘freedom within politics” from ‘freedom from

politics’, supporting the former against the
latter.

HEEA MAKES ME NERvous,  Healthy scepticism
scems a better role for journalism than barracking.
Even if he means ‘the work of other civie agencies’ in
the largest sense of governance (excecutive) or justice
(police and courts), it is not hard to imagine Rosen’s
hopes being translated in practice into mere media
advocacy of the current agendas of those agencices
under the banner of public journalism. Still, the idea
merits a discussion that has yet to begin in Austral-
ian journalism circles. {For more see Quill, Novem-
ber 1993; American Journalism Review, September
1994

We need not endorse ‘public journalism” in order
to adopt the constructive spirit of its advocates. Al-
though necessary, it is too casy to criticise and sati-
rise the media. Suggesting how it might improve its
contribution to Australian civic life is harder but even
more necessary.

In 1994, the Federal Government’s Civics Expert
Group reported widespread public ignorance of basic
civic institutions. Such findings have appeared since
at least 1946. In 1988 the Constitutional Commis-
sion said that only 53 percent of the population knew
Australia has a written Constitution, and almost 70
percent of the 17-to-24-year-olds who were surveyed
didn’t know.

Such results dent hopes for a genuinely inclusive
debate over the next five years about whether Aus-
tralia should become a republic and, if so, what kind
and by what steps. Debate assumes shared informa-
tion. For example, how docs a citizen form a view
about appropriate presidential powers if he or she does
not understand the present separation of powers?

Nceither Keating’s minimalist model nor
Howard’s people’s convention means anything if dis-
cussion is limited to the ¢lites that create them. Civ-
ics in the education system is a necessary but longer
term response. It is inescapable that the media will
be vital to whether the republic debate and any refer-
enda are democratic in substance as well as form.

The work ahead is not glamorous, nor can it be
instant.  And this is unnatural for journalists, who
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arc used to playing a prominent role in the climax of
events when they become ‘the issuce of the day’, flare,
then fade. Well before any referenda there must be
an accretion of common knowledge of Australia’s
constitutional structure and practice. What practical
contribution could the media make to that?

I think this ycar’s remembrance of the end of the
Sccond World War carries clues. In supplements and
special programs, as well as segments in regular fare,
the print and clectronic media showed that it can treat
us like citizens. The coverage gencrated reflection,
not just distraction. I found it better than the usual
formulaic bathos.

Journalists chronicled for us and future Austral-
ians the distilled memories of many of our older peo-
ple, undiluted now by sclf-censorship, and spiked
often by the urgency of advancing years. Here was
perhaps their last chance to tell, because we might
not ask again in such a sustained way. Hatreds had
cooled, improving clarity. Everyone could find some-
thing in the coverage that reflected his or her experi-
ence as a member of a family in a community, not
just a target in a market.

So it could be with the republic issue. The Civies
Expert Group recommended the creation of prestig-
1ous awards for cducative media coverage about civies
and citizenship. But the media should not have to be
fed public funds in the form of awards or advertising
campaigns. The privilege to self-regulate demands
morce in return. We are justitied in pressing for media
contributions of space and airtime, and the invest-

ment of journalistic expertise, in presenting
information in casily accessible forms.

POITIONS AR INVITED to the following list of prac-
tical suggestions (please send them directly to the
papers and networks):
eEfforts by political reporters to avoid fashionable jar-
gon (for example, ‘spin doctor’] that can mystity and
alicnate readers who do not inhabit the politico-media
world.
eRegular publication in newspapers of a glossary of
terms, perhaps next to the TV guide or the weather
details. Here the uncertain citizen could check what
a ‘reserve power’ is, or when a habic becomes a con-
vention.
ePublication at regular intervals of ‘at-a-glance’
summarics of the competing models of constitutional
reform.
eBrict, accurate television explanations of the basic
clements of the Constitution could be aired in prime
time and repeated often enough to produce recall with-
out nausea. By all means, usc those wondertul com-
puter graphics, but to aid meaning, not just tor show.
eReconstruction of seminal moments in constitution-
al history could be produced in a way that values
meaning over feeling. Insert them into television
formats in a similar way to the *Australia Remembers’
spots that have appeared this year.















method of the inquiry. And, as vague leaks, coming
from the minister’s office, began surfacing suggest-
ing a hellhole of harassment, including scxual har-
assment, at the memorial, Kelson spoke to senior staff
expressing some concerns about the ambit of the in-
quiry. This disquiet was also communicated to Den-
nis Ives, then Public Service Commissioner—in whose
office McKernan'’s wife worked, a point scen as being
of great significance by an MRPA which saw cvery
action as a sign that the memorial’s top management
was bent on frustrating the inquiry. An expression of
concern about the style of the inquiry at a staff meet-
ing to staff was suggested as a form of intimidatory
behaviour designed to discourage staff co-operation,
and lurid suggestions were made that managers were
spying on these making allegations.

From now on, cach action taken by cither side
was interpreted as proof of bad faith by the other.

To concerns expressed by the Memorial’s council,
Ann Forward, Director of the MRPA was blunt in
accusing it of failing to face up to scrious allegations.
‘There’s an entrenched culture in this place, and it’s
apparent even around this table’, she is reported to
have said.

The advice from the Attorney-General’s Depart-
ment was that the inquiry had gonce too wide, that it
was patently without legal authority, that ‘workplace
harassment appcars to have become an issue of rela-
tive insignificance in the overall inquiry’” and that it
was not operating with procedural fairness. Shown
this advice, the MRPA rejected it and began pressing
for answers to a now somewhat shortened list of alle-
gations, some still lacking any real detail, and some,
as the Attorney-General’s Department noted, doing
no more than presenting adverse conclusions in very
general terms without setting out the basis for the
conclusion. The MRPA ignored, also, a letter from
Dennis Ives reiterating his opinion that workplace har-
assment was as the Government and his commis-
sion had defined it, not as the MRPA had—apart from

complaining about getting involved, a fac-
tor in his own subsequent demise.

.V ~ HEN THEY COULD NOT GET RESPONSES to their de-
mands for further particularisation, or any satisfac-
tion to their demands about limiting the definition
of harassment, Kelson and McKernan decided to take
the MRPA to court. The MRPA proceeded to make
tindings—including dark claims about their lobbying
to frustrate the inquiry—and recommendations with-
out hearing their responses. Those are the findings
the federal court has now quashed and suppressed.

For its own part the MRPA can now claim that
whatever was legitimate in the original allegations
may now be buried, and that it had a legitimate duty
to protect the employees involved. But it was its own
misinterpretation of its role, of its duties under natu-
ral justice requirements, and of its paranoia about
quite legitimate disquiet at the way it went about its

job which has produced that result. It only has itself
to blame.

On Kelson’s reaching the end of his term a year
ago—still in the heat of litigation and at that stage
having to look to his own resources to defend him-
self—the Mcmorial council, wanting to be fair to
McKernan, decided to fill the job temporarily pend-
ing a resolution to the affair. McKernan took a leave
of absence to work at the Australian National Uni-
versity. He has now applied for the permanent posi-
tion, but, for all of his obvious qualifications and his
supporters, now wears a double handicap: the feeling
that things might scttle down better with a completely
new team, and a festering suspicion that, despite the
vehement denials, there might have been fire behind
the smoke. The same old Catch 22; damned if you
protect yourself and damned if you don't.

If he fails to get the job, and if those are the rea-
sons why, it seems safe to predict that few people of
talent and energy will be inspired to want to work in
such a cesspool of internal and external politics with-
out support from above or below. In the modern dis-
posable public service, there’s not much due process
loyalty or credit in the bank.

Jack Waterford is the editor of the Canberra Times.
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One for the toad thanxs mate

HAT 1s 1T ABOUT THE MELBOURNE Cur that gives rise
to the oddest behaviour in people! Why do normally staid
librarians and actuaries make their way to Flemington
resplendent in togas and gorilla suits, drink enough to fill a
car boot, and tall over each other like extras in a Chaplin
movic? And why do people, who for the rest of the year walk
past TABs without turning a hair, rush in at half-past-two
on the first Tuesday in November, plonk
five dollars on a nag whose name they
can’t remember and form they can’t ver-
ity, and, unaware that it’s plodding on
behind the leaders by the length of the
straight, shout for their charge with all
the desperation of a gambler who's mort-
gaged his housce? Fa

Purcly and simply it’s the romance of the punt. Beyond
picking up some extra cash, there is the hint of something
transcendent in backing a winner, a sweet prospect which
will again scduce the nation and command its rapt atten-
tion for some threc-and-a-halt minutes on November 7.

While the Cup Sweep has become an institution—al-
ways won by someceone who agonises over the dollar bet,
having claimed to be ideologically opposced to gambling, who
then runs around like a loon waving their ticket in everyone’s
face sercaming ‘Tam the champion!’—there are more bizarre
ways in which the nation’s premicr horse race is celebrated.

If you have occasion to be just north of Daintree River
for Cup Day you might come across one of the strangest.
Since there is a dearth of race tracks and an oversupply of
vermin in Far North Quecensland, naturce has corrected it-
sclf and the Cape Tribulation Cup for canc toads 1s run cve-
ry year in the pub on the flat. T was there three years ago and
as soon as the last round of drinks had been bought follow-
ing the finish of that other race—won by Sub-Zero—24 su-
perbly bred toads are set on their way, with a room full of
drunks ready to cheer them on, and snare the winner in a
ham-fisted grasp.

Cane toads are mustered (a five minute scarch down by
the mangroves), saddled {a rubber band with a number on it
is placed around the torso) and stalled (chucked in a garbage
bin). 1t is then that the skill of picking the winner is played
out like a fincely measured piece of theatre.

Each is held up for inspection and auctioned to the high-
est bidder. All the money raised is pooled to be divided
amongst the place getters after the race (known—why [ know
not—as a ‘Calcutta’). Old heads and canny punters gather to
cye the talent, occasionally nodding and winking to cach
other when a ‘good bit o' frog’ is spotted. Despite the
absurdity of it all, the atmosphere is thick with ritual.

At first the bidding was slow, the first two toads going
for $10 cach, but the auctioneer had a well-practised patter,
sceming to pull bids out of the ether, and soon the big money
camc out. When a particularly frisky-looking customer went
for the record price of $80, the crowd gasped and the atmos-
phere was charged with a great expectancy.

I had viewed the carry-on with no small amount of
amusement beforchand, assuming that no-one would be sil-
ly enough to pay more than a couple of dollars to have the
privilege of calling themselves an owner and racer of cane
toads. But when the pool reached $300 betore half the field
had been sold I naturally took a greater interest in proceed-
ings. When number 20 came out of the bin, kicking like a

champion, it was time to enter the fray.
I was cngaged in a short but in-
tense bidding duel with two others.
~ However they dropped out carly and [
7 picked it up for the very reasonable
price of $30. I'm not surc if they let me
" have it because the price was too rich
or [ looked ready and willing to sacri-
fice everything T owned by the way 1 maniacally waved my
arms about. Then came the ritual of naming my steed. Some
of the more interesting monickers chosen were foh's Jury,
Truckload of Beer, and a personal favourite, Give Us a Kiss.
In conjunction with connections—I borrowed ten bucks trom
the publican-—we settled on Son of Kermit. A couple of old-
timers nodded at me in recognition of an astute choice.

Soon the formalitics were over and it was time to get
down to business. A circle was drawn in the middle of the
concrete floor and the garbage bin gently tipped over at its
centre. The winner would be the toad to get to the perimeter
first. The start was delayed when the heavily backed Squeeze
Me slipped out from under the rim. Fortunately it was
collared quickly and returned to the bin. Silence descended
as the crowd anticipated the start, which was puncruated
by the starter giving the bin three raps on the side with a
stick followed by a tumultuous cheer as it was lifted.

The pub was consumed by an cxplosion of toad flesh.
Drinkers charged in every direction chasing the prized jump-
ers, upending tables, beers and chairs in the process. While
the two place-getters were grabbed quickly, the winner clud-
ed the punters and escaped via an open door. The pub emp-
tied out into the tropical heat and around 20 or 30 blokes
descended on the shrubs and bushes around the hotel, hop-
ing to tlush out our reluctant champion. A yelp from the
showers in the adjoining backpacker resort aterted the pres-
ence of an unwanted visitor and the entire search party
jumped the tence and rushed the toilet block. Moments later
our victor was carriced triumphantly back into the bar.

The winner was an unfancied starter, sold tor a paltry
$12. In all the fuss T had forgotten about Son of Kermit. There
he or she sat {I'm no expert at determining the sex of cance
toads) in the middle of the circle, looking more than a little
superior. I wondered what on carth had possessed me, had
possessed all of us for that matter.

The publican came over,slapped me on the back and as
if to answer my thoughts said, ‘Cup fever, mate, It's like
this every year.

Jon Greenaway is the assistant editor of Eurcka Street.
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LVIADLYIN VVILLIAND

Essays in Remembrance

Evan Owen has a bent leg,
The left leg,
Bowed like the belly of a cello.

It had rained all night until dawn next morning
With grey cloud still a ragged fringe

Halfway down the mountain,

So the road to the cemetery was wel

When they buried his Aunt Emmy

And she so heavy it had taken four men

To lift her onto the hay-wain.

Evan walked beside the corpse with one hand on the coffin

To keep it from shifting.

But the horse on the nearside was blind in one eve
And stumbled in a puddle:

The coffin slipped and reaching over to steady it
Evan tripped over a poking-up stone.

The snap, they said, when the wheel of the hay-wain
Ran over his leg, was Ilike a whip crack:

And the doctor over by Pen-y-pas

Tending Mrs Phillips in labour with her fifth.

So Evan's leg was never properly mended

And he only a young fellow then.

2.

Evan Owen, now past middle age and well respected,
Limps along the mountain’s lower slopes

{tall around the grey shapes tower

Like sculptured monuments piled together by giants).
With his bent leg and lop-sided body

He seems a gnome-like being

Until he smiles at the boy by his side.

I was ten then and said to be delicate,

Something to do with the chest,

And had been sent to stay for the summer months
At Uncle Gwynedd's place in Wales.

A large stone house with orchard and garden;

A stretch of singing river

And seventy acres of fair grazing.

But Uncle Gwynedd spent much of his time travelling
To strange and faraway places

Leaving Evan to manage the land

While Olwen, his childless wife, buxonr and bubbling
With an abundance of mothering love,

Took care of the house and was pleased that Evan,

So kindly and wise, should have,

If only for the time being,

A surrogate son to keep him company.
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Seven Sketches of Evan Owen

3.

Together they hoe between vegetable rows,

Pick berries and early plums for preserving,

And while Evan milks the cow

The boy crawls under hedges

To look for eggs in hidden nests.

They feed the white sow with her squealing litter
And, these things finished, go side by side
Across the mountains’ lower slopes

To check on the flock of fat-tailed sheep
Scattered about the grazing

As if placed to complete the scenery.

So they go, the limping mountain man,

And the small boy from the city

Eager to become part of this completeness;

To absorh and be drawn into its secrecies,
Learning to recognise the footprints of a fox

Or a stoat’s hiding place beneath a lichen-covered stone:
A nest that a skylark has left,

A dead, bent tree where a kestrel slept,

And an undercut ledge in a river-bend

Where, time and light being right,

One might reach in quietly and lift out a trout.
And always the mountains stand around,

Great shapes with changing faces as Olwen explains:
‘Come sun, come moon, Come snow, come rain,
And nature points them a different way.’

4.

The boy sleeps in a room with a steepled ceiling

And before getting into bed goes to the window

To stand for a while looking at the peaks,

Each uniquely aloof in a collective solitude

Like hooded monks locked inside the privacy

Of a separate silence while above,

Behind and beyond each peak

Stars repeat according to time and season

Their own quiet rising and passing again into darkness:
And he wonders if each speaks to each, stars and peaks,
In a mystical language of a knowing bevond our own,
Linking physical and spiritual.

He will ask Evan about this
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IVIASLYIN VVILLIAVES

For Evan has a wisdom that secs beyond reason
And the familiar unity of all that is visible;
Peaks, valleys, rivers, creatures,

Moon and stars, light and dark,

And lives within a bigger completencss

In which history, myth, prophecics

And apocalyptic visions are all of a picce

With the business of mixing a bran mash

For the white pig and her litter.

5.

Lynn Ogwen in late light, burnished copper and orange,
The loveliest lake in Wales.

Bevond it, thrusting up from a jumble

Of lesser peaks and rock shapes, the pinnacle of Tryfan,
Dignified symbol of defiance.

There, after a day of neighbourly hay making

Evan speaks to the boy of the history,

Myths and prophetic visions that had kept

The Welsh together in a separate identity for centuries
In spiie of the persistence of the English

Who ringed their borders about with castles and forts,

Tryving to choke them into submission when invasions failed.

He quoted from poems and prophecies that were spoken
Before ever history was written,

Telling of horrors undreamed of, and days to come
When great mountains would lean their heads together
And weep to see rivers running blood

And unborn infants die in their mother’s stomachs.
With his corrugated face strangely radiant

Evan told the boy of two great dragons

Fighting for supremacy, one red and one white,

Their great tails flailing,

Fangs and talons ripping at each other

Until both were submerged in a lake of their own blood.

And out of it came the red dragon with the banner
That flies over Wales to this day.

Grazing sheep, accustomed to quietness,

Turn their heads towards Evan and stop feeding,
But only briefly. The sun goes down, the lake sleeps,
But all night the boy dreams.

6.

A compuct stone chapel and Evan at the porch door
With hvmn books and homely greetings,

For mountain people are God-conscious

And come each Sunday to pray, sing hymns

And listen to their preacher.

Evan, a robust but melodious baritone,

Leads the singing. Olwyn’s lilting contralto
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Reminds the boy of clean spring water running over stones
(They had met at an eisteddfod).

Hymns, prayers and preaching; everything in Welsh

And although he has only a smattering of the language
He understands it all, for the praying and preaching

Are full of deep and hidden meaning, and the hymns
Made him feel that his whole being is overflowing

With love and a comforting one-ness with these people
Who seem so eager to look upon the face of their creator
That he wonders if the thick walls will

Always be strong enough to contain their impatience.
But as Olwyn said as they went home together,

‘For us it is easy to believe.

Each day we wake and see the mountains all around,
Sometimes in sunshine, sometimes in rain;

Sometimes in the soft silence of snow and at other times
When the shrieking of wild winds, and thunder

And lightning are enough to make you afraid.

We see it all. We feel, and we believe.”

7.

Each evening Evan took his scythe

From its hook in the toolshed

And went to the sown pasture palch

By the orchard wall to cut a few swathes

Of fresh green feed for the milking cow.

Swifts dipped and flitted as we went through the gate,
Me so keenly looking forward (o this performance
Because it always scemed both beautifully complete
and curiously dreamliike and unreal,

The scythe, strange and awkwardly misshapen,
Yet in the hands of that gnome-like figure

The centrepiece of a concentricity of rhyvthms
That flowed across his shoulders, arms and body
Into an arc of whispering stecl

That swung back and forth while little waves

Of pasture grass swooned across the blade.

I could hear the sounds of an orchestra

And see bows moving back and forth

Across the strings of double-basses

And the bellies of cellos

While my friend Evan Owen moved through

A stately pas de deux,

The curved and cambered handle of the scythe
Matching the shape of his bent leg.

Envoi :

At the window of a room with a steepled ceiling

A boy looks out on moonlit mountains

While speaking wordlessly to something bevond reach,
Grateful for each day, knowing that he is growing.
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ANDREW HAMILTON

Coming into shore

. |

OR PERCEPTIVI REMARKS about
national identity and immigration,
look to the burcaucrat’s marginal
notes and not to the big public
speeches. In 1885, torexample, there
was much public debate about the
valuce of an imperial federation. The
subject lent itself to high rhetoric.

With an eye both to practicality
and morality, Lord Blatchford wrote
mordantly:

The notion of an Anglo-Saxon
alliance will degenerate into an
unsuceessful contrivance for
bullying the rest of the waorld.
To contend for such an alliance
on the ground that Anglo-Sax-
ons  the great exterminators of
aborigines in the temperate
zone  would, when confederat-
ed set a new and exceeptional
exampleofjustice and humanity
scems to me a somewhat
transcendental expectation.

Luke Trainor, who provides this
quotation, studics underits imperial
aspect the relationship between
Australia and Great Britain in the
decades before Federation. His
account is convincingly complex, in
that he takes full account of the
diverse and conflicting interests
which helped shape the Australian
relationship o Britain  after
Federation.

The British Government, for
example, wanted to have the costs of
defence defrayed by the Colonies.
But it wanted also to retain control
over the composition and the
deployment of its torces abroad. The
colonies, on the other hand, desired
to maintain the umbrella of sceurity
offcred by the British, but did not
want to pay for it. As a compromise,
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Australia accepted British leadership
and training of its own forces, with
the resule that the culture of the
Australian Armed Forces has
remaincd stubbornly British.

The colonial economy was also
shaped by conflicting interests
within Australia and Britain.
Victoria, a manufacturing centre, for
example, preferred tariffs to protect
itsindustry, while New South Walces
wanted a tree trade arrangement to
protectitsagricultural exports under
British hegemony. Agriculruralists
in Australia generally found common
causce with British capital; the
workers from cach nation also
formed common causc on accasion.
But the Depression of the 1890s
showed that Australia was heavily
dependent on British investment,
with the result that the form which
Federation took had to reassure the
creditors.

Trainor brings out well the
influence of these complex set of
relationships on the way in which
Australians came to conceive and
give legislative embodiment to their
identity. To define Australian
identity in terms of British descent
scrved the interests of most compet-
ing groups. It respected the desire of
the British Government to maintain
a decisive intluence on Australian
defence and foreign policy, and to
protectits forcign investment. Land-
owners and businessmen believed
that it proteceed cheir relacionships
with British investors and their
cultural standing, in the face of
populist threats. Workers recognised
in it a bulwark against a plantation
cconomy, dependent on cheap
imported labour, This was onc of the
latteroptions fordevelopmentwhich
the colonies could have taken; many

colonists saw it as representing a
continuing threat in the shape of
Chincse, Afghan or Islander
immigration. The imaging ot Aus-
tralian identity in terms of a whitg,
male and British archetype united
groups who were otherwise divided.

The shrill debates that attended
the definition of Australian identity
liec on the margins of Trainor’s theme,
and he treats them only in passing.
They gencerally retlected the narrow
sclf-interest of groups which saw
themscelves as threatened by the
importation of cheap labour. But
while the interests defended were
narrow, the shape of the argument
was broad. Tt worked confidently
from an abstract description of
national characteristics.

Implicitin the argument was the
assumption that nations were deter-
mincd genetically, and that the most
strongly endowed stock would sur-
vive. Groups, like the Australian
aboriginals, who were particularly
primitive could be expected to dic
out, whilc thosc of British stock stood
highest on the evolutionary ladder.
Morcover, because national qualitics
were determined by racial origin,
unrestricted immigration which
would mix racial stock would incev-
itably lead to national decadence.

This kind of discoursce scrved to
define Australians as British and to
give a rationale tor the detinition. It
also coloured the way in which Aus-
tralians conceived of national iden-
tity itsclf. They were led to see it in
terms of abstract qualities which
were shared by individuals within
the nadon. From this perspective,
personal qualities, relationships,
achicvement and experience were
not relevant to a person’s identity,
when compared to his or her racial















This Companion is also to be
commended for an inclusive view of
the subject, and of the interests of
likely users. Many a person figures
here who would be thought of, in
thesc days of cxcessive division of
intellectual labour, as primarily sci-
entists, or theologians, or political
figures.

So much for the solid virtues,
what of the beguiling ones that make
this an cnjoyable book to use? The
toneis generally cheerful, even light.
We arc treated to entrics disclosing
literary allusions (to the ‘bubbles of
philosophy’ which sustain drown-
ing intcllectuals, for examplel,
entrics on both tarwater and slime,
from Honderich himsclt on unlikely
philosophical propositions, on Den-
nett’s Philosophical Lexicon, which
makes joke dictionary entrics from
the names of philosophers, living
and deceased, and, from Quinton,
con brio, on the deaths of the philos-
ophers. This last strangely omits
Empcdocles on Etna, deniced his
apothcosis, the story runs, betrayed
by his sandals bespeaking a mun-
danc departure through drowning in
the crater lake.

Only once did I find the tone
taking on a jarring flippancy, where
the author of the entry holds that
marriage is ‘to taste “made in heav-
en’ or instituted by human socie-
tics.” Only onc author spoiled his
entries—on pscudo-science and psy-
choanalysis—by an impenctrably
indircct and polysyllabic style.

Aprofessional’s enjoymentof the
work isalso enhanced by the decision
to include cntries on living
philosophiers. The editor’'s preface
disarms criticism of the choices, sol
say nothing, but notc that of the
Australians, Anderson, Armstrong,
Smart, Frank Jackson, and Pcter
Singer get gucernseys. There are

one or two I would have

added.

OME ENTRIES HAVE an agrecably
forthright air: the discussion of
Lyotard, for example, concludes:
‘What this amounts to, in short, is a
mélange of Wittgensteinian, post-
structuralist, and kindred ideas pre-
sented in an oracular style that rais-
¢s bafflement to a high point of prin-
ciple.” And in the entry on Ordinary
Language and Philosophy we read

that (contrary to a vast body of mid-
century analytic doctrine]’ ... where-
as closc attention to language is cs-
sential in philosophy, the ideas that
all philosophical problems are prob-
lems in language, or that they can be
scttled by grammatical analysis, arc
quite different and quite absurd.”’

This is a work edited and pub-
lished in Britain, though by no means
entirely written there. To what ex-
tent doces it display any provineial-
ism? Quinton writes on philosophy
at Cambridge, Oxford and London.
Does his cntry on Harvard redress
the balance? Or his explicit conces-
sion that the leading journals are
now published in the United States?
Another insularity: the entry on the
persecution of philosophers manag-
cs to make not a single reference to
Eastern Europe in the twentieth cen-
tury.

More scriously, the continuing
resistance to metaphysical and sci-
entific approaches, characteristic of
much post-Wittgensteinian philos-
ophy in Britain, sometimes makes
itself felt. The article on French
philosophy claims that on both sides
of the Channel the post-Kantian
critique of metaphysics enjoys near
consensual status. The entry on
Thinkingsupposes a few casual arm-
chair reflections on the relation of
thought to specch, with the implica-
tions for animals, rather than some
genuine cognitive science, will sat-
isfy the enquirer. The article on the
Language of Thought is superficial
and misleading. That on Individual
Propertics is thin and out of date.
Discussions of Matter would profit
from a more contemporary appreci-
ation of physics.

The rather impatient discussion
of the Meaning of Life displays the
narrowness, the refusal to mect the
enquiry, reminiscent of analytic
philosophy a half-century ago. Ordi-
nary folk rightly expect philosophers
to have somethinguseful to say about
what it has been found does, or can,
make life worth living. Sermons on
infelicitics of expression are not to
the point.

Most of the entrics, it should
already be clear, are at least ade-
quate. Many are more than that. The
discussion of Being, for example, isa
paradigm of the lucid and enlighten-
ing ideal which many approach. For
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the most part, the editor has chosen
his contributors well, and been well
scrved by them. Thereare exceptions:
Burke is damned with off-hand semi-
praise, while Wittgenstein is given a
hagiography. The entry for Newton
is, to my mind, a disgracc the cditor
should have rejected: its few lines
give no hint of why Newton
deserves an entry at all. There
is no mention of his views of
Space, or Time, or Action at a
Distance, no discussion of his
mcthodological pronounce-
ments, nor of his inventory of
unsolved problems at the end
of the Opticks.

This book provides an in-
tellectual feast, and it often
presents that wealth of matter
in attractively uscable form.
So it is churlish to complain
that there is not yet more, and
profitless to exchange opin-
ions on which marginal fig-
ures should, or should not,
havereceived the entrée. Nev-
ertheless, no reviewer of this
sort of volume resists the
temptation to point to omis-
sions.

Of the scientists whose
contributions to natural phi-
losophy entitle them to an
entry, we have Gassendi and
Pricstley. What a pity we do
not have cither Boscovich o1
Faraday, pioneers of point par-
ticle physics and ficld theory,
nor Maxwell and the clectro-
magnetic synthesis. In the
philosophy of law, the great
Montesquicu neither has an
entry to himself, nor even a
mention in the general histo-
ry of that subject. Tomy mind,
thatis the most gricvous sin of omis-
sion to which this admirable com-
pendium must answer.

One last word: in Britain, The
Oxford Companion to Philosophv
of over 1000 pages, sclls for €25,
That comes to less than tuppence
ha’penny a page. Dull would he be of
soul who could not get value for
money fromsuch awork! The pricing
for Australia translates into seven
cents, still a bargain.

Keith Campbell is Challis Professor

of Philosophy at the University of
Sydney.
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J.J.. DMARI

Getting it right

r=

e HIS BOOK IS AN LSSAY 0N Imcta-
cthics, not concerned with the
abstract or philosophical moralising
thatiscallednormative cthics. Mcta-
cthics is concerned with the logic
and mcthodology of normative
cthics.

Michacl Smith holds that clarity
about meta-cthics is a necessary
preliminary to normative cthics. 1
think that heisright. Certainly most
scientists need no expertise in meta-
science (philosophy of sciencel to do
good work. This is because the meth-
odology of scienecis well understood
andabsorbedinto the culture. Ethics
is much inthe positionof - renais-
sance when the rules for scientific
investigation were very fluid and
investigators such as Galileo and
Descartesdid need to engage inmeth-
odological thought. So Smith’s book
is important not only formeta-ethics
but also for normative or practical
cthics.

The central question in meta-
cthicsis thatof the so callc atural-
istic fallacy. The term was intro-
duced by G.E. Moore who taught
that ethical termis such as ‘good’ and
‘right’ referred to special ‘non-
natural’ propertics. Theissue perhaps
had been better stated by David
Hume, who heldin effect that ‘ought’
cannot be deduced from ‘s’

Naturalism in this sense has thus
nothing to do with naturalism in
metaphysics. As Moore recognised
in his chapter on metaphysical
cthics, someone might have a spirit-
ual view of the world and yet hold
that ‘ought’ can be deduced from ‘is’.
(Conversely a philosopher might be
anaturalistin the metaphysical sense
but not in the ethical sense.)

As it happens Smith is a natural-
ist in the mctaphysical sense, but
this is irrclevant to the concerns of
the book, in which his concern is to
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propose a viable form of naturalism
in the ethical sense.

Moore argucd that no naturalist
definition of ‘good’ or ‘right” will do.
Thus suppose that {as was donc in
the ninetcenth century) ‘good’ was
defined as ‘conducive to human
cvolution’. This definition will not
do becausce it is still an open or
contestable question as to whether
conduciveness to evolution is good.
Moore concluded that nonaturalistic
definition willt do and that ‘good’
stands for a non-natural property.
This is mysterious and also leaves
unexplained the oddness of sincerely
saying that something is good and
yet having no favourable attitude
towards it. Nowadays non-
naturalists tend to bhe non-
cognitivists, denying that the uni-
verse contains moral facts and
asscrting that our usc of moral
sentencesis toexpressattitudes oris
analogous to that of imperatives
which do not state facts. {{Open the
door’ does not tell you whether the
door is open or shut.}

The non-cognitivist clcarly has
no problem with what Smith calls
‘the practicality requirement’—that
if you assent to a moral judgment
youhaveatendency towant toactin
accordance with it. Smithagrees with
the practicality requirement, other
things being cqual, but agrees with
Michacl Stocker that someone,
because of depression or accidie,
genuinely might believe that an
action is right (not just belicved by
others to be right) and yet have no
motive to doit. I think that T would
say that such a person must have
some tendency todo the action, even
though it was overwhelmingly out-

wighed by the desire to do nothing,
The non-cognitivist must reject the
common scnse beliet (if it is a
common scnse belief] that moral
values are objective features of the
world. The problem of reconciling
this objectivity requirement {and
another requirement which T won'’t
bother with here) with  the
practicality requirement is what
Smith calls ‘The Moral Problem’.
Smith ably defends Hume's view that
actions  arc  explained by a
combination of belief and desire: this
combination constitutes the
motivating rcason for an action. A
motivating rcason is a state ol the
mind of an agent and is explanatory
of the action in question. Distinct
from motivating rcasons are
normative reasons. These are the
propositions which anagent will give

as the reasons justifying his

or her actions.

MITIT THINKS THAT CITATION of
motivating reasons and of normative
rcasons can render an action intelli-
gible, but in different ways. [ would
agree, I think, though I'do not regard
the citation of normative reasons as
other than indirectly explanatory.
We can dcliberate in a certain way
and guess at another’s motivating
reasons by assuming that the other
would have deliberated similarly: |
usce mysclf asa sort ot analogue com-
putcr.

Now I think that it the analysis
of ‘moral’ depended on the use of
normative reasons in the analysis,
then a naturalistic account of obli-
gation would be beyondus. However
talk about normative reasons might
be naturalistic in the required sense.
This is part of Smith’s strategy. Also
Smith needs a naturalistic sense of
(practical) rationality. Given these
two things, his naturalistic account




of ‘ought’ is as follows: W¢ ought to
doaction A in circumstances C if and
only if we would desiretodo Ain Cif
we were fully rational. According to
Smith, this subjunctive conditional
states a naturalistic fact about the
world.

Here T have simplified Smith’s
theory by omitting a clausc to the
cffect that A in C must be of an
appropriate substantive kind, distin-
guishing moral from non-moral rca-
sons, implicitly defined by various
platitudes about the moral. Thave my
doubts about whether these supposcd
platitudes arc all really platitudinous.
And if they were, would

pretend to others that he or she is not
an cgoist. But the fact that egoism
should be kept seeret does not rule it
out as a possible plan of life. (The
great nineteenth century moral phi-
losopher Henry Sidgwick had great
trouble here, because he thought that
Sclf Love and Benevolence were equal-
ly rational supreme principles, but
that theapparent contradiction would
be contingently— though not logical-
ly—resolved by rewards and punish-
ments in an after life.) However, leav-
ing cgoism to onc side, one can still
wonder whether the platitudes that
according to Smith define practical

with anagreed expression of attitudes
or an agreed system of imperative
sentences. We might have simply a
one outcome non-cognitivisim. Notice
that Smith’s objective fact is a funny
sort of fact. It is expressed in a sub-
junctive conditional. So ethics is still
different from science, and the usual
worrics about the naturalistic fallacy
may be on the way back, despite
Smith’s ingenuity.

It may be said that the canons of
scientific rationality can be disputed.
It is well known that one cannot
convince a determined anti-scientit-
ic ratbag, for example a flat carther or
a so-called creation scien-

thisrender them factual? A
non-cognitivist could re-
gard them as common ex-
pressions of attitude, or
commonlyaccepted imper-
atives. Consider Smith’s
cxample of anon-moralrea-
son, to drink beer rather
than wine to relax after
work because he enjoys
beer more than wine. 1
would say that this gives a
moral rcason, ¢ven though
one of very little impor-
tance. Drinking the beer is
best for his own happiness,
which is part of the happi-
ness of all sentient beings.
Morcover even non-utili-
tarians in cthics will agree
that enjoying more lcads to
relaxing more, which lcads
to more ability to do good
works later.

* tist. Nevertheless we know

. that out in the world there
@l | isaspherical carth and that
long ago there were dino-
saurs and pterodactyls and
ourancestors the first mam-
mals. Thatratbags deny the
platitudes of scientific
rationality does not impugn
the facts in which scientif-
icrationality with good for-
tunc has often led us to
belicve. It may be that the
canons of moral rationality
in which Smith, and you
and I believe, would be de-
nicd by those who by our
lights are wicked. Burt arce
there the moral tacts out
there in the world? Smith
has given us only a sub-
junctive conditional. 1f
thercisafacttocorrespond
to it {and this can be doubt-

sl

Morce importantly,
Smith usecs a number of platitudes
corresponding to John Rawls’ method
of reflective cquilibrium (that is,
thinking about moral principles
where they scem to conflict and al-
tering them so they balance out] in
order—in effect—implicitly to define
practical rationality. I use the word
‘practical’ here to distinguish moral
rationality, if it exists, from the two
sorts of rationality allowed by Hume
(some of the time), namely logical
rationality and inductive [scientific)
rationality. This reflective equilibri-
um is supposcd to obtain between our
own considered attitudes and also
thosc of others. The last clause here
rules out egoism as a possible moral-
ity. Of course a clever cgoist will

rationality would pin down options
in normative ethical theory unique-
ly, however long we deliberated and
discussed our attitudes and tried to
put them into reflective cquilibrium.
How do we know whether one person
or group of persons might not end up
with, say, a Kantian respect for per-
sonscthicandanother person or group
of persons with a utilitarian ethic? Or
to different compromiscs between
these two positions?

Suppose, however, that Smith’s
platitudes and mecthodology would
indeed ultimately constrain us to a
single normative ethics. Idonot think
that this gives ethics the objectivity
that Smith desires. A non-cognitivist
could arguc that we would end up
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cd) it is a fact only about
human nature, idealiscd to the nature
of perfectly rational beings with per-
feet empirical knowledge of relevant
natural facts.

What if the canons of rationality
would lead different rational beings
with all relevant empirical knowl-
cdge to two or more different cthical
systems? Smith holds thatif thiswere
so there would be no objective moral
facts. He gives some optimistic rea-
sons for hoping that in fact there
would be convergence of moral
beliefs. My view is that if the pessi-
mistic outcome would show that
there are no objective values, perhaps
cqually his naturalistic objectivism
should rather be seen, on the optimis-
tic view of convergence, as a onc-
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outcome non-cognitivism. I would
like to stress that if there is no con-
vergenceg, thisisno reason formealy-
mouthed cthical relativism. Even if
(say] ‘Nazis are evil’ 1s not a state-
ment of fact but an expression of
attitude, it can be and usually is a
passionate expression of disagree-
ment in attitude with the Nazis, If
we can’t discuss ethics politely with
Hitler we can hope to shoot him,
The emotivist or prescriptivist posi-
tion is very far from the view that
onc cthical position is as good as
another. To say this would be to

cxpress an attitude of insip-
ro=  idrelativism.

HI PROBLEM TOR READERS Of Smiith'’s
book 1s to think about whether his
definition is really naturalistic or
whether non-natural or prescriptiv-
istclements are smuggledin through
the platitudes wherceby ‘reason’ and
‘rational” are analysced.

Morcover if Smith’s theary is
indeed a naturalistic theory it is nat-
uralistic with a difference, and per-
haps the distinction between natu-
ralistic cthics (remember the pecu-
liar sense of ‘naturalistic” that phi-
losophers use in this context) and
non-naturalistic (i.c. prescriptivist
or emotive) ethics is not a clear one
and Smith's is somewhcere on the
border. Smith’s theory, asitis worked
out in detail in the light of contem-
porary controversics, is an original
and subtle once. For historical
precedents T would sce some rela-
tionship to the ‘ideal obscrver
theories” which go back to Adam
Smith and were revived in 1952 by
the American philosopher Roderick
Firch. Smith’s theory has subtleties
which make it, tosay the least, harder
to arguce against.

The solution to “The Moral Prob-
lem’ comes in the final two chap-
ters, and the non-technical reader
might like to skim through these
first, before reading the technical
and controversial chapters leading
up to them. Smith writes in a clear
and rcadable style, and so the book
also can serve as an exciting intro-
duction to the present state of meta-
cthical discussion. [t is sure to he
much used and much discussed.

J.J.C. Smart is Emecritus Professor at
the Australian National University.
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JULIET T FIUGHLS

Dea~ Abbess

HAVE ALWAYS BIIN AN EAGER
reader of published correspondence:
many biographics tell us far more
about the biographer. The recent tlur-
ry of Mary MacKillop publications
showed that her Jeteers, and most
likely she herself, were much more
interesting than the stolid, chatty or
pious recountings
that were on of-
fer. And yet, there
can be a sensc of
guilt:  rcading
private letters can
be dangerous to
our scnsce  of
decency, however
we might ration-
alise the desire.

Whao knows
whether the
subject  would
have wanted such scrutiny?

It’s diffcrent when reading the
correspondence of Hildegard von
Bingen (1098-1179). In her time let-
ters were very public documents;
their composition was hedged with
many conventions and formulac,
though there are tantalising glimps-
¢s of the person behind the form.

She was an extraordinary woman,
born to nobility near Mainz, and was
given to the religious life by her
parents at the age of cight. She
became a Cistercian abbess, a vision-
ary, a scer in the apocalyptic tradi-
tion, a medical scientist, a musical
composer of genius, a doughty poli-
tictan, and was first brought before
the English-speaking academic
tradition by Pcter Dronke in 1968.

Her descriptions of her visionary
cxperiences have enthused many:
The fans are a motley group ranging
through historians, musicians, mu-
sicologists, theologians and their
divers clients. Oliver Sacks, the pio-
neer of L-dopa treatment for brain
dysfunctions, was sufficiently inter-

ested to publish a paper asserting
that her visions were classic exam-
ples of migraine aura, Matthew Fox
was responsible for popularising her
Wwritings among contemporary
Christianrcaders. Some readers were
concerned about Fox’s uncritical
approach; T had problems with his
translation  of

Kvrie  eleison:

‘Lord, draw com-

passion from us’.

She was enlist-

cdasoncof the(lit-
crally] five-star

playcers in  his

Creation Theology

panthcon. Only a

few thinkers

scored as highly:

Mecister Eckhardet,

Francis of Assisi
and, if my memory scrves me right-
ly, Jesus. Fox’s was a very sclective
reading that has made her achiceve a
supcrstar status among many fol-
lowers. Itisafollowing that much of
herworkrichly deserves, butshe has
been celebratedloopily by New Agers
until an interest in her work often
has to be qualified, just as Wagner's
music was once (with greater rea-
son) tainted with Nazi associations.
Herbrilliance and attractivencess
have sent some fans off on solipsis-
tic tangents. The resulting fragmen-
tation has been exacerbated by com-
petitiveness in academia: there isn't
quite the open camaraderic among
some Hildegard rescarchers as there
is in other fields. In the English-
speaking world this has amounted
often to a failure to contextualise
her praperly as are, say, Aquinas,
Abclard, Erasmus and suchlike.
There has often been a rush to pub-

lish because she sells well.

There is no such problem i Ger-
many, where her work and music
have always been part of the histori-



an’s framce of reference, as she belongs
intimatcly to that culture.

In fact in Germany, Hildegard is
as much a focus for conservative
Catholicism as she is a ficld for
academic inquiry. She is a local
patron, created so at the behest of
the German bishops during World
War II. A recent conference there
opened with a reading of a letter
from Cardinal Ratzinger, commend-
ing her as a ‘beacon of light” during
the war. She attracts the pious—
there is suspicion of scholars, who
are considered too modern and
scientific in their probings into her
history—but then Hildegard attracts
all types.

There are theologians who claim
her as the prophet of a green new age
and translate her writings fancifully
to scrve that purposc. There are
medical practitioners who prescribe
rigorous adherence to her dictary
advice | peaches, lecks and strawher-
rics are poisonous, fennel cures near-
ly cverything). There are musicolo-
gists who claim to find ‘fractals’ in
her musical structures and who pre-
sumably think that she had these on
her mind rather than the neat
turning of a musical phrasc in the
car. There were curators who sent
her paintings away for safe-keep-
ing during World Warll. {To Dres-
den. Luckily there were photo-
graphic copies made in the twen-
tics.} And there are historians who
forget why people want to read
the letters of such a person.

The biggest, but by no mcans
the only, disappointment in the
Baird and Ehrmann book, then, is
the face that the letters are not
arranged in chronological order.
The reason is that they are fol-
lowingascholar, Licven Van Ack-
er, who has begun work on a de-
finitive edition of the letters, Van
Acker decided to arrange the let-
ters in order of the status of the
recipient and published the first
volume (of an envisaged four) in
Belgium. Baird and Ehrmann’s in-
troduction of their English ver-
sion of this curious piece of work
contains a quasi-apology:

The arrangement of the letters
in descending order of impor-
tance of the correspondents has
a certain neatness about it, al-

(e
Vi

though it does, as Van Acker
himsclf noted, present problems
even for the textual cditor. It
also causces, one must candidly
admit, scrious difficulties for the
reader, since such a classifica-
tion does not allow forasmooth
flow of themes.

Why Van Acker conceived the
hicrarchical arrangement of letters
is anybody’s guess, probably having
something to do with a desire to do
things in a morc authentically medi-
cval way. (I have comc across this
attitude to her musie, too. Despite
all the enthusiasm she expresses in
her writings concerning harmony
and the use of various instruments,
there arce carly-music aficionados
whoinsist thatall of hersongs should
be done unison and unaccompaniced.

But if Baird and Ehrmann admit
such difficulties, why arc they per-
petuating them? It was a most
annoying read, to say the least. And
if their judgment in accepting Van
Acker’s structurc instead of initiat-
ing a completely independent ver-
sion is questionable, their commen-

e

vis it

o PRl &
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tary frequently lacks insight or even
common sense, particularly in their
treatment of her letter to St Bernard
of Clairvaux. In it she begs his sup-
port for her work. She is not asking
for discernment of the spirits behind
her visions; she is completely as-
sured that they come from God. So it
is not, despite the humble posture of
the writing, the letter of a soul need-
ing guidance; wesense she has plenty
of that. Hildegard scems always to
have been surrounded by more cler-
ics than you could shake a stick at:
once monk, Volmar, was at her dis-
posal as an amanuensis for most of
their Hves, which were very long by
medicval standards. No, the purpose
of this letter is sophisticated, diplo-
matic. It would have been perilous
in thosc times to have cmbarked
upon a prophetic career without a
guernsey from the most orthodox of
the clerical power bloc.

She tells him that she is able to
understand the seriptures because of
the visions given to her by God. She
informs him, most importantly, that
she has kept these things to herself
and to Volmar, whom she praises for

his worthiness. She also tells Ber-
nard that she knows that there
arc many schisms or heresies and
asks for his rcassurance. The rest
of the letter concerns a vision
about Bernard himsclf as a man
‘looking into the sun’ unafraid.
Then she exhorts him to contin-
ucinthe fight for God, an obvious
reference to the Sccond Crusade,
of which he was a major support-
cr, but also to the work he was
charged with by the Pope at that
particular time.

In Baird and Ehrmann’s notcs
fallowing the letter there is a ref-
crence to ‘the various schismatic
scets with which the twelfth cen-
tury was rife’. As an cxample of
this, they note that Pope Eugen-
ius III commissioned Bernard to
‘deal with’ France’s numerous
heretics in 1147: this is noted
discretely and is not related by
them to the business of the letter.
The date of Hildegard's letter is
circa 1146-7, a short time before
the Synod of Tricr, over which
Eugenius was presiding, and
which was attended by Bernard of
Clairvaux, who supported her
work there. Her work Scivias
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of vaudeville, melodrama and farce.
This is the moment of the APG and
carly Nimrod, of The Hills Family
Show and The Legend of King
O'Malley . Then, as a new interna-
tionalism emerged with a younger
generation in the 1980s, this moment
in turn camc to be thought unduly
narrow and nationalistic. Out with
the larrikins; enter the yuppics.

The new Currency Companion
marks the beginning of a further
phasc, [ belicve, one in which the
the development of Australian
theatrce can be scen as a continuous,
if many-sided story. Even twenty
years ago, the critical mass of schol-
arship needed for such a project
would not have been available. In
these pages, the 19th century is a
powerful {rather too powerful}
counterweight to the modernist
mythsof advancement. Here, at last,
we begin to hear from and about the
women, so long shaded and effaced,
and about the many playwrights and
companies whose history has been
obscurcd by the partisan, the
specialised, or the golden-moments
Versions.

In its breadth, in the sheer ambi-
tion of the volume, anyone who knew
him can detect the shaping hand of
Philip Parsons. Dr Parsons dicd {the
Preface tells) in 1993, ‘seven years
after laying the foundations of the
project, and a few weeks afterreceiv-
ing the last contribution’. Victoria
Chance saw the project through,
which cannot have been casy.

This is the first of three volumes
from Currency which together will
cover the whole field of the perform-
ing arts in this country. There are to
be a Companion to Australian Film,
Radio and Television and a
Companion to Music and Dance in
Australia. Rivals arc unlikely. And
that being so, it is all the more im-
portant to record one’s reservations
about the present volume.

The Preface  carefully explains
the criteria for inclusion and exclu-
sion. Itis nota Who's Who, they say,
so there will be omissions. To decide
some borderline cases, the cditors
asked ‘Would you expect to find this
name in this book?” Well, here are
some individual entries for which
some friends and I looked in vain:
performers Genevieve Picot, Julie
Forsyth, Pcter Cummins, Jacck

Koman, Robert Meldrum, Margaret
Cameron, Sarah Cathcart, Jon
Finlayson, Lyndall Jones, Rod
Quantock; dircctors Robert Draffin,
Barrie Kosky, Douglas Horton; com-
panies Whistling in the Theatre,
Chamber Made Opera, Magic Mush-
room Mime Troupe, Melbourne
Writers Theatre.

What have these in common?
One is our judgment that they ‘have
made a notable contribution to the
theatre in Australia”: the second is
that they are all identified with Mel-
bourne theatre. It may be that some
of them are ruled out by such other
criteria as ‘15 ycars on the profes-
sional stage’ {though I doubt it). But
if the ecditorial criteria for a
Companion manage to exclude all of
the above there is something wrong

with them, and it is not just
Sydncycentricity.

RGUMENTS ABOUT wHO's in and
who’s outarcinscparable from refer-
ence books, and this onc is {as [ have
said] uncommonly capacious. But
the omissions point to a more gener-
al problem. A Companion [witness
the celebrated Oxtord series) does
not aim at the comprehensiveness
proper to an encylopacdia. Yet here
is this volume, as long as many of
the Oxford series, devoting as much
spacce to Australian theatre as those
do to the whole of English Litera-
ture, Western Music, or the Mind.
What on carth could the Currency
volume possibly exclude?

There are too many minnows
from carlier periods in this closc-
knit mesh, and too much inert infor-
mation within articles which only
specialists could possibly require.
This applies particularly to the cov-
crage of 19th and carly 20th century
matters. The style adopted for many
of thescarticlesis leisurely, detailed,
almost at times the manner of the
formal history.

As we approach the present, the
entries tend much more to refer-
ence-book-condensed. Thus the en-
try on Janct Achurch’s tour begins
with a (mislcading) generalisation
about modern drama and winds its
way along the itinerary, quoting
reviews, even finding space to tell us
where they played on the way home.
By contrast, the article on Austral-
ian Nouveau Theatre [ANT), onc of
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Melbourne’s major companies from
1981-1994)is less than one-third the
length. Towards a gencral reader,
this is not companionable bchav-
iour.

The editing hand has not been firm
cnough, especially in the matter of
proportion. It is difficult to see why
one community theatre¢ company,
in Narracoorte, S.A. should get sub-
stantially more space than another,
rather similar onc in the western
suburbs of Melbourne. Examples of
puzzling space allocation abound.
Sometimes onc has the impression
that the entries passively reflect the
depth of scholarship in the particu-
lar subject, rather than having been
determined by a judgment as to the
interest and worth of the subject
itsclf.

But torevert to the intended read-
crship. Many articles here seem to
be original contributions to knowl-
cdge, not just reworkings from more
specialised sources. (Often, there will
be no ‘further reading’.) This is of
course a great strength. But the
opportunity of publishing this wealth
of new information has obscured the
question of who will want to use the
book, and why. For specialists and
intending specialists, itisa paradisc.
My colleagues in the field are
immenscly enthusiastic, especially
about the abundant cross-references
which encourage the reader to follow
out threads and in so doing make
new connections.

Perhaps, especially at the price,
this book will mostly be consulted
in librarics. It so, Currency might
consider shaping two different sorts
of book for a second edition {and for
the Companions to comel. Onc
version, the more compendious,
would aspire to the condition of an
eneyclopacedia; the other—say, half
the present size—would consist of a
sclection of entries from the larger
volume addressed consistently to an
cnquiring non-specialist. This is not
condescension: it is commonsensc.
Scrious musicians don’t go to the
Oxford Companion except foraquick
check or reminder; they go to the
New Grove. One volume cannot do
both jobs.

Bruce Williams is head of the School

of Arts and Mecdia at La Trobe
University.
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Speer was the
New Man—a
technocrat, an
organiser par
excellence, a
negotiator of great
skill and
subtlety; a man
uninterested in
wealth, desirous
of being at the
centre of power,
and determined
that everyone
should like him,

and respect him...
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Hitler’s architect

HIS 15 A BOOK ABOUT the life and
times of Albert Speer; of Hitler, his
court and his war, and the cffects
and aftcrmath of that war. Therc
have been, methinks, too many
tomes on Hitler and the Nazis
alrcady; perhaps more than cnough
on the Holocaust, and probably quite
cnough on Speer. Indeced, Speer wrote
a bit, in his last great role—the
penitent insider.

So any new books should break
unfamiliar ground-—cither proffer
freshanalyses and explanations
of Nazism and its practition-
ers, or clse, new information
which could change our atti-
tudes or judgments on matters
of some import. Otherwise they
arc upmarket pot boilers; or
worsc, sponsored by some pres-
sure group. Sereny’s study does
succeed, in a way, tor she tells
us new things, and raises some
quite crucial questions about
the nature and possible ubiqui-
ty of denial, and hypocrisy, in
human atfairs: questions which
in her hands remain rhetorical.
But Erich Fromm and Robert
Jay Litton (E. Fromm: The Anat-
omy of Destructiveness;: Rob-
ertJay Lifton: Nazidoctors and
the psvehology of genocide, and
with Eric Markusen: The geno-
cidal mentalitv:Nazi holo-
caust and nuclear threat) have
tackled these questions. The
psychoanalytically oriented
writers, in my opinion, are
probably among the few
innovators in this wholc
horrendous business.

Sereny keeps asking, was
Speer, {one of those who beat
the death penalty at Nurem-
berg) —was he lying, deceiving
himsclf, or sutfering from one
of those varietics of amnesia
with which we are becoming

increasingly familiar in contempo-
rary political life, and which we had
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hitherto associated with the crimi-
nal classes, or clse disturbed per-
sons?

The author prefaces her book
with a quote from Vessir T Hooft:
‘People cannot find a place in their
consciousness... theirimagination...
or finally have the courage to tace an
unimaginable horror. It is thus pos-
sible to live in a twilight between
knowing and not knowing.’

The Nuremberg judges werce
interested in some of this. They de-
cided that, while not being involved
personally in the holocaust and pos-
sibly ignorant of its basic character
Speer had been closely involved in
making and exccuting policies which
deserved a twenty-year sentence.
Speer maintained, till the end that
he had not known about the fate of
Jews and Gypsices, nor the real condi-
tions of slave labourers. He should
have, and he blamed himscelf—poor
fellow. But his were sins of omis-
$10N, NOt commission.

Speer became Hitler's architect
in his early thirtics, via a mutual
infatuation—crotic but not sexual,
the author insists—and a shared
passion for cold, derivative but gran-
diosc structures. Todt’s death pitch-
forked him into running the econo-
my, building and construction, and
arms production—at 36. A recipe for
disaster? nstead, Speer did brilliant-
ly, despite Hitler’s hallucinations,
the bastardries of Himmler, Borman,
and the SS. He kept his head and his
reality-sensc till the end, and bevond.

Sereny takes us through Hitler's
war. After their repulse hefore Mos-
cow, the dreadful winter of 1941-2
and Hitler’s idiotic declaration of
war on America, any German victo-
ry scemed unlikely. Todt, the great
cengineer who built the West Wall
and planned the autobahnen, told

Hitler in three stormy private con-
versations that the war was unwin-
nable—(this was carly 1942}, Pcace
must be obtained, another big offen-

sive into Russia would finish Ger-
many. After the third interview,
Todt’'s plane mysteriously crashed,
and Speer replaced him.

Speer demanded full mobilisa-
tion, as in Britain and Russia, wom-
en into the workforcee, the 1.5 mil-
lion domestic servants redirected,
and civilian austerity. Hitler refusced:
Kinder, Kuche and Kirche were too
important, and the public might
think things were going badly. Work-
ers from occupied countries would
sutfice. Thus slave labour was born,

and Speer and Sauckel were
deeply involved.

OSENBERG, THE CoMMISSIoNT R TOr
Eastern Territories, protested at the
trcatment of Jews, Slavs and just
about cveryone by the SS. Three
million Jews were already dead, the
remainder were to be killed by the
SS. They should not be killed, but
put to work. Three million Russian
prisoncers of war died in six months
because of SS maltrcatment. Lven
staunchly anti-communist non-
Slavs, such as Muslims, were being
killed. 1t this continucd, Rosenberg
totally dissociated himsclf from the
wholcbusiness. Andvery large num-
bers of anti-communist East Euro-
peans had wi  od to join the Ger-
mans but been rejected by Hitler,
and were now being persceuted by
the SS and turned into partisans, or
‘“recdom tighters’. Bid we want to
win this warornot? Rosenberg wrote
to Hitler and Himmler to this cof-
feet—and was sidelined for the dura-
tion. Speer’s deputy, Sauckel, sup-
ported Rosenberg, and was told o
shut up.

Speer said nothing, but insisted
at Nuremberg that he didn't know
about the Jews or the treatment of
the other East Europeans or his slave
labourers. Sauckel and Rosenberg
were hanged, and Speer said that he
telt bad about that.

Hitler, Himmlerand the SS want-
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negotiations to refurbish this latter venue into a home
for the Hole in the Wall  d, as it turned out, for the
STCWA later on. Like v ue managers all over Aus-
tralia in recent years, the PTT has also become an
active entreprencur, with a new Programming Unit
beginning its operation by bringing Cats to Perth in
1989 and Les Miscrables the following year—both into
its own theatre, “The Maj’.

This year, the Perth Theatre Trust has taken a
further step in becoming the city’s major provider of
mainstream theatre with an 8-play subscription sea-
son, cntitled the ‘Be Active Perth Theatre Scason’ and
marketed over the slog @ ‘The World’s Best Live
Theatre Comes to Perth’. Its collaborators in this
venture are Healthway (WA’s answer to Foundation
SA and the Victorian Health Promotion Foundation
an  like them, committed to Health messages like
‘Quit’ and ‘Be Active’, funded through tobacco taxes)
an  Black Swan Theatre Company.

The 1995 Perth Theatre Season is based on buy-
ins: from the Sydney Thi  re Company (Arcadia and
Dead White Males), the Melbourne Theatre Compa-
ny [Summer of the Seventeenth Doll), Sydney’s Burn-
ing House Company (That Eve, the Sky—a stage
adaptation of WA author Tim Winton’s book of the
same name) and the English company Théatre de
Complicité’s The Three Lives of Lucie Cabrol, which
is also appearing in the Melbourne International Fes-
tival. The only Perth company involved in the sea-
son is Black Swan, which has provided a production
of its own {Louis Nowra’s ubiguitous Cosi) plus a pair
of co-productions (one of them being John Romeril’s
The Floating World, witl  1e State Theatre Company
of SA, and thc other a  Hre local affair, Katherine

Thomson’s Diving for Pearls with Deck
r 1y Chair Theatre).

118 LOOKS LIKE A TYPICAL MAINSTREAM, ‘flagship’ state
theatre company season, given that most of the plays
in it have been part of the repertoire of the eastern
states’ flagships in the last couple of years. The prob-
lem is that only three of the eight productions employ
Perth actors and designers. There is still some of the
same ‘industry pressure’ that preceded the formation
of the STCWA, for a genuinely WA-based state flag-
ship company to take up the local employment slack
in mainstream theatre. I would argue that a flagship
company is not the answer to this problem. Firstly,
why would such a company want to compete for
mainstream audicnces when Australia’s (and the
world’s) best mainstream theatre is already coming
to Perth through mechanisms like the PTT, the
Festival of Perth and Playing Australia? Sccondly,
there is no guarantee nowadays of large-scale local
employment in flagship companies who depend on a
national pool of artists for the co-productions and buy-
ins that dominate their repertoires.

A solution of a different kind lics in the collabo-
ra m and co-operation evidenced in another new in-
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itiative scen in Perth this year. Titled ‘The Season at
Subiaco’, this is a separate subscription season of ten
different productions, from nine local companics, of
a mixture of new and extant work (all but onc of the
plays is Australian and half of the scason is Western
Australian in origin). The companics range from the
principal adult companies (like Black Swan and Deck
Chair) and the major Young Pcople’s Theatre compa-
ny, Barking Gecko, to a couple of smaller project com-
panies (Theatre West and the last vestiges of the old
Hole in the Wall] plus a couple of independent groups
doing one-off projects. Another interesting participant
in this scason is the new regional company from the
far north, Theatre Kimberley, with a black and white
production of Michacl Gow’s perennial favourite,
Away. The initiative for the scason came from
Black Swan, while the major sponsor is

I {again) Healthway.

F ANGELA CHAPLIN'S PRODUCTION of Diving for Pearls
is any sort of guide, then this kind of programming
would seem to provide an excellent alternative to the
PTT’s mainstream scason for subscription audiences,
while providing uscful work opportunitics for Perth
theatre artists. Diving was a fine production, with a
sct design by Kristen Anderson and performances from
a cast including locals Robert van Mackelenberg,
Helen McDonald and Steve Shaw, and interstaters
Victoria Longley and Claire Jones, that brought out
the gritty realism of Thomson’s text in a way that [
hadn’t seen in previous productions over cast. The
other factors that shouldn’t be discounted in these
joint-season promotion schemes are that Perth’s best
venucs get to be used regularly and that {in the case
of the Subiaco scason) some of the smaller compa-
nies get to use well-equipped venues to which they
might not otherwise have access.

As if all that were not enough, Perth also has the
unusual Effiec Crump Theatre Inc., which performs
middle-of-the-road material in an intimate upstairs
room of football legend Tan McCulloch’s Brisbane
Hotel. The show I saw there in August was a wel-
come revival of David Williamson’s The Club, a play
I hadn’t seen in years but which scrubbed up pretty
well in Collin O’Brien’s lively (and at times very fun-
ny} production with an all-local cast.

Effic Crump’s major sponsor is Telstra, but there
are no prizes for guessing that the principal produc-
tion sponsor was Healthway, via the ‘Kick Butt’
message of the ‘Quit’ campaign: a very good message
for a play about footy!

With this level of diversity, T suspect Perth is
probably better off without a flagship theatre
company... provided, of course, that the WA Depart-
ment for the Arts continues to spread the failed
STCWA’s money around in cquitable fashion!

LR |

Geoffrey M™ nes the

School of Arts and Media at La ‘I'tobe University.
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John Guare, to make its intellectual
gristle not only appctising but irre-
sistible.

Flan Kittredge (Donald Suther-
land} and his wifc Ouisa {Stockard
Channing}deal in art. Their Manhat-
tan appartment is filled with the
spoils of successful careers, includ-
ing a double-sided Kandinsky: one
side represents control, the other
chaos. One night, while entertain-
ing a South African financier, chaos
enters their lives disguised as con-
trol. A young black, Paul, arrives on
th:  doorstep, having been mugged
in Central Park and his thesis stolen.
He explains that he goes to Harvard
with the Kittredges' two children and
identifics himself as the son of Sid-
ncy Poitier. For a few brief hours he
thaws the atmosphere of the appart-
ment: he cooks dinner and beguiles
the gathering with the argument of
his thesis; that imagination has
become synonymous with style,
wlen it ought to be a way of building
bri  es between people.

Paul is a con artist. He has pulled
the same stunt on fricnds of the Kit-
tr¢  c¢s. What follows is a kind ot
hunt. At the same time as the Kit-
tre csrelate the events of their en-
counter with Paul to a widening se-
rics of glittering New York social
gatherings, their pursuit ot him lcads
them to brush against an unfamiliar
underclass. Ouisa discovers that only
six links in a chain separate any two
people on the planct. Her world be-
comes brittle and finally breaks: ‘We
turn him into an anccdote,’ she says
in a fincly crafted dinner scene, ‘But
it was an experience’. She is weary of
relating stories, of being a human
julkebox, of being a collage of unac-
counted-for brushstrokes. She leaves
the table. She slaps the hand of God.

—Michael :Girr §J

Coke and smoke

The Usual Suspects, div. Bryan Sing-
cr{independent cinemas). A peaceful
night is ripped apart by an explosion
of aship, rumoured tocon  n $91m
worth of cocaine. There are two sur-
viviors—a crippled small-time con-
man named ‘Verbal” Kint {Kevin
Spaccy) and a Hungarian gangster,
ncarly dead from his extensive burns.

Later, Kint is intcerrogated by US
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Customs Special Agent, David Ku-
jan (Chazz Palminteri). Kujan be-
lieves Kint holds the key to the iden-
tity of anotortous international crim-
inal, Keyser Soze.

Kint's story begins six weeks ear-
lier, when five small-timic criminals
are arrested in New York City in
connection with the hijacking of a
truckload of gun parts. The five;
McManus (Stephen Baldwin), Kea-
ton (Gabriel Byme), Hockney (Kevin
Pollak), Fenster (Benicio Del Toro)
and Kint, join forcces for a one-off job.

Kujan’s interrogation is relent-
less. Kint resists—but his tale re-
veals the group's activitics over the
previous six wecks which have led
him to this point. Mecanwhile, the
FBI race to compile a sketch of Key-
scer Soze from the dying Hungarian
gangster.

Rarely will you see a film with a
more intricate plot than The Usual
Suspects. Although the plot is at
times complex , any confusion only
adds to the pleasure as the tale un-
winds. This is a film satisfying in
every respect; superbly acted, enter-
taining and enthralling, right to the
end. —Tim Stoney

Let’s dance

Showgirls, dir. Paul Verhoeven (Gen-
cral release). The controversy about
Showgirls in the US is really a squall
in a champagne glass. The US have
recently introduced an NTC classifi-
cation {thosc under 17 can't see the
movice) and for studios, distributors
and exhibitors, this is a commercial
horror.

Showgirlsis rated NTC and must
be hot. Well...there is a lot of glitzy
show-nudity and somc scences to give
addicts a fix. Howcever, as with the
odd version of Anne Rice's Exit to
Eden, with Paul Mcrcurio on a scx-
therapy island resort carlier this year,
it does show that the studios are
trying to ‘get away with’ suggestions
of soft-porn.

The movice itselt is not much,
althongh directed with visual pa-
nachce by Paul Verhoeven. But the
screenplay, ‘written’ by Joe Eszter-
has (Basic Instinet, Jageed Edge. Sliv-
er) relies on stock plot lines and cli-
ch¢ expressions of the crass kind.

We can tut-tut over how crude

Las Vegas life is, pity the poor girls
who allow themselves to be victim-
ised by grungy, aswell as expensively-
dressed, hustlers, Butit's afairly vac-
uous look at tawdry expericnces.
Elizabeth Berkley gives her limit-
cdall, as Nomi Malone the would-be
exotic star. As a statuesque actress,
she is a vigorous dancer. Finally, she
rcaliscs that though she has lost her
innocence, there is more to life and,
that despite cverything, she has
‘found herself’. We last sce her pro-
vocatively hitching a ride to LA,
where presumably, she will star in
Showgirls. —Peter Malone

Tsk ts_:

Carrington dir. Christopher Hamp-
ton (Greater Unton and independent
cinemas). British moviemakers love
recreating period, whetherin finicky-
postmodern style (The Draughts-
man’s Contract), silly-postmodern
(Orlando), over-the-top outrageous-
campy-postmodern (Edward 11}, or
Merchant Ivory scrubbed-up-muse-
um-picce-postmodern (Howard's
End, ARoom WithaView). Andthey
are obsesscd by the epicene, wheth-
cr contemporary or period {The Crv-
ing Game, Orlando, Edward 11). Car-
rington, like these others, hasmined
this seam yet again.

The romantic twistof Carrington
is an allusion to the Shakespearian
heroine, with Emma Thompson
{Bloomsbury artist Dora Carrington}
doing her usual wonderful job of be-
ing a passionate, lively,witty Eng-
lish person against the cqually bra-
vura performance of Jonathan Pryce
{Lytton Strachcy), floridly bewhisk-
cred and a touch Byronic. And the
photography is glorious.

But I fclt squcamish about the
whiff of pederasty in Strachey’s lust
tor the very young Dora Carrington,
thinking she was a boy when he saw
her playing football with the lads. I
thought that there was probably a
lot more to Dora Carrington than a
hopeless passion for Strachey and [
had an impression of heing cheated
slightly of the real tension in a life
that was probably a lot more signif-
icant than onc would gather from
the film’s account of this
relationship.

—Juliette Hughes
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Devised by Joan Nowotny IBVM

Try air glue constituents for everyday routine. (10)

French pig goes back for the harvest. (4}

The gardens are unusual, since four o’ the plants look like pine trecs. {10}
Knocks up the box? (4}

Maria Callas without top note could hardly produce this. (4)

Strive to be extra prudent—or clsc! (9)

‘Heard...arc swect, but those unhecard are sweeter’. {Odc on a Grecian Urn} (8}
It makes peculiar sensc—Eastern ancient scct member is discovered. (6]
Sheer bliss, note, in sanctuary! (6}

Worried New England couple move location to seek wealth. (8)

A mixture of fuel bait you scem to set to ensnare the lovely. (9)

If you haven’t got this, you’ll hardly do the crossword! {4}

Animal on inscription of famous University. {4}

Being like an Arctic bear, [ give voice to an attitude that is causing division.
(10

Hurried to take part in this pedestrian way. (4)

Bolster your case by talking about the strect and about New Guinea next. {10)
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11
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Can the foundation sway? (4)
Reporter is a possible gleancr of information that is widespread. (7)
The issuc about mortality, perhaps, is critical. {4-3-5)

14
15

18

23

26

28

The worried reasoner and the concerned thinker are uncommon specimens of

humanity, possibly. (4,4}

Educated, but sounds tense! (6)

Salesman on the roof? What a snake in the grass! (7)

In spite of confusion. daughter per se always kept going. (10)

What the party branches might have been doing when Peg lit screen to reveal
constituents. {12)

In this crazy ship I am bound {mostly]) for land as well as sca. {10}

Wise man swallows medicine and produces overflow. (8)

Border, by himself, partakes of tish. (7}

Uri plunges into comumon food to provide sustenance. (7}

The AFL began offering Australian tours—and so they were launched. (8)
Paradoxically gain Government by not being for it. (4]
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Solution to Crossword no. 37, October 1995
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