











interpreted very broadly to give doctors discretion to decide
whether a woman may have an abortion, by allowing it only
where there is a serious threat to the woman’s health for
cconomic, social or medical reasons. But some ‘necessity’ must
be demonstrated.

In his judgment in the Superclinics case in the NSW Court
of Appeal Mr Justice Michacl Kirby, subsequently clevated to
the High Court, interpreted this necessity very broadly. He
reccommended that the court should take into account not only
the present conditions and circumstances of the woman scek-
ing an abortion, but also her likely conditions and circumstances
after childbirth. The logic of this recommendation would seem
to extend these circumstances to the whole period of the
prospective child’s minority. Perhaps this is implicit in the
Davidson and Wald rulings, but Kirby’s fellow Justices, Pricst-
ley and Meagher, did not think so. They thought that the rulings
should be interpreted restrictively. Kirby’s construction is a
long, long way, too, from the ‘conflict of interests’ of Roe v
Wade, and would effectively license abortion on demand, espe-
cially since the foetus in question in the Superclinics case was
apparently diagnosed as quitc healthy, and the prospective
mother was far from indigent.

If the line of reasoning proposed by Mr Justice Kirby were
adopted, then not only Catholic hospitals and practitioners but
all doctors and hospitals, of all religious persuasions and none,
will feel under considerable threat of litigation. They will need
in all cases of pregnancy, irrespective of the health of the foetus,
to explore thoroughly with the patients the advisability of
abortion. Otherwise, during the period of the child’s subsequent
minority, any adverse alteration in the circumstances of the

mother, family or child that could have been foreseen at the
time of the advice could give grounds for litigation. With
divorces over this period running at 30 to 40 per cent, and
diagnosis of possible genetic defects becoming more
refined, maternity practitioners are very vulnerable,

I HE AusTRALIAN CaTHoLIC Bistiors and the Australian Catholic
Health Care Association have been demonised in the press for
re-igniting the abortion debate. But, granted Kirby’s provoca-
tive construction and his eminence in the legal profession, they
really had little choice but to contest the widening of the
grounds. Whether they were well-advised to question the whole
Common Law basis of the applicability of the doctrine of
neeessity when human lives are at stake (as they have chosen
to proceed}, or whether they might have done better to address
more narrowly and explicitly the relaxation of the grounds, only
the High Court will tell.

Considerations of the problematic status in law of the
embryo/foctus and of the implications for public policy of
retrospectively calling into question the legality of 77,000 abor-
tions a year may well deflect the High Court from the legal
point. But whatever the decision, the grounds will have far-
reaching consequences, and ones which the Catholic Bishops
and the Australian Catholic Health Care Association could have
ignored only by placing considerable faith in the High Court’s
ability to discern with Justices Priestley and Meagher, that their
colleague Kirby's liberalising construal of Davidson and Wald
was indeed maverick.

Bill Uren gj is the Provincial of the Jesuit Order in Australia.

DANDKEV L LANVIL LUN

Muzzling immigration research

MONG THE CASUALTIES Of the new government has been
the Bureau of Immigration Research. It sponsored conferences
and research, maintained a Melbourne library and acted as one
of the few honest broleers between Government and the com-
munity.

At one level, few will notice its passing. But it may be
another stone of a mosaic, composed of tiles such as the
increasing politicisation of the public service, budgetary cuts
and pressure for corporate involvement in the ABC,
involvement of the corporate sector to compensate for reduced
government funding to schools and universities, the reduction
of municipal library services, and the closing of small publicly
funded centres of information.

If information is power, and good argument humanises its
uses, these trends are of concern. For it is in the interests of the
community that there should be many sources of argument and
that the gathering and analysis of information should not be
centralised. Where information, analysis and argument are con-

fined to a few, self-interested centres, the capacity for good
argument to be made and to be heard will be limited. What
comes from the centre, too, will be more likely to be concerned
with persuasion that with truth.

There will be less opportunity, too, for the agencies that
work with people at grass roots to shape the making and
administering of policy. Without mediating agencies, their
contribution will necessarily be anecdotal, and can easily be
dismissed by those who have the ‘big picture’. But the
discrepancy betwceen the conventional wisdom that guides
government, and expericnce of life that will further fuel the
distrust of government.

In the enquiry and argument which civilise the use of
power, there are few economies of scale to be made. Suvch
economics as they are, are made usually to credibility.

Andrew Hamilton sj has worked with Jesuit Refugee Service
on refugee and migration issues since the mid '80s.
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Tell the truth r ow

OW MANY CRUISE MiIssILEs does it take to make
a war? That’s the questi TV networks were asking
themselves earlier this month as US shells sailed into
the skies of southern Iraq.

It was battle stations at channels Ninc and Seven.
The missile strikes were  :rfectly timed for Austral-
ian prime-time television, networks made the most
of the meagre pictures available, booking satellite
links and rounding up cxperts to talk about the
significance of the latest skirmish in the Gulf.

Channel 7’s Witness threw out storics prepared
for the evening and brought the real-life conflict to
our loungerooms. Channel 9, not to be outdone,
second-guessed Witness and pitted T 77
against Jana Wendt—commercial
superstars head-to-head in the war fc

And just like five years ago,
become known as the “CNN Factor’ w
guiding force behind the televis
coverage. Anthony McClellan, head «
production at Witness, says the Gulf
conflict has shown how dependent
journalists and television networks
arc on CNN. ‘We have it beamed
to us live and we monitor it all the
time, only becausce they are
generally quicker than the wires,
they’re certainly quicker than the Aus
tralian tclevision networks and the
American non-news networks in
terms of breaking news’. It was CNN that broke Port
Arthur, and beamed it around the world.

But Anthony McLellan and others were ‘Gulf-
wary’ this time round, aware of the ‘cultural imperi-
alism’ problem that goes along with feeding off
US-driven news coverage. ‘I think we just have to be
sceptical and try to rely on facts as opposed to opin-
ion. And that’s where CNN is generally pretty good.’

In the latest round of warning shots fired across
Saddam Hussein’s bow, cartoons appcared in news-
papers with missiles labe  d‘Clinton’s Election Cam-
paign’. Dr Peter Young, Professor of Defence Media
Studies at Bond University, had his students on the
job looking at how the conflict was being covered.
They concluded that a more sophisticated, more
cynical approach was evident in all media, with print
taking the prize.

Dr Young, who sounds a little like a retired Brit-
ish army major, says Operation Desert Storm was a
disaster for journalism. ‘The Media was [sic] complete-
ly unprepared, mentally and physically, for such a war
in the trackless desert and they were also completely
unprepared for the sort of media manipulation which

EUREKA STREET e OcTOBER 1996

the military, who'd been studying for a long time, were
able to throw at them’.

Greg Wilesmith was the ABC’s Middle East
correspondent during the Gulf War and the only
Australian reporter in Baghdad until he was ordered
out by then managing director, David Hill.

Wilesmith says Doctor Young did not set foot on
the sands of Arabia, and is wrong to say reporters were
conned, or that they conned readers. Greg Wilesmith
says ‘reporters in the Gulf were well prepared; they

knew that the Amecerican military was
going to run a sophisticated propa-
ganda unit; that they had learned
the lesson from Vietnam and
would try to restrict sources of
information’. The ABC’s man
on the spot says he ‘reported
on these restrictions through-
out the war. According to Wile-
smith the great myth of the
Gulf War was censorship. He
says this only applied to the small
group of US journalists with mili-
iy units going into Kuwait.
To Adcle Ziadat of the journalism
rtment at Yamouk University in
. the problem with Western journal-
it they overlook the victims of con-
tlict in the Arab world, opting instead to talk
about ‘attack and destroy’ missions.

He argues that while people in his country have
access to CNN and other US television networks, the
West rarely gets to hear the views of ordinary people
in his part of the world. ‘T think they should start to
understand the plight of the Iragi people, not just to
attack and destroy that part of the world.’

We can only hope that the rapid globalisation of
mecdia outlets now under way provokes public debate

on our access to information, in Australia
and overseas.

LET’S NOT FORGET THE MANIPULATION of the media in
the federal election campaign. Journalists had little
chance to question and analyse policy when documen-
tation w  made available only after the launch of
the day. The media may have lecarmmed lessons from
the Gulf War, but perhaps the battle over access to
information is only just beginning,.

Agnes Warren was an ABC correspondent in London
and the Middle East during the Gulf War and her
program, The Media Report, can be heard at 8:30 am
and 8:00 pm Thursdays on Radio National.
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5 Owning the agenda

piro Agnew, who died last month, will probably be
remembered more for his campaign against the American East
Coast liberal establishment in phrases such as ‘effete corps of
impudent snobs’, and ‘nattering nabobs of negativism’ than for
the inglorious end of his public life. For Nixon, he performed
the valuable job of bringing redneck America on side. Pauline
Hanson may help John Howard do much the same in Australia.

John Howard is not a racist. He may favour more restric-
tions on imimigration, but he is not anti-Asian. He has good
aspirations in Aboriginal affairs. He is a cultured and civilised
man, more likely to be listening to the ABC than to John Laws.
Why then does he, with his party, give the appearance of pan-
dering to the sort of views that Pauline Hanson represents?

Why does he use code words: references to the ‘aboriginal
industry’, to the ‘multi-cultural industry’, the ‘ABC industry’,
disapproving references to ‘political correctness’ and so on, to
signal continually to the culture of the Ipswich fish-and-chip
shop that he is really on side, if unable or unwilling to go as far
as their populist heroine?

Two reasons really, and they connect. The first, of course,
is that he wants the vote of that sort of constituency, which is
far bigger than many people think. That constituency consists
of very many alienated and angry people, particularly in rural
and regional areas but also in the cities, who feel that they have
been left out of any economic progress, ignored and disdained
by the policy makers, and who have a strong feeling that social
stabilities of old have come apart.

The major reason why they are in that situation is because
of the implementation of just the sorts of policies which John
Howard believes in—indeed with more fervour than the Labor
Party which had been implementing them for 13 years. But their
anger is not directed so much at economic forces as on a search
for villains, not least those who are seen (often unfairly) to have
prospered while the dislocations were taking place, been
pandered to while their needs were ignored. Labor’s wooing of
particular groups gave it marked advantages, but always left it
vulnerable when others were able to create constituencies out
of those not supping at the table.

Because Labor was so dominant for so long, and because it
had politicians, notably Paul Keating, with fine rhetoric and a
sense of history, it was involved in myth-making and setting
the intellectual climate. For years, Labor did not win all the
debates, but the debates were mostly on Labor agendas.

Often, Labor could use that capacity to frame the debate
to split the coalition: the republic, homosexual laws in Tasma-
nia, Mabo and other issues being good examples. This was pos-
sible because the political intelligentsia in Australia—the ABC
would, in the minds of the Liberals, be a code word for this—
was liberally-minded and adopted the agenda. Even those who
did not would accept the topics set for debate.

John Howard believes that a Liberal Party which will stay
in office must itself create the myths, set the agenda, and have
versions of history reinforcing his view of the world. The
Howard mindset is by no means a redneck one, even if it

contains elements of yearning for the white picket fence, which
appeals to the sentimentality of the country town and the
unskilled worker who has been displaced. Howard’s ideas have
different philosophical bases from Labor’s.

The Liberal Party constituency is not just the displaced, or
those who listen to John Laws and come to adopt his view of
the world. It too has intellectual currents, dinner tables and
networks. Their complaint against, say, an ABC, is not so much
that their people of ideas do not get an airing so much as when
they do, they have been questioned and debated against the
background of a different status quo. They actually want to be
the status quo themselves and to have others testing their idcas
against their assumptions.

Some events conspire to help it happen. The Manning Clark
fiasco may have actually reinforced the historian’s stature, but
it also subtly underlined the fact that many people interpret
events differently from him. The Hindmarsh Bridge affair has
damaged Labor more than the Liberals because the Labor Party,
at early stages, had shortcut a stage in the debate. Just because
the newspaper editorials agree, or the debate among those
allowed to play in the top leagues had produced a consensus,
does not mean that public opinion is on-side. There is never

any escaping the hard work of listening and

persuading.

IT MAY WELL PROVE THAT the most significant aspect of the last
budget has been a code word not so far used by any of its propo-
nents, but which might still resonate out in Hanson-country.
If one looks about those who have gained and lost, the attack
has been primarily on the indigent poor, not the working poor.
Groups, apart from old-age pensioners, who are primarily
dependent upon the public purse, have copped it. The unem-
ployed and Aborigines are the main sufferers. It may not be
based entirely on an assumption that their poverty is all their
own fault—their inefficiency, improvidence, dishonesty, drunk-
enness or whatever—Dbut it is certainly based upon the idea that
dependence on the public purse saps initiative, reinforces de-
pendence, and destroys self-reliance.

The lobby groups of the providers are being consciously
pushed aside. Although there are any number of howls from
affected constituencies, particularly in Aboriginal affairs, it has
almost passed notice that virtually every single act of Govern-
ment has been focused on shifting the ground over which fights
occur.

John Howard would probably figure, and probably rightly,
that more people would agree about his policy than would not.

In the long run, of course, those who are susceptible to
populism—who end up in fact being highly amenable to the
political blandishments they purport to despise when they are
directed at others—may find this is not entirely to their liking.
But unless Labor repositions itself to benefit from the renewed
anger, they may, as a party, have nowhere to go. [ ]

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times.
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Wrong again,
again

From Raimond Gaita

McKenzie Wark says that [ misquoted
and misrepresented him (Eureka
Street, September 1996). 1 did mis-
quote him [once, not always, as he
claims) but it did not support my
interpretation of what he said; if any-
thing, it undermined it. He cannot
claim that the misquotation served my
purposcs.

Wark says that he did not praise
Helen Darville but had merely ‘noted’
that she ‘opened a space’. ‘Noting’ that
a young writer of critical and scepti-
cal intelligence has ‘opened a space’
which enables us to ‘begin again to ask
the hard questions’, unsu  >rted by
‘accepted senses of certainty’, ‘conven-
ient grand stories’ or ‘neat moral
fables’, looks like praise to me. It also
looks like the familiar self-congratu-
lations of thosc who think they have
scen through things—Scepticism 1B.
as Peter Steele has put it. It wouldn’t
have been worth remarking on were it
not for the fact that the belief that the
victims of the Holocaust ‘were abso-
lutely innocent’ is onc of the ‘ncat
moral fables’. The qualifying ‘absolute’
does nothing but muddy the waters. |
argued that in my article. In the
context of Darville’s novel, the denial
of absolutc innocence can only be
entered as a radical claim—one that
undermines moral fables— it denies
that the victims of the Holocaust were
innocent. That is what ‘we must be-
gin again to ask the hard questions
about’.

The denial that the  ws who were
murdered in the Holocaust were inno-
cent should not be confusc  with the
assertion or hypothesis that perception
of Jewish guilt played a causal role in
their genocide and Jewish behaviour
played a causal role in the perception
of that guilt. In the right circum-
stances the latter could be advanced
as a claim seriously intended to
advance our historical understanding.
The former cannot be. It is naturally
taken as adding to the first the thought
that the Jews descrved at least some
of what the Nazi and their accomplices
did to them. I did not say that one must
take it that way, but only that it is
natural to do so, especially when it is
taken together with the pretension to
be exploding fables. Rather than elabo-
rate on the difference T w  put my
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T rerrne

point this way. The relation between
Wark’s words and my interpretation
of them justifies my astonishient that
The Australian published them. {The
rcader will remember that my inter-
est was not in Wark’s article but in the
fact that The Australian published it.)
[ have no idea why Meaghan Morris
finds my account to be a travesty of
what Wark said.

Nor do I understand why she
thinks (if she does) that her remarks
about the cold war count as criticism
of what I said. It may be true that the
demonisation of each other by some
of the disputants in the Cold War pre-
pared the way for the publication of
Peter Wilkinson’s cartoon. Nothing I
said commits me to denying it. How-
cver, I would emphasisc that any
account of how that was made possi-
ble must acknowledge the importance
of the distinction between what is
highly offensive and what is unthink-
able. The importance of that tinc-
tion does not depend on my being right
in claiming that Wilkinson’s cartoon
and Wark’s praisc of Darville are
cxamples of the unthinkable. Even if I
am wrong about that, any other
account will have to place them in a
spacc whose conceptual shape is struc-
turcd by sensitivity to that distinction.

Wark says that I was more con-
cerned to judge than to understand.
The contrast is not as sharp as he
would make it, but insofar as he wants
to make it, then I would describe what
I tried to do in his own words: I
inquired ‘into the nature of the bhounds

[Darville’s transgression] highlight
through its very excess of them’.
Everything I have written about
Demidenko was intended to advance
our understanding—of the difference
between the Holocaust and Bosnia or
Rwanda, of the difference between
European anti-Semitism and the kind
of hatred that exists betwcen many
Serbs and Croats, of the distinctive
place of the concept of evil amongst
our moral concepts and of its
importance to the literary depiction of
the inner lives of those who do and
suffer it.

That brings me to Morris’ other
point. She says that the demonisation
during the Cold War degraded ‘our
culture’s capacity for belief’”. I'm sure
she will agree that is an issue that
needs a lot of unpacking.

It is interesting to note that many
people spoke without hesitation of the
evil of the events depicted in The
Hand that Signed the Paper, while
others (and somctimes the same peo-
ple} showed themselves to be uncasy
with the concept. Somcetimes the
uneasc was only about whether the
concept of evil has a distinctive place
amongst the moral concepts—an
uncasc that is partly generated by the
mistaken belief that ‘evil” is an cssen-
tially religious concept and one inher-
ently hostile to subtlety, ambiguity
and uncertainty. At other times the
scepticism was more general and
diffuse. I argued that it is difficult to
know how seriously to take such scep-
ticism because the morc radical
versions are often posturing or
thoughtless or both. It is one thing to
profess moral scepticism against the
background of controversies over abor-
tion, cuthanasia, sexual morality and
matters of that kind. It is another thing
to profess it in the face of a sober sense
the evil of the decds that define the
Holocaust. I have never heard anyone
do it. That being so, I find it hard to
understand the relevance of an appeal
to a gencral scepticism about valuc
when the topic is the Holocaust. [
don’t say it has no relevance. Only that
it needs carcful unpacking.

Elaborating the concept of the
unthinkable, distinguishing it from
the offensive, sceing how it marks out
one kind of taboo from other kinds, is
part of that unpacking. Unserious pro-
fessions of scepticism is encouraged by
our lack of an adequate account of the
unthinkable—a term I used to cover
the various ways—be it in moral,
scientific or philosophical reflection—
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Did your
investment earn

25%

last year?

Join the unitholders who achieved
profit without compromise
through supporting

* Low Energy Technologies
* Rare Species Protection
* Habitat Conservation
* Clean Water
* Recycling
and many more environmentally and
socially responsible investments.

For full details, make a free call
to 1 800 021 227.

Investments in the Australian Ethical Trusts can only be

made through the current prospectus registered with the

Australian Securities Commission and available from:
Australian Ethical Investment Ltd
Suite 66, Canberra Business Centre
Bradfield Street, Downer ACT 2602

which affirms that I am not alone before
God, but go to God in community. [ love
the marvellous, mixed, local parish com-
munity with whom I worship, some of
whom agree with mec, some of v om
don’t. I love its universality, the richness
of its saints, known and unknown, the
tangled, human mess and marvel at its
history, theology, arts and music.

As members of the church, we are
part of the body of Christ, with all our
theologices, all our hopes and dreams, all
our strengths and weaknesses. We are
pluralist, as we have been from the
beginning with our four gospels. our
churches at Antioch, Corinth anc  ru-
salem, Jew and gentile, male and female,
slave and free; all part of the people ¢ od.

I do not equate the Catholic Church
with the Vatican, as Dominic Crain
scems to do. The pope, hicrarchy—and
the curia—are part of the church, yes—
but so are we the people, and our faith
is, in the end, the faith of che church. So
it remains important for me, as catholic,
to arguc for what I belicve is a more
catholic, more inclusive vision of church,
and I remain convinced that a church
with a renewed ordained ministry open
to all whom God calls, is truly catholic.

It it ‘distorts scriptural tacts’ to claim

that women’s ordination is not prohib-
ited by scripture, then the Pontifical Bib-
lical commaission, the American Catholic
Biblical Association and the Catholic
Biblical Association of Australia, all of
whom have concluded that our scriptures
do not preclude the ordination of women,
must also be accused of such distortion.
These Commissions and Associations
base their conclusions on 20th century
historical-critical biblical exegesis, while
the Vatican continues to ignore such
scholarship; hence its arguments are
unconvincing and difficule to accept.
Assent cannot be given to any proposi-
tion unless it be judged true. We await,
as we have for over 20 years, the
Vatican’s response to the arguments of
today’s biblical scholars on the question
of women’s ordination.

Until we sec much more persuasive
arguments than have been presented, 1
think that I shall be one of the millions
around the world who continue to stay
committed to the Catholic Church and
committed to working for change in its
ministries and government. And my
Anglican and Uniting Church friends
support me in this.

Marie Louise Uhr
Cook, ACT

Psychotherapeutic Clinic and Training Institute for Psvchotherapists

SUNDAY 20 OCTOBER 1996
2.00 pm to 4.00 pm

A psychotherapeutic clinic for people experiencing difficulties in their life, either personally or
in their relations with others, at the workplace, in their marriage and family, with their children.
A therapist or  unsellor will be available on a regular basis and will offer professional help
to people of all ways of life, of all ages, of all and no religious views. But the Centre operates in
the context of christii  values.
Moderate fees to assist people with financial difficulties.
COME AND VISITTHE1 ACE

An opportunity to discuss personal problems wi  a psvchologist/therapist.

93 ALMA ROAD, EAST KILDA
PHONE: (03) 9529 7861
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BRIAN 1 OOHEY

Rearing tne right

AVING 12 CHILDREN is not a prerequisite for
parliamentary membership of the Lyons Forum, but
it helps if you think other people should. It also helps
if you can ignore the inherent tensions between the
Forum'’s focus on ‘family values’ and the Govern-
ment’s economic policies.

Established in 1992 by the Tasmanian Liberal,
Chris Miles, the Forum is named in honour of Dame
Enid Lyons, mother of 12, federal parliamentarian
from 1943 until 1951 and member of the Menzies
Cabinct from 1949 until 1951. As convenor, Milces
sought to bring together federal Coalition politicians
who believe in God, the sanctity of marriage and the
primacy of the family.

Membership lists are not N
publicly available. According to ;
the present Chairman, Kevin %
Andrews, around 45 to 50 of the
Coalition’s 130 parliamentarians
belong to the Forum. While some

—~ =

exhibit the moral fervour of the
US Christian Right, others are 4/
more subducd. All seem aware

that membership is no obstacle

to career advancement while

John Howard is Prime Minister. Howard himself was
a member until his workload prevented him from
attending meetings. The position of the Treasurer,
Peter Costello, is more ambiguous. The Forum report-
edly claims him as a member but his office says he
has never attended a meeting.

Apart from its opposition to divorce, homosex-
uality and abortion, the Lyons Forum’s best known
goal is to make it easier for women to stay home
and look after children. In this respect, Dame Enid
seems honoured more for the fact that she had 12
children than for a demanding career which took
her away from home when some of her offspring
could be still regarded as in need of her parental
guidance.

The Forum has taken the credit for the Budget’s
$1 billion package of tax breaks for mothers who don’t
go out to work. But this can only be regarded as an
initial step if the Forum is really serious about tilting
the financial balance in favour of staying home.
Costello’s budget speech, for example, highlighted the
extra $17 a week which the package would provide
for a single-income family with two children, one of
whom is under five. Where both children are over five,
the benefits amount to $7.70.

While undoubtedly welcome, these sums are
hardly enough to convince a working mother to
forego $400 a week or more from a full-time job.
Even a part-time job on $200 a week is still highly

=
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attractive when the traditional head of the house-
hold typically brings home around $500 a week.

To make a genuine difference, Howard’s family
assistance package would need to cost several billion
dollars a year at a time when his economic advisers
arc urging even tougher fiscal discipline. However,
the biggest gulf between the Lyons Forum and the
inherent logic of the Howard's free-market economic
agenda involves wages policy.

Essentially, the Forum yearns for a return to the
world of the much-derided Basic Wage in which the
Arbitration Commission attempted to determine a
rate sufficient for a male breadwinner to support a
wife and two children. But those
days are long gone.

As far as the dominant
cconomy theory in Canberra is
concerned, the family doesn’t
constitute the ‘God-ordained
fundamental unit of socicty’
\ envisaged by the Lyons Forum.

so, lived What matters to cconomic fun-
huWSH ever damentalists is the individual
after. Y1 cconomic agent. If the family
what /2 breadwinner can’t earn enough
in the market place, then his wife should go out to
work. If she can’t carn enough, then the children
should look for jobs—an attitude reflected in the ficerce
opposition of Australian officials to attempts to block
imports produced by children chained to looms.

The ultimate goal of the Government’s reform
agenda is for wages to be set by bargaining between
employers and individual employees, free of the
market-distorting ‘friction’ created by unions, indus-
trial tribunals, or minimum wage laws. The legisla-
tion now before the parliament does not go this far

but the pressure to complete the deregula-
I tion of the labour market is unrelenting.

F UNEMPLOYMENT RISES, the Government’s advisers
will blame this on the lack of ‘downward flexibility’
in wages. Once wages are allowed to fall far enough
or so the constant refrain goes, the unemployed will
no longer ‘price themselves out of a job’. A commonly
accepted figure in advisory circles in Canberra is that
minimum wages would need to fall by around 30 per
cent for the labour market to ‘clear’. For a breadwin-
ner on a bare minimum of $400 a week at the mo-
ment, this would mean a cut of $120.

So far as is known, all Lyons Forum membere
support ‘freeing up’ of the labour market.

Brian Toohey is a freelance journalist, broadcaster and
regular columnist for Eureka Street.
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Justice

FEW WEEKS AGO a friend approached me for help. She
had major workplace problems: victimisation by work col-
leagues which wasn’t being dealt with by managers; she had
been assaulted as she walked to the bus-stop after a night shift,
anonymous obscene phone calls and police who didn’t care
and, incvitably, stress-induced psychiatric illness. T couldn’t
find a single lawyer who would—or said 1y could—act for

her. Every one had a ‘conflict of
interest’: they either acted for Tel-
stra or the government department
she works for, or the Union (she’s
not a member), or the WorkCover
insurer. One unusually frank law-
yer said that becausce they were
competing for tenders for govern-
ment work they did not want to
be seen to be opposed to govern-
ment at all. It was then I realised
we've got a problem.

Access to good legal advice is
essential if we are to retain our
faith in ‘justice’. Last month the
High Court said, in the Kable casce,
that the Australia Constitution re-
quires public confidence in an in-
tegrated federal judicial system to be maintained. But what
nonscnsc it would be to preserve the integrity of State Supreme
Courts to that end {the Court struck down the NSW govern-
ment’s ‘preventive detention’ legislation which would make
its Supreme Court act ‘mon-judicially’}) and not deal with ac-
cess to legal advice, too.

The High Court has said twice in the last four years that
sometimes justice absolutcly requires legal representation: if
you are charged with a scrious crime (Dictrich) or if you are a
vi werable child (Re K.). At the same time our Hilmer-inspired
push towards a ‘national legal services market” and restruc-
turing of the profession, coupled with cuts to legal aid, have
cut most people off from it.

Lawvyers have a special function in a democratic society:
people need them to chart its navigable channcls, and to assert
individual rights against institutional and market abusecs of
power. Yet lawyers are also in it for the money, they make
their living out of law, and they value some kinds of legal
work more than others. A well-organised legal business gets
much more value from servicing the many nceds of a large
corporatc or institutional client than an individual, or the thou-
sands of small firms and businesses, with minor or one-off
necds. Law being business, and businesses being the major
market for legal services, also means that the larger firms,
who can offer a diversity and range of legal services, are much
more likely than small ones to attract corporate work. Herein
lies the conundrum

N

14 EUREKA STREET ¢ OcTOBER 1996

doesn’t pay

Since 1993, under national competition policy principles,
the Australian government has given more and more of its
legal work to the private legal profession. Since July 1995, more
than 70 per cent of its legal business has gone to large private
law firms. The Federal Attorney General’s Department, which
once held a monopoly on government lawyering, has had to
compete for its work—and it has done so successfully, turning
a tidy profit in 1996. It has become just another legal practice.

The same thing has been happening in the States as well:
now, the nation’s largest law firms—most of them national
firms, too—carry out a very significant chunk of all govern-
ment legal work. The consequence for individuals, and small
business, and other bodies whose interests are not the same
or even directly antagonistic to government policy, is the loss
of choice. It is verv hard to find a law firm which is not doing
government, as w - as corporate, legal work.

The legal protession has long been divided into plaintiffs’
and respondents’  vyers—those who act for aggrieved indi-
viduals and those who specialise in representing insurance
companics, ecmployees or employers, with either a corporate
or individual client base. The privatisation of government legal
work has taken this further.

The Sackville committee, which wrote the Acceess to [us-
tice report, which is driving the changes to the legal profes-
sion, wants lawyers to be more competitive. My
experience—supported by other anecdotes T have heard from
individuals who want, for cxample, to sue a premier for defa-
mation, or the National Crime Authority for excess of power
and can’t find a firm—is that in
practice some individuals have
no access to justice becausc of
the business preferences and
priorities of law firms. Justice
requires the disinterested advice
of independent counscl, as both
the former Chief Justice of the
High Court, Sir Anthony
Mason, and the great Australian
jurist, Sir Owen Dixon, said at
their retiring and inaugural
speeches. If barristers are to
‘compete’ with solicitors, and
form partnerships and corporate business structures too, even
they will find ‘conflicts’, because their associates and their
profit margins will fence them off.

This duty to justice before the pursuit of prestigious and
profitable legal work secems to be both disappearing, and
unlamented in the current ‘market’ environment. In 1994 the
Trade Practices Commission suggested (and in 1995 the Sack-
ville committee agreed) that the same competition and busi-
ness principles should be applied to lawyers as to 7 other
industry. The laudable objective—cutting cost—will remove
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only one barricr to justice, and advantage
only corporate and government business
needs. The cffect, unintended though it
may be, appears to be a restraint of trade
which indirectly discriminates against
individuals and small operators. The
Tradce Practices Act prohibits, in Section
45(2) and 45D, contracts, arrangements
or understandings that contain arrange-
ments between competitors to restrict
the supply or acquisition of goods or serv-
ices to or from particular people or classes
of people.

So who will my friend turn to? A
suburban sole practitioner, who may or
may not have the skills and experience
to handle her case, and certainly won't
have the resources or capacity of a large
firm to ‘carry’ her case against delay and
costly obstruction from the well-
resourced corporate opponents in the
hopce of winning her costs from the other
side |of course, she has no money)? Cor-
porations can claim their legal costs and
litigation disbursements as a tax deduc-
tion or a taxpaycer expense, but she can’t.
Legal aid? That stile across the barbed-
wire barrier to justice has been chopped,

along with the funds for

community law centres.

IHE SACKVILLE COMMITTEE suggested that
it is in the public interest to provide ‘legal
aid,” which, by allowing the disadvan-
taged to run their cases, performs a crucial
democratic function: ‘it is not just the
intercsts of the wealthy that direct the
development of the common law.” Those
funds have dried up, along with the pro-
fession’s interest in pro bono legal work.
If the private profession carrics out the
government’s doled-out legal work as
well then, without some balancing mech-
anism in place, we may expect the sys-
tematic exclusion of people and interests
with smaller voices, less powerful friends,
and lighter purses from challenging gov-
ernment and institutional decisions and
policies, and access to justice. This is, not
to put too great a point on it, dangerous
to the principle of equality before the law;
it denies access to justice, and ultimate-
ly the citizens’ foundation of faith in their
government. Law is not a business: it is
the legitimation of our being ruled.

Moira Rayner is a lawyer and freelance
journalist. Her ¢-mail is:
100252.3247@compuserve.com.
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A purning down the house
FTER YEARS PERCHED CAUTIOUSLY ON THE FENCE while it carefully examined the

scene, the world’s official arbiter on climate change has now climbed down on one side
of the debate.

In its most recent scientific assessment, the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate
Change (IPCC)—a joint initiative of the United Nations and the World Meteorological
Organisation—concludes for the first time that ‘the balance of evidence suggests a
discernible human influence on global climate’. The assessment was put together by
more than 200 contributing scientists from 40 countries.

“The IPCC was not able to make such a statement on human influence in the
assessmentsitreleased in 1990 and 1992, says Professor David Karoly, the director of the
Co-operative Research Centre for Southern Hemisphere Meteorology based at Monash
University. ‘Its recent conclusion means that human involvement in climate change is
not just talk any more.’

In response the energy industry, like the tobacco industry before it, has gone into a
state of denial, looking for any chink in the scientific armour through which it can attack.

Already—in editorials run in The Wall Street Journal, and in the science journal
Physics Today—scientific friends of the energy industry have accused the chief authors
of the IPCC assessment of subverting the procedure by which the panel reached its
conclusion. Some of the American contributors to the assessment have been called
before US government committees and grilled by conservative politicians.

And along the way, the energy industry has picked up a fellow traveller—the
Australian Government. Following the most recent conference in Geneva of the parties
to the convention on global warming, Australia was left as one of the few countries
holding out against setting legally-binding targets for reduction in the use of fossil fuels.
Even the US dropped its traditional opposition. The other countries joining Australia’s
stand were the OPEC nations {for obvious reasons), Russia (for quirky personal reasons)
and New Zealand, which argued that it would bear an inequitably high load of the cost
of reducing fossil fuel use.

Part of the reason for Australia’s recalcitrance matches New Zealand’s—that is, it
would cost Australia more toreduce its dependence on fossil fuel than it would countries
in Europe. But a more pig-headed argument emerged in a letter that the Minister for
Resources and Energy, Senator Warwick Parer, wrote to the science news weekly, New
Scientist: ‘Australia is particularly vulnerable to the economic impacts of co-ordinated
OECD-wide measures to reduce greenhouse gas emissions. We are the world’s largest
coal exporter, and we specialise in greenhouse gas-intensive exports such as petroleum
products, basic metals, chemicals, cereals and livestock.’

It’s like saying—to push the tobacco analogy—we’re against banning smoking
because we make a lot of money out of selling cigarettes. Unfortunately Prime Minister
John Howard took this same line at the latest South Pacific forum, where most of the
island nations live in fear of inundation as a consequence of climate change. He came
across as having all the moral scruples and sympathy of a rich drug baron.

And it seems all so silly, really. Even to the Australian Government, it must be clear
that for good reasons or bad, most of the rest of the world is moving towards decreasing
the use of fossil fuels. So, instead of trying to hinder this trend, with all the impact of a
mouse grabbing onto an elephant’s tail, why shouldn’t Australia attempt to guide, by
taking up the lead?

Just as the South Australian Government has made a virtue out of that state’s
perennial water problems, by trying to sell technological solutions to Asia, perhaps the
nation as a whole could do the same in the area of efficient use of fossil fuels. We are well
placed to develop innovative ways of decreasing dependence on fossil fuels, as well as
mechanisms for recovering and redirecting the resources invested in ‘greenhouse gas-
intensive exports’.

Otherwise Australia is going to end up with the OPEC nations, clustered around an
evil-smelling side door of the world economy’s head offices, in a small gasping knot of
those who can’t kick their fossil fuel dependence. a

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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UNESCO, in recognition of Turkey’s contribu-
tion to world culture, declared 1996 to be the Inter-
national Yecar of Nasreddin Hodja. To mark the
occasion, the Turkish Ministry of Culture organised
a conference on the theme of the man and his tales.
To which I, as the only Australian writer ever to have
mentioned either, was invited.

Great, I'said. Happy to oblige. Nothing like travel
to broaden the mind. So there I was, late June, sweat-
ing profusely, staring out at the capital of the Turk-
ish Republic and wondering what I'd got myself into.

Ankara was oncc a Hittite town. The Phrygians
had lived here. The Galatians, the Romans, the Byz-
antines. But not any more. Not unless they’d taken
to building freeways and driving like horn-honking
demons. Signs of construction were cverywhere.
Arterial roads had been gouged open by a giant trench
for the new subway. Natural gas was being installed,
piped in from the Turkic republics that used to be
called Soviet Central Asia. Government buildings and
housing estates rcached out towards the dusty hills
that fringed the city. The only landmarks I could iden-
tify with any certainty were the Atatirk mausoleum
and the Sheraton Hotel. Each, in its own way, a sym-
bol of modernity and secularisin. Founding principles
of the Republic. Principles now arguably at risk.

I had arrived in Turkey, just my luck, at an his-
toric moment.

The fragile centre-right coalition that had gov-
crned the country since the beginning of the year had
collapsed. Tansu Ciller, the nation’s first woman
prime minister, was facing imminent corruption
charges. Unless a new coalition could be formed with-
in days, the nation would be forced to a divisive and
probably inconclusive election. The key to the solu-
tion lay with the Islamic Welfare Party, known for
short as Refah, With 24 per cent of the popular vote,
Refah was the biggest party in parliament. Locked out
of government, it was a destablising influence. Let
in, it might turn Turkey into a religious statc. Which
the military, as the sclf-declared guardian of Atatiirk’s
vision, was unlikely to tolerate. Lobbying among the
political parties was intense, the predictions shrill.

This much I had gleaned from the Turkish Daily
News, read on the flight from Istanbul. My confer-
ence colleagues had been less forthcoming. Not, how-
ever, from any sense of political circumspection. Most
of them didn’t speak English. And I don’t speak Turk-
ish. Not a word. Not even ecnough to persuadc the
hotel switchboard to give me an outside line so I could
call home and tell them I'd arrived. To get a handle
on the current affairs situation, I would nced to get
out and about.

My volunteer guide to Ankara was Esan, the sis-
ter of the former Turkish cultural consul in Mel-
bourne. She’d just quit her job as a high-school
language teacher and was thinking of setting up as a
yoga instructor. ‘Sec how the trees are dying’, she said
as we joined the Sunday afternoon crowd heading up

the Path of Honour towards Ataturk’s tomb. ‘The
Refah Party controls the city council, so the trees don’t
get watered properly’. The pines looked green enough
to me, but I was beginning to appreciate the oblique
naturc of Turkish political discourse.

Mustafa Kemal’s final resting place is austere and
modernistic, a colonnaded box of porous brown stone.
Despite the monolithic architecture and the soldiers
standing to rigid attention in the forecourt, my fellow
visitors were conspicuously unawed. Family groups
picnicked on the lawn. A man posing for a photograph
in front of the 40-tonne black marble sarcophagus held
a can of Coke.

Atatirk would probably have preferred
something a little more sophisticated. A Campari
soda, perhaps. Or a glass of raki, for the Father of the
Turks was a man who knew how to party. The
muscum adjoining his tomb is a testament to the fact,
its glass cabinets crammed with gold cigarcete cases
and monogrammed pyjamas. Here was a man who
lived his vision to the full. Not only did he fight a
war of independence, abolish the Sultanate and give

women the vote, he also looked great in a

tuxedo.
I HIS WAS NOT MERE AFFECTATION. If Turkey was to

be a modern nation, he instructed, it must look the
part. You can’t expect the world to take you seriously
in a fez. To get women out of the veil, he decreed it
compulsory for prostitutes. He made his personal stylc
a political tool, a challenge to Turkish manhood. At
his death —of cirrhosis of the liver—his revolution
was victorious and his prestige was unassailable.

But now, 58 ycars later, other sartorial preferences
were back on the agenda. The turban, the chador.

That cvening we dined in the Citadel, a Roman
fortress overlooking the city. Esan’s husband, a suc-
cessful construction engineer, threaded his car up
narrow cobbled lanes between crumbling plaster walls
to a restaurant that had once been an Ottoman house.
We were joined by Sirma, a journalist at the Turkish
Daily News, and Aylin, formerly with the World Bank
and now in charge of cultural liaison at the Austral-
ian Embassy.

I asked Aylin what she thought about the pros-
pects of a Refah government. The very idea was an
anathema. "My grandmother didn’t wear the scarf. My
mother didn’t wear the scart. Nor will T,

Sirma, a supporter of one of the social democrat
partics, was less vigorously apprchensive. For the re-
ligious conservatives to form a government, they
would need the support of the free-market Right. ‘An
alliance’, as a commentator in her newspaper put it,
‘between those who refuse to believe in economics
and those who know nothing about them’. The army,
Sirma thought, was unlikely to intervene. If previous
military coups had proven anything, it was that the
gencrals could not solve the country’s problems.
Religion, here as clsewhere, is merely the current
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manifestation of a deeper issue. Globalisation is fore-
ing a re-appraisal of Atatlirk’s entire project. ‘For the
moment’, she concluded, ‘the best we can hope for is
more uncertainty’.
I edged the conversation tentatively in the direc-
tion of ‘the situation in the south-east’. Frank speech
on the subject of the Kurds, I had rcad, should only
be attempted by those well trained in the use
of highly explosive linguistics. My euphe-
mism proved unnessary, at least in this
particular company. It is now possible to
speak more freely of the situation, I was told.
But the violence continues, intractable as
ever. Successive governments had pledged
to find a political solution but quickly
resorted to military escalation, declaring

that terrorism must be defeated first. Busi-

ness types were constantly proposing eco-
nomic development projects and some of these have
begun to bear fruit, notably those spinning off from a
number of large-scale dam projects. But the Kurds re-
main desparately poor, caught in a vice between the
Turkish military and the PKK.

Three musicians approached our table. Men in
their sixtics, with wide tics, two-tone shoes and pot-
bellies. The violinist wore plate-glass spectacles and
a bad rug. The others carried strange instruments, a
deep-dish banjo and a zitherish thing. They pulled up
chairs, lit cigarettes, ordered tea and proposed a pos-
sible repertoire. The call was for sentimental songs.
My companions closed their eyes and sang along. Sad
ballads of unrequited love, of secing but not touch-
ing, of destiny embraced. In mid-set, not wanting to
exclude the forcigner, the band played an upbeat
instrumental. Something international. Hava Nagila.

Back at the Baskent Ogretmenevi Oteli, I found
that my American room mate had arrived. He was
stooped and dignified, and I didn’t think it was appro-
priate to ask him what he knew about air condition-
ing. For a start, Dr Ilhan Basgoz, Professor of Turkish
Studies at the Bloomington campus of the University
of Indiana, would not have been able to hear me. His
hearing aids lay on the bedside table, big as mangoes.

The Congress began the next morning, after
breakfast. By then I was getting used to starting the
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day with black olives, white cheese and rose-petal jam.
I shared a table with Rauf, Embergin and Tura,
academics from Tashkent. Rauf spoke a little Eng-
lish. “You are pedagogue of Turkology?’ he asked.

Promptly at ten, four hundred of us Turkological
pedagogues filed into the hotel auditorium to await
the Minister for Culture. The prestige of his office,
we implicitly understood, required that he arrive a
little later than officially scheduled. The occasion was
a formal one and most of us were in suits. One man
wore a ¢ 1ggy astrakhan hat and a silk robe. This,
apart from the solid gold teeth of the Azerbaianis and
the chunky fountain pens of the Germans was the
only manifestation of national dress in the 25 coun-
tries represented. I wondered if T should have run a
linc of zi cream down my nose.

In due course, the

Minister appeared and
did the honours. After
a minute’s silence for
those who had died in
the service of world
culture, a youth choir
sang a folk song.
Something about the
phrase ‘tra-la-la’
seemed to encapsulate
the universality of of-
ficial culture.

My room-mate
was to give the keynote address, ‘Nasreddin Hodja
Through the Ages’. Lugubriusly long-faced, he shuf-
fled to the podium and laboriously arranged his notes.
By then, I had begun to think of him as Weary Baggoz.
Even allowing for the fact that I couldn’t understand
a word of it, his specch secemed inordinately long.

I was just beginning to doze off when the heck-
ling began. Either the academic conference scene was
a lot more lively than T had been led to believe, or
Weary’s dissertation was pushing some pretty sensi-
tive buttons in the hairy-hat section of the crowd.

A rather severe-looking man in a rather severe
looking suit jumped up and began to shout. Other
voices joined in. Weary stopped speaking and took a
sip of water, the glass trembling in his hand. The
conference director, the splendidly named Alaaddin
Korkmaz, leapt to his feet. Instead of silencing the
interjectors, he began to take Professor Basgoz to task.
At which Weary summoned his dignity, folded his
papers and stalked off stage. The Minister took the

odium and brought ¢ formalities to an abrupt end.

As we spilled out into the foyer, I cornered a fel-
low English speaker, a post-doctoral student from
UCLA. ‘What was that all about?’

‘Politics’.

And the guy in the dark suit?

‘A fascist.’

Ba 1z, it wasexplained, I ' lone his histor™ 1
homework. Gone to the sources. The Nasreddin Hodja



that I knew, the Nasreddin Hodja of Watermelons,
Walnuts and the Wisdom of Allah was only the most
recent version of the man. A bowdlerised version,
cleaned up the moral edification of small children. A
travesty of the original. A pale imitation of the
genuine, down-and-dirty, demotic Hodja. The clergy-
baiting, donkey-diddling, democratic Hodja.

To illustrate his point, Baggoz had related a tale
from one of the carliest manuscripts. Nasreddin Hodja
was riding through a strange town. ‘What is that?’ he
enquired, pointing to a minarct. ‘Why, that is our
town’s penis’, said some clever-dick. ‘Really?’ said the

Hodja. ‘And is there a town arschole to go

with it?’

B LASPHEMY, CRUDITY, HOMOSEXUALITY. For some, the
very idea that the national icon’s name could be
attached to such a joke was tantamount to treason.
‘T'm a Turk’, the man in the sinister suit had shouted.
‘And I refuse to tolerate this filth.” Such a reaction
could not have come entirely as a surprisc to Profes-
sor Basgoz. No longer was he Weary. Now he was Foxy
Basgoz, academic agent provocateur.

And there I'd been, thinking there was no more
to Nasreddin Hodja than a jolly old fellow with a
donkey and a tendency to rather tame one-liners. Lit-
tle had I suspected that major ideological forces were
locked in combat for ownership of his reputation. The
Holy Fool was hot property.

Before I could discover more, a young woman in
a head-scarf and ‘women’s dress’ begged my pardon.
She wondered if she might interview me on my views
about the Nasreddin Hodja controversy. For televi-
sion. Islamic cable. ‘Delighted’ I said
and fled upstairs to my room.

The air-conditioning still didn’t
work, but the television did. I chan-
ncl-surfed, looking to see what I had
got myself into. Police Rescue,
dubbed. A game show. Chat. Current
affairs. Shedding my suit, I sat trans-
fixed.

We are in the mountains. The
sky is summery blue. Snow still
strcaks the high passes but the pas-
tures are lush and flecked with wildflowers. Carbines
and rocket launchers stand in stacks. Laid out beside
them are half a dozen bodies, dead men in olive drab
trousers. A helicopter hovers, disgorging troops.

Cut to a parade ground. Soldiers stand to atten-
tion. Medals are presented. A politician makes a
speech. Nervous-looking locals are herded before the
cammera to receive certificates. More bodies, the chop-
pering of helicopters. Generals at a press conference.

Without the language, I could make no sense of
the commentary. Just like that business downstairs.
Never mind the nuances, the very facts were escap-
ing me. If I was going make anything of this place, I'd
need to learn Turkish. Fluent Turkish, very quickly.

The phone rang. The guy on the other end spoke
fluent Turkish, very quickly. He wanted Professor
Basgoz, that much I could tell. But he’d got the village
idiot instecad. He hung up. A stack of message slips
were shoved under the door, and none of them were
for me. The phone started ringing again. Word was
obviously getting around that Foxy Basgoz had
recruited Nasreddin Hodja to the anti-fundamentalist
causc.

Lunch at the Ogretmenevi Oteli was set-menu.
Pilaf and mcat, fresh apricots. I sat with the Uzbeks.
Emboldenced by our conversational breakthrough ear-
licr in the day, Rauf told me all about Tashkent. ‘Is
grandioso’. It even has a subway. Either that, or he’d
dropped his apricot under the table.

My linguistic deficiences were compounding by
the minute.

The two women across the table were speaking
what sounded vaguely like Italian. A language with
which I am familiar, owing to the amount of coffee I
drink. But this didn’t quite sound like the Italian they
speak at the Covo Sportivo in Lygon Strect.

It was Ladino, the language of the Jews who
settled in the Ottoman empire after their expulsion
from Spain back in 1492. Or so said Matilda Coen
Sarano, an Italian-Israeli of Turkish-Sephardic parent-
age. For all I knew, it might as well have been
Albigensian.

We spoke English, sort of. Matilda took
the opportunity to explain her particular an-
gle on Nasreddin Hodja. He wasn’t really
Turkish, she confided. He was actually a
Sicilian folk character of Arabic origin

named Joofa. She planned to reveal this fact

the next day, in the same session as I was scheduled
to speak. Her paper would be delivered in French.
Would anyone understand her, she wondered?

I couldn’t imagine this Sicilian-Arab line going
down too well with the ultra-nationalists. But I has-
tened to reasure her about her choice of language. I'd
done French at school and could still comprehend a
word or two. But not three, | was about to add, when
she hit me with the full Larousse. ‘Oui, oui’, I
murmured, and bolted for the door.

One of the conference organisers stepped into my
path. She had unexpected news. I had been selected
to chair the afternoon discussion. Unfortunately,
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simultaneous translation would not be available. ‘But
I don’t speak Turkish’. Don’t worry, I was told.

How could I not? The room was restive and very
crowded. The first speaker on the agenda was Foxy
Basgoz. I scanned the room for severe suits and shaggy
hats. The professor, to my relief, was a no-show. His
replacement was Dr Ulrich Marzolph of the Univer-
sity of Gottingen. His paper, Humour and Ideology,
would be delivered in English.

Ulrich was very G nan. He was sinewy and
intense, with brush-cut hair and a neck like a wrist.
He started by defining humour. The audience began
to chat among themselves. I wondered if I should call
for a bit of shoosh. It seemed like a big ask, even if I'd
known how. My co-chair said nothing. T lowered my
eyes and doodled on my conference notepad. ‘The
Nasreddin phenomenon’, declared Dr Ulrich, ‘requires
wholistic comprehension’.

Twenty minutes in, my co-chair gave the wind-
up signal. This was a red rag to Ulrich’s bull. ‘"The
unrestricted hero’, he seethed, ‘clever and nasty at the
same time’. The wind-up got morc insistent. Ulrich
got more antsy. The veins in his neck throbbed. He’d
barely covered humour, he complaincd, let alone ide-
ology. But nobody was listening. They had begun to
yell at cach other. Doors flew open. People spilled into
the corridor, gesticulating vehemently. Half the room
got up and walked out. My co-chairman looked
anxious. Then he, too, walked out.

That was good enough for me. 1 was out of there
like a shot. Only to discover that the session had re-
convened on the balcony outside. Everybody was
jovial and relaxed, the air thick with tobacco smoke.
Twenty minutes of German humour without a ciga-
rette. It was more than a Turk could be expected to
bear. My co-chair offered me a fag. T shook my head.
His look said I didn’t know what I was missing.

If Ankara has a nightlife, T wasn’t getting any of
it. The Ogretmenevi Otcli was on the outskirts of
town, far from the ne  est boulevard. Foxy Basgoz was
off talking to the press. The air-conditioning knob still
didn’t respond. T stripped to my boxers and watched
the seven o’clock news on ITN. Events in Ankara led
the European bulletin.

The picture showed riot police beating demon-
strators. Severely. This was in responsc to the dese-
cration of a Turki  flag during a conference of
HADEP, a pro-Kurdish political party. We saw the flag,
cut loose from the ceiling, flutter to the floor of what
looked like a basketball stadium. We saw bloodied
heads being shoved into police vans. Then we crossed
to Brusscls for a meeting of the European Union. I
flipped stations. The flag was falling everywhere. It
fell all evening, on every channel. It fell before Sale
of the Century and after the Monday movie.

It was still falling the next day, in full colour on
the front page of every paper on the news-stand. Storm
Rages over HADEP Conference, reported the Turk-
ish Daily News. Not only had the emblem of the
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nation been desecrated, PKK slogans had been hoist-
ed in its place. A wave of indignation was reported to
be sweeping the country. 41 people had been detained.
Questions were being asked. Among them, how it was
possible it the 700 police present in the hall during
the incident, 200 of them plain-clothesmen, had failed
to apprchend the culprit.

By comparison with this firestorm of controversy,
Foxy Basgdz’s provocation was small beer, an eight
paragraph item on pagc three. ‘Nasreddin Hodja called
people to be tolerant,” he was quoted as saying.
Cumbhurriet and Milliyet, the up-market broadshects,
reported at similar length. The other big ncws was
that Islamic Welfare was edging closer to a deal with
Tansu Ciller’s True Path party. If Refah leader
Necmettin Erbekan got the prime ministership, a way
might be found around Ciller’s corruption indictment.
But morc a pressing issue than the future of the

Turkish state confronted me that morning.

It was, at last, showtime.
MY PAPER WAS FOURTH on the agenda. First we

listened to a 20-minute dissertation in Macedonian—
don’t ask what kind. Then one of similar length in
Hungarian. As we pondcered the Hodja's influcnce on
Magyar folk practices, my eye was drawn to the title
of the next paper. Power, the Body and Sexual Con-
cepls in Nasreddin Hodja's Tales by Ms Jennifer
Petzen of the University of Indiana. How, I wonderced,
would Foxy Basgoz's enemices cope with all that.

Fortunately, they were nowhere to be seen. Nor
was Foxy. The main game had moved clsewhere. This
scssion was a side-show, shunted into a hall housing
the conf mce photographic exhibition, portraits of
Yakmet shepherds and Uighur brides.

As Ms Petzen took the podium, her compatriot
from UCLA sidled into the seat beside me. ‘Pure post-
structuralist boilerplate,” she murmured. ‘Betcha.’

Jennifer Petzen was young and fair and terribly
innocent-looking. “The problematisation of gender”,
she began, her keening mid-western accent utterly
without mirth. She moved onto Nasreddin Hodja’s
testicles. ‘The juxtaposition of Rabelaisian bawdiness
with the paradigm of the carnivalesque...’

‘Sec’, hissed UCLA. ‘Toldja’.

After all that, my comparison between Nasreddin
Hodja and Dad’'n’Dave must have soundced terribly
tame. The only onc who laughed at my jokes was the
Australian ambassador, David Evans, come to lend
moral support to my little cultural exchange exercise.
I got a polite round of applause and a laminated
certificate which T still can’t decipher. Then it was
Matilda Coen’s turn. ‘Il y avait un Chrétien, un
Mussulman, et un Juif...” There was a Christian, a
Moslem and a Jew...

By the middle of the week, Necmettin Erbakan
was modern Turkey’s first-ever Islamicist prime min-
ister, Tansu Ciller’s charges had been dropped, and 1
was wagging it. Hadiye Nugay, the Turkish cultural



consul in Melbourne, had twice read my fortune in
the dregs of an upturned coffee cup. Back home, she
predicted that my book would be published. Here in
Ankara, she prophesied that 1 would discover some

unexpected connection with the distant

past.

I FOUND IT IN A GLASS CASE in the Muscum of Anato-
lian Civilizations. It was a clay tablet, 5000 years old,
the handwriting still as fresh and legible as the day it
was baked. It spoke to me, T swear it did, through all
the intervening ages. In the beginning was the word,
it whispered. Keep the faith, baby. Always take notes.
On the other hand, maybe it just said that the annual
income figures for the Gilgamesh Grain and Grape
Company were better than projected. Hard to say. My
cunciform isn’t what it used to be.

As we drove back to the Ogretmenevi Oteli, [
noticed that many of the larger buildings had sprout-
ed enormous Turkish flags, some nearly ten stories
high. Innumerable smaller flags also flew from the
balconies of private homes or flapped on the aerials
of cars. The red field with its white erescent and star
was cverywhere. The message could not be clearer. If
these Kurdish terrorists thought they could insult
with impunity the symbol of the unitary state, they
nced only look around them.

The conference was winding down. All that
remained was the official dinner. We sat outdoors, at

tables arranged around the swimming pool of an
exclusive sports club. My Uzbek mates had been shop-
ping and were in fine form. Embergin presented me
with a copy of his paper on the holiday rituals of the
Karakalpaks of the Amu River. I assured him, by
means of gestures, that it would have no trouble find-
ing an Australian publisher. Rauf talked ethno-musi-
cology. ‘1 Heard It Thru’ the Grapevine,” he confided.

Then the Hodja himself appcared, larger than life.
Not the anti-authoritarian, scatological Nasreddin, of
course. This was the orthodox, safe-for-the-kiddies
version, all cotton-wool beard, foam rubber turban and
rosy red cheeks. As he processed around the pool,
posing for group photographs, a Janissary band played
martial airs of the Ottoman empire.

Foxy Basgiz was nowhere in sight, decamped for
Indiana. A gigantic flag hung down the side of the
Ogretmenevi Oteli, almost covering our balcony. The
room was too hot for sleep. I got down on my knees
and began to scarch. The result was beyond dispute.
There was a temperature knob but no inlet grille. The
building merely appeared to have an air-condition-
ing system. I'd been tricked by an illusion.

But that what you get when you go pinchinoe »
man’s parables.

Shane Maloney attended the Turkish Folklore
Congress with the assistance of Arts Victoria. His
novels Stiff and The Brush-Off are published by Text.

the subject.

The submissions may come from organisations. groups or individuals who are male or female, young
or old, actively involved in Church structures or not. They may take the form of letters, lists of points or

papers no longer than ten A4 pages.

WOMEN IN THE CHURCH

Submissions invited

As part of a major research project on the Participation of Women in the Catholic Church in Australia.
the Bishops, in collaboration with the Australian Catholic University and the Australian Conference of
Leaders of Religious Institutes, invite interested individuals and groups to make written submissions on

It is suggested that submissions address one or more of the following questions:

o What are the ways in which wonten participate in the Catholic Church in Australia?

o What assistance and support are currently offered to women to participate in the Church?
o What are barriers to women's participation in the Church?

| o What are some wavs in which women’s participation in the Church can be increased?

Alternatively. a submission form may be used. This is obtainable, together with guidelines, from:

The Secretariat of the Bishops’ Committee for Justice, Development and Peace, Leo XIII
House, 19 MacKenzie Street, North Sydney, NSW 2060. Tel: 02 9956 5800. Fax 02 9956 5782.

Submissions should reach the same address by 1 December 1996.
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I learnt English in the middle of the streets as a migrant
worker because 1didn’t have the chance to study, as my parents
couldn’t manage to take me to school any more after the
Betterment Law was brought in. It was a very critical law which
deprived our parents of land that they were utilising, and the
livestock that they had, so they were forced to go back and
work in the mines. T was one of the lucky ones in being able to
grow together with my parents, a privilege which my children
didn’t have. They grew alone because 'had to go back to Johan-
nesburg to work after I lost my marriage.

But I did not have the proper documents to go and work...
Coloured and Indians were not affected by Influx Control. Influx
Control [under the Group Arcas Act] was the law which
controlled us from coming in and out of the cities to go and work.
So black people were given one year to go and work, if you
happened to get some work. But if you were not able to get work
you were not even allowed to step your foot inside those citics.
So 1 was onc of those people and here T had three children to
support and cducate... the forging of the documents has given
my children an cducation, but it was very much against my will.
I lived from the identification of not what I am, it was too bitter
tor me.

Could I ask vou about the personality cult of Nelson Mandela.
In the west he's seen as one of the great figures of the 20th
century. Is there a lot of good will invested in Nelson Mandela
because of the extraordinariness of his story and South Afri-
ca’'s situation and will it be difficult for a successor to keep the
ball rolling?

That’s a good question but it is very difficult to answer
because T am onc of the people who are so dependent on him.
Sometimes I don’t even think that he is old enough to retire,
because Talways feel that if it were possible to reverse his age
to 40 I would do it. He still has a long way to go and a lot of
things to do with his wisdom which he is not going to transfer
to anybody. I can take over, somcebody ¢lse can take over, but
nobody will be himself.

That dependency on him is causing some undermining for
me, for anyone who would be his successor...

Is there good will amongst Afrikaners towards Nelson Mandela
that somebody else would have difficulty engendering?

I think the Afrikaners have been taken by surprise by
Mandela. When he got out of detention, one day after his release
he preached peace and forgiveness and I think it was strange for
them...

They were expecting bitterness from him...

Yes. It was a very strange thing for the oppressors; how
can they do these things to this man for so many years and he
comes out on day one...and he stood on the pavement and
preached peace and forgiveness and wanted people to live
together and forget about the past. Those were the things that
they were juggling around in their mind.

But they had to prove that under no doubt this man is preach-
ing peace, he wants the Rainbow Nation to prosper. And now
they are fast to say that |he is sincere| and some of them are
doing it with all their hearts. They respect him very well. Even
the National Party, which has pulled out of the Government of
National Unity, they still respect Mandela there is no doubt about

it. He has proved himsclf to be what he is, even to the enemics.

I don’t think I would cver have done that after so many
years of misery—he never enjoyed the life with his children,
with his family. But when he came out it was like he was put
in jail yesterday: I think he is just an extraordinary person.

What then is the effect of the Truth and Reconciliation Com-
mission, 1s that not creating bitterness amongst certain cir-
cles, particularly the military?

[ think there has been a lot that has been revealed that
some of the SADF have been involved in, particularly in regard
to secret armies which were carmarked to assassinate the free-
dom fighters—the top ANC people. It’s a very tense situation...

It must have a fcw people scared, are you worried about
any cxtreme action that might be taken by those people who
are scared?

I'm not really worried any more because they have been
exposcd, everybody knows who they arc...

I think it is just a shame for the government of then because
they thought these things would stay sceret forever. But now
natural justice is taking its course ... and it's good to know
who did these things and why they did them to ger it all out.
That is, I think, another process of reconciliation, because you
can’t reconcile with someone you do not know, you cannot
reconcile with somebody if he doesn’t say sorry.

Is there still optimism across the ethnic divides: across rich,
white, poor, black? We hear the evidence of crime and corrup-
tion—is there still optimism amongst the people that there is
the opportunity for South Africa to carve out a better future
for itself!

People are still optimistic, I'm still optimistic. With the
violence, with the crime, with the poverty, and the miscry
caused by the previous regime, I still think it will take off with
time.

You know people have been locked into a kraal maybe. If
you keep something in a kraal ...and then you forget to lock
that door do you think that once you go out, they're going to
stay? Now the laws are repealed so everybody is a South African.
So ceverybody is moving to sce what is happening in those
greener pastures, in those nice buildings in the c¢ity, and when
they get there they don’t find anything. No jobs, no houscs. So
then they turn to crime because they are hungry, they are
desperate, they do anything to survive, they get into drugs, they
get into terrible things. ..

And therc is not only sccurity which is needed. We all need
to stand up to help eliminate that crime by mceans of giving
proper development. Not only physical development but mental
development—pceople have to know that it is through the
previous regime that we are what we are; what can we do to
change and have tolerance and have patience? If we don’t preach
that, we arc not going to really climinate the crime as
immediately as we would expect to.

Mam Lydia Kompe-Ngwenya is chair of the ANC Women's
Caucus and has been a founding member of the Congress of
South African Trade Unions and the Rural Women’s Movement.
Jon Greenaway is Eurcka Street’s assistant editor.
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Some members of the Refugee Review Tribunal scem to have
accepted the Government’s argument that the East Timorese are
Portuguese nationals, and on those grounds have refused their
application for protection. The cases have been appealed and will
be heard by the Federal Court late in September, 1996.

Two measures introduced by the Coalition Government elected
carlicer this year have been fateful for the asylum seckers. 1t has
instructed the Department of Immigration to process all cascs at
the primary level, and a letter sent to all asylum seekers has asked
for details of their nationality. As judgments will be made without
interview, it can confidently be expected that the majority will be
rejectedon the sole grounds of theirimputed Portuguese nationality.
The issuc of their fear of persecution will be deemed irrelevant and
s0 not even considered.

At the same time, those rejected at the primary stage will be
deprived of the weltare assistance which they had previously
received. Their children’s education will be precarious, and as cheir
work permits expire, the whole family stripped of access to medical
care. Their postton will be desperate, because the East Timorese
community resident in Australia is poor, and voluntary agencices
arc alrcady sereeched beyond their capacity.

The majority of the East Timorese seeking asylum in Australia
are of Chinese descent. Like the Jews in carly modern Europe,
Chinese have been disproportionately involved in trade and
shopkeeping, Thev are an identifiable group, especially vulnerable
in times of national crisis.

The experience of East Timor has been thatof other places—El
Salvador, for example, Burma, Chechnya or Cambodia where an
occupying army has imposed its rule on an unwilling population.
The people regularly tell of rape, torture, being forced to witness
the beating or killing of family members, humiliation at the hands
of batfled and angry soldiers, banishment from living placces, arbi-
trary reprisals, and sometimes insult o theirreligious sensibilities.

The East Timorese have therefore experienced East Timor as a
refugee camp, and suffered trauma routinely. The Indonesian
soldicrs, too, have suffered from being forced to operate ina country
where their presence is without the consent of the people and
where they meet sullen hostility, Like the people, they are the
victims of a rule imposed on an unwilling population by the
Government which they represent.

Those who have sought Portuguese nationality have had to do
soin Portugal. They cannot work until they have an identity card,
a process which can take over a year. Many live in very ditficult
circumstances. But very few of the asylum seekers in Australia
speak Portuguese or have physical or emotional contact with
Portugal. They find the idea of seeking asylum in Portugal as alien
as it would be for an Australian to seek protection in Senegal.

When their traumatic experience in East Timor, their fear of
being despatched to an alien destination like Portugal, and their
prospect of losing financial and medical support necessary for
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survival in Austral  1re taken together, the result is great psycho-
logical stress. This is particularly so for those who have been deeply
depressed and traumatised by their past experience.

Thus, independently of the other issuces involved, there is an
overwhelming case  at those who are most vulnerable should be
given continued £ ncial support through the Red Cross, and
awarded permanentresidencein Australiaon humanitarian grounds.
Their well-being is too precarious to support further disruption.

The events of mid-1995 reveal how the treatment of the East
Timorese has been affeeted by political considerations. The
Australian government clearly identified Australia’s political and
cconomic interests with the treaty with Indonesia. The visits of
Indonesian military leaders were part of this process.

As a result, the the protests directed at Generals Mantiri and
Panjaitan, and the humiliating withdrawal of the
former’s nomination as ambassador, were particu-
larly disconcerting. The contemporancous hearing
of the Timor Gap case made it clear that profitable
and cooperative commercial reladonships with
Indonesia depended on recognition of Indonesian
soverelgnty over East Timor and the mending of
fences.

It was coincidental that attention became
simultancously focused on the East Timorese asy-
lum scekers. The complaint that East Timorese

had too casily been granted tourist visas in Bali, and particularly the
arrival ot the single boat in Darwin both touched an underlving
Australian antipathy to retugees. toorecalled the response o the
Cambodian hoat people of six vears carlier. Boats scem to evoke a
deep scated and atavistic anxicty about the integrity of our borders,
and encourage otherwise reasonable ministers and officials to don
their cockaded hats and stride the quarterdeck.

The publicity given to the asylum seckers and their claim o
have tled persecution led the Indonesians to demand chat they not
he considered refugees. The asvium seckers, unpopular at the best
of times in Australia, provided the raw matcerial tor a placatory
Australian signal to Indoncesia.

It has been argued thatitis necessary tomake the East Timorese
asylum scekers a Portugucese problem, in order to protect the
Australian relationship with Indonesia. In this view, the atribu-
tion of Portuguese nationality is a necessary compromise which
saves the Fast Timorese from repatriation, placates Indonesian
wrath, and defends long-term Australian interests. Thosce interests,
too, can be more generously construed than as being contfined o
profit-taking and defence. The stability of Indonesia is of vital
concern to Australia. Furthermore, the capacity of Australia to
encourage our neighbours to adopt fuller commitment to demo-
cratic processes and human rights will rely on her having strong
allics and patrons within the region. Tt is therctfore in evervbody's

long-term-interests for the relationship between Indonesia
and Australia to be as strong as possible.

RESPECT THIS THEORETICAL ARGUMENT and the realistce view of
moral dilemmas which it supposces. In such conflicts between a
greater and a lesser good it is not always clear what should be done,
as controversy about policies as diverse as Clement XIV's suppres-
sion of the Jesuits, Pius X1I's silence about the Jews, Chamberlain’s
appceasement of Hitler, or ASEAN’s opening to the Burmese junta
testifies. The moral challenge to a foreign policy that advocates
silence about abused human dignity, however, is to name what

level of abuse will demand a ¢ch - ge of policy: the murder of ten,



say, a hundred, a thousand or a million? The policy must also show
the fruits of constructive engagement. The imprisonment of Aung
San Suu Kyi’s supporters immediately after the placatory approach
by ASEAN, for example, does not highly commend such a policy.
Whatever of the theoretical position taken here, however,
Australia’s interests do not demand the sacrifice of the East
Timorese. They became an issue only after the Australian response
to their representatives justifiably inflamed Indonesian sensitivi-
tics. They had the right to expect better advice from Australia.
Since Australia had earlicr quietly granted refugee status to East
Timorese in more tranquil times, the hearing of their cases could
be resumed quietly. Nor would the grant of residence on
humanitarian grounds create political difficulty.

I HE DECISTON TO DENY THE EAsT TIMORESE protection in Australia
introduces complex legal issues. The Convention on the Status of
Refugees defines refugees as those who suffer persecution, are
outside the country of their nationality, and cannot avail them-
selves of its protection. Those judging the East Timoresce applica-
tions for refugee status must therefore decide what is their
nationality, and whether they can avail themselvesof its protection.

Thejudges of carly cases assumed, as did the Attorney General’s
Department, that the East Timorese were of Indonesian nationality.
For after the incorporation of East Timor into Indonesia East
Timorese travelled on Indonesian passports, and Australia recog-
nised Indonesian sovereignty.

This judgment reflected the common-sense judgment that na-
tionality is attached to one’s place of living, and is therefore linked
to sovereignty. Where a colonial power’s sovereignty ceases over a
territory, so in practical terms do the inhabitants of the territory
lose its nationality, regardless of the domestic law of
the previous sovercign power. In East Timor, Portu-
guese sovereignty clearly ceased with the declaration of
a democratic republic, and even more dramatically
with the Indonesian occupation and incorporation of
the territory. For the purposes of asylum, they must be
treated as Indoncsian citizens.

Others have argued that, while Portuguese sover-
eignty and therefore nationality have effectively lapsed
in East Timor, the East Timorese do not have Indone-
sian nationality. They should rather be regarded as
stateless. This judgment is based on the United Nations resolu-
tions on East Timor which refuse to countenance its absorption
into Indonesia, and which call on Portugal, as the previous colonial
power, to carry out its best efforts to secure a free act of self-
determination for the people of East Timor. These resolutions
arguably equate East Timor to a trust or mandated territory whose
inhabitants cannot receive their nationality from the administer-
ing power. As stateless persons, who cannot avail themselves of the
protection of any nation, they may claim protection in Australia on
a case by case basis.

The third opinion, which has determined the recent treatment
of the East Timorese, is that they have Portugucse nationality, and
so must claim protection from Portugal. This argument separates
sovereignty from nationality. The former is regulated by interna-
tional law, while nationality is regulated by national law.

The relevant Portuguese law of 1867 entitled anyone born in
Portuguese territory, including its colonial possessions, to
Portuguese nationality . In a 1981 revision of the law, it became
necessary also for the mother or father to wish to declare them-
selves Portuguese.

Thus, Portuguese law sees nationality as an endowment given
by place of birth or by blood. Because it allows multiple nationality,
Portuguese nationality does not lapse when the East Timoresc take
up Indonesian citizenship. If East Timoresc asylum seekers have
Portuguese nationality, it can be argued that they can avail them-
selves of the protection of Portugal and may not be entitled to
protection in Australia, regardless of the experiences which led
them to seek asylum here.

When Portuguese municipal law is made the decisive grounds
for the awarding of refugee status, it can lead to humanly bizarre
decisions. A decision made in the Refugee Review Tribunal, for
example, divided a family. The father was deniced refugee status,
because he was born in Portuguese territory. The mother was
awardced it, becausce she was born outside Portuguesce territory. The
elder child was denied refugee status because born in 1973; the
younger child was awarded it because born after the law was
amended in 1981, Mercifully, the then Immigration minister inter-
vened toprevent the family being dismembered by this relentlessly
sharpened knife of legal logic.

The Federal Court, and most probably the High Court, will now
have to adjudicate whether the asylum seekers are of Portugucese
nationality, and whether this should exclude them from receiving
protection in Australia.

But the deeper question here is not legal. It is whether it is fair
and rcasonable to impute to people a nationality which they have
not sought and which does not correspond to their experience or to
the exigencies of life in the territory in which they have lived, on
the sole grounds that a nation with which they have no natural
connection declares them to be its nationals.

I would argue that it is neither fair nor reasonable. It is unrca-

sonable because it postulates a useful but unreal divorce between
nationality and sovercignty. Undoubtedly useful, since it allowed
the Australian government simultaneously to arguc that the Timor
Gap treaty was valid because Indonesia had sovereignty over the
territory, and to assert that East Timorese enjoyed Portuguese
nationality because of the provisions of Portuguese law.

In reality, however, sovereignty cannot be divorced so easily
from nationality. Nationality presupposes a natural relationship
between the citizen and an organized community. Unless a govern-
ment is linked to a community by natural links of race and
proximity, or by having effective government in an area, its attri-
bution of nationality is a fiction. Thus, while sovereignty is not a
sufficient condition of nationality, it is a necessary condition of
effective nationality. Therefore, to attribute nationality to others
against their will without such links is absurd.

To use such imputed nationality in order to evade the ordinary
responsibilities of protecting refugees is both absurd and unfair. It
is unfair to Portugal because it uses the generous inclusiveness of
the Portuguese law to saddle it with Australia’s burdens. While it
is reasonable and gencrous for the Portuguese to make use of a
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backed the largely right-wing Catholic Democratic Labor Party, which broke away.

A promoter of Catholic Action, lay apostolic activity in the temporal society, and of the Catholic
social movement, he was responsible for having established 181 schools, including Newman Col-
lege and St. Mary’s College at the University of Melbourne, and 108 parishes. These are the facts of
the contribution of Daniel Mannix during his lengthy time as Archbishop.

I first heard of Archbishop Mannix in 1962, when as a young lad, recently orphaned from both
my parents in the one year, [ was sent from Katherine in the Northern Territory to Monivae College
as a boarder. It was thought to bc an option preferable to my being sent to the Garden Point Home
for Half-Caste children near Darwin, and was a decision negotiated between my sister and the MSC
priests of Darwin and given the seal of approval by the Protector of Native Affairs. Whether it was a
wise decision or not, it was a major decision, and shaped my life and especially my ongoing engage-
ment and tussles with Catholicism.

The college on the cold Western Plains at Hamilton became my home of sorts for six years. 1
arrived in Monivae the year before the death of Mannix. The Archbishop was omnipresent and
omnipotent. Much closer and more tangible than the Pope, his steely-eyed visage was in every
corridor, watching my every move. He might not have known this dark boy from the north, but
from his picture, he seemingly knew cverything I did. Maybe he would have approved of my atti-
tude to study, and my ability with a football, but perhaps little else.

It is difficult from today’s fast-driven clectronic age, in which personalities flit across our
consciousness through their 15 minutes of fame, to capture that presence in the close, very Irish
Catholic community in Victoria at the time. It was a bit like someonce coming to Geelong and
hearing about Ablett. For a boy from the bush, he was the boss, the biggest boss, the stuff of legend
and myth, the flag-bearer of the complex identity of a complex people. As I learned about the Irish
Catholic Australians, and their history of struggles for emancipation, self-determination, and
economic growth through social acceptance and cducation, I learned about Mannix.

I remember the sensc of loss at the end of that year when this man that inspired such awe and
admiration, as well as fear and hatred in another scctor of society, was laid out for public viewing at
St Patrick’s Cathedral. Many thousands of school children, including the senior boys from Monivac
in their blazers, filed past his body to pay their respects and acknowledge their gratitude for his
defence of the rights that they and their families were able to freely enjoy as a result of his lifelong
efforts.

Truly the death of a hero—to the poor, to the unemployed, to the Irish Catholics, to anyone
who wasn’t born with a silver spoon in their mouth and an estate in their future. [, like many, was
somewhat confused about the criticism of him for being Irish Catholic while I understood him to
be a very patriotic Australian. His strong and concerted cfforts for education so that those not
born into wealth might take their place amongst the public servants and the professions was
somecthing that made a lot of sense to me. Because at that time education was scen as a bridge tor

Aboriginal people to cross the chasm between our culture and way of lifc and that of the

non-Aboriginal.

-» ~ HEN MANNIX WAS LYING IN STATE AT AGE 99, Paddy Diiagween was probably resting in the shade
of his jigal trce. Unlike Mannix, facts about his birth, life and death are not certain, and not yet
picked over by scholars. His birth datc is debated in Broome, as being cither 1880, the year in which
Broome was cstablished, or perhaps as late as 1888. When Mannix died my grandfather was a very
old man, around 80 years old. Very old, especially given the early mortality of too many Aboriginal
men. He was always, it secmed, older than the oldest man in my home community.

The death in 1991 of Paddy Djiagween at the age of 111 or 103 passed without much notice in
the wider non-Aboriginal community, as scems to be the way when very senior Aboriginal people
dic. His passing left for mc a very decp sense of loss but also a firm conviction that his contribution
to Australia and to the promotion of similar values to those of Archbishop Mannix should be told if
at all possible. It is what he lived through, what he lived for and how he lived it, that is to our gain
and is the story I'm hoping to weave tonight.

Patrick Djiagween was born of Aboriginal parents, Jilwa and Wanan, both belonging to the
Yawuru people who have traditionally occupied the coastal and hinterlands from Broome south to
Wybeena. His proper name was Djagun. The kinship grouping into which he was born was Brungu.
His law, the ceremonies and traditions and custom for which he was owner and custodian was
that known as Una, Dulurru and Gatrinya. He was baptised a Catholic at Broome around 1900 by
Father Nicholas and confirmed by Bishop Gibney in Beagle Bay Mission. He described to Fr. Francis
Huegal, a German missionary, some of his early encounters with the emerging Catholic Church
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in Broome and Beagle Bay in the following way:

‘They were Christians of Beagle Bay. My father would do any job. He lived in the bush near
Broome, camping anywhere around there. There were any amount of Aboriginal people here, a lot
more than now. Plenty big corroborece ...

‘1 was about thirteen when Fr. Nicholas went to Beagle Bay in a boat. He said, “You boys like
sugar cane?” He take us to old jetty. We going to Beagle Bay [ 140 kilo-
metres away] We were in the dormitory plenty boys, only seven half-
castes. School was wich Mr. Randle from England. He was our school
teacher, boys and girls. After school we went to work in the Garden”

It was not long after this experience in Beagle Bay Mission chat he
and scveral others became homesick for their counery in Broome. Despite
his attempts to return to his country, he and his mates were tfound in
the mangroves and returned to the mission.

He also told of how in 1907 when the St John of God sisters arrived,
led by Mother Antonia O'Brien: “They came in a small boat. Two mien
carried her, she bent and kissed the ground. Then T eame with a hermit
crab. She got frightened.” Asked later by Mary Durack, what he thought
when he first saw Mother Antonia in her tull white habit, he replied that
he thought she was a scagull. No wonder he gave her a hermit erab.

The life style at the Mission with the pricst and brothers in the
earlicr period he deseribed this way: "We went to Mass, all in Latin. We
learn to sing. Only the Lord’s prayer was in English. On Sunday we go
picnic, every one in khaki shirt, big and small. First hymn we lcarnt,
English, Latin, Salve Regina. Easter, we have ceremonies. Plenty people.’

What we need to realise from these reports and observations ot
Paddy Dijiagween about his first encounters with not only the Cacholic
Church but with the non-Aboriginal world of Australia is that it was
all happening in the period just before the Australian Constitution was passcd in Westminster,
prior to the First World War and just before Archbishop Mannix began to condemin the second
referendum push in 1917,

Worlds were in collision, and events and interests on the far side of the world were powerful
enough to have dramatic effect in Broome and in Melbourne. In 1917, Mannix said, ‘I warn you to

keep conscription out of Australia and not to give a blank cheque on your liberties to any
government’.

ADDY DNAGWEEN'S LIBERTIES HAD ALREADY been taken by government. There was no contemplation
by the Federal government that Aborigines should be allowed to vote in the referendum ceven
though Paddy Dijiagween had lost a brother oversceas as a soldier in 1914,

While my grandfather came to know the priests, brothers and nuns of Beagle Bay, the region of
his birth was in turmoil, with the forces of pastoralism, pearling, the gold rush and law and order
changing the face of his land forever. A few years before his baptism at the turn of the century, a
pitched battle was fought at Windjana Gorge between Jandamarra and a posse of police and
pastoralists from Derby. The death, or capture, of Jandamarra was not only the justification usced
for sweeping raids along the Fitzroy, Margaret, Mary and other major rivers in the Kimberley,
indiscriminately killing and terrorising the Aboriginal communities who were living there upon
their tribal lands.

It was also scen as necessary for the young colony of Western Australia to show it was capable
of ruling its natives. There was nothing to be gained for that young colony by making it known to
the Home Office of its mistrcatment of the Kimberley Aboriginal people.

My grandfather was working for his Irish facher-in-law, Joseph Fagan, droving catele for the
Duracks to the Port of Wyndham in the carly 1920s when a dispute between an Aboriginal man
named Lumbia and a white man named Hay led to a punitive expedition out from Oombulgurri or
Forrest River, which resulted in the caprure of Lumbia, and 20 or 30 others, who were brought to
the mission in neckchains. Others came to the misston too, with gunshot wounds and storics ot
mass killings and cremated bodics, later found by a rare Royal Commission to be truce.

Two constables found responsible for the death of four of the prisoners while in their custody were
tried, acquitted, promoted and transterred. Lumbia was convicted of killing Hay, sent to Fremantle
Gaol for ten years. Rough justice, blind justice, or injustice? The Crown'’s justice being brought brutally
home to the natives of the north. Lumbia had killed Hay because Flay had violated his wife.
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My grandfather saw rights to land being trampled by the hooves of cattle, rights to fair treat-
ment being strangled by iron neckchains, and rights to life being dispensed with by the muzzle of
a gun. He lived that period of history which people now say is so far in the past it should be
forgotten.

I say it should not be the subject of guilt—a wasted emotion—but should be the subject of

honesty, a reminder of what has happened, in order that the thinking behind those events

does not have a legitimate place in the present.
I H

E BRUTALITY OF THE FRONTIER was replaced by a kinder form of brutality, in the guise of high
ideals of assimilation, forced social change and relocation of Aboriginals for their benefit, if not by
their choice.

Many of the settlements and reserves that were set up during the assimilation period just
beforc World War II were established on behalf of the Government to raise beef. The many thou-
sands of head of cattle that were sold to feed the soldiers at the front came from the cheap labour of
Aborigines that settlements provided. They were the labour force that fed the front line, as well as
making airstrips and being the Coastwatch. Many who worked in those camps at Moola Boola,
Violet Valley and on private lease-holdings often had no house to sleep in, no swag and certainly
never became wealthy from the years they laboured.

The current Human Rights Commission Inquiry into the Removal of Aboriginal Children
will, T hope, touch upon this aspect of the slavery of those who were put into these settlements
through the policies and intentions of governments. I hope it will deal not only with the lives of
the individuals that suffered under those policies, but also deal with the consequent effect on
those who were left behind as well as those who were removed from their land, and put under
pressure to distance themselves from their cultural and social ways of life by being forced to adopt
new beliefs and new behaviours.

In 1914 Paddy Djiagween married Grace Elizabeth Fagan—my grandmother—a Djaru woman
from Halls Creek, and went to work for his Irish father-in-law in the East Kimberley, not only
doing stock work but keeping his books and records in order. He had an ability to travel through
the traditional lands of the many groups that still had possession of their country and were bound
by their traditional laws, customs and practices.

Whites ignored and violated Aboriginal Law and custom without penalty. This was not the
case for Aboriginal people, especially one from the salt water, Goolarabulu side of the country. His
approach, understanding and respect for protocols was maintained. Paddy Djiagween was bound by
these laws and participated in ceremonies honouring his obligations and kinship responsibilities.

As well as his responsibilities to Aboriginal law, Paddy Djiagween also carried out responsibil-
ities in the white world, holding a job for many years with the Western Australian Roads Board,
prior to the declaration of Broome as a town. He would go up and down the town on foot, or on
bicycle, reading water and electricity meters. [ know his relatives at Halls Creek were very impressed
to know that a blackfella could not only ride a horse, but also ride a bicycle.

As one of the very few Aboriginal people working in Government circles, he not only could
look after his family with a sense of security, but use his influence to ensure that the broader
community was also cared for, particularly ensuring that the Yawuru had a cultural reserve near
Broome. He was the link between the bureaucracy and the people, creating a place where people
could keep their ceremonial objects, free of interference from others.

Mannix knew that to get change sometimes you had to go to the top. When God was busy, or
the Pope unavailable, he could always go to the Premier. Sometimes he would skip the junior
ranks of the hierarchy altogether and just talk to the Premier’s wife.

My grandfather had to wait for his moment to get to the top brass. He waited until the Queen
visited Broome in 1963. He shook the white-gloved hand and said to her ‘Why can’t we have the
same rights as the white man?’ The Queen promptly agreed and indicated her wish that he be
given full rights. My Grandfather went across to the Continental Hotel and demanded a beer. The
barmaid was startled and refused, as the consumption of alcohol was forbidden to those without a
dog tag of citizenship rights. An aide of the Queen was summoned and confirmed the citizenship
rights of the old man. He sipped his beer with a sense of gratitude—due more to the achievement
than thirst I feel. He was not a big drinker, but the right to drink was a liberty denied by govern-
ment and statute, and like Mannix, he knew rights had to be struggled for and won.

Paddy was a product of his time and his place, and so was Mannix. The crucible of the think-
ing of Mannix can be found in the struggle for Catholic emancipation in British history, in partic-
ular the freedom from discrimination and civil disabilities granted to the Roman Catholics of
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Britain and Ireland in a series of laws during the late 18th and carly 19th centuries.
After the Reformation, Roman Catholics in Britain had been harassed by numerous restrictions.
In Britain, Roman Catholics could not purchase land, hold civil or military offices or scats in Parlia-
ment, inherit property, or practise their religion freely without incurring civil penalties. A Roman
Catholic in Ireland could not vote in Parliamentary elections and could readily be dispossessed of his
land by his nearest Protestant relative. Paddy, had he known this history, would not have

been surprised.

I HE EMANCIPATION ACT OF 1829 admitted Irish and English Roman Catholics to Parliament and to
all but a handful of public offices. With the Universities Tests Act of 1871, which opened the univer-
sities to Roman Catholics, Catholic Emancipation in the United Kingdom was virtually complete.
This was the context that Mannix and many other Irish Australians carried with them.

Mannix saw the value of political mobilisation, public oratory and legislative change being
necessary for the achievement of justice and an end to discrimination and the restriction of liberty
based on scct or race. In all of it, education was a key element, and the right to a quality education
that protected culture and religion was central. Like Aboriginal people, the Trish were treated as a
race. Only for Aboriginal people, the treatment did not become legislated away in 1871.

Instead my grandfather was born into a legislative system that looked at race, at skin colour, as
a marker of freedom. Like the Irish centuries before, my grandfather’s people, all over Australia but
especially in Western Australia, were denied the Common Law human rights of land ownership, of
education, of religious practice, of language, of being able to front a bar and buy a beer with the
moncy from a day’s labour. More than 120 years after the Catholic emancipation, we are still await-
ing full and ungrudging recognition of common law rights, such as the right to maintain land owner-
ship and our native title.

Mannix recognised this, and saw the truth of it. On Social Justice Sunday in 1940, he is quoted
as saying, ‘'We¢ have come here tonight to talk about social justice, or to listen to others talking about
it. L wonder if anyone elsc in the hall who talked and tho  ht of social justice thought that we owed
something in the matter of social justice to the Aborigines of Australia. [ believe in social justice, but
I believe in it all round. T do know that the Aborigines of Australia would be able to furnish a very
strong indictment against the present rulers and inhabit  ts of Australia and those who have gone
before us.’

Fifty ycars later, his words live on in black and white, losing nothing in accuracy, relevance or
timing. But my grandfather thought not in terms of indictment or condemnation or of social justice
or of emancipation. Those concepts fade into abstraction 1d disappear like smoke, out of reach. He
lived his life and judged a person as a person, treating all as cquals, and as good people until proven
otherwisc. There was no bitterness or hatred there, no spark of angrv revolution, surly or real. He
worked in his community with his people, through his law on his lan  to show a way of survival, of
adaptation to events he could not control or change. Bending but not breaking. He was always strong
in his own position, certain of his authenticity, a lawman who followed his bush law and Catholi-
cism, finding a source of spirituality and a rationale for life in both.

Adaptation to change did not mean acquicscence. He did not bow his hecad before force but
looked it in the face, working to find ways in v ch his stories, songs and law could survive, using
his authority in law to ncegotiate constructive resolutions r the problems of massive social change,
dispossession and dislocation.

Much of this was internal, between different social groups moving into places like Broome and
Beagle Bay. As a keeper of songs and ritual practice, as an Archbishop in traditional religion, he
ensured that people in Broome could share in the ceremonies that travelled through that country,
even when their own country was locked away from them by barbed wire and old gates. There are
many stories to be told of those efforts that will have to wait till another time.

I remember many things about my grandfather, and he taught me much that I am still learning
to understand. Much that he said or did, however, wasap  :zle to me, as I was too young, headstrong
and brazen to understand. There were two key periods in my life when I sought his counsel, and
managed to spend enough time with him to absorb some of his wisdom. The first was in the year
before T was ordained. I was wrestling spiritually and personally on the threshold of a commitment
to Holy Orders. Isought a year’s leave, particularly to be with my grandfather and sit and learn from
him to think in the country.

Later, after a time as a priest in Port Keats, when the community was torn apart by grog-
fuelled riots, I came across to Broome to sce hiir  ain, depressed a: ng for
answers to the sense of futility and frustration that was cating at me. I tound him sitting in the
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HL UNENTICING ADVANCE PRESS about
the Australian Opera’s Flving Dutchman
centred on Barrie Kosky., Would he or
wouldn’t he? Was this to be another boo-
and-hiss-attracting, Sydney-hated-it, Mcl-
bournc-loved-it, great-for-the-box-office
production, like Nabucco? In the cvent,
audicncees have remained polite, and other
critics, in relief or disappointment, scem to
have welcomed a soberer Kosky. This is
certainly not an “irresponsible’ or mercely
silly Dutchman, and what it offers is an
interpretation, as distinet from a stunt.
Even so.

The single most consequential element
in the production is the sct. In Wagner's
threc-act version, the one usually played,
Act 1 takes place on ‘part of the Norwegian
coast with steep and rocky cliffs in the
forcground’ and the sct must somchow
accommuodate two sailing ships. Act Il isin
a room in Daland’s house large enough to
housc a spinning chorus, and Act UI throws
the two worlds together, with both ships,
the exterior of the house, and a cliff from
which the heroine can plummet into the
sea. All this, of course, nowadays, is usually
only suggested.

In Sydney, it is largely absent. Midway
betwceen stage floor and proscenium,
designer Michael AR, Anderson hangs a
traditional box set, of the kind used in Ibsen
and company—that drawing room, with
piano and potted palm. This one’s propor-
tions taper towards the back, which pushes
the cffect closer to the expressionists.
Beneath the drawing room is an industrial
workshop, represented by old sewing
machines which must have been a property
assistant’sjoy to disinter. When the Dutch-
man makes his fateful e¢ntrance into
Daland’s housc, a scction of the drawing
room floor and wall rends apart, and from
then on to the end of the evening, dry ice
and lurid light stand in for the world of the
Other. The room, the factory and what is
not the room.

The central character is this interpreta-
tion is not the Dutchman, who is deprived
of a milieuy, and consequently of much
dramatic substance. It is Senta, the well-
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brought up young lady who is obsessed
with the legend of the storm-tossed wan-
derer. This Senta has a terrible time. Not
only is her father ready to sell her to a total
stranger, which is Wagner’s idea, but she is
put to work like a proletarian drudge and
notonce, but twice, hurled to the ground by
Erik, her lover. These arce [presumably)
Kosky’sideas. The contemporary iconology
of the female victim is freely drawn upon.
The chorus gangs up as it to rape her, but
doesn’t [twice). Senta docs a lot of staring
out at the audience, wide-cyed, as if on the
brink of something immeasurable and rather
appalling.

At the samce time, there seems to be
another insistence on Senta as—ah, the
dearold phrase—asocially progressive char-
acter. At the end, she refuses to take a dive.
Wagner’s stage direction reads:

In the glow of the rising sun, the transtig-
ured forms of the Dutchman and Senta,
claspedin each other’'sarms, are seen rising
over the wreck and soaring up into the sky.

Kosky’s Sentalcaps down from the draw-
ing room to the stage floor and, going fur-
ther than Nora when she leaves her doll’s
housce, out of the fictive frame altogether. It
is a fine coup de thedtre, and afine example
of our current helief that the best thing a
character from the past can do is to behave
as if she had all the advantages of the present.

This way of resolving the conflict, com-
bined with the lurid light and the dry ice
and the absence of ships, is to turn the
Dutchman into an option for Senta, an item
in her consciousness, a way out of the
Spinning Chorus. This is an impoverish-
ment. Certainly few would want to sce a
production today which simply underlined
the resemblance between the character and
Yo v :quired a steady sup-
ply of maidens to plunge into the infinite
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of desire

sca of his ego. Yet the text and the music
otffer something more ambiguous and
dramatically promising than that.

Sentais attracted to the Dutchman, not
only because she sees herself in the role of
redeemer, but because she has heroic aspi-
rations; she wants to join him in a world of
profounder being. If he is a demon, she will
be a saint: either is preferable to Daland’s
world of getting and spending. As in later
Wagner, there is the ordinary world and the
world of vision, and the heroic characters
are visionaries. (Well, OK, maybe not
Sicgfried.} But does this world cxist, this
fincer plane? To romantic sensibilities, the
question, however resolved, is not trivial;
the symbolic realm of the sea had a power-
ful imaginative hold over many besides

Wagncer. (W.H. Auden’s The
Enchafed Flood is a book about it.)

NOTHER WAY TO APPROACT the matter
is to listen: the finest passages of the score,
such as the Dutchman’s monologue (‘Die
Frist ist wm’) and his scenc with Senta later
in the same act speak, most have thought
with extraordinary clogquence, of these
possibilities. To treat themas a sickly phan-
tasy, born of oppression, is to ¢liminate
myth and substitute the standard socio-
logical banalitics of our time. [ don’t say it
can’t be questioned orre-interpreted: Tobject
to its being scorned.

There are several other ideas running
around in this production, sometimes
colliding. Pict Mondrian and his theosophi-
cally-influenced designs are drawn upon
for a visual motif and there is some gutf in
the programme about a ‘dynamic contlict/
between this and Wagner's world. The flat
plancs of Mondrian are difficult to recon-
cile with the singers” movement, which
alternated between something akin to
expressionist distortion and good old oper-
atic all-purpose knockabout, particularly
noticeablein Senta’s scenes with Erik. There
was much hcavy-handed over-insistence.
Senta, for example, stared and stared and
stared at a lightbox with the inscrutable
Mondrian motifs.

The Australian Opera and _..llet









Nijinsky’s leap

This is just one of the ways
of imitating music.

How can we do anything valuable

who are tied to meaning?

I leap, I jump, I stay still

on top of the air. Can a musician do that?
I am working on vibrating at the top.
And not coming down.

The men who interview me

at this hospital don’t believe

I am still at the top. They talk to me
only when I come down.

I am definitely here

but I have not come down.

Because I am on top

I will not leap further. They want me
to admit I am a dancer.

Please, I am not a dancer,
[ am the man who drives the poleaxe
and kills the animals.

I could exaggerate

and say that everything smells of blood.
But if everything did smell of blood

we would eat only vegetables.

We are not hardened,

we are not habituated,

we can love animals.

But it is what we have done to animals
(ourselves included)

which has made me mad—

i.e. insane, i.e. in shadow

when I'm out in the sun.

And I see it, see him,
that mask with its shoebrush moustache,
that penis in astrakhan—

Ever since that day

I have been dancing away from him
though I've always known

he owned all the music.

I've had to learn to dance without music.

Now I dance all the time,

without sets, without ballet-master,
without Chopin and Weber,

in my old man’s costume,

my fat body and shrunken legs.

To be with God
you must hear no music.

Your beautiful imitations,

believe in them. In the uterus

it is dark, it is a place of pure sound,
of eternal adjacence. Let no light in
and then you can leap.

Peter Porter

poetry-stained mist of Adair’s brooding is
impressionistic in its representation and
affecting in its poignancy.

What most obviously flaws the book is
what givesititsresidual dramatic shape, its
realism. Two men are shut up together the
night before one is to be hanged. The
dominant time of the novel is real time.
Adair has questions he desperately wants
an answer to, yet—as if in fealty to nothing
but his creator’s lack of confidence with
dialogue—he fumbles them.

Much of the inner action of the book is
in fact taken up with the flashbacks which

constitute his scnse of his past, though
these are as much a matter of epiphanic
‘phrasing’ as the overriding noche oscura of
the present. As with so much even of
Malouf’s finest writing, we dangle some-
where between ahighly adept writing which
refers rather than presents—a kind of
metawriting which resembles creative
criticism not in the manner of Proust but
like a miniaturisation of that effect—and
moments of realisation, poignant in their
pathos, that cannot bear the weight of
emotion that is put on them.

David Malouf’s fiction seems to me to
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be peculiarly burdened because he is intent
on doing things he is not good at. It is like
listening to a light tenor trying to sing
baritone. One consequence of this is that
The Conversations at Curlow Creelk is full
of the kind of summarising link pieces
which might grace a 19th century novel but
what they lead up to are not—generally
speaking—scenes of decisive action or
realisation.

This is one of those novels equipped
with a vulgarly workable plot which exists
affectively in the tesserae of its haunting
moments. The whole of it is drecam-like
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because it is vague though the parts have a
half-comprehended plangency, like the
lumpish translation of a symbolist poem.
This sensc of irresoluteness infects the
atmospherics of the whole book, its half
instantiation of a world where the wail of
the banshee and the black tracker’s sense of
impending doom are cognate. It works too
in the strangely evoked intimacy of two
men who do not touch but who seem
fortuitously to hold cach others’ hearts in
the palm of their hands.

This is not, for what it’s worth, the
long awaited homo-crotic novel people—
rather vulgarly—imagine David Malouf
may onc day write. It is a novel about love,
perhaps a love deeper than eroticism, that
has some affinity with that cpiphany of
the children in the apple garden at the end
of Four Quartets; but somehow that
archetypal Malout apparition—most
articulate, if most fragile, i An Imaginary
Life—is made to consort with a world of
bread and mud and hangman’s rope.

So Conversations at Curlow Creek is
not quite David Malouf’s Kiss of the Spider
Womanin the vicinity of the mystery of the
bush and the ghost of Patrick White,cven if

it docs partake of the fuiblesse that
such strange couplings might
suggest.

OBERT Drssaix’s Nicrir Lirrees might
as well come from nowherce. Dessaix’s first
book, A Mother's Disgrace, was the unusual
autobiography of the man best known as
the presenter of the ABC's Books and
Writing. with the soft purling voice. It
managed to be a brave, unconventional
book, detailing both Dessaix’s quest for his
biological mother as well as dealing with
the madness of his adoptive mother, while
remaining continuous with the persona of
the rarve bird we know and deal with.

Robert Dessaix painted himself as some-
times whimsical to the point of solipsisim,
dandyish in a delicate-flower way but with
agooddeal of toughness behind the lisp, not
least on the subjcct of homosexuality.
Dessaix edited an Oxford Anthology of Gav
and Lesbian Literature a while before, in
which he refused to exclude material
presenting the different faces of homosexual
cxperience which happened to be by writ-
crs who did not label themselves in that
way. It brought to mind the Robert Dessaix
of a few years carlicr still who had written
for the old Age Monthly Review about
multiculturalism with the kind of
penetration that appalled the professionals.

Night Letters comes with the grimmest
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kind of extra-literary context. Everyone in
the literary world has known for some time
that Robert Dessaix is HIV-positive, and
this is indeed the donnée of this fictional-
iscd memoir, in which a figurc with a point-
to-point correspondence to the writerlearns
that he will contract AIDS, tells his part-
ner, and then sets off journcying around
Northern Italy. He travels as the young and
obscessed travel, for the sake of it.

The letters he writes home are presum-
ably addressed to his partner, though a
slightly arch Nabokovian preface says they
have been edited by one Igor Miazmov, a
name in which one smells lower depths, if
not Russian puns further out of reach, from
this former student of that litcrature.

Night Letters takes the form of ajourncey
which may be an analoguc to, or a
postmodern shortcut for Dante’s caminin—
and Dantc is a constantly argucd-with
presence the narrator is reading on his way—
but he is coupled with the Sterne of the
Sentimental Journev who is onc of the
inventors of the modern idea of travel as
cxperience, the ‘trip’ in the existential if
not the ontological sense.

So Night Letters is a kind of brocaded,
meditative travel book, skipping and brood-
ing its way round Venice and Padua et al
but it is also, with a tremendous gaicty and
gravity in tension, a meditation about last
things, not a memento mort |after all, who
could forget it?} not any kind of simple
carpe diem, but a complexly enacted
paradigm of what lifc might mecan, told as a
set of stories, in the shadow of death.

The book contains explicit, formalised
storics as well as the more sprawling story
of its own movement which scerves as an
umbrella for them. If Dante is the great
Presence, wrestled with and, in the light of
the vision of God at the end of the Paradiso,
accepted, Boccacio is the unspoken deity
whose name is not invoked because his
influence is structural and fundamental:
Boccacio whose characters in The
Decameron tell stories in time of plague.

As the narrator travels he listens to
stories from various intcrlocutors who
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might as well be guides across the waters,
psychopomps, call them what you will.
Their stories distract him trom the mere
fact of mortality though they are cvery-
where preoccupied with the blood and pain
and sparkle of the quest for love, generally
imaged through a femalc romancer, some-
times a courtesan and ¢ vays presented
both “fabulously’ and fabulistically. Some
of these storics come from the mouth of one
Professor  Eschenbaum, a  darkly
intellectual German who may be the nar-
rator’s Doppel-ganger and may be some
avatar of Aschenbachin Death and Venice.

Somewhere way at the back of Night
Letters there is an intellectual scaftolding
that is dimly Jungian and ccrrainly
agnostically religious though all of this is
very tricksily and remotely insinuated
through a narrative that is both candid
about its spiritual sceking and extremely
skilled in its own co-ordination.

Night Lerters was cdited by Drusilla
Modijeska, and is in the tradition of The
Orchard {and to alesserdegree Poppy before
it)inthatitexplores the interstices between
fictional and discursive writing with a
marvellous spaciousness and freedom, yet
never makes the experiment (the experi-
cncel seem forced or mechanical.

Thisrcturns us, by necessity, to Steiner’s
original suggestion that it is in the fictional
treatment of non-fictional material that
things are being realised.

This scems to me at once incorrigible
and nearly uscless as a dictum, but it ap-
pears to be true of David Malouf's The
Conversations at Curlow Creek put along-
side Dessaix’s Night Letters. The novel is
by one of the nation’s (and, more controver-
sially, the world’sl morc accomplished writ-
crs, yet it does nothing but imitate forms of
writing it cannot inhabit, nothing ¢xcept
reiterate old themes of the author’s with a
new urgency of futility.

Of course it claims the attention of
anyone with a sharp interest in Australian
writingoradeveloped interestin the success
and failure of David Malouf. There is also
cnough of the ghost of a great book inside it
to repay anyone the effort of enduring its
studied lyricism and half-strangled
dramaturgy and, thercfore, sustain the

interest of the general reader. But
that is a minimal claim.

N CONTRAST, Nicir Liiiies is several
kinds of books at once—an erudite trav-
clogue in the manner of Patrick Leigh-
Fermor, a dramatisedjourncey in the manner
of Bruce Chatwin. It is also, with a quite






poems recognized by critics or pocts or

their authors as ‘significant’ for various

reasons. For Porter, this is the anthologist’s

fatal flaw. Faced with the need to choose,

‘the anthologist might be tempted to fall

back on fame, notoriety, fashion and other
indicators not synonymous with
merit’, he writes grimly.

ORTLR BELILVES THAT his refusal to make
his sclection on ‘historical grounds’ is the
chicet principle which difterentiates him
from the numerous other anthologists of
modern Australian poctry. But what docs
this mean? ‘I have endeavoured to produce
an on-the-spot survey of Australian poctry
over the past fifty years almost as a Martian
dropped suddenly in the midst of Austral-
ian society might do’ {from ‘“The Group’ to
Martian poctry in one move?). The consci-
entious Martian, Porter explains, would go
to the library and read all the relevant
books making his or her (I like that bit,
whatabout‘its’?}selection on what ‘scemed
outstanding’. This metaphoris interesting,
for it highlights Porter’s expatriation, his
dual insider-outsider status. Another para-
doxical move is Porter’s claim that he
chooses what is outstanding ‘whether it
fitted in with my tastes ornot’ {p. 7). Tome,
this is akin to saying ‘I chose what was
good—irrespective of any extrinsic charac-
teristics—but did not rely on my taste to
make that choice’.

In fact, I think Porter’s program (not to
have a program] is a sound one, it simply
cannot be argued as a purc one. Porter’s
desire to avoid polemics is laudable, though
he is not the first Australian anthologist to
avoid being parti pris (as he terms Gray and
Lehmann’s anthology). Vivian Smith is an
example of a passionately non-partisan
anthologist, willing to include poems by
poets who [as anthologists) did not include
his. Porter is certainly not lacking in sclf-
confidence with regard to his mission,
willing to include poems that the poets
themselves would like to disregard, such as
onc by Kevin Hart which was excluded
from Hart's New and Selected Poems of
last yecar. Inevitably, I am reminded of
Porter’s poem, often taken as his apologia,
‘What I Have Written I Have Written',

Of course, numerous anthologists make
the ‘quality’ claim. Gray and Lehmann in
fact make the very same onc in their intro-
duction. However, the proof of the putting
is in the reading. And there is much to
admire in Porter’s collection. Indeed, the
most pedestrian thing about this anthol-
ogy |quite properly) is its introduction.
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Although a numbecr of anthology picces are
chosen (such as McAuley’s ‘Because’ and
John Manifold’s “The Tomb of Lt John
Learmonth, AIF) Porter is truc to his stated
aim of not choosing poems simply for his-
torical reasons. With Judith Wright, for
instance, it is almost a relief not to have
‘Woman to Man’ or ‘South of My Days’
served up again. But then, one must ask,
why ‘Because’ and not those poems? The
significance of poems which have heen
important to carlier anthologists, critics
and readers is that they trace out a figure of
Australian poctry in the past, helping us to
define it today. Porter is not a Martian; no
matter what he intends he cannot pretend
to not know what has been chosen in the
past. This may scem facile, but in any case
Porter disagrees, and so his anthology must
succeed or fail through the force of his
editorial personality, the strength of his
aesthetic judgement. In many cascs this
pays off. Therc are a number of lesser-
known poems which startle and impress
this first-time rcader, such as Laurence
Collinson’s ‘Night and Day’, Alex Skovron’s
‘Sentences’, or Lisa Jacobson’s ‘Flight Path’.
Porter claims that ‘the anthology has
good millennial credentials’, which is to
say he chose poems published in collec-
tions as recently as last ycar. However,
there are some significant late-bloomings
that seem tohave gone unnoticed. Rosemary
Dobson and Vivian Smith are both
represented, but their late work (which
is often strikingly spare and
plangent) is not included.

HE AVOWEDLY MartiaN anthology
invests heavily inwhetherornot the alien’s
personality will illuminate or dominate
the choice of poems. To me, numerous
poems seem notably Porteresque. For
instance (and [ am certainly not complain-
ing about this) there is an emphasis on wit.
This is scen (to choose just a handful] in
poems by Jennifer Strauss, Barry Humphries,
CliveJames, William Grono, Laurie Duggan,
Stephen Edgar, and not one but two excellent
sestinas by Evan Jones, as well as R. A.
Simpson’s satirical bash at the form, ‘All
Friends Together’. This is very fine indeed
(though it is a shame that no spacc was
found for any of John Clarke’s excellent
parodies}. The readiness to include expatri-
ates is also welcome, though Humphries’
‘A Threnody for Patrick White’ must surely
be an instance of extrinsic forces coming
into play. In addition, the Porteresque is

' mn the interest
n music and in the satirical. Added to all of
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thisis the tart, unavoidable agency of death
['Death, you're more successful than
Amcrica’, asJohn Forbes putsit), and tinally
there are perhaps a couple too many poems
featuring cats. All these aspects come
together in Porter’s own ‘“The Sadness of
the Creatures’. But surely Porter was chosen
for this very reason. The anthology is meant
tobreak up previous notions of what modern
Australian verse is through a choice whichis,
if not eccentric, then at least highly personal.

One purposc of an anthology—however
eccentric—is to make connections; and to
make connections previously unscen is
probably the primary strength of the
ceeentricanthology. Given Australia’s ‘New
World’ status (and all the attendant dialec-
tical imagery of Australia as both Edenic
and hellish} there is an emphasis on place
and on the Fall, which produces just such
new connections. The first poem of the
anthology, R. D, FitzGerald’s ‘Eleven Com-
positions: Roadside’, scems a strikingly
apposite expression of the scttler-Austral-
ian’s condition. The poem works through a
contrast between the pastoral landscape
without and the interior landscape within:

having said this much I know and regret
my loss

whose eye falls short of my love for just
this land,

too turned within for the small tlower in
the moss

and birds my father a
hand.

but brought to his

More overt is Lehmann’s ‘The Spring
Forest’” which hegins ‘Each year we get
further away | from the Spring Forest, | the
original text’. The dualism in both pocms
relates to the sense of the inescapable
pressure of Australiaasa place aswell asan
idea, no matter how far pocts should range
in form, content and style. We see this in
the false innocence of William Grono's
evocative ‘The Way We Live Now’, which
distils in under thirty lines something of
Perth which remains current: ‘Yes, we like
it here. I Sometimes the shrewdest of us
find the time, | after gardening, before
television, | sipping beer on enclosed veran-
dahs, | to speculate on the future’. We sec it
too in the traditional figures of place which
inform Peter Skrzynecki’s ‘Wallamumbi’,
which is onc of a number of poems
concerned with the vast changes engen-
dered by settlement; from ‘Seasons of
inheritance and shadows of voices | Haunt
its hills like a recurring drcam’ to ‘Acres he
ploughed became chapters in a book | He




never wrote’. Imagining Australia as ‘the
ungazetted paradise’, Peter Rose asks us to
‘Name me a republic | rousing and ringing
| as a coital cry, | whose vivid flora | no
colonizing nose¢ has penetrated’ (‘Imagin-
ing the Inappropriate’}. In the main, as John
Kinsclla, Philip Hodgins and Anthony Law-
rence demonstrate, the pastoral theme in
modern Australia is more often than not
anti-pastoral. And herc things begin to
connect. The convict wind beneath the
door which FitzGerald traces in “The Wind
at Your Door’ {the sccond poem in the
anthologylis walled-up in the convict-made
bricks of a colonial house in Andrew Sant’s
‘Cover-Up’; it is a necessary condition of
being Australian:

...I'll keep them sealed off, not only for
practical purposcs

but also from better socicety. I think of the
brogue of the Irish

and the witty cockney tale-spinners exiled
in Tasmania

behind the hugely substantial indifference
of distance;

andIam walledin, a keen listener amongst
the dumb bricks, with windows

wide-open to admit the fresh breeze, the
sail-raising westerlics.

.~ ~ HAT THE POEMS in this anthology

show is not simply the worldliness of Aus-
tralian poetry (as if that were ever in real
doubt), but how open windows onto other
times and places ‘admit the fresh breeze’ as
well as their own cover-ups. Amid all this,
Australian pocts are still keen listeners to
their own sealed-off histories ‘blasted | by a
hell-fire that could bake a million bricks’.

One point about cditorial principles to
be addressed is the weighting given to each
poct. Whilst most get two or three pages,
somec (as is right) are given more promi-
nence. Despite being reckoned as first
among cquals in the introduction, Les
Murray does not get the lion’s share in
terms of pages. David Malouf is given the
most space mostly because of the length of
‘The Crab Feast’ (not a poem for those who
don’t like scatood). Second to that is Peter
Rose. In addition to the generation noted
above, there are no pocms by VeraNewsom,
R. F. Brissenden, Dianc Fahey, Vicki
Viidikas, Margaret Scott, Geoffrey Dutton,
tQ, John Foulcher, and Peter Kocan. Still,
118 poctsisaconsiderable number, and one
wonders what a reader wholly unfamiliar
with Australian poetry {a Martian reader
perhaps! would make of all these bight-

A Threshold For My Son

You touch the door now, trembling on its hinge
between vague adolescence and the dark
exciting world an adult stumbles in.

{Those are not monsters: they are only gumtrees,
so take it easy.) You are seventeen

and nothing is mysterious about that,

except that all maturing somehow is

a journey through an unmapped, shadowy park:
black trees, bird-cries, lugubrious pond

but nothing you can firmly recognize.

You do not know what teams you're going to play,
nor even what the local rules may be,

but play you must, at times heroically

and yet on other days just getting by:

having enough of the ball to earn your place.

Today I spied an eagle floating slowly
along the ridge, taking a bird’s-eye-view
of luck below; it hung at ease

on the blue air, and yet was governed by
a fine-tuned observation of the world:

that's the balance to be striven for,
a cool, difficult strategy, defining life
at the high, blue behest of happiness.

Walk tall, dear son.

Go straight ahead in joy
making the grassy landscape all your own.

Chris Wallace-Crabbe

sized chunks of ocuvre. It is certainly a
shame that no biographical notes {such as
those in Susan Lever’s The Oxford Book of
Australian Women’s Verse) were included.

Incvitably, one can quibble with Porter’s
choice about individual poems; why Chris
Wallace-Crabbe's ‘The Fall of the West’
rather than ‘Puck Disembarks’? Why A. D.
Hope’s ‘Hay Fever’ rather than ‘Ascent into
Hell’? But if varicty is what Porter strives
for, then that is what he achieves. In any
case, quibbling over individual poems is to
miss the point about anthologies. We should
not ask too much of anthologies; no single
collection can define for us our national
poetry. Neither are anthologics like
governments, to be elected or thrown out of
office every few years. We need good
anthologies, just as we need good pocts, as
part of a sometimes-harmonious some-
times-discordant commonwealth of letters.
One does not read anthologics for a
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definitive statement about a national lit-
crature, or even for a CAT-scan of the an-
thologist’s literary personality, but for one
more sentence with which to make a little
more scnse of all the other sentences in the
description of what literature is, or what
poetry is, or what Australian poetry is. It is
afallen genre, but then its readers are fallen
subjects. Andso good anthologies arc judged
{pace Larkin) not so much on being true and
kind, but rather on being not untrue or
unkind. We should be thankful that Peter
Porter has undertaken so generously this
thankless task. And despite the anthology’s
insistence on how-we-write-now, perhaps
there is a young person in the future just
waiting to read its slightly-foxed pages

David McCooey’s Artful Histories: Modern
Australian Autobiography (CUP, 1996} was
recently awarded the NSW Premier’s
Literary Award in literary criticism.
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L EIERK ATULLIDYWURILIIY

1. C ass

Inside my father’s shed
I notched and snapped

a hollow cane of glass.
Softened in a yellow flame
transparency became opaque:

a glowing, drooping stalk,
syrup at its golden tip.

I bent and stretched and blew
without inhaling once,
wasting many pipes

until the molten toffee cooled
and hardened into crystal
shapes, and I had breathed

an apparatus, a still of glass.

44

2. The Still

Ingredients were placed by measure
inside the blown globe at left-hand end,
like subjects in a sentence yet to come,

a glass machine whose moving parts

were heat and vapour, flowing left to right,
the way we think words on a page.

The cooling column
was a waist,

a hollow

narrows,

an equals hinge
between two halves
of an equation.

Beyond this bottleneck

the sum or minus distillate squeezed out
in pure and simple form, the right-hand
side of declaration, arrived at

less by magic than by see-through logic:
a wand of glass, a method that worked.
Or didn’t work for reasons that worked.
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Chemistry

3. Water

It turned saltwater into fresh,
removing taste so utterly
that there was nothing,

not even tastelessness,

an absence only, like

the taste of water in the night
inside a mouth that’s warm
and dry and still confused by
sleep,

or like the taste of glass itself,
the zero flavour of the vessels
that we keep our water in,
that give our water shape.

Stand and cool, then add

a pinch of salt for flavour.

I still prefer the drinking water
that we pipe into our homes,
that splashes, stereo,

from faucets when we twist
the volume knobs, that faintly
tastes of river mud and metal,
like the heavy water

that we mostly are ourselves
inside these baggy, greasy
waterproof wineskins,

impure and unclear.



4. Alcohol

Once I thought booze

proof of God:

two carbon atoms

and two common gases,
fermentable from anything at hand.

Why should such simple stuff
work magic in the mind!?

It seemed an obvious gift,

a rain that fell from heaven.
(The rain that falls in heaven.)

Clearer and colder than water,
its icy heat, all distillate, filled
my veins with pickling spirit,
drowned me from the inside out.

Surf’s up, I said at school.
My drinking friends came round.

5. Bromine

Bromine is my favourite

element, period.

Its crimson fumes corrode the corks
and eat the rubber bungs

until the first red-purple drops
gather in the cooling column

like ruby grapes, unpressing
backwards out of wine,

in time-lapse, fast-reversed,

then falling into water

from the glassy neck

as heavy and uncrushable

as mercury, quickcrimson

and semi-solid, sealed safely,
unexplosively, beneath the surface
of the clearer lighter fluid.

6. Ether

The recipe for cooking ether
I've forgotten. One level tablespoon
of concentrated nitric acid
plus heaped teaspoonfuls

of poisonous powders.

The names are gone;

from that short night

I remember only this:

drops of ether gathering

at the distal ice-cooled tip
like tears, like even clearer
moonshine, swelling till
detachment weight,

then falling, falling, gone;
vanished into dreamy vapour
before they hit the bench
under which I slept.

7. Acid

There is a big name acid,
hydrofluoric, which eats glass.
For my last trick I distilled

that high and mighty octane,
standing just outside the shed,
in safety goggles made of plastic,
holding nothing but my breath,
as fumes swirled in the belly

of the flask, like juices

digesting their own stomuach,

Can a sentence, having moved

from left to right, move

right to left again, taking back

its meaning without trace!?

If so, the constant tug of form

and content comes to this:

style turning on substance,

my cut glass snake swallowing its tail,
self absorbed, erasing all it ever was.
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wo imacrs. In the first, Christ en-
counters a woman caught in adultery by
people who do not wish her well, or him.
Challenged as to whether they should go by
the book and stone her to death, he first
says nothing and writes on the dusty carth,
then checkmates them with a challenge,
then writes in the dust again. In the second,
moments before the endof the Divine Com-
edy, Dante says that he has seen “all things
bound in a single book by love/ of which
creation is the scateered leaves.”

These images might be the terminals
between which all reading runs. The tirst
represents an absolutely private negotia-
tion. Preachers and other pious conjectur-
ers have guessed at what Christ wrote, but
nobody knows. Writer and reader arc iden-
tical, there; the matter is arcane, perhaps
runic, but still, somchow, formidable. By
contrast, Dante’s vision, though singular, is
of the cosmos, and the cosmos in its coher-
ence. He is mediating something not only
public but universal—and better still,

benign.

Our own reading may eschew the reli-
gious, but it will certainly move up and
down a scale between the two conditions.
To open a private letter, especially one of
any conscquence, is to draw near to the one:
to imagine onesclf a newsrcader on televi-
sion is to approximate the other. We adapt to
the gradations between these extremes with
varying degrees of skill, some of which is all
but instinctive, some cued-in by social
instruction, some learned, if at all, only
through alifetime’s paticnce, discipline, and
mustered passion.

1 tell my students that if they cannot
rcad slowly they cannot read, and only time
will show whether they believe this. About
some tasks, they should of course ignore it,
as in the reading of strecet directories or the
consulting of Hansard, where speed is not
only tolerable but landable. And as Alberto
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Manguel reminds us in his spry, clegant
and lcarned volume, the whole writing
affair may have begun in equally pragmatic
circumstances. Incised, then baked, clay
could carry the good word about a dozen
goats or a rack of wine-jars, and none of this
pointed towards meditation or lyric
eloquence.

But Mangucl would never have begun
his book if clay had the last word. He writes
as someone for whom reading has obvi-
ously heen, in more than onc sense, an
engagement—Dboth challenge and reward.
Wittgenstein thought that a form of lan-
guage is a form of lite, and onc ‘form’ of
language is the life-form of reading—hence
the point of being prepared to do it slowly.
A History of Reading has on its jacket a
reproduction of Gustav Adolph Hennig's
‘Reading Girl’ (c. 1828], and a hundred and
sixty-cight years later she is still intent on
the book in her hands, her whole figure
both serence and braced, a donor and recipi-
ent of meaning. Dante would have under-
stood her immediately.

There are plenty of studies of books,
their readers and their readings; indeced, the
gigantesque and frequently pathological
discipline of literary studices is, and always
has been, just that. Manguel is not much
interested, here at least, in cither literary
criticism or literary theory. He is part-
archaeologist, part-anthropologist, a ‘reader’
of reading, whetheritisbedded down firmly
in an historical moment—Augustine in a
gardenin Milan, in August AD 386; Anthony
Comstock founding the Socicty for the Sup-
pressionof Vicein New Yorkin 1872—oris
rippling as though timelessly through the
ages. No single page of his book would have
been possible without wide and intelligent
scanning of carlier writings, but very rarcly
did I feel that things were being laboured.
An Irish proverb claims, ‘A rambling bee
brings home the honey’, and Mair | | has
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“ound in the labyrinth

done his home-made hive proud.

A History of Reading is divided into
twenty-two chapters, the first of which is
autobiographical, and the last a playful
adumbration of what an in-principle inter-
minable Complete History of reading would
be like. Some of the chapters have
unsurprising topics: ‘Learning to Read’, ‘Be-
ing Read To’, “The Shape of the Book’. Some
bid for a different attention: ‘Reading Shad-
ows’, ‘Ordaincers of the Universe’, ‘Stealing
Books’, ‘Forbidden Reading’. Dryden, cocky
as cver, remarked of Chaucer thathe was ‘a
rough diamond; and must be polished cre
he shines’: Manguel is adept at taking the
rough diamonds of the rcading experience
and bringing out their shining planes.

The book shows throughout the work-
ing of a strong and interested mind which
can close with its materials in a varicety of
ways. Here, for instance, are two passages,
the first from ‘The Shape of the Book,’ the
sccond from ‘“The Book of Memory’.

In the mid-1980s, an international group of
North American archeologists excavating
the huge Dakhleh Oasis in the Saharatound,
in the corner of a single-storey addition to
a fourth-century house, two complete
hooks. One was an carly manuscript of
three political essays by the Athenian
philosopher Isocrates; the other was a four-
year record of the financial transactions of
alocal estate steward. This accounts book
is the carliest complete example we have of
a codex, or bound volume, and it is much
like our paperbacks except for the fact that
it is made not of paper but of wood. Each
wooden leaf, five by thirteen inches and
one-sixteenth inch thick,is bored with four
holes on the lett side, to be bound with a
cord in cight-leaved signatures. Since the
accounts book was used over a span of four
years, it had to be ‘robust, portable, casy to
usc, and durable.” That anonymous read-
er’s requirements persist, with slight
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Sore At Heart

Knowing that the name of the god reversed
(none of your glib palindromes)

is also the state of heart and loins
when jokes and hope go out the window,

we nevertheless honour this of all
equivocating deities because

he/she shows how and why
we once were tempted to break cover

from nescience to toxic knowledge,
our need to suffer implicit

and each way forward a dark avenue,
blood in a basin for fiends to lap.

The homage, of course, is obvious
if tenebrous: how else and under
which other auspices could agape
become seriously a working love?

least two months working on his delivery
and gestures ... But, as one of his biogra-
phers notes, ‘he did not act out the scenes,
but suggest them, evoke them, intimate
them. Heremained areader, in other words,
and not an actor. No mannerisms. No arti-
fice. No atfectations. Somcehow he created
his startling cffects by an economy of means
which was unique to himself, so itis truly
as if the novels themselves spoke through
him.” After the reading, he never acknowl-
edged the applause. He would bow, leave
the stage and change his clothes, which
would be drenched with sweat.

The always-formidable Hobbes says in
Leviathan,'As men abound in copiousness
of language, so they become more wise, or
more mad than ordinary.” 1 fear that he is
right, and something of the same might be
said of the copiousness of books them-
selves: it is a thoroughly superstitious
notion that the more one has read the more
insightful one will be. Manguecl too is aware
that anything so all-too-human as rcading
is likely to have its funny side. He quotes
Samuecl Butler’s reference to one William
Sefton Moorhouse who ‘imagined he was
being converted to Christianity by reading
Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, which
R W - .

Jof Keligion] on the recomimendation of a
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Peter Porter

fricnd. But it puzzled him a good deal.” The
Anatomy of Melancholy must have puzzled
almost everybody who everreadit, whether
or not they grasped what it is about; God
knows what Moorhouse could cling to,
tossed on its wild scas.

Of reading in general, 1 like three of
Auden’s sayings. ‘As readers, most of us, to
some degree, are like those urchins who
pencil moustaches on the faces of girls in
advertisements’; ‘Pleasure is by no means
aninfallible critical guide, butitis the least
fallible’; ‘“There are people who are too
intelligent to become authors, but they do
notbecome critics’. Manguel would, I think,
agree with each of these, even the third, for
allits contemporary smack of Jese-majestc.
He is not out of touch with the tragic, as is
illustrated by a photograph of the burning
of the books in Berlin on the 10th of May,
1933, that piecc of firc-worship which was
also spiritual self-immolation. But the tone
of much of the History is caught in another
photo, in which the cighty-ycar-old Colette
is displayed on the ‘bed-raft’ where she read
and wrote, this time with a birthday cake
which scems tobeentirely aflame. Handling
time, handling food, and handling light—
not bad, in a history of reading.

St ~ s 7 aPcrsonal Chair at the
university of Melbourne.









worried about the gap between what he saw
and what ended up in the newspapers. At
Truth he literally invented a story about a
train-dwelling pervert to fill a last minute
hole on page one, but then in England when
hecoveredavisiting Australian rugby league
tour, he saw players pick fights in pubs and
pay prostitutes to perform oral sex in front

of teammates, but he filed not a

word about this.
AFTER GRANTA'S NEWS ISSUE, Stuart

Littlemore’s memoir, The Media and Me,
is a disappointment. The Sydney QC has
madc a significant, often stylish, contribu-
tion to improving news media standards
since his program began in 1989, exposing
plagiarism, uncthical behaviour, conflicts
of interest (for both journalist and proprie-
tor] and impoverished journalistic
imagination.

Thereislittle doubt that the news media
needs a watchdog just as much as the news
media itself should be a watchdog on
government and other powerful institu-
tions. It is fair to say that many journalists
have shown themselves to be thin-skinned
in their reactions to Littlemore. Whatever
flaws there may be in his approach and the
program’s method, the news media and its
audicnce would be worsce off without him.
I thought that Littlemore, freed from the
15-minute Media Watch format, would have
used a book to work out a comprchensive
consideration of the news media, with
detailed proposals for overcoming its flaws.

But the first 12 chapters comprise recol-
lections of his carlier career as a journalist.
Only the final two chapters describe his
program’s operation and an overview of the
problems besetting the Australian media.
This is the strongest section of the book.
The weighting between memoir and analy-
sis should have been reversed. For example,
Littlemore raises important issues facing
the news media:

eWhat are the cthics of journalism? Will

we cver have enforceable rights to truthful
information, or balance, or fairness?

eWhat confidence can we have in the

honesty or objectivity of mass media
reporting when it concerns the commer-
cial activities of its tycoon owners?

eHas the time not come for legislative

regulation of the mass media?

olf not by legislation, how can we make

those media accountable?

He is clearly well-placed to chew these
important questions over, but his answers,
while interesting, are too sketchy to be
really valuable.

Recently Littlemore hasbeen
on the media circuit promoting
his book. Interviewed by H.G.
Nelson and ‘Rampaging’ Roy
Slaven on their ABC TV program
Club Buggery, he admitted he
had written the book injust over
three days, and grinned—the
only word for it—superciliously.

What are readers supposed to
make of that? That he is a latter-
day Renaissance man, dashing
off nota sonnet before lunch but
an entire book in three days?
That the whole grubby enter-
prise is somehow bencath him?

Littlemore told Roy and H.G.
that at one publication a sub-
editorhad been assigned tocomb
through The Media and Me
looking for literals and had found
nine. (On page 49, for example,
Littlemore presumably meant
to describe a factory as
unprepossessing when he wrote
‘unpreprocessing’.] Littlemore
loftily assured them that there
had not been a book printed that
was 100 per cent free of errors.
True, but what is Media Watch’s
meat and drink? Combing
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through the Illawarra Mercury
and holding their typos up for
ridicule on Monday nights.
He complained that reviewers had
focused on him rather than his book. Okay,
let’s look at the book, even if it appears to
have held the author’s attention for only
three days. The blurb touts Littlemore’s
memoir as engaging and amusing, but,
whereas Knightley’s extractin Granta fairly
crackles with sharp, illuminating stories
about journalism, Littlemore musters only
a handful of moments that truly engage or
amuse—and in five times the space.
Could this be because Knightley has
more to write about? After all, he is a
respected investigative reporter, dual
winner of the British Press Awards’ journal-
ist of the year; he is an author, known for
his work on Kim Philby, and his landmark
study of war correspondents, The First Casu-
alty. Littlemore enjoyed some success at
the BBC and ABC, particularly on the pio-
necring current affairs program, This Day
Tonight, butisbest known for Media Watch.
Knightley’s career has been more distin-
guished, yet this is not the core reason for
the qualitative difference beween their
memoirs. Knightley’s account in Granta
ends well before his big scoops in the '60s

VOLUME 6 NUMBER 8

and '70s. No, the disparity lies in the way
they write about theirlives. Knightleynever
forgets he is a story teller; Littlemore never
lets the reader forget he is an opinion giver.
It goes back to that deceptively simple
writer’s dictum: show the readers, don’t
tell them. Where Knightley’s piece exem-
plifics George Orwell’s notion that ‘good
prose is like a window pane’, Littlemore
needs a burst of Windex and clbow grease.

One reviewer has labelled Littlemore
egocentric, but he told Roy and H.G. he
rather thought this was unavoidable in an
autobiography.

The word that keeps surfacing in The
Media and Me is ‘smartarse’. On at least
four occasions Littlemore recounts stunts
he pulled or one-liners he got off at some-
body’s cxpense, and comments he has
always been a smartarse. He keeps bowling
it up. Still, I suppose a real smartarsec would
believe it was smart to be a smartarse. I
mean, he’d know better than the rest of ne
wouldn’t he?

Matthew Ricketson is a senior lecturer in

journalism at Royal Melbourne Institute of
Technology.
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the British to stop them head hunting? It was the core of their life—
their religion. As the ban continued, life ran down, the population
dropped to half, fertility rates to half. They started moving in
groups from island to island, turning up as refugees. So: is eating
people wrong? Always wrong?

Barker moves Rivers in and out of these two worlds—theirs and
ours—both death cultures, devoted to the more or less ritualised
murder of the ‘other’, or the enemy. (Incidentally, you can see
Rivers’ ethnographic collections in the Pitt Rivers museum in
Oxford; with its rows of shrunken, blackened heads, weapons etc.
Primitive, I suppose, like World War I.

Rivers’ shell-shocked patients all feel shame; feel like failures.
They sense they are running away, from the enemy; but, and more
important, letting their friends, their bonded comrades down. Not
the Allied victory, or the people at home—sod them—but their
comrades, their tribe. And many didn’t hate the Boche—Lord
Northcliffe and Lloyd George could look after that. But Rivers
wasn’t pushing at an open door—they were afraid to go back and
face death, or worse. The past horrors were too great to be borne
consciously. So,they couldn’t speak (Prior), or walk, or see or eat.

For example, Burns. He'd been thrown into the air by the
explosion of a shell and had landed, head first, on a German corpse,
whose gas-filled belly had ruptured on impact. Before Burns lost
consciousness, he’d had time to realise that what filled his nose and
mouth was decomposing flesh. Now, whenever he tried to eat, that
taste and smell recurred. Nightly, he relived the experience, and
from every nightmare he awoke vomiting. He hardly looked like a
human being at all. His suffering was without purpose or dignity,
and Rivers knew exactly what Burns meant when he said it was a
joke.

Sassoon and Owen were homosexuals, Prior a bi-sexual, and as
Rivers’ psychiatric duels, with Sassoon and especially with Prior,
continue, during their treatments, he starts to question his own
deeply-buried sexuality, question its orientation. Bruce Ruxton
might find all this a bit bewildering, especially as Sassoon won the
MC, and Owen the posthumous award of the same decoration—
‘gallantry in capturing an enemy machine gun and inflicting con-
siderable losses on the enemy at the battle of Joncourt’. That gentle,
beautiful poct. Yet they both hated and repudiated the whole thing.
So did Prior. So why did they go on?

Prior, the unsentimental loner, who loves only a munitions girl
and, eventually, Rivers, writes in his diary, near the end of the
novel: ‘I'was offered a job at the Ministry of Munitions and I turned
it down, and said if I was sent back to France ... I shall sit in a dug-
out and look back to this afternoon, and I shall think, ‘You bloody
fool.”

‘Well, here Iam in what passes for a dug-out. And Ilook around
me at all these faces and all  can think is: What an utter bloody fool
I would have been not to come back.’

It was that which Hitler and Mussolini referred to as the
Comradeship of the Trenches; to Brudershaft and Kameradshaft. It
goes way beyond a mutual congratulation society, should not be
denied or derided, for then it can rise to haunt its society. The war
need not have been just, nor did you need to think so at the time.
It is like those who bond to a Party or Church or nation, to which
they stick, no matter how wrong they know it is, or futile its
endeavours.

Barker uses Prior to introduce us to the women—mainly work-
ing class. The prurient, man-hating mothers, and confused semi-
oppressed daughters. The promiscuity, the woeful state of so many
marriages, wives secretly hoping the old man wouldn’t come back.

The drunks, the wife beaters, the bores. Not Merrie England here.
The febrile homosexual world in which Prior moves and takes
payment, in between his munitions girl and one-night stands, is
alive and well on the home front.

The younger soldiers felt betrayed, I think, by the women. Their
mothers, sisters, girl friends should have stopped it—talked them
out of it—not encouraged them to join up. What is a mother for?
And the older men over military age, fathers etc, positively exalted
init. As did the old bastards of generals, and politicians. In Europe,
the Nazis and Fascists offered the young revenge, against all of
these, and those who'd kept out and profited, and the left who
mocked their sacrifices. Not entirely surprising.

British novelists and some psychiatrists raised these suspicions
of the double whammy—the gender betrayal, and the tribal elders’
revenge against the young males.

But meantime, as Prior said, those who still lived to keep
fighting were in cowed subjection to the ghosts of friends who died.
There were ghosts everywhere. Even the living were only ghosts in
the making. Oscar Wilde did say that man kills the thing he loves:
no doubt, many do, but many more kill those they hate. And hate
soastokill with aclear conscience. But most men from 1914 on kill
those whom they neither love, nor hate, nor even know. World
War I was perhaps the first European-wide exercise by killing
machines on automatic pilot, which consumed a whole generation.
While the band played on.

This trilogy is about the Western Front, but recently I fished out
a book on the Eastern Front. The Brusilov offensive of 1916.
Remember that? A brilliant Russian success—but eventually fail-
ing through losses, and exhaustion of the troops. Each side lost
more than a million men. Chicken feed? Take the German’s
Gorlice Tarnow breakthrough in 1915, which cost the Russians
two million casualtics. That’s better. The Austrians lost 350,000 in
one early battle, while Russian losses at Tannenberg and the
Masurian Lakes were, and still are everyone’s guess. And their
bands played on.

And what ever happened to the Russian, Austrian, even Ger-
man equivalents of Burns, and Rivers’ other patients? Did they
somehow make it back home, to resume ‘normal life’ in society?
‘Society?’, I hear Prior ask.

Perhaps they were just put away somewhere, as they were in
Rivers’ hospital. Beyond recall. Wilfred Owen, in the second stanza
of Mental Cases, wrote:

—These arc men whose minds the Dead have ravished.
Memory fingers in their hair of murders,
Multitudinous murders they once witnessed.

Wading sloughs of flesh these helpless wander,
Treading blood from lungs that had loved laughter.
Always they must sce these things and hear them,
Batter of guns and shatter of flying muscles,

Carnage incomparable, and human squander,

Rucked too thick for these men’s extrication.

Finally:
—Thus their hands are plucking at each other;
Picking at the rope-knouts of their scourging;
Snatching after us who smote them, brother,

Pawing us who dealt them war and madness.

Max Teichmann is a freelance writer and reviewer.
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Caretaker in 1991 before beginning a
substantial rclationship with the Sydney
Theatre Company the following year in
another Pinter play, The Homecoming. His
STC association continued over the next
couple of years, with Angels in America
and Titus Andronicus in 1993 and The
Crucible as well as Sweet Phoebe in 1994
and 1995 (opposite Blanchett). In his time
off from the STC, Moody has appearcd in
most of the television soap operas and sev-
eral films, and in plays for other
Sydney theare companies.

ELBOURNE-BASED Tammy McCarthy
was also lucky enough {and good enough) to
go straight into mainstream theatre from
drama school. The year after graduating
from the Victorian College of the Arts in
1990 (prior to which she studied academic
drama with distinction at the University of
New England) McCarthy appeared in the
Melbourne Theatre Company’s production
of Katherine Thomson's Diving for Pearls
{in the hauntingly memorable role of the
retarded daughter Verge) and Bill Garner's
Sunday Lunch. She has since had several
turther engagements with the MTC (in-
cluding Coward’s Private Lives earlier this
year) and a year with the Bell Shakespeare
Company {1993, during which she played
Ophelia and some bit parts on a quasi-
national tour}. She has also been in all three
of the remarkably successtul scries of plays
by Michael Gurr for Playbox, most recently
Jerusaleni; and she is about to take over
Helen Buday’s role for the MTC regional
tour of David Hare's Skylight.

Likce most of our smartest and brightest
young actors, McCarthy has also had her
share of TV guest roles, as well as a horrific
appearance in once of the Transport Acci-
dent Commission’s advertisements. How-
ever, shehasalso been canny enough to mix
her salaried work for the major subsidised
companies with some interesting co-opera-
tive fringe theatre productions. These have
included plays by cult playwright Sam
Scjavka at the Universal (the seamy drug-
culture piece In Angel Gear being one), a
couple of La Mama gigs and Margaret Kirby's
play about the ordainment of Anglican
women priests, My Bodv, My Blood, at St
Paul’s Cathedral in Melbourne in 1994, Her
CVisthuslongonvariety and on roles upon
which to hone the skills of her craft.

However, it hardly needs saying that for
every Blanchett, McCarthy or Moody—
those who break into mainstream salaried
work at an early stage of their carcers—
there are dozens each year whose names

never get into the papers and who rarely get
to bank a salary cheque drawn on a theatre
company’s account.

AsDavid Tredinnick, one of the up-and-
coming young actors to whom [ spoke
recently, told me: a share of the box-office
in most fringe shows will get you a beer and
a pizza and not much more. Tredinnick’s is
one of the classic stories of the selt-made
actor who worked his way up from the
fringe to the mainstream.

He began ‘a slow arts degree’ at
Melbourne University in 1984, but soon
became involved with Instant Theatre, a
group of teacher trainees who were more
interested in performing than teaching. In
1987, hejoined Robert Chuter’s Performing
Arts Projects, a definitive Mcelbourne fringe
theatre company then working at La Mama,
to act in productions of new work like The
Musicof Orpheus and Restoring the Portrait
of Dorian Gray.

A scries of Sam Sejavka plays for P.A.D.
followed (like The Hive, In Angel Gear and
Mammothrept, for which he was nominated
for a Green Room best actor awardin 1991).
His actual vocational training was thus a
mixture of theatre in education and on-site
work-experience by night, while keeping a
day-jobin the RMIT bookshop. Tredinnick’s
big breakthrough came in 1993 when he
was cast in Neil Armfield’s MTC produc-
tion of Angels in America—DPart One. ‘et
really spoilt’, he said of the experience, ‘to
work on such a great play with a great cast
and director in my first professional
production.’

His success in Angels might have heen
asurprise to Tredinnick, but it wasn’t to his
peers and critics: he won the Green Room
Award for Best Actor for his performance as
Prior Walter that year. Early the following
year, he got a part in a Playbox play
{Disturbing the Dust); this prompted him
to quit his day-job and become a full-time
actor. He has scarcely been idle since,
although he hasalso cleverly kept his carcer
rolling along by blending co-op fringe work
with properly-paid work for the major sub-
sidised companies. His most recent part
was in Playbox’s Strangers in the Night,
whilc forthcoming gigs include a return to
La Mama and then another MTC show,
Dealer’s Choice, in November.

Onc of Tredinnick’s colleagues in Deal-
er’s Choice will be Marco Chiappi, whose
carcer has taken a different path again.
Australian born, Chiappi migrated to Scot-
land with his family when he was a young
boy and after taking his Alevelsin the UK.,
he trained as an actor at the Central School
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of Speechand Dramain London, from which
he graduated in 1985. He decided to return
to Australia in 1988 for a holiday in a
warmer climate—only toland his firstacting
job with Zootango in Hobart in the winter
of 1989! He won his first mainland roles in
The Merchant of Venice and Hamlet for the
Bell Shakespeare Company’sinaugural tour
in 1991.

Chiappi backed up for another Bell tour
in 1992 and has been busy in mainstrcam
theatre ever since, although he too has done
the odd fringe show to keep body, soul and
craft together. His performance in once of
Chamelecon Theatre’s short plays at La
Mama in 1994 was especially memorable
and he has just moved from a superbly
diffecrentiated pair of contrasting roles in
Michael Gurr’s Jerusalem for Playbox to
play the hapless Don Antonio in the MTC’s
production of The Rover.

Like many of the young breed of actors,
Chiappi is not entirely comfortable doing
screen work; “it’s the apparatus behind the
camera that’s so intimidating’ he told me.
Tredinnick agreed; his five weeks recently
spent filming Life, the feature film version
of a play by Melbourne writer John
Brumpton, ‘was an absolute joy but a rare
experience in that branch of the industry.
Usually, when you've done your final scene
aftera week [as an actor], they want you out
of there ASADP. They’re onsuch tight sched-
ules.” He once did a film in which he had to
stand for ages with a lizard on his shoulder;

‘T had no idca why; T was ncver
given a context.’

OTH OF THLSE ACTORs vehemently
affirmed a preference for stage work, ¢spe-
ciatly new work in which the actor is an
important co-originator {along with the
writer and director) in getting the matcrial
up on the rehearsal-room tloor (as Chiappi
said). Both also acknowledged the invalu-
able leadership roles provided by their
senior colleagues; ‘1 stand in awe of [actors
like] Monica Maughan and Bob Hornery’,
said Tredinnick. ‘You learn so much from
those dudes.’

Both also said that—unlike their coun-
terparts of my generation, most of whom
wanted to play Hamlet before they were too
old and Lear when they were old enough,
preferably abroad—they were happy enough
just to ‘stay around’ and ‘keep getting work’
on the Australian stage, ‘as longasitlasts

Geoffrey Milne teaches theatre and drama

in the School of Arts and Mcedia at La Trobe
University.
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