














the security of theirt — es and the delays that might be involved
in new development projects on native title land. All parties
negotiated on the assumption that native title was extinguished
on pastoral leases. The Aborigines won three concessions. The
Native Title Act would not itself guarantee the extinguishment
of native title on pastoral leases. The presumption would merely
be stated in the preamble. The matter would be left to the court.
Meceanwhile Aborigines would trade on the uncertainty. A land
acquisition fund would be set up for the purchase of pastoral
leases on the open market. The legislation would permit a
revival of native title on pastoral leases once purchased.

The pastoralists won their concession. They would be able
to continue their pastoral operations and renew their leases
without having to negotiate with Aborigines. But the mincers
were left in the dark. Until the law was certain, they did not
know if they would have to negotiate with local Aborigines
betore getting access to white pastoral properties. Lawyers for
the Keating government in later litigation submitted that native
title was extinguished on pastoral leases.

It Mabo as interpreted, applied and developed by the new-
ly constituted High Court extinguishes native title on all pas-
toral leases, that is the end of the matter. Pastoralists and miners
need deal only with government when changing the use of pas-
toral leases. And so it has been assumed by all key negotiators
since 1993 If native title were held to exist on at least the pas-
toral leases reserving continued Aboriginal access rights, no

Commonwecalth Government would have the constitutional
power to take away those rights except on payment of compen-
sation. No state government could take away those rights un-
less the Commonwealth Parliament first amended the  acial
Discrimination Act and the Native Title Act and guaranteed
payment of just compensation to the Aborigines by the state.
Mr Howard is right to await a High Court determination which
in all probability will show that the miners and pastoralists
never had anything to worry about. 1f Parliament were to act
before the High Court, the residual doubts would simply be
transferred from the pastoralists and miners back to govern-
ment which would have to assess compensation for a right
which may not have existed in the first place.

Of course, the antics of Wilson Tuckey and his National
Party collcagues have suited Mr Howard, who can turn to Abo-
rigines looking reasonable as he then shifts from the pastoral
lease sideshow to the main game: he wants to take away the
Aboriginal right to negotiate at the exploration stage, giving
Aborigines nothing in return.

This time around, the Aborigines, rather than the miners,
will be the only losers. It’s called a change of government. How
fickle is the Australian just and proper settlement.

Frank Brennan < is at Uniya, the Jesuit Social Justice Centre.
His latest book is One Land, One Nation, University of
Queensland Press, 1995.
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Aftermath

EN DAYS AFUER THE MASSACRE at Port Arthur [ was in Bal-
larat. I was visiting a factory and was told proudly that the
company has a policy of locating in regional arcas because of
the proven loyalty of those communities. On the way home, |
stopped for a quiet moment in the cathedral. The building was
dark, cold and empty. [ idly picked up something on the scat
beside me and found that I had put my hand on the funeral
booklet for Mary and Mervyn Howard, two of the victims at
Port Arthur. They had been buried from a crowded cathedral
carlicer in the week. Ihad never met them. Never seen a photo
until I looked at the pictures in the booklet. But sitting in that
empty cavern I powertully felt their absence.

At different points, the coverage of Port Arthur reached
saturation. Even so, there were moments of lucidity. On the
Sunday nmight, when the gunman was stt at large, Richard
Flanagan, a Tasmanian, responded by lamenting an understand-
ing of socicty ‘as only an aggregate of cons  1ing individuals.’
Later in the week, Andrew Bolt wrote in Melbourne’s Herald-
Sun that ‘“we not only mourn the dead, we fear the living. In
doing that we risk contributing to the next such disaster.” Both
Bolr and Flanagan are asking what a tragedy e this says about
the state of Australian community.
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Ironically, the core values of our community may well be
clarified and affirmed as a result of what happened at Port
Arthur. The ABC’s 7.30 Report ran an interview with a nurse—
Lynne—who happened to witness the tragedy. Lynne realised
what was happening sooncer than most and took cover behind a
stone parapet. She also knew she was one of the few people
likely to be able to help, so, leaving her camera and handbag
with her sister, she moved out from her place of sanctuary.
Whatever unaccountable evil was stirring in the gunman, it
was matched by the good that was stirred in response.

This is surely cold comfort to the Howards and to many
others who mourn. Except that we have seen an entire nation,
a community, on its knees. We have scen our leaders at prayer.
Now they are attempting a legislative response.

As the community returns to its normal clutter of
competing intcrests, as John Howard wades into induserial
reform, trimming the economy, shedding jobs from the public
scervice, deporting asylum seekers and rethinking land rights,
new gun laws may be at least one thing to remind us of the
resilience of an Australian community.

Michael McGirr s is the consulting editor of Eurcka Street.






























competition in the labour market, you end up with a half-
way housc of a partially decentralised system.

“You've still got unions who are major players and they
still have cnough allegiance in the workforce for the work-
ers to have them negotiate wage outcomes on their behalf,
and thosc unions are not held together by the collective
responsibility of the accord process. The experience of the
past is that thosc are exactly the conditions that are ripe
for inflationary wage rises.’

‘There are going to be a lot of losers,” Dowrick argues.

‘Groups of workers will be less well set up, less well
protected in bargaining on their own, particularly when
you think of part-time workers, women, immigrants, and
workers in vulnerable sectors of the economy.’

Pcter Sams agrees with Dowrick, despite recognising
that, in somec cases, individual contracts are more appro-
priatc than collective outcomes. It is where there is an
uncqual bargaining position that problems will occur. He
points to the US experience as an indication of the direc-
tion the new legislation would take us:

‘Recent survey material indicated that unionised work-
ers on average received 37 per cent higher pay than non-
union workers and yet union membership continues to
decline.

“You'd have to argue that a person would join a union
if they thought they were going to get higher wages, but in
tact that doesn’t happen. There’s a whole regulatory proc-
ess in the United States which is anti collective bargaining.

‘Certainly those stronger sectors can negotiate good
outcomes, but they could do that in any system. What we
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have to do as unions is recognise that the vast bulk of peo-
ple out there who can’t negotiate from a position of strength
have traditionally relied on the unions to do that for them.”

Peter Reith doesn’t agree that workers without union
coverage will be disadvantaged under the new system. He
argues that the establishment of 18 core conditions which
relate to relevant awards—covering matters such as casual
rates, annual and sick leave and equal pay for equal work
without discrimination based on sex—will deliver John

16 EUREKA STREET e Junt 1996

Howard’s promise that no worker will be worse off. And
to ensure thisis the case, the IRC will concentrate on guar-
anteeing that these conditions are maintained:

‘We are changing the role of the Commission, that'’s
true,” he says, ‘so that it focuses on the lowly paid, so that
we have a proper and fair set of minimums for those lower
in the labour market in terms of their pay.

‘In that sense we're strengthening it and giving it a
more modern and up-to-date role for the future.”’

The legislatic  will also cstablish the Office of Em-
ployment Advocate, which for administrative purposes will
be placed in the Department of Industrial Relations. It will
police the individual workplace agreements. The intention
is that this body will wear a number of hats: it will act as
an umpire, ensuring agreements comply with regulations;
as an advisor to both employer and employee, and a type
of union for non-unionists by assisting workers to prosc-
cute breaches if appropriate. This, Reith assures us, will

provide the environment for employers and
employecs to enter into contracts in good faith.

P UNTIL THE INTRODUCTION of the bill, the union move-
ment had, for the most part, been cautious in its comments.
ACTU President, nnie George, bracketed her rejeetion
of the Government’s intentions to shift industrial relations
away from collective bargaining to individual contracts,
by recognising the coalition’s mandate to make the chang-
¢s. However, when aspects of the legislation were released
prior to the tabling of the Workplace Relations Bill, she
came out of her corner swinging. On the Thursday bhefore
the tabling, the Financial Review published de-
tails of the legislation. On the following Sunday,
appearing on Channel Seven's Face (o Face, George
raised the prospect of a challenge in the High
Court. She was disgruntled with the prospect of
junior wages for the young and restricted access
to workplaces, but it was the usce of the corpora-
tions power to cnable the Australian Workplace
Agreements plan which drew most of her ire. The
individual contracts will allow state awards to
over-ride the federal system. Her foreshadowing
of a High Court challenge has received the sup-
port of unionists from both the right and left.

But it will be some time before the legisla-
tion has its day in court. First will have to come
the bargaining in the Senate. On the day of its in-
troduction, the Scnate referred the Bill to a com-
mittce sight unseen. In the interim, there is the
stand-off between unions and the government on
the warterfront.

The Maritime Union of Australia was, at the time of
writing, preparing for the passage of the Shipping Grants
Bill—legislation which would withdraw assistance to
Australian shipping. The Government also intends to end
cabotage—the system that reserves coastal and trans-Tas-
man trade to ships registered here, and manned by locals.
All this, according to the union, will result in the intro-
duction of flag of convenience ships and an attendant de-
terioration in standards.









by the authoritics, who brought in some of the Pa-
dang [the long-necked women), for the tourists. In
town, the tours advertisc visits to a refugee camp to
‘see the long-necked women’. Loss of dignity
is another burden for refugees.
H()WEVER, THE ATTRACTION the region holds for the
West extends beyond tourism. The presence of mul-
tinationals within Burma’s borders has become the
tocus of recent protest by human rights groups, who
have been encouraging the boycott of companies that
do business with SLORC. Levi Strauss closed down
their production in Burma following consumer pres-
sure in the US. Pepsi recently announced that they
will reduce their role in a bottling plant in Rangoon.

Nobel Peace Prize winner, and Companion in the
Order of Australia, Aung San Suu Kyi, supports such
protest even though it will affect the livelihood of
people inside Burma. Her argument is that the need
to change the rule of SLORC and to end human rights
abuscs is a higher priority than the need for econom-
ic development of Burma. This approach is supported
by ethnic minority groups as well, especially where
it concerns overseas aid. The Burmese critics of
SLORC claim that if overscas aid were given to the
military government, SLORC would use the fact to
claim legitimacy from the West. The aid that they do
encourage is aid across the border to the refugee com-
munitics. This, they argue, is essential for survival.
Aid provided through SLORC is reduccd because the
Burmesc government takes a percentage of aid for their
own purposcs. The largest item of expenditure in the
SLORC budget is for the military.

Recent Burmese history has yielded little peace
for its 45 million people. In 1988 there were student
protests for democracy in Burma, but SLORC arrest-
ed democratic leaders and crushed the student move-
ment. Many students fled to the jungles to take up
arms. Some are still fighting. Democratic clections
were held in Burma in 1990 and were won by the
National Leaguc tor Democracy (NLD) led by Aung
Sang Suu Kyi. Alchough the NLD won the elections,
the military refused to hand over power. SLORC held
Suu Kyi under house arrest from 1989 to 1995, when
she was releasced tollowing intermational pressure. Her
continued public criticism of the military regime puts
her at risk of renewed arrest. Currently there is a con-
stitutional proposal that candidates for clection must
have lived in Burma for a substantial period of time.
This would render Suu Kyi, who lived in the UK tor
some years (her husband is English) incligible for clec-
tion.

Within Burma, there are a substantial number of
ethnic minority groups, some of whom are secking
independence, while others are willing to accept a
federation within Burma. The civil wars have been
ongoing since Burmesce independence in 1948,

The common aim of the ethnice minorities is the
removal of the military regime and the establishment

of democratic government. SLORC oppresses minor-
ity groups in Burma in a variety of ways. Numerous
human rights abuses have been reported by Amnesty
International and the US-based human rights group,
Human Rights Watch—Asia.

Forced labour is a common problem. Refugees on
the border have experienced SLORC troops entering
their village and forcibly taking pcople to work on
road-building or as porters for the military. The roads
will aid the cstablishment of a gas pipeline across
Burma into Thailand. Total and Unocal are develop-
ing the pipeline for SLORC but this is achicved
through the usc of forced labour. Some peoplce
escape this form of slavery and live in the refu-
gee camps in Thailand. Their stories are of tor-
ture and abusc of people, especially of women,
by the military.

Another threat comes from landmincs.
Landmines arc used by SLORC and some of the
cthnic groups fighting SLORC. Reports from the
border indicate that civilians are used not only
as forced porters tor the military but also ir
mine clearance. Injured civilians are unlikely
to receive medical treatment and there are re
ports of the execution of injured civilians. Vil
lage livestock are also destroyed by landmines
SLORC will scck compensation trom a village
for the loss of a mine when livestock are killec
by it. Therc is no equivalent compensation fron

SLORC for the loss of village and fam
ily livestock duc to mines.

LORC rays nmiNes but, for security reasons
docs not advise the villagers where they are laic
because mines are also used by the ethnic
opposition and SLORC docs not trust the loy
alty of villagers. When a SLORC vehicle is de
stroyed by a mine, or ambushed, SLORC force:
nearby villages to pay them compensation
They send conscripted porters in front of thei
military columns, like sacrificial canarics. h
arcas where roads are being built for the mili
tary, the civilians arc again the innocent vie
tims. Village ox carts or SLORC trucks an
forced to load up with rocks and children anc
drive along a road. If a mine detonates, the vil
lage is blamed and foreed to pav compensation
Villages are torced to relocate and houses ar
destroyed if they fail to pay.

The Thai authorities are trying to balance sever-
al competing factors in dealing with SLORC and the
refugees. SLORC has a powerful army which Thai-
land does not wish to antagonise. There are cconom-
ic factors, like trade, and the pipeline which Thailand
wants for its own development. Logging 1s common
along the border and provides another valuable trad-
ing commodity. But Thailand has traditionally al-
lowed the refugees sanctuary within its borders
despite not being a signatory to the international
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Refugees on the
border have
experienced
SLORC troops
entering their
village and
forcibly taking
people to work on
road-building or
as porters for the
military.

Total and Unocal
are developing the
pipeline for
SLORC but this
is achieved
through the use of

forced labour.
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Tell me who you are

You don’t stop fighting for justice simply because those around

you don'’t like it. You keep on fighting.
—Rob Riley, 1995

N May Day, 1996 Rob
Riley hanged himself  a Perth
motcl room. Sixteen davs later he
was buried by his pco  :in the
land of his ancestors, but in a white
man’s cemetery.

He never had a medal or a
permanent public service job. You
won't find his name in Who's Who,
though most Aboriginals and just
about every WA public servant,
politician, journalist and cab-
driver knew who he was, and many
of Perth’s rednecks had offered to
kill him.

Rob Riley was one of the
‘homies’ from Sister Kate’s, an
institution for the stolen children,
raised with love and good inten-
tions, but as orphans by white cot-
tage parents and the Presbyterian
Church. He found out, at twelve,
that he did have an Aboriginal
family and that they loved him. He
went to live with them in the
slums of East Perth and on the
Pingelly reserve.

Rob Riley became an activist.
After three years in the Army he
became deeply involved in Aborig-
inal politics, finally chairing the
National Aboriginal Confercnce—
the ‘toy parliament’—when he
wasn’t yet 30. Bob Hawke scrapped
the Conference in 1982,

Riley exhausted himself in
the long negotiations for Aborigi-
nal land rights, which saw the then
WA Opposition leader, soon-to-be
Premier, Brian Burke, commit his
government to land rights legisla-
tion—then welsh—and the post-
Mabo native title legislation fail to
deliver a single acre to his people.
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He toured the country pro-
moting the concept of ATSIC, saw
a pale shadow of his vision falter
and crumble under internal bick-
cring and, finally, a new paternal-
ism. He was an adviser to then
Aboriginal Affairs Minister, Gerry
Hand. He headed the Aboriginal
Issues unit of the oyal Commis-
sion into Aboriginal Deaths in
Custody, dealing daily for threc
years with the grief of the bereaved
families. He was to observe, with
some bitterness, every Australian
government’s ignoring of its rec-
ommendations. More than 30 of
the deaths in custody the Commis-
sion investigated came from West-
ern Australia. Now, six years after
the Comumission reported, Aborig-
inal people are more grossly over-
represented in that State’s;  sons
than when the Inquiry began, and
jailed at 35 times the national
average, while both the Coalition
government and ALP opposition
vie for votes with ‘tough on crime’
rhetoric.

His last full-time position was
as head of the WA Aboriginal Legal
Service, butits Aboriginal manage-
ment committee sacked him last
October, after he was first convict-
cd of drunk driving then, 3 months
later, dobbed in then arrested for
driving without a licence. The first
conviction came a few days after
he disclosed that, as an 8-year-old,
he had been gang-raped by three
teenagers while he was in Sister
Kate’s. The second came when
someone rang the police when he
drove after dark to an Aboriginal
family in need.

The only work he got after
that was with an Aboriginal cen-
tre at Manguri—what uscd to be
Sister Kate’s, where he uncovered
evidence of what happened to the
black children of WA’s establish-
ment families. The irony was not
lost upon him.

Rob Riley was a generous man
with a wicked sense of humour
and a quick and lively wit. Because
he was such an cffective media
voice for Aboriginal pcople he
regularly received death threats.
Bccause he could not change
Australian society, even by play-
ing according to the white man'’s
rules, he was regularly and bitterly
criticised by his own community.

Perhaps his greatest shame,
one which should never have been
causcd, came from the police
media unit’s release—to Perth
commercial TV stations—of an
official video of his angrily resist-
ing his sccond arrest. He may have
felt that he had lost all moral

authority and purpose,
along with his position.

I HE SAME TV STATIONS incexpli-

cably learned of his death that May
Day afternoon, hours before police
made contact with his family.
On his personal dies irae Rob
Riley didn’t go home to his wite
and their three teenage daughters,
because his marriage had paid for
his pursuit of justice. Life ended
for him a few days after the last
Port Arthur slaughter—not the
greatest mass killing in Tasmania
or in the memory of the Aborigi-
nal people—one week after WA’s



latest death in custody and a weck
before he was to give his evidence
to the Human Rights and Equal
Opportunity Commission’s Stolen
Generations Inquiry.

Rob Riley had been treated for
anxicty and depression: he had
much to mourn and no ready vent
for his anger. His wounds did not
heal. Maybe harmony and whole-
ness can’t be reclaimed by one who
never had them, by a child who
had neither the sense of self that
comes from familial relationships
nor the relationship with the land
so fundamental to Aboriginal iden-
tity. It gets dark quickly, in Perth,

and on that May day it
fell, and was complete.
-» U HO KNOws WHAT Rob Riley
felt on that awful day. He left a
note. He left a ot of people angry,
guilty, and ashamed of the shame
he felt. Shame, according to the
Macquarie dictionary, is that ‘pain-
ful feeling arising from the
consciousness of something dis-
honourable, improper, ridiculous,
done by oneself or another; dis-
grace, ignominy’. It is simply the
worst thing one human can give
to another.

There were hundreds of death
notices in the West Australian.
One of them said Rob Riley was ‘a
stolen child, taken from his pco-
ple the second time’, but that was
not the whole of it. Had Rob
Riley’s hope been stolen from him,
or did he think that, by dying as
and when he did, he might at last
unite his people, or force govern-
ments to face what they did to
Aboriginal society by taking their
children away?

Who killed Rob Riley? No-
body can be blamed for another
man’s suicide, or sacrifice. Rob
Riley was sick, he was tired, poor,
loncly and humiliated. Yet at the
end of the day, it scems to me, Rob
Riley died because his life had left
him unable to answer the viral
question: ‘Who am I3,

Moira Rayner is a lawyer and
freclance journalist. Her e-mail is
100252.3247@compuserve.com.
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A road to nowhere

1

ECHNOLOGY AND POLITICAL IDEOLOGY are as different as chalk and cheese. The former is
grounded in practical research and produces inanimate systems and devices; the latter is
grounded in ideas and philosophy and produces ways of managing human affairs. Nowa-
days the two are often forced together.

Take the establishment of cable-TV in Australia. What has emerged looks like a classic
case history of a situation where competition does not serve the public good.

The former Federal Government—a Labor government, mind you—seems to have
created two redundant cable systems which will have to be upgraded within a decade or so.
It’s hard to imagine a more costly or clumsy way of doing things.

A couple of years ago, the then Federal Government decided Australia was ripe for
cable-TV. They had already laid the basis for at least two competing phone companies—
eventually with their own private networks. The decision to allow cable-TV simply extended
the arrangement into another arena. So the great cable race began. Subsidiaries of Optus
and Telstra are cabling suburban Australia faster than anywhere else in the world. The
estimates are that 60 per cent of the country will be served by two systems by the year
2000, at a cost of between $3 billion and $4 billion for each cable network.

When the two competitors started, the most efficient technology with the greatest
capacity for transmitting information was optical fibre. The problem was that optical fibre
uses light to carry information, but the telephones, computers, VCRs and other electronic
appliances at the home-end of the line use electricity. When the cable networks were
planned, opto-electronic devices to convert between light and electric signals were expen-
sive-—too expensive to install in individual homes.

So, each mindful of the competition, both companies opted for a compromise technol-
ogy, hybrid fibre coaxial cable, which uses optical fibre to a neighbourhood conversion
point where one or a few opto-electronic devices convert the light signal into an electric
signal which is run by conventional coaxial cable to service about 1000 to 2000 homes. It
was proven technology since the great bulk of information travelling through the cable
was in the form of common signals—such as cable TV—going to many homes.

Times change. First, there has been an explosion in interactive services stimulated by
public access to the internet. If the current rate of growth in users were maintained, every
man, woman and child on earth would be connected to the ‘net by 2001. What that means
is far more pressure for cable capacity to take individual signals from individual homes
than was ever envisaged. The network will have to take an enormous amount of traffic
both ways, whereas it was designed to funnel most traffic one way.

Second, the price of opto-electronic conversion has now dropped to the point where it
has become economic to fit devices to service only 10 homes rather than 1000. That gives
10 subscribers access to the optical fibre capacity which in Australia will be provided to
100 times as many—much more capacity for individual users to satisfy their interactive
desires.

Australia’s two major phone companies would be praying now for some technological
breakthrough which will enable them to increase the capacity of hybrid fibre coaxial to
carry information. Otherwise, it is beginning to look like Australia is in for a very expen-
sive upgrade within a decade or two.

So there you have it—competition has provided Australia with not one, but two net-
works that may have to be renovated not far into the next century. Perhaps continued
public ownership of the communications networks should have been considered more care-
fully at the time the former Federal Government established competition in the telecom-
munications industry. The companies could just as easily have competed by renting capacity
on a common carrier.

While this presumably would have meant that the Government would have had to
keep the satellite system it foisted onto Optus, it might have ended up saving the nation a
great deal of money. With a single publicly owned cable network, Australia could have had
more time and money to consider its options. There would have been no headlong race to
see who could cable the nation first, and a greater ability to weigh up the value of more
expensive, but longer lasting alternatives. |

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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two archbishops (O’Brien and Young) but
also Donald Horne and Manning Clark. As
the Prospect group found its feet on univer-
sity questions they began to chance their
arm on church comment. They won their
coloursfirst aslay intellectuals before speak-
ing in the household of the faith. Today
those early essays read like rehearsals for
Vatican II.

Ahead lay:

sthe grown-up Catholic Worker, which
would lose its timidity before minatory
glares from the cathedral and strike out
independent lines on church matters.
sthe impact of the National Catholic
Reporter from the USA, whose free-for-all
journalism was dynamite around the
English-speaking world.
sthe opening up of the Letters pages in the
diocesan press to debate, especially Michael
Costigan’s Advocate, the opinion-maker of
Australian Catholicism (for decades the
Letters page of Sydney’s Catholic Weekly

would remain under clerical scrutiny).
ePaul Stenhouse’s new-look Annals in its
proactive period, which left the dead to bury
the dead and jumped into the future.
ePriest Forum, where relevant ideas got a
free airing and the infant National Council
of Priests found nourishment.
eReport, where you could findinternational
news that was missingin the diocesan press.
sthe sound of individual voices beginning
to speak from their own experience in
venerable magazines like Messenger of the
Sacred Heart and Madonna.
eand church roundsmen who now did more
than report the Sunday sermons: Ursula
O’Connor on the Sydney Morning Herald,
Mark Bakerinthe Age, and Graeme Williams
in the Australian.

‘Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive

But to be young was very heaven.’

Edmund Campion is Chair of the Literature
Fund of the Australia Council.

I’VE OFTEN HEARD IT SAID that the model the
media use for understanding religious
institutions is borrowed from political
reporting: we categorise key characters as
insiders or outsiders, as power holders or
those who would take power from them.
We look for dark motives behind peoples’
actions, and we always suspect that we're
not being told the whole truth and that we
(on behalf of our readers/ viewers/ listeners)
have a right to know the whole truth.

There’ssome truth in all of this. Butlet’s
balance it with a reflection on church mod-
elsfor dealing with the media. If you want to
know what these are, ask yourself why you
bother with the media at all.

We could sort the answers to that ques-
tion into two batches. The theme of the first
batch would run along these lines: we deal
with the secular mass media in order to get
the message across. The implicit assump-
tion here is that the media can be a useful
tool for evangelism. Disappointment and
frustration often result when the media
don’t play along.

Thesecond batchwould share the theme:
we ignore the media at our peril because the
less we know about them, the more they’ll
beable to do us over. The assumption here is
that the media are hostile. This is often the
stuff of self-fulfilling prophecies.

There are various reasons why each group
holds to its model, but I suspect that the
most compelling of them comes down to
ease of habit. It is much easier for a reporter
to approach the church as an institution

than to conceive of it as also a community,
a tradition, and a body of teachings and
insights. These other dimensions only
complicate the issue and can confound edi-
tors in search of the story.

It is easy for people in the church to view
the media as either unfulfilled potential or
as enemy because then the failings are all on
the other side: imaginations don’t have to
be stretched, responsibility can be off-loaded,
and excuses can be found. {Only recently I
read a report about NSW police criticising
the media for undermining their public im-
age and their morale: there is afeeling ainong
officers, it seems, that the culture of corrup-
tion that the cops have allowed to develop
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in this State—that the Wood Royal
Commission has belatedly revealed, and
the media has merely reported—can be dis-
missed as so much ‘bad press’).

Journalists live in a world of abbreviated
English and symbolic representation. When
it comes to Catholics, there is a short list of
about four types that they seek out.

The first is the official Catholic. This
one is distinguished by his (or her) title (and,
in the visual media, by the clerical dress or
other obvious message-laden props). The
more impressive the title, the greater the
credibility. So a cardinal outranks a priest,
but a priest outranks a nun, and both out-
rank a lay person with a Catholic institu-
tional background. The official Catholic is
meant to give the line on an issue—which
may be sought for the purpose of informing
the public or to set a context for further
coverage/comment (a process often referred
to as ‘the setup’).

The second type is the ratbag Catholic.
What makes a ratbag is something said or
done out of the ordinary. But what makes
the media interested in a ratbagis the influ-
ence he/she is imagined to be able to mus-
ter. And so rank, title, uniform is important
again in ranking. A cardinal makes a better
ratbag than a priest ... and so on.

A ratbag is usually different—which is
why the media are interested in them. That
may also mean controversial but it may
simply mean interesting or amusing.

The third type is the celebrity Catholic.
A celebrity Catholic is a public figure and
almost always alay person. He or she doesn’t
have to be particularly well informed or
well briefed but must be well known and
preferably well liked. The celebrity Catholic
is usually required to be inspirational in a
given context or to provide the ‘colour’ in a
particular story. Sometimes, of course,
celebrities misplace the script and can pro-
duce their own share of controversy.

The last type is the expert or specialist
who may or may not even be Catholic. This
is someone with a knowledge of, and feeling
for, issues and nuances involvingthe church
and, most importantly, an ability to com-
municate an idea quickly, succinctly and in
a fashion that will interest a broad audi-
ence—not all of them by any means Catho-
lics. Experts are prized, and almost as rare
as cardinals who are ratbags.

Chris McGillion is the opinion page editor
of the Sydney Morning Herald.

Both articles were originally given as
addresses to the first Catholics in Media
Consultation, held in Sydney in March.
The posters are from Eureka Street’s hoard.
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ACH YEAR, THE VATICAN DECLARES a Sunday in May as World Communications Day. This year
the Pope’s theme was ‘The Media: a modern forum for promoting the role of women in socicty’.
Archbishop John Foley, the president of the Pontifical Council for Social Communications, hailed
the Pope’s choice of theme as ‘further proof of the Holy Father’s interest and determination in
defining the role of women in society and in the church, already expressed in his 1995 Letter to
Women.”

I am concerned with the considerable efforts the Pope has already made to define women and
limit their role in the Church.

I write as national convenor of Ordination of Catholic Women (OCW), a group of women and
men who advocate the ordination of women into a renewed priestly ministry in the Catholic
Church; who believe that an ordained ministry of both women and men will make the church
spiritually richer, more open to the lives of women and men, and more able to bring God’s love to
a wounded world.

Clearly the Vatican does not agree with us.

Two experiences stand out for the contribution they made to my becoming founder and first
national convenor of OCW.

The first was in Brighton, England, in 1984. The local parish chur  was clinging to pre-Vatican
I practices as much as possible. It seemed quaint at first, amusing even. The critical moment
came onc day at Mass when, just before communion, the altar boys walked down and closed the
gates of the altar rails. The sacred was within the gates, and the profane was without. And I was
without: impure, female, laity. Many moments of feeling excluded or rejected were crystallised
for me in that one moment.

The second event was a much happier once. It was being present at my first Eucharist celebrated
by an ordained woman. The celebrant was Alison Cheek, an Australian-born woman, ordained
into the Episcopal church, one of the Philadelphia cleven, and a tower of strength to the largely
Anglican Movement for the Ordination of Women (MOW] during the struggle for women’s ordi-
nation here. I shall never forget the power of her presence, the quict dignity, the gentle and loving

EUREKA STREET e June 1996



way she led us. And I shall never forget the ordinariness; simply a Eucharist at which the cele-
brant was a woman. Nothing could convince me that Jesus was not present at that Eucharist.
Nothing, after that, was likely to convince me that Jesus prohibited the ordination of women.
In 1993, 1 decided that continuing to talk of changing structures, doing away with hicrarchy,
creating a society of equals was not enough. Rather, as Vaclav Havel learned in occupied Czech-
oslovakia, it is necessary to work for ‘specific concrete things’ and not indulge in ‘vague ideolog-
ical debates’. And as MOW found in working for change in the Anglican Church, the ordination
of women is such a ‘specific concrete thing’. It is not the be-all and end-all of changes needed. But
it acts as a focus for many of the issues of equality or opportunity, justice, ministry, God and us.
Moreover, the very passion with which the case against women’s ordination is argued
by the Vatican indicates to me at least that they understand its importance very well.
E

R OVER TWENTY YEARS, the Vatican has been insisting, with increasing force, that it cannot
ordain women. With concern over women’s ordination growing after Vatican II, Pope Paul VI
asked the congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith to set out Catholic teaching on the issue. The
Congregation produced its Declaration on the Question of the Admission of Women to the Min-
isterial Priesthood in 1976, in which the Congregation concluded that the church did not have
the authority to ordain women. As this statement did not stop calls for women’s ordination, in
1994 Pope John Paul 11 issued the apostolic letter Ordinatio Sacerdotalis to resolve uncertainty
and to foster unity. He restated the Congregation’s conclusion and declared that it was to be held
‘definitively’ by all the faithful.

Discussion and calls for women’s ordination have continued, so, in late 1994, the congrega-
tion for the Doctrine of the Faith issuced a responsum to a question, or dubium, in which they said
that not only was this teaching part of the deposit of faith, but added that it was taught infallibly.

The Vatican gives two main reasons for why it claims—with great force and determination—
that the church does not have the authority to ordain women. One is from scripture and one from
tradition. On summary, the Vatican insists that the institution of an all-malc priesthood is founded
on the words and actions of Jesus recorded in the Gospels which, it claims, show that Jesus called
a group of men known as ‘the twelve’ to be the founders of an all-male priesthood. Moreover it
believes that this interpretation is upheld by 2000 years of tradition.

This reading of scripture is challenged by scholars on a number of grounds. For instance, the
gospels do not record Jesus ordaining anyone, male or female, to the priesthood as it is understood
today; the ‘twelve’ can be understood as representing a re-establishment of the twelve tribes of
Isracl as sign of the reign of God which Jesus proclaimed; nowhere in scripture are ‘the twelve’
seen as leading the Eucharist: and there is little evidence of their leadership after the resurrection.
In fact, when the Vatican commissioned the Pontifical Biblical Commission to examine the ques-
tion, the Commission concluded {a conclusion ignored by the Congregation in writing its 1976
Declaration), as did the American Catholic Biblical Association in 1979 and the Catholic Biblical
Association of Australia in 1995, that there is no biblical evidence to support the exclusion of
women from the priesthood.

The second argument used by the Vatican is that from tradition: the church has never ordained
women and thereforc never should. This conclusion too can be strongly challenged. The biblical
evidence for women'’s leadership in early Christian communities, along with increasing historical
evidence for women’s ordained leadership on Christian communities over the first six centurices,
makes the blanket statement that women have never been ordained difficult to substantiate.
Moreover, women such as Ludmilla Javorova assert that she and other women were ordained in
the clandestine church in post-war Czechoslovakia (The Tablet, November 1995). The official
church responds to Javorova’s claim of her ordination by insisting that sincc women cannot be
ordained, any such ordination would have been not only illegal but invalid. Since

women’s ordination cannot happen, it has not happened, and therefore has never

occurred. Around we go.
E\'LN IF ALL SUCH ORDINATIONS ARE IGNORED there still remains the question of the general atti-
tudes to women held by church leaders throughout the last 2000 years. The writings of notable
Patristic churchmen arc repletc with descriptions of women as the ‘devil’s gateway’ (Tertullian);
as ‘so inferior to men that the only reason for their creation was procreation’ {Augustine], and as
‘made in the image of man and not of God’ {Ambrosiaster). In the Middle Ages, Aquinas’ writings
both encapsulated contemporary understandings and shaped Catholic teachings for the next cight
centuries. The Supplement to the Summa Theologiae states that women cannot be ordained
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because ‘women’s state of subjectic makes it impossible for the female sex to signify any emi-
nence of rank’. A 1957 seminary text book proclaims in like vein: ‘The reason why a woman
cannot receive holy orders is because the clerical state demands a certain superiority since it
involves ruling the faithful, whereas a woman by her very nature is inferior to man and subject to
him ... " (N¢ lin 1957 vol IlI n465 31st ed, prepared by G Heinzel sj).

The Vatican today does not put forward this long-standing argument about the subordina-
tion of women to support its claim that women cannot be ordained. The climate has changed.
Now the same conclusion (No to women'’s ordination) is being asserted but for different reasons.

The Pope is not shy of making pronouncements on the nature of woman. In fact, like a man
on an inner journey trying to make sense of women, he seems driven to release statements on
who and what we are. And his overall conclusions, w zh we are not invited to discuss with him,

are that women are comple-
mentary to men and here to
help them. In his Papal letter
of 1995, he thanks women for
their ‘dignity’; says the
church wants to contribute to
upholding women’s civil
rights; admires those who
have fought for basic social,
economic and political rights
even when that was consid-
ered to be a sin; and deplores obstacles which prevent women from being fully integrated into
civil life. He apologises if church members have, in the past, treated women unfairly; but makes
no apology for today’ s church and today’s subordinations, and promises no restitution.

He sees women not so much as human beings, but as beings fulfilling a series of ‘roles’—the
first and most important of which is that of mother. Women are made to give help to men. ‘For in
giving themselves to others each day women fulfil their deepest vocation.’ (Papal letter, June 29
1995)

He stresses the complementary natures of men and women. There are good reasons for women
to have a healthy suspicion of the notion of complementarity. Historically, complementarity has
been invoked whenever social theories stress the equality of women and men. For example,
emphasis on the difference in male and female nature emerged after the Greek aristocratic period

with the introduction of Athenian democracy, when State political and legal structures
C w :excluding freeborn women from citizenship.

OMPLEMENTARITY BECAME A POPULAR THEORY again in the eighteenth century, a time of powerful
political moves for democracy and equality (of all men). It provided a solution to threats men felt
to traditior  power and privilege. The Pope’s late 20th century brand of complementarity is used
as a bulwark against demands from women from all over the world for equal participation in the
church.

The present Vatican tells women who we are, thanks us for our ‘femininity’, bids us take
part in civil life, and then not only declares that women cannot be ordained but forbids us to
discuss the very question. We cannot discuss it with the Vatican. Nor can we discuss it with the
Australian Conference of Bishops, who replied to our request by stating that such a meeting
would be quite inappropriate’; and that an essential factor in the whole question is the proper role
and authority of the Pope’ (letter to OCW from Fr "J. Wright, Acting Secretary replying for
Cardinal Clancy, October 10, 1995). Banning open discussion is a strange way to reach the truth.
Particularly as, at the same time, the official church proclaims the rights of all people to free and
open discussion of civil matters.

This tension between what the official church encourages in civil society and secular press
and what it forbids in Church and church publications is highlighted by the ordination question.
A classic example of the force with which scussion is stifled occurred recently in Canberra. A
Canadian delegation of the recent assembly of the World Union of Catholic Women’s Organisa-
tions, had put forward a resolution that women’s groups continue to debate women’s ordination.
On the opening day of the assembly the Pro-Nuncio Archbishop Brambilla told the president
general that the Vatican Secretary of State, Cardin  Sodano, insisted that the resolution was
inadmissible. If it were  t dropped, the Union would jeopa ~ se its recognition by = Vatican
an official Catholic organisation. The resolution was withdrawn.
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It is the time for a Hannah speaking boldly in the Temple: the time for an Esther, determined to go to
the king and speak—'even if it kills me’; the time for the Syro-Phoenician woman, refusing to be silenced
by the male disciples trying to protect Jesus from the troublesome woman. ‘But’, she said. ‘But’, we must
keep saying. We must spcak—and speak boldly. We are working to incorporate women into a nonhierar-
chical ministry of women and men, to create a church in which all are equally able to express their varied
gifts. We have to confront the power and control of a hierarchy with its androcentric dualisms of clergy/
laity, of sacred/profane, of male/female which are used to hold women in subordination.

It is a time to act. We must take strength from the courageous actions of our biblical foremothers;
like the woman anointing Jesus before his death, going into the house where he was surrounded by those
trying to drive her away, to carry out the political action of anointing him as king. We have to stand in
the streets, stand outside our churches when men are being ordained, stand outside when only male

priests are celebrating their priesthood, stand up in spite of the insults that may be levelled, in

spite of the hurt that may ensue.

-» -NE NEED TO RECALL LEONARDO Borr’s worps: ‘The new church, as in all renewal movements, first
appears on the periphery. Given the power structure at the centre, the periphery is the only place where
true creativity and freedom is possible.’

Around the edges of the church, marginal people, resident aliens are creating new life. The Vatican
may prohibit womr  from celebrating Eucharist in official church liturgies, but, as many of us have
experienced, women gather in small circles to break bread together in memory of Jesus. And many women
are leading whole communities in liturgical thanksgiving. Women have always brought and will contin-
ue to bring Christ into the world. No power on earth can stop this.

I long for Christian ministries to be open to women and to men, to single, married, celibate, divorced;
to people chosen from their communities for leadership regardless of sex, gender, race, or class; ordained
tor life or for limit.  periods; for universal ministry or for a small community: not just bishops, priests
and deacons, but p1  hets, apostles, teachers, healers, workers of miracles, administrators, helpers. I long
tor a church which creates and celebrates whatever form of ministry liberates the whole community, a
church in which all work together in true co-discipleship for the empowering reign of Sophia-God in our
world.

Marie Louise 1 r is National Convenor, Ordination of Catholic Women. This is an edited text of an
address given at University House, Canberra, on May 8, 1996.

Challenge of Faith i 1 To lay’s World

Public lectures by
Hofbauer Centre Guest Speaker

Father B 1edict J. Groeschel C.EB.

I rnationally known Franciscan Priest
at St Mary’s College, Melbourne University (Tin Alley)

¢ Monday 8 July: Faith and Modern Psychology
¢ Tuesday 9 July: W1 n Life does not make any sense
¢ Wednesday 10 July: Religous Experience and Private Revelations

Commencing at 7.30 pm—Admission: $25.00 per lecture
Father Benedict Groeschel:

*Director of the Office for Spiritual Development of the Archdiocese of New York *Director of the Trinity Retreat
Centre for the Clergy of the Archdiocese of New York *Professor of Pastoral Psychology at lona College, New York
*Professor at St Joseph’s Se 1ary of the Archdiocese of New York *The Founder of the Community of Franciscan
Friars of Renewal, following 2 Capuchin Tradition
Advance bookings can be made by mailing « eques to the Hofbauer Centre
Lecture Secretary, 93 Alma Rd, East St Kilda 3182. Please include your name,
address and phone number and which 1 rl = sy wish’ i

SPECIAL DISCOUNT: 3 L ES FOR $60
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Christopher Brennan (1870-1932)

He spoke German,

fluently, and French.

One he got by study,

the other from an inclination to drink

absinthe, like the poets who were always writing

among the cafés and the bottles and the crowds of women

How do they do it! He liked women,

though they seemed a little too German,

at times, invading the domain of writing

and buggering up his whispered amatory French
the way that a few too many drinks

would ginger up but addle the study

of his volumes of foreign verse. In the study

he worked at a huge monument to women

for an hour or two, then had a drink.

Phew! Like a good German

he had a method for everything, and like the French
he wasted it on writing

poems about feeling Iike writing

all through the night. His study

lamp glowed out across the Quad. Famous French

pocets wrote to him, once or twice. Women

from one end of Europe to the other admired his German
manners. Ah, Heidelberg! Must be time for a drink.

Back to the heatstruck colonies. God, a drink
would go down well, eh? Those oafs writing
gibberish and hoping for a pass in German
Romantic literature, look at them, as though study
were enough! What about inspiration? The women
of Svdney are not really suited to modern French

poetry. And now Mallarmé’s gone loony—too French,
if that were possible. One last drink.

In a sheep-farming province, young women

who wish to develop the discipline of writing

should take up the study

of German ...

He yearned to dream in French, but all he heard was German.
He inclined to drink, and trudged through a torrent of study

and when he reached for women, they became his writing.

John Tranter

Modern Times

The bombs which have abraded
a Sarajevo summer
spell out the failure
of our species to learn
anything from history,
: a skerrick from science
or a whit from high morality.

We've squirmed out to be
neither a jot

nor a tittle pacific,

dry competition

the name of the death.
What will technology
bequeath to our faint
footling descendants?

Landmines in Cambodia.

Chris Wallace-Crabbe

Water

Ah, but language feels to me
rather like the taste of water,
a flavour frankly beyond all naming,
it is so genceral, clear and readv
to flow out,
filling our every need.

You cannot burn language
or put paid to words in their glittering,
Smog may well smudge over us all
until those waters rise again,
pellucid, eloquent

and swirling

like a suite of beautiful drawings.
It can drown you, too,
the taste becoming a grave
which is yet the root

of every other sensation.

Chris Wallace-Crabbe.
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VVAYNE IVIACAULEY

I HAVE MULCHED
T 1E PATCH
WHERE MY

FATHER LIES
BURIELC

HAVE MULCHED THE PATCH WHERE MY FATHER LIES BURIED and hope to raise another in his likeness.
He died ten years ago now—it has taken this long to put the idea into practice—and I would prob-
ably have put it off again this year but for the fact that I've missed him so badly of late. It is
autumn, the leaves on the Liquidamber at the front gate are turning yellow; I live on my own in a
tiny shack an hourorso o  of town. They are extending the freeway soon so I'm told and the drive
will then be cut by half; but that is no concern of mine, my car is on its last legs, I only drive to the
shop and back and then only twice a week; soon I'll go nowhere, certainly not to town; my lungs
are bad, the city stinks, I want no more of that. I'll leave the mulch to rot through winter, dig it in
in early spring, by Christmas I should see the results of my work.

The patch is down by the back fence, near the sprawling blackberry bushes; I've cleared them
a little to stop them interfering with my father’s remains, but not too much, I like to pick the fruit
when it ripens—they fall into your hand like jewels—and I've even baked a pie or two and turned
them into jam. When I cleared the weeds before mulching it T found the remnants of the cross I'd
made, two sticks and a piece of rotting string, and the old jam that held the first season’s
flowers. I worked with my shirt off, carrying grass clippings and lcaves, and never doubted the
wigdom of my plan. It’s piled high now, rich, moist and earth-smelling, a foot thick at least; if you

21 down low you can almost hear the first cells breaking down and sinking into the soil. I
wonder should I add a handful of lime?—but I darc not ask my nurseryman lest he ask me what for
and think me a lunatic when I tell him.

I've lived with that, it wouldn’t be the first time, I'm a lunatic all right, and people are entitled
to consider me as such. If I hadn’t come up here I'd be locked away by now; god knows what the
papers would have said. T didn’t read them then, haven’t read them since, accept the title of lunatic
with equanimity and do what I can now to live the part.

On fine mornings I sit and shoot birds with my pistol. They gather at the feed box [ made; all

inds of birds, big and small, dull and brilliant, they don’t mind me, they are almost tame, I have
only to pick off onc of their number and five minutes later they are all back again. I don’t know
where the bodies go, Inev  move them myself; [ go inside for lunch and when I come out later the
lawn is clean save for a feather or two and a tiny drop of blood. Life is a conundrum, you can’t

EU KA STREET ¢ June 1996



escape it. At first I thought it was the cat, but I've discounted that theory now. No, what happens
is this: the bird falls from the trec and mulches the ground and while I cat my lunch a new bird flies
up from the spot, a replica of the first, to take its place at the feed box with the others. And it was
this small and in the end perhaps imbecilic discovery that first turned my thoughts in a new way
to my father and his patch.

I remember little of the death. To be honest I don’t understand the concept and never really
have. One nurse took a shine to me though, I remember that, though for the life of me I can't
understand why; she only ever saw me in my white cap and gown and [ must have looked ridiculous.
But I could tell by her smile and her friendly questions that, even dressed as 1 was like an idiot,
there was something about me that impressed her. Perhaps it was my manner, for [ was strange
even then—though not quite lunatic—and could often be found wandering the corridors reading
the paper while Death as they say hurried ahead of me like a shadow, dropping in on various wards
and whisking the tired souls away. I read the sports page mostly, and occasionally the comics; the
great events on the front page all but passed me by. There was something about Isracl, or was it
Lebanon? I can’t remember. Peacefully in the night was the way they put it, and I still enjoy the
expression even now. U'll often lie awake in my bed while the carth sighs softly beneath me and the

black sky rolls around like a languid whale and say it over in a whisper to mysclf: peace-
T fully in the night, peaccfully in the night. Apparently they were telling me he was dead.
I

1L REST WAS ALL TOO EASY. The coffin was open for viewing; the last members of the immediate
family had left the chapel weeping; three grey-suited men stood off to one side, hands cupping
their genitals, waiting for me to go. I looked over the edge of the coffin into my father’s bloodless
face. They’d parted his hair on the wrong side, T don’t know why, it was parted on the side he’d
always parted it on the last time I'd seen him alive, when the nurse in question had led me in 1
could almost say by the hand. One of the three men coughed lightly and another shuffled his feet.
Another said softly leaning forward that I should really leave the chapel now as too long spent with
the departed would only do more harm than good. I said they’d parted his hair on the wrong side
and he apologised with a blush. I said I was not used to death and he said he understood. Then with
the upper hand I asked him could I stay a little longer alone with my father and might I closc the
coffin lid? There was of course some dispute about this, it not being formal practice, but cventually
he relented, took a screwdriver from his companion, handed it to me, and all three then bowed and
left.

[ drove out west with the sun in my face, my father strapped into the passenger seat beside me;
mile by mile the suburbs thinned and gave way to burne-brown paddocks. Huge steel pylons marched
beside us. Dead gums dropped their branches as we passed. Cows looked up, their jaws frozen
sideways. Starlings c¢scaped from the fences. For hours I drove, I wasn’t sure where, a vague half-
remembered map in my head, until, somewhere far from the city, [ turned off the highway onto a
narrow dirt road. Behind me the car threw up great clouds of dust, enormous and cerice, billowing in
the fading light. I saw a track between two huge pines and followed it for a mile until I came to a
gate. In the high-beam of the headlights T could just make out the shape of a small broken-down
shack and some cleared land beyond. I took a shovel from the boot and walked down into the dark.

[ told my mother I'd taken my father and she scemed to understand. [ was standing in a phone
box in the middle of the night a few days later and only had one morce coin. You're a funny one, she
said. T had to laugh. Then T wept. A crescent moon against an ink-black sky. She said don't worry
love, it’s all right, you do what you have to do. T told her I had to own the carth where my tather
now lay or the thing wouldn’t be complete, that he wasn’t dead but merely resting, that I must
stand vigil until he wakes again, that he will need slippers, a newspaper, cold beer and tablets.
Don’t worry love, she said, I'll see what I can do. The red light flashed and the phone went dead. T
must have looked strange out there in the dark, sitting on a concrete-slab floor in a box of white
light, my head in my hands, weeping. The documents were sent care of the local post office and 1
took possession of the shack soon after from the uncle in town who'd forgotten he owned it and
didn’t need it anyway, since he had, so he said, two more by the beach as well.

It is August, the last of the winter rains are falling outside. I sit by the firc and toast bread on
a fork. The fridge is stacked with beer, soon my father and I will drink it cold from frosty glasses as
we sit on the veranda watching sunsets and dawns. Down by the back fence, where the first buds
are alrcady forming on the blackberry bushes, something warm, alive and thirsty is stirring in the
carth.

Wayne Macauley was the 1995 winner of the Melbourne Age short story competition.
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national economy and effective
systems of regulation. Waning US
global power no longer unifies the
global capitalist system, lcading to
ethnic rivalry and genocide,
and regional-pawer rivalry.

OMPARATIVE ADVANTAGE 1S dead.
Global markets mean anything can
be produced anywhere, and coun-
tries once reliant on relative superi-
oritics in their supply of labour or
capital, mineral deposits or agricul-
tural fecundity, find their situation
challenged. Through factor price
equalisation, the vast supplics of
cheap, well-educatedlabour from the
old communist world and immigra-
tion have put downward pressure on
first-world wages. Trade and skill-
intensive shifts in technology have
added to this.

Inaglobal cconomy, what counts
s the national willpower to create
compctitive advantage and an encr-
getie dlite to pursue it. Thurow
makes usc of a philosophy of history
to describe the forces behind eco-
nomic change, which he sces stem-
ming ftrom the interaction of
technology and ideology. 1t is a phi-
losophy that mixes biological with
geological metaphors on the assump-
tion that cconomic laws are hidden
and slow, but decisive and objective.
[deology and technology are compa-
rable to the geological concept of the
‘magma’, which drives the ‘tectonic
plates’ that move slowly but gener-
ate cnormous natural wonders such
as volcanic cruptions.

The crisis of the Mexican peso in
1995 is an example of such an crup-
tion in the social world. The run on
the peso originated not merely in the
day-to-day decision-making of Mexi-
can policymakers or New York mu-
tual funds managers, but in the long
drip of global structural change
brought about by shifts in the tec-
tonic plates.

The tectonic plates of our own
time are the end of communism, the
vast and competitive wealth offered
by brainpower industries, the gen-
eral ageing of the population, global
labour and capital markets, and the
end of American dominance. The
situation of first-world cconomies is
likencd to that of the dinosaurs be-
fore their extinction. The end of the
dinosaurs left the mammals at the

top of the species list because they
were better adapted to a system of
‘punctuated equilibrium’.

Just as dinosaurs are thought to
have been ill-adapted to the clouds
of deadly sulphur gas that saturated
the atmosphere after a comet hit the
carth, so seckers after economic
wealth in the postCold War world
must learn the new conditions of
prosperity.

Thurow agrees with John
Maynard Keynes that capitalism is
not a self-regulating mechanism:

‘When capitalism’s normal
decision-making processes ave used,
capitalism never looks more than 8
to 10 vears in the future and usually
looks only 3 to 4 years ahead. Capi-
talism desperately needs what its
own intermal logic says it does not
have to do.”

Unlike Keynes, Thurow does not
believe a return to prosperity can be
achieved using government expendi-
ture financed with budget deficits.,
Since the late 1970s, strong growth
has been deliberately stymied by
anti-intlationary fiscal poli-
cies and tight money. Fiscal
and monctary policy alone
cannot gencrate the develop-
ment of industrics in biotech-
nology, robotics, software, or
aircraft—all the arcas Japan's
Ministry for International
Trade and Industrv nominated
as the ones of the 21st cen-
tury.

Instead, structural incen-
tives need to be put in place to
createnew skillsand to nurture
new industries where really
durable wealth lics. The policy
problem of the 1990s, then, is
the relation between the skills
required to run the brainpower
industries of the future, the
costs of developing these skills
and how the system must be
changed to do this.

‘Inan ¢raof manmade brainpower
industries,’ Thurow argues, ‘capital-
ismis going to need some very long-
run communal investments in
rescarch and development, cduca-
tion, and infrastructure.

‘Knowledge has become the only
source of long-run sustainable com-
petitive advantage, but knowledge
can only be employed through the
skills of individuals’.
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WE INCREASE WAGES, 1T/LL
LEAD TO KYROCKETING PRICES,
GALLOPING INFLATION, SPRALLING

To fund these investments,
governments must cut back budget
deficits that reduce the level of
national saving, a familiar argument
to Australians aware of the Howard
government’s aim to cut $8 billion
from the federal budget. At more
than 15 per cent of GDP in the mid-
1970s, the OECD savings rate is now
at 7 per cent of GDP, a situation
brought about by lower public saving,
consumer credit and the high spend-
ing rates of the clderly. This has
crowded out the opportunity for pro-
ductive investment—a standard
fiscal argument.

Where Thurow differs from the
Howard government’s thinking is
that he belicves the private sector
will not take up the extra savings
released by budget cuts to invest in
brainpowerindustries. Why? Because
the market’s time-horizons are
skewed too much to the short run to
ensurce the right level of investment
in skill-creation.,

Thurow does not spell it out, but
behind his ideas is the strong drum-

TM AFRAVD THAT IF

INTEREST KATES, AND
AN OVERUEATED EcoNomy/ \

beat of the Japan Model of state-
guided economic growth, and cven
the example Germany has setin what
he labels the ‘Rhine Model” of eco-
nomic management. The problem is
cven if the US adopts a program of
skills-creation and strategic indus-
trial targeting, who is to say other
countries will not follow? In a glohal
system even this type of political
knowledge about economic organi-
sation becomes globalised.
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The Future of Capitalism also
ha s back to the traditional values
John Howardfeels comfortable with,
like hard work, saving to invest, and
individual discipline—but with
greater understanding of how ‘ideol-
ogy’ fits into the wealth-creation
process. This is nicely shown in
Thurow’s call for a new ideology to
‘excite’ the populace, to legitimise
government expenditure and to
create a motivated and disciplined
workforce.

During the Cold War, i astruc-
tural and cducational investments
were made in America with cleverly
disguised legislation like the GIBill,
the National Defence Highway Act
and the National Defence Education
Act. In the name of defending the
West from the Sovicts, these acts of
state intervention st ulated
cemployment and increased the
number of PhDs inscience  d engi-
neering. Thurow argues that we need
more state intervention, justificd
with a new ‘builders’ ideology.

Yet the call for a new ideology of
work scems a little far ul and
preppy—something to impress a
graduate seminar at MIT, perhaps,
but to causc only a few laughs on
Wall Street or the at the Treasury.
Surcly such ideologies are not in-
vented in any dircct sense by state
officials, academics or popular think-
ers. They are historical and unique.

Thurow himself believes we al-
ready know the right policies to turn
back incquality. What we need is an
‘awarencss’ of a crisis situation. What
is absent from his analysis is just why,
as he admits, the major political par-
ties in the US are doing 1 hing to
address the real cconomic problems.

His own philosophy of history
accepts the role of politics in the
economy. Economic policies are not
implemented on purcly rational
grounds alone or apart from consid-
erations of power. If the US fails to
provide the right incentives for
‘brainpower’ industries, it might
have more to do with the impedi-
ments to effective state action by
powerful business interests than the
enlightenmentof individual citizens.
Undcerstanding that will require 2
different hook.

Lincoln Wright is finance editor of
the Canberra Times.
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Penal
turpitude

HY PRISON? is the provoca-
tive question posed by the editors of
this book. When you come to think
about it, it's a pretty peculiar
institution. ‘No matter how empa-
thetic one may be to the reformers’
impulse to find a substitute for gar-
rotting the condemned, the funda-
mental question still remains: why
inventasystemofincarceration, why
substitute confinement in segregated
spaces and design a routine of bell-
ringing punctuality and steady la-
bour?’ writes editor David Rothman.
‘Why channel the impulse to do good
into something as strange as the
prison, a system that, over 150 years
later, can still prompt an inr 2 to
want to meet the man who dreamed
it all up, convinced he must have
been born on Mars?’

The prison system has been go-
ing for such a short time? That’s
right—far from being a constant, the
notion of imprisonment as punish-
ment per se |as opposcd to a staging
post for thosc awaiting sentencing,
execution or transportation)isarela-
tively new one. While incarceration
has been practised since Biblical
times, punishment has historically
been more likely to take the fi n of
execution {(whether by garrotting or
more exotic methods, such as pre-
cipitation—Dbeing chucked from
cliffs—or lapidation—stoning),
torture, exile, slavery, ritual humili-
ation, branding, whipping or fines,
to name but a few instances of the
rough justice meted out to malefac-
tors through the ages.

But by the mid-18th century,
more enlightened attitudes, together

with the need to deal with a growing
army of vagrants, saw the risc of the
bridewell, or house of correction.
Bridewells were distinguished by
their purpose of reclamation as well
as punishment, due to the influence
of England’s most influential re-
former, John Howard, whose 1777
book The State of The Prisons in
England And Wales pushed prisons
to centre stage at the expense of
more traditional punishments. His
proposals that criminals be classi-
fied according to their crimes, kept
in cells and put to work under strict
discipline resonate to the present
day. Yet despite his best efforts {and
those of Quakers William Allen and
Elizabeth Fry to abolish physical
punishment in favour of saving
felons’ souls), change came slowly.
Well into the 19th century, trans-
portation was still seen as a cheaper
alternative to building penitentia-
rics, leading to the strangest episode
in the entire history of confinement:
the convict colony.

‘Only once have convicts been
sent to found the society in which
they were to endure their punish-
ment,” writes John Hirst, the sole
Australian contributor to The Ox-
ford History Of The Prison. ' It
(Botany Bayl is a society without
parallel, a strange late flowering of
the ancien regime in crime and pun-
ishment.” And, according to his
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tant than that, and his ¢riticism goes
much deeper. His dismay about this
book and its clutch of awards is pas-
sionatce. He belicves that in a truly
civilised society, the book would
not have been published. The
Demidenko affair, he argues, is evi-
dence of a culture that has run adrift
from its moorings.

It can be hard to review a book
with which onc fundamentally
agrees. While Tsuspect Manne’s view
of the moral moorings of our culture
differs from my own, there was little
in cither his emotional reactions to
‘The Hand” or in his arguments

concerning its worth which
— did not ccho my own views.

—N PARTICULAR, hisreactions on first
reading the book struck a chord.

Lexperienced the gulf between my

reading of ‘The Hand” and that of
others as puzzling, dismaying and
disorienting ... I was physically re-
licved whenTdiscovered thattriends
responded as | had. I could feel my
relations temporarily cool with
those...who read it ditferently.

So perhaps it was good, given my
sympathy for Manne's conclusions,
that while I was reading this hook 1
also happened across two pieces of
Mannc’s journalism on topics where
he and I fundamentally disagreed.

The first was on the Northern
Territory’s euthanasia legislation.
The second was on the reasons for
the revivalin popularity of the works
of Jane Austen.

Manne is against cuthanasia for
much the same reasons that he is
horrified by “The Hand’. He reveres
the sanctity of human life, and is
revolted by organised, state-endorsed
moves toend it. However, his news-
paper column arguments tocused on
nit-picking carly drafts of the legis-
lation. He did not attempt to arguc
the fundamental moral point. Rather,
he proceeded with leaps from narrow
points to general ones.

Inthe otherarticle, Manne arguced
that one of the reasons for the
renewed popularity of Austen’s
works was a growing recognition of
the importance ot good marriages,
which was also, he said, Austen’s
preoccupation.

[ found this argument rather
staggering, given that Austen hardly
cver portrays anything that could be
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described as a good marriage. Her
books tend to end with the heroines’
marriage ccremony. The established
marriages portrayed are deeply
flawed.

More importantly, it seemed to
me that Manne was blind to the
irony and bitterness with which
Austen wrote about a society in
which a truly good marriage was out
of the reach of most women, and yet
was their only escape from lives of
intense emotional and intellectual
frustration.

In these two newspaper columns
itscemed to me that Manne took the
matcrial that scrved to reinforee his
opinions, and ignored or was blind to
agreatdeal else. He did not seriously
entertain points of view that con-
flicted with his own understanding
of the ‘moral moorings’, eventoarguce
against them.

It is of course unfair to use two
picces of short journalistic polemic
asabasisforcriticising a book which
is far morce considered, better argued,
and better rescarched. However,
given that my own reaction to ‘The
Hand’ meant that T was apt to cheer
Mannc on as I read, the articles gave
me some perspective on the book’s
possible faults.

Manne argucs lucidly and
convincingly thatitis appropriate to
bring historical criticism to bear on
“The Hand’, and that it fails both as
history and as fiction.

Yet on the fundamental philo-
sophical moral issucs—of the kind
of moral universe in which we live,
and the duties owed by a writer of
fiction to socicty’s moral values—
Manne does not argue. He assumes.

Here Manne is at variance with
Andrew Riemer, who in his carlier
book on the affair entertains moral
nihilism as a respectable literary
position. Riemer wrote, and Manne
quotes him: ‘“To tell the story of one
of the greatest acts of genocide the
world has known from the perspec-
tive of its perpetrators may perhaps
have been no more than an acknowl-
cdgement that there are no absolute
values.’

Manne does not attempt to argue
against this point of view directly.
The clash between those who be-
licve in moral absolutes and those
who do not is, after all, one  the
oldestand mostirresolvable conflicts

in moral philosophy.

Rather, Manne attempts to dem-
onstrate the unacceptable consc-
quences of nihilism by an analogy.
What if a novel had been written
about the murder of the Tasmanian
Aborigines, trom the point of view of
the men who led the hunting par-
tics? What if this novel won major
awards? Would it be the case that
this novel was worthy simply be-
cause itdemonstrated that there was
no moral view point from which the
murders could be condemned? And
would the descendants of the mur-
dervictims, when they protested, be
accused of conducting a witchhunt,
as Demidenko’s critics have been?

Repeatedly, Manne assumes that
fiction should scrve a broad moral
purpose. He criticises ‘The Hand's'
reviewers for never asking ‘what
human purpose’ was served by
diverting sympathy from Jewish vic-
tims to Ukrainian perpetrators.

It is not the attempt ta write
about the Holocaust from the point
of view of the evil-doers that is wrong,
Manne argues. The thing that is
wrong with ‘The Hand’ is that the
narrative sensibility is one of ‘terri-
ble indifference’ and ‘absolute cold-

ness' in the face of the evil
brought to life in the story.

AD DOSTONVSRY ATTEMPTID Lo
write about the Holocaust, Mannc
says, we would have been brought
into the presence of cevil, but we
would never have been in doubt
about the moral ground on which
the author stood. This moral
stance—the fact that we share moral
ground with the author—is, Manne
scems to be sayving, what makes
Dostoevsky fine, and Demidenko
vile.

Clearly this is a vicw out ot step
with contemporary literary criti-
¢ism, but then I agree with Manne
that contemporary literary criticism
cmerges from the Demidenko affair
looking shabby and flabby.

More importantly, I suspect this
characterisation of Dostocvsky’s
explorations of evil, and of the whole
issue of fiction and moral responsi-
bility, is as much an oversimplifica-
tion as it is to say that Jane Austen
was in favour of marriage.

So much for my rvatio  In
general, T found Manne’s book the



most penetrating and lucid account
of the Demidenko affair and its im-
plications published so far.

Largely this is because Manne is
the first author on the topic who has
gone beyond personal opinion, and
actually done some research. Whata
difference a little legwork makes.

The book is divided into two.
The first part is a factual account of
the genesis and publication of ‘The
Hand’, and the controversy that fol-
lowed its publication. The second
part is Manne’s argument about the
book. The division is deceptive.
Reportage and argument bleed into
cach other. Manne never pretends to
be impartial. Nevertheless, we learn
new facts of importance to the
debate.

Manne has established that the
text of the book as submitted to
Allen and Unwin contained even
more blatantly anti-Semitic mate-
rial than the published version.
Manne also presents convincing
evidence that far from being fearful
of criticism, Darville-Demidenko
both sought for and expected ‘seri-
ous strife’ over her book, and experi-
enced some sense of anti-climax
when its initial reception was so
bland.

We find out that when guests
were invited to the Darville home,
Hclen maintained her Ukrainian
persona in front of her parents, who
appearcd only slightly discomfited,
politely changing the topic or leav-
ing the room. Manne also provides
the first cogent analysis and debunk-
ingIhave seenin print of the histori-
cal accuracy of the belief that Jews
were responsible for the Ukrainian
famine.

To what extent should a novelist
be subject to historical criticism?
Manne attacks the abstract way in
which this question is normally
poscd. The answer, he says, depends
on the circumstances. We will be
morc critical of historical inaccuracy
in a book which deals with recent
events than with one set long ago.

In the case of ‘The Hand’, which
deals with such recent and momen-
tous history, and which offers a
didactic and highly questionable
history lesson, historical criticism
is not only appropriate but essential.

Manne then goes on to list
numerous pedantic historical errors,

before moving on to the book’s cen-
tral historical thesis. ‘The Hand’
misrepresents, not only through its
characters but also in its narrative
voice, the history of Ukrainian anti-
Semitism, and the extent of Jewish
responsibility for Bolshevism and the
Ukrainian famine. Within this con-
text, it fabricates claims about his-
torical characters, with the claim
that Ivan the Terrible’s family were
killed by Jews being only the most
obvious and obnoxious example.

In other words, ‘The Hand’ dis-
torts history in order to serve what
Darville herself has claimed in in-
terviews to be her primary purpose:
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to depict war crimes trials as venge-
ful and wrong. Manne is devastating
in describing the almost universal
blandness of the initial reviews of
“The Hand’'. These reviews, looked
at in retrospect, are cnough to de-
stroy any shreds of faith one might
have had in the critic’s craft.

It is hard to believe, but not one
the early reviewers raised the issue
of anti-Semitism. Not one reviewer
queried what responsibility, if any, a
novelist has to historical fact. Not
one reviewer mentioned the incon-
sistencies of voice throughout the
book. The reviews, with one or two
exceptions, were mildly favorable,
bland, blind, and devoid of any sort
of intellectual rigor.

It is true that behind the scenes
what might be described as the liter-
ary establishment was divided.
Stephanie Dowrick at Allen and
Unwin had, after some initial
encounters, refused to handle
Demidenkoor herbook. Brian Castro
and Lynn Segal refused to edit it.
There were other battles, and other
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arguments.But as far as the public
were concerned, there wasscarcelya
ripple on the peaceful literary pond.
It was only when the book won the
Miles Franklin Award and began to
be read by those outside the literary
world that any of what are clearly
the key issues were publicly raised.

Manne argues that this shows
the cultural unpreparedness of the
liberal literary world to recognise

and deal with such big

issues. It is hard to disagree.
M ANNE, INspiTE of his research,
is hobbled by a vaguely contradic-
tory stance. In his preface he claims
that he has not been concerned with
Demidenko-Darville’s private life,
nor with why she chose to turn her-
self into Helen Demidenko. Yet a
few pages later in the prologue, he
acknowledges that the question he
had to begin with was ‘what were
the cultural forces that had drawn
Helen Darville into becoming Helen
Demidenko, and rewarded her for
doing so?’

I suspect that the truth is that
Manne’s forays into Demidenko’s
history were limited more by time
and publishing deadlines than by
principle about prying into her
personal history. He did not shirk
the work of interviewing her past
teachers and her cx-boyfriend, for
example.

It seems to me that if we are to
understand the most important
aspects of this controversy then we
do indeed need to know more about
Darville’s motivation and history.

In spite of all the words that have
been written, in spite of Natalie Jane
Prior’s breach of Darville’s trust, and
in spite of Riemer’s strangely unpro-
ductive interview with Darville,
there remains a frustrating opaque-
ness about the person at the centre
of this affair.

This is an honest, rigorous and
closely argued book, but the ques-
tion Manne acknowledges as
central—what cultural forces drove
Darville to rcinvent herself, and
rewarded her for doing so—remaine
unanswered.

Margaret Simons is freclance
journlist. Her second novel, The
Truth Teller, is published this month
by Minerva.
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breathy piece about the way ‘Aus-
tralia’s most popular and prolific
playwright continues to satirise
those he sees as excessive or preten-
tious’. There were quotations from
Williamson about ‘the ‘animal’ in
humans which cannot be
conditioned out of us.” Sonia
Voumard’s article gave barely a hint
of the controversy that was to follow,
although the casual Qantas reader
might have spotted that among the
‘foibles and excesses of the middle
class’ that the playwright is satiris-
inghereis one of his favourite recent
bétes noires: political
correctness.

NUMBER oF Williamson's re-
cent plays have tackled the Big Ques-
tions. Heretic goes straight to the
question of what constitutes human
nat  ¢:are we determined predomi-
nantly by our biological and genetic
nature or by environmental and cul-
tural forces? The play is set out as
battle of wills and minds between
the Australian anthropologist Derek
Freeman and Margaret Mead, who—
as a very young rescarcher in the
Samoan islands—published ‘proof’
that we are culturally and environ-
mentally constructed on the basis of
her rather anecdotal evidence that
there was no sexual shame or com-
petitive jealousy among young peo-
ple in that island paradisc.
Williamson shows how Mead’s views
became the dominant ideology in
anthropology, leading inexorably to
the love-ins and sexual liberation of
the swinging sixtics. He also shows
the extreme ditficulty experienced
by Freeman (the heretic of the ironic
title) in his scientific and scholarly
attempts to refute Mcead’s widely-
followed theorics.

In onc telling scene, Freeman's
somewhat ncanderthal head of
department lays down the law by
announcing stolidly that anthropol-
ogy is the study ot the social
behaviour of humuns, not an inves-
tigation of animal lite. “That is biol-
ogy’, he says; ‘there is too much
biology in your work.” Elsewhere,
weare shown how Freeman’s genetic
theories could be exploite by the
racist and xenophobicright. It scems
clear that Williamson is on the side
of the heretie, although it is not easy
to tell in this production.
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This is an adventurously struc-
turcd play of important ideas and
there are increasing signs that
Williamson is breaking technical
shackles in search of a new form. He
hasn’t altogether succeeded, butitis
excitingtosce him going forit. There
is probably too much reliance here
on third-person, past-tensenar;  on,
for example; whercas Money and
Friends doubled one of the central
characters with a narrator figure,
Heretic has no fewer than four such
figures. On the other hand, 1 felt
that, despite the apparent champi-
oning of the heretic Freceman, the
dice are less loaded in favour of one
protagonist than insome recent plays
(such as Sanctuary). Mead gets a lot
of stage time and space to argue her
case. Or perhaps this apparent level-
ling of the playing field is a result of
Wayne Harrison’s production...

And what a production it is! I
haven’t secen once in years so v dly
inappropriate to and out of sympathy
with the spirit and ideas of its play.
I know it's a drecam-play, but Hhn
Senczuk’s Escher-inspired set is so
lurid that it all looks like a bad acid-
trip. His Samoa, for example, is
represented by a purple palm-tree
with bright yellow fronds against a
dazzling ultramarine-blue sky. This
isseen through arhomboidal picture-
framc opening at the back of
Freeman’s fearsomely raked study,
which is in turn floored with black-
and-white tiles whose irregular

perspective is designed to

drive us to  straction.
IH[ PRODUCTION's approach is a
throw-back to the cartoon style of
Nimrod’s 1970s heyday. The whole
show is tarted up with bizarre gim-
mickry. At the first {and indeed any)
mention of the 1960s, we are treated
to a microphoned chorus dressed as
refugees from Hair singing ‘This is
the Dawning of the Age of Aquarius’
and other hits of the cra. At one
point, young Freeman announces
that ‘“We're going to London’, so a
pop-up cut-out caricature of  red
London bus (destination: Ca aby
St, where else?) parades across the
back of the set. At another, Freeman

turns up in a yellow submarine!
But the crowning (clow  gf)
glory of these opportunistic embel-
lishments comes in young D :k’s

crucial scene with his boss. He is
referred to once or twice as the ape-
man, so what does Harrison give us?
A hapless Peter Carroll done up in
garish green tartan trousers and flam-
ing red shirt, scratching his armpits
and chest while whimperingand gib-
bering like a camp chimpanzee. Any
scrious sensc of the biology/anthro-
pology debate is utterly and bewil-
deringly lost to the cheap laugh.
Then, to complete the rout of a play
of ideas, the scene ends with the
Head of Department swinging across
the back of the stage onarope, clutch-
ing a bunch of bananas, en route to
his refuge in the technicolor
palmtrec. (‘'Talk about telegraphing
the joke’, I groancd audibly. ‘Shush’
went the Opera House tourists.)

In the midst of this meretricious
mayhem, actors like Robin Ramsay
{a last-minute replacement for the
ill Simon Chilvers, as old Freeman),
Paul Goddard (as young Freeman),
Jane Harders (as Monica) and Eliza-
beth Alexander (as Margaret Mcad)
do what they can to salvage some
sense from it all. Henri Szeps is an
appealing and at times amusing nar-
rator while Peter Carroll {one of the
finest actors in the profession today)
isobliged to run through half a dozen
campy cameos like a stylish per-
forming seal. Not even good actors
can wrest apotentially fine play from
the grip of a dircctor who manifestly
has no faith in it and little sense of
the subtleties of its argument.

Don’t be surprised to sece, some
time in the future, a David
Williamson play satirising the ex-
cesses and pretensions of a certain
theatre director {fictitious, of courscl.
But it’s an odds-on bet it won’t be
premiered by the Sydney Theatre
Company!

Geoffrey Milne teaches theatre and
drama at the School of Arts and Me-
dia at La Trobe University.

Heretie is doing the rounds at: Glen
Street Theatre, Sydney, 28 May-8 Jung;
Canberra Theatre Centre, 12-15 Jung;
Perth, 20 Junce-6 July; Bunbury, 9-10
July; Kalgoorlie, 12-13 July; Mclbourne
Theatre Company 18 July-24 August;
Monash University’s Alexander Thea-
tre, 27 August-4 September; Geelong
Pertorming Ares Centre 6-7 Septem-
ber; Gold Coast Performing Arts Cen-
tre 11-14 September.,
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CONFECTIONERY SERVED
JUST LIKE YOUR MoTHER

deepinfinancial trouble that he hires
two thugs (Steve Buscemi and Peter
Stormare} to snatch his wife, calcu-
lating that his wealthy father-in-law
will cough up enough to pay off both
thugs and creditors. But as quickly
as a picturesque snowscape can be-
come ahowlingblizzard, the scheme
careers out of control. Little wonder,
given that Jerry lacks leadership
qualities, the father-in-law’s a mon-
ster and the thugs as stupid as a bag
of rocks. Chief of Police Marge
Gunderson, seven months pregnant,
andhot on the case, runsrings around
the lot of them.

It’s characterisation that carrics
this film. Frances McDormand, as
Chief Gunderson, goes a way to-
wards renewing one’s faith in the
depiction of professional women in
the cinema. Macy brings restrained
sadness to his role as the hapless
Jerry Lundegaard. Busc i and
Stormare, as the mismatched thugs,
provide startling portraits of stupid-
ity and pathology.

Joel and Ethan Coen’s script high-
lights the regional dialect and
rhythms so faithfully that Fargo,
primarily a story about a crime, also
yields the Coen brothers’ unique
view of their Mid West, even includ-
ing the restaurant where Ethan Coen
washed dishes in his youth.
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all Fargo's real-life refer-
ences and local accuracy one could
almost believe it to be truc. But it's
a wise person who doesn’t believe
everything she sces at the movies
and a wiser one still who is alive to
the alternative truths to be found in
the heart of fertile imaginations.

—Siobhan Jackson
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Bea bop

Lilian’s Story dir. Jerzy Domaradzki
(Hoyts and independent). Lilian's
Storyisanadaptation of the novel by
Kate Grenville which, in turn, is
based on the Sydney character of
decades ago, Bea Miles. The film’s
Lilian is released from a mental in-
stitution after 40 years and experi-
ences an awakening and the
possibility of an acknowledgement
and healing of memories. But the
experience is ‘fractured’ because we
learn, only gradually, what is behind
Lilian’s pain.

Lilian’s Story is a finely crafted
film. Polish dircctor Jerzy
Domaradski (whosc previous Aus-
tralian feature was the Gary
McDonald comic drama, Struck by
Lightning )brings a particularly con-
tinental sensibility to this Sydney
story. In interview, Domaradski rel-
ishes talking about universal themes
while offering quite particular
insights into lifc in Sydney. Cin-
cmatographer Slawomir Idziak
chimes with DOmaradski’s stylc.
Devotees of Kieslowski’s Veronique
and theThree Colours trilogy will
notice similarities of lighting, filters
for the past, and the lightning cn-
hanced character portraits.

Ruth Cracknell as the
older Lilian dominates the
screen, overwhelming the
audience as well as other
characters. Her Lillian re-
cites a great deal of Shake-
speare, in a declamatory
manner rather than in an
interpretative style. Toni
Collette is much more self-
cffacing as the younger
Lilian. The contrasting per-
formances of the actresses,
reveal what 40 years of re-
pression can do, crushing
yet steeling determir  ion
within.

Barry Otto has a double
role. He is the respectable but shock-
ingly violent father and the brother
who has retreated into meckness.
John Flaus brings his impeccable
Ocker accent to a nicely contrasting
sketch of Lilian’s former beau. The
supporting cast contribute to the
‘fracturcd’ atmosphere, the different
worlds of Lilian’s story: the

institution, Kings Cross strects,
taxis, the courts and prison, shops.
Angel Baby, Cosi and, now,
Lilian's Story, with Australian hu-
mour and pathos, have recently con-
fronted us with what it is to be
normal. They raise questions but

don’t give answers.
—Peter Malone MSC

Tell it like it is

War Stories dir. Gaylene Preston and
Hoop Dreams dir. Steve James (indce-
pendent). Social documentary does
not usually make a big impact in the
cinemas. The odd piece might get a
run during an obscure film festival
before it ends up on the ABC at 10:30
on a Saturday night. However two
recent efforts deserve better.

War Stories features seven New
Zealand women whose stories of lov-
ers and husbands, of dcath, dishon-
ourandsacrifice, and of extraordinary
deeds, effortlessly pour out onto the
screen. Each of the women seem to
have the disarming air of somcone
who is not quite surc that these
things really did happen to them. A
favourite of mine was Aunty Jean, a
Maori woman who was both washer-
woman and camp mother at a sta-
tion through which 46,000 American
soldicers passed. With a backbonce the
siz¢ of an overgrown brontosaurus
and an unselfconscious sensc of hu-
mour, she’s easy to imagine as the
matriarch of a camp of homeless
young men.

Neva lost two fiancés to the war,
was sent overseas as an Army
servicewoman, and was lucky to
avoid being raped in Palestine. When
she returned, her ncighbours all
thought she had been on little more
than an cxtended holiday. The his-
tory of war extends well behind the
front lines.

Inner city Chicago inthe’90sis a
long way from wartime New Zca-
land, but the two young basketball
heroes, who share four years of their
teenage lives with the film-makers,
display the intensity of people who
have been forced to struggle. Arthur
Agee and William Gates both drcam
of playing in the NBA. Their lives
cross at St Joseph's College, the
formerschool of Isiah Thomas. Whilc
William is an instant star, Arthur
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