











of representative sanctity. Freshness, authenticity, dewy being—
these we are promised, though admittedly it can be hard work
in Australia, where political discourse often reminds me of a
line from Raymond Chandler—'We looked at each other with
the clear, innocent eyes of a couple of used-car
salesmen.” And sometimes what we are offered has
a couple of mingled airs, the one frank, the other
brutal. Mentioning death to a civic official who,
briefly, stood in his way, Julius Casar said, ‘Surcly
you know, young man, that it is more unpleasant for
me to say this than to do it.” At lcast the reck of
brimstone is clear there—and no stranger to various
Australian commercial and political figures.

Wec have an appetite for the genuine, though its
solicitations can take some comic torms. Many years
ago I stood outside two shops in the township upon
which Proust modelled some of Remembrance of
Things Past. Onc of these advertised that it offered
‘the genuine madeleine,’ the tea-cake whose infusion released
so great a train of memorices: the other shop said that it had ‘the
real genuine madeleine.” These shops have, as it were, outlets
in every continent, with bigger things than cake at issuc.

No Proust mysclt, T like the notion that milicux, socicties
and lives can be summoned up by something as modest, and
incessant, as our scenting capacity. There 1s more than charm
involved here, attractive though that is. T have no doubt that it
is possible for most of us to be a good deal more able at
imaginative and moral discernment than we seem to be. The
pressurcs towards stupefaction in these arecas arc very
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considerable, harangued, cajoled and harried as we frequently

arc: there are billions of dollars to be made from psychic anosmia,

and nobody need cut a nose off to induce it.

But in spite of all the oafishness, cold-cyed manipulation,
and incensc to the great god Sloth, remarkable things
do happen—random association turned to reveric,
and that to artistic formulation, and that to shared
illumination, for instance. Once of the reasons the
arts matter is on account of their ability to distil, at
least for a while, some of the testing of life’s air
which, as long as wce are not quite brutalised, is part
of our moral pleasure. At a humbler level, but in the
end a more important ong, the lives of many look as
it they have mastercd a homely version of the
perfumer’s art, which calls for discerning blending
in the midst of intricacy. Part learned, part intuited,
their behaviour is good for the rest of us.

Every smell, agreeable, disagreeable or mercly
puzzling, argues against solipsism. We have it at all only because
we treat the air to some degree, and it always points us outwards,
if only beyond the nose’s peninsula to the body’s continent. It
is a strange thing that the cucalyptus can, like some golden
bough, carry me back to early childhood, that lost continent.
But then it is strange to be thinking of time at all, as many
have found. Or of the self. Or of the world. A happy Christimae
to you, whether or not you do.

Peter Steele sy has a Pcrsonal Chair at the University of
Mclbourne.
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JAIMIEDd AT KIFruN

A Scant Christmas on Bougai wille
S THE UNARMED TRUCE-MONITORING SOLDIERS, mainly from

Australia and New Zealand, move into Bougainville, reports
are not reassuring. Francis Ona, self-elected father of the nation’
of Bougainville, has refused in the past to attend peace confer-
ences or ratify agreements made by colleagues in the Bougain-
ville Interim Government (BIG), notably his Vice-President,
Joseph Kabui, or his military commander of the Bougainville
Revolutionary Army (BRAJ, Sam Kauona. Now Ona has refused
to recognise the recent truce process agreed on at Burnham, NZ.
Ona’s latest statement (November 25) warned both Aus-
tralian and New Zealand troops ‘to stay off’ Bougainville as
their safety ‘could not be guaranteed’. Australia is obviously
not ‘neutral’ because it has ‘fuelled’ the PNG Defence Force
and even New Zealand has ‘provided pilots to fly the Australian
supplied Troquois helicopters’. So, not ‘neutral’ either. A ‘genu-
inely neutral monitoring group’ is needed and a referendum on
secession must be held. Otherwise there is ‘no alternative but to
return to armed struggle. T hereby appeal to all Bougainvilleans to
stand firm, the battle for independence is not yet over’ he said.
This document has the ring of certain Australian advisors
who see the Bougainville war ‘as a class struggle against
capitalists’ in which villagers arc expendable. They fear that
Kabui and Kauona may compromise the ultimate goal. As some
BIG-BRA leaders arc now openly exasperated with Ona and

accept that the UN will not intervene nor Port Moresby soon
collapse through attrition, therc is the possibility of fighting
between the two groups, especially if Ona’s supporters attack
the monitoring force. However, the chance of civil war among
Bougainvilleans on a different scale will loom when concern
with the peace process gives way to outcomes. The morce
conciliatory members of the BIG/BRA have not given up on
self-determination, which, according to Kabui, ‘is an issue which
must remain the property of the people of Bougainville’. He
believes that the mechanism has been putin place in Burnham’
and no doubt he was not discouraged from thinking so. At home,
sacred blood has been shed for it. But Port Moresby will not
yicld on this point although it will have to, T believe, on the
issue of special status. Even if Bougainville qualified on
international criteria for self-determination—and that is
extremely doubtful—such an act could have no legitimacy until
complete disarmament and a return to socio-economic
normality occurred. That is probably ten years off. Kabui and
Kauona will hardly wait that long—and certainly not Ona.

The diplomats from the land of the long white cloud started
something worthwhile at Burnham but only a stargazer from
cloud cuckoo-land would predict an easy outcome.

James Griffin is Emeritus Professor of History, University of PNG.
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CariTAL LETTER

A
JACK WATERFORD

He GOVERNOR-GENERAL, Sir William
Deane, is doing the Government some damage
at the moment. But it’s not so much that he’s provoking them, or
that he has a partisan tone. Indeed he is saying much the same as
he always has, things that when first said caused the Government
no offence whatever. It is just that his repeating himself is serving
to underline how much the Government has moved, how illiberal
it is becoming about any form of dissent, and how much that
illiberalism i1s hurting the Liberal Party in its own constituencics.

Sir William decided consciously, from the start, that he would
use the prestige of his office to lend some non-partisan support to
the process of Aboriginal reconciliation. And he wanted to serve as
a bit of a nag about the problems of disadvantaged Australians.

That’s not nccessarily such a radical role for a Governor-
General, oreven for the sort of figurchead President that most of the
politicians claim to want. There are more things that unite
Australians than divide them. But the ferocious style of the way so
much politics is fought in Australia can tend to mask that fact. A
head of state represents his/her country not only to the world but
back to its citizens.

Hitherto, however, most Governors-General have played it
pretty safe. Their homilies have been focused on our glorious dead,
our bad grammar, or uncontroversial issues about the environment.
Bill Hayden advanced some not entirely safe ideas—for example
about press standards or euthanasia—Dbut within controllable
boundaries. The plight of the disadvantaged and the dispossessed,
the group for whosc interests Sir William has spoken with some
persuasive dignity, is inherently less controllable, even when he
has carcfully eschewed any comment which might lend support to
one party or the other. And he has been careful to enter no new
arcnas on which battle has been joined.

The problem is, however, is that the ground he chose has
become a part of the sandpit. It has because the politicians, John
Howard particularly, shifted. Howard shifted not only by practical
actions which reduced funding and alicnated Aboriginal lcaderships,
but by making it perfcctly clear that this was conscious policy.

Howard would, of course, say that he has quarantined some
arcas—including health and education and the reconciliation proc-
css—firom any cutback or withdrawal, but his achicvements in any
arca he nominates are difficult to point to, and any number of his
actions, whether in relation to stolen children, the Government’s
handling of the reconciliation convention, or the re-appointment of
reconciliation commissioner, Patrick Dodson, and, of course, Wik,
sends out an entirely different message.

It is perfectly possible that if ever there were an clection
actually conducted on the question of Government policy towards
Aborigines, Howard would be returned. T wouldn't get too passion-
ate about Labor’s credentials in the arca anyway. But of course, any
such clection called on such a pretext would quickly become one
focused on more mundane concerns. Remember 19877 Ostensibly
it was a double dissolution focused on the Australia Card
concept not mentioned in the campaign at all, luckily for Labor.

But cven assuming that Howard is still right in his calculations
that there are new votes to be gained in ploughing some continuing
resentments in battler Australia against Aborigines and the
unemployed, the question of what are the core ideas and ideals of

a

Howard on the back foot

aHoward Government remain. Howard has achieved, or gone as far
as he dares to go, with most of the idcas that he pushed in
opposition. Forget about vision. What about some core theme to
which the Government can refer or return in times of crisis?

Yet, as the Government has lurched about from crisis to crisis
in recent days, the main message coming out is an increasing
irritability with the middle-of-the-roaders, including many of the
liberals in its own party. Attacks on Deane, on church lcaders
whose concerns, expressed in moderate terms, are dismissed out of
hand, onjudges, paranoias about the ABC or the Fairfax newspapers,
cruderevenges on whole government departments because they are
blamed for Howard and his ministers’ inept performances on the
travel rorts. This is not the redrawing of Australian political culture
by the promised disenfranchisementof privileged insider Labor groups—
the Aboriginal industry, the multicultural lobbies, homosexuals and
feminists allegedly using public power to further their own agendas,
while ordinary decent Australians miss out. Instead an embattled
Government seems at war with all of the old institutions it might once
have claimed it aimed to reinstate and restore.

A major part of the problem is, of course, the National Party,
particularly in Quecnsland. And, perhaps Pauline Hanson, even if
herattractions have faded. Howard alienated many rural Australians
over guns. When the Wik decision was handed down, he allowed
hysteria, misinformation and the sheer opportunism of sonie who
scized upon it for their own agenda, to run so strongly and so long
in rural communities that all of the political pressure on him was
to appcase the graziers, {and to save the hide of Tim Fischer).
Aborigines hardly got a look-in at all. Yct because Howard's
pragmatic solution was so grudgingly won from his right, he
probably readily rationalised it as a fair balance when it was
criticiscd from his left. That might explain some of his visible

irritation whenever he is reproached on the subject, cven
- dmplicitly by a Governor-General. It does not excuse it.

. OW A RECORD MAJORITY CAN ALL UNRAVLL! A year ago, the idea
that this would be a one-term Government scemed unlikely. Even
six months ago, the fruits of some tough decisions taken carly on
looked as if they would set the Government up well for an election
at a time of its choosing.

Now, it scems, it cannot take a trick, and the polls reflect it.
Abrupt U-turns on nursing homes. Pragmatics rather than purity
on a host of economic issucs—alicnating his party’s economic
radicals as profoundly as the social welfare policies have dismayed
his moderates. Travel rorts and other disasters, some of which can
be laid at indiscipline by his most immediate adviscrs. His public
service legislation now, apparently, in the too hard basket. The
international cconomic outlook now far worse, with unpredictable
conscequences for his flexibility with the cash at election time. His
inability to keep public rclations campaigns he has judged are
uscful for him—his drug offensive or campaigns against domestic
violence running,.

If John Howard is to win the next clection, he needs more
constituencies than he presently has, and some bridges to build ra
many whose support he once took for granted.

Jack Waterford is cditor of the Canberra Times.
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Present indicative

From Sophie Masson

I was deeply moved by John Sendy’s
review essay, ‘The Octogenarian
Revolution’, in the November issuc of
Eurcka Street. It was both courageous
and lucid, an admirable expression of
something which all too few people on
cither the left or the right seem to be
able to manage.

His sense of the s cring and the
‘grotesque nightmare’, as he so aptly
puts it, of the Russian people and other
peoples labouring under the horrors of
what had begun as an ideal, his under-
standing that revolutionaries very
often create regimes more barbaric
than the ones they replace, and his
thoughttul evocation of the place of
Australian communism in all this
make this essay an  important
contribution to the understanding of
the blood-soaked 20th century and
perhaps to the beginning of a new state
of being in the years to come.

I hope that the future, however
fragmented and incoherent it
announces itsclf, will be free of the
unprecedented industrial-scale
slaughter and dehumanisation which
has occurred in the name of ideology
in this century. And perhaps, using
John Sendy’s cxample, free of the
heartlessness which all too often has
accompanied the intellectual espousal
of ideology in countrics which never
felt the totalitarian nightmare.

Sophie Masson
Invergowric NSW.

Set to rig its

From Michael Morgan

[am tired of hearing all this negativity
and untruth about Aboriginal people
and their culture as expressed by
politicians and powcerful interest
groups, for example the Farmers
Federation, mining industry et cetera.
I was particularly ‘amused’ by the
comments of Sir John Gorton ('Sir’! A
Republic must come soon!in suggest-
ing that Aboriginal people have no
rights to the land because they never
grew crops (the standard cliché of
worth as a human being).

[ worked as a teacher with
‘traditional/tribal” Aboriginal people
in Arnhem Land, the Western Desert
and the Tiwi Islands of ¢ Northern
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T rorrerman

Territory for the past 8Y/ years, and was
married to an Aboriginal woman from
Arnhem Land. 1 think [ have a bit more
of an understanding of Aboriginal pco-
ple and where they are coming from
than someonc like ‘Sir’ John Gorton,
Pauline Hanson, and the ‘kings’ of vast
pastoral properties and mining opera-
tions. Of course I cannot fully under-
stand or comprchend Aboriginal
culture as Lam whitc and was brought
up with my own cultural values, but
at least Thave a number of insights into
Aboriginal culturce duc to the fact that
I have actually been there and have
faced Aboriginal culture in a truly per-
sonal way. In many ways [ have tried
to live their culture but not in an “airy
fairy’ way.

Do not think that 1 am some sort
of ‘black lover’ in the ‘arty-farty’ sense,
that just bccause someone is
Aboriginal they must be good. 1 have
found Aboriginal people as a
community to be the same as our
community. [ feel that 20 per cent are
great people, 60 per cent are just
normal people getting on with their
life as best they can, and 20 per cent
arc ‘arscholes’”. I have met some
magnificent Aboriginal people and
others that you wouldn’t trust at all.

But getting back to the common
misconception that Aboriginal people
were nomads, did not grow crops and
thus had/have no right to ownership
of land, I will explain why this is not
so by comparing Aboriginal people’s
usc and ties with the land to
Europeans’, which in many ways are

very similar. For example, we whites
own much land which is totally
unproductive. Many own a house,
investment propertics and holiday
shacks with morce land than needed to
support onc’s family, and family is the
basis on which all humanity operates
successtully and survives.

We usually don’t grow crops on
this land, and basically have this land
for leisure and s us purposes (who
wants to live at their work place?). In
comparison, Aboriginal land belongs
to family/clan groups. The land is like
the family home in that it allows the
people to enjoy leisure time and gives
the family group a unique identity in
terms of what is theirs. However, the
family/clan land govs further than our
concept of ownership becausc that
land is their ‘cathedral” or ‘'mosque’ or
‘wilderness’ as well as being their
‘heaven’ when they die. It is also their
cemetery. How would we as Europe-
ans feel if our government decided that
we had to live where the government
ordered to obtain our economic exist-
ence, decided that we could not enjoy
leisure time as we desired, tore down
our churches, banned us from visiting
our cemeterics, told us that we were
banned from ‘heaven’ and split up our
families (this reminds me of the failed
communist systeml. I know that |
would probably ‘hit the grog’ as my
wholc life would be destroyed—vet
many Aboriginal people carry on, and
in fact a majority of Aboriginal people
don’t drink alcohol at all. Good on
them and why not praisc these
Aboriginal pcople rather than concen-
trate on thosc who have taken to
alcohol as a natural human reaction
to such treatment. These people have
usually lost their culture and have
been unable to cope with ours.

It should be noted that T am only
talking about ‘traditional/tribal/rural’
Aboriginal people as 1 have had not
first-hand cxperience of living with
urban Aboriginal people. Let somceone
more knowledgeable comment on
their rights to the land.

Using the people of East Arnhem
Land as an cxample of what [ know
most about {my ex-wifec was a member
of this culture), in fact distinct land
ownership has been and still s
entrenched among Aboriginal people.
Family/clan groups have distinct land
boundaries. Even now, [ have been out
shooting buffalo with a group of
Aboriginal people from the same tribe
but different famr  r/clan groups, and
Aboriginal people not from that land






the same percentages apply as those I mentioned
above) while the Aboriginal people were accept-
ing of our ‘wcealth’ because they thought
Europcans were there to help them—the old
missionary mentality will take a long time to
dissipate.

It is my belief and that of many other ‘fair
minded’ Europeans that the government fund-
ing for Aboriginal people is not helping
Aboriginal people as they have no control over
that money at community and family/clan
level. The government is simply improving
the cconomic well-being of the white
population. The Aboriginal people are not a
‘nation’ but a grouping of small family groups
which also adhere to the ‘government’ of the
tribe as a whole. Why not give the moncy
directly to rhe ‘community’ and let them
decide how 2y can hetter their own lives?
Of course, there will be some corruption and
mistakes will be made, but as is commonly
said, ‘'you only learn from your mistakes’, and
at least the mistakes are Aboriginal people’s
own mistakes and not ours. If Aboriginal
pecople want the help of us whites then let
them choose who they want to help and not
let our government decide who will ‘help’.
Aboriginal people are human beings with the
same aspirations as all human beings, only
they have different coloured skin, a different
culture and diffcrent beliefs. This is what
makes our country of Australia great: we are
all different. Howcever, true greatness as a
nation will only come about when the atti-
tudes, injustices and untruths of the past are
rectified. Give Aboriginal people “a fair go”!
Give Wik in its original form a go, but don't
be fooled by that ‘bad’ 20 per cent of
Aboriginal people who will use land rights for
their own benefit and not really respect the
ingrained belicfs of those Aboriginal people
who ‘live for their land’.

Michael Morgan
New Town, TAS

The full treatment

From David Freeman

Tim Bonyhady’s trcatment (Eureka Street,
October) of Peter Beilharz’s recent book,
Imagining The Antipodes—Theory, Culture
and The Visual in the Work of Bernard Smith
(CUP, 1997), disturbed me as rcgards
Bonyhady’s and Eureka Street's discursive
purposes and ethical practices. T am not
competent to asscss Bonyhady’s broader
treatment of Smith so won’t. Let me declare
conflict of interest up-front. Tam an associate
of Beilharz; each of us has substantially more
self-respect—and, I hope, taste—than for
either to countenance me upon his casting
couch as bidder, toady or acolyte. Bonyhady
is clearly intclligent and erudite; these are not
my bones of contention. Those which are
cannot possibly fit here, so a small percentage
will suffice.

Bonyhady suggests that Beilharz is not
sufficiently familiar with Smith’s work to be
analytic, and thus loses all capacity to be
critical of it. The irony is sumptuouns; this is
so consummately apt of his judgment of
Beilharz. T glcaned no sense that Bonyhady
was familiar with much of Beilharz’s cight
books, several hundred articles and reviews in
journals or Thesis Eleven (a leading
international journal of social and political
theory that Beilharz co-founded in 1980).

Why doesn’t Bonyhady engage at least as
much with what Beilharz does write as that
which he does not? If Bonyhady actually
believes as he claims—that Smith's life’s
work is massive, multi-disciplinary and
under-critiqued, then it surcly follows that
specialists across a range of disciplines are
justified in undertaking analysis of its utility
to their discipline. Is there not a narcissism
in criticising Beilharz for not knowing what
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Bonyhady does about Smith but neglecting
those things that Beilharz knows and
Bonyhady presumably does not?

Bonyhady, we discover, despises
reductionism. Someone should hold his calls
while he patents that idea. Anyone who has
spent a day in academia or pondering idcas at
all will concur. Of all the injustices Bonyhady
does Beilharz, pcrhaps that which left my jaw
most agape was his accusing Beilharz of
reductionism, i.c., collapsing Smith to a corc
idca. Yet Beilharz’s book is crystal-clear that
he is mainly exploring Smith’s utility to social
theory; that Smith has many arguments
significant for it; and that how many more
nuggets must there be for other disciplines,
to whose researchers he urges establishing a
possc and setting off upon the Smith trail. Yet
readers of your Bonyhady picce previously
unfamiliar with Beilharz may dismiss
Beilharz  as one more monochromed
reductionist—when his has so consistently
been a voice for conceptual richness and
nuance. Beilharz is consistently wary of
arguing for a single approach, paradigm or
analytic tool precisely because he is so
resolutely anti-reductionist.

Any thinking person would like popular
culturc to be more critical. Few would be silly
enough to demur from Bonyhady’s mother-
hood statement advocating greater robustness
in this. But Bonyhady goes on to imply much
morc than this, that Australian academic and
intellectual culture borders on being acritical.
The ‘proof’ is that Smith is under-critiqued,
with Beilharz’s commending various insights
of Smith illustrative of this cravenness. It is
implicit that Bonyhady regards the urban
design, art, art history and rclated worlds he
inhabits as posscssing overly-deferential, even
pathological, respect for Smith. T am in no
position to assess whether or not that is the
case. It 18 a quantum leap (of Evil Knievel-
level wildness) to extrapolate this judgment
to Beilharz. Bonyhady commits scveral flaws
of logic here, eg apples-and-oranges and a
straw-man. Bonyhady’s argument, if
converted to a form of logic, might read: if A
is a problem (Australian culture 1is
insufficiently critical), and if B is a problem
{art world impressed by Smith to an excessive,
ultimately unhelpful, dcgree), and if C
[Beilharz’s treatment of Smith) has some
superficial similaritics with A and B, then C is
a problem. But C is apples to A and B’s oranges.
Both Beilharz and the social sciences are
proceeding from an entirely ditferent place.

Let mc deal with Beilharz first and then
(at lcast my expericncc of) the social sciences.

Beilharz has accumulated such a
suhstantive corpus of work that it would be
reasonable to make its development and
propagation the sole focus of his remaining
ot _ t. Yethe avoids narcissism and thus, for
cxample, promotcs and interprets Smith and



such Europeans as Cornclius Castoriadis,
Zygmunt Bauman, Agnes Heller and Ferenc
Feher, Contrast this with the lampoon of the
self-aggrandising, middle-aged male academic,
ostensibly focused upon the world’s problems,
but collapsing that which one has borrowed
into that which one has figured out and
packaging the lot as ‘my’ approach,
perspective or—mercy—paradigm.

Over the years, Beilharz has analysed the
limitations of many ideas, systems and think-
ers. What is wrong if there is the odd counter-
weight where he indicates the most usetul or
impressive exemplars he is aware of? The pop
psych practitioner in all of us might cheerfully
pipe up that this may even suggest some sort
of inner balancedness. Bonyhady—who hates
reductionism—sees the incapacity to critique;
I sce a lifetime of critique with some
gencrosity and humility thrown in.

The social sciences hardly has an
incapacity to critique; arguably most working
within are sated by it. Critique is probably
what is most valued. Academic journals and
postgraduate theses consist essentially of it.
This makes the social sciences remarkably
uscful to society, offering robust analytic tools.

But critique has its limits too. Once a
scholar is across the theoretical traditions,
academic rescarch and writing become—at
some level—relatively straight-forward. One
can take almost any phenomenon and
‘deconstruct’ it, putting it through its hoops—
the main social science theorics—and
exposing how compromised the phenomenon
under consideration is in their light. One then
works up some witty conference papers
around a slightly cynical and knowing
approach, wherc the audience just knows that
the speaker is about to exposc how the
phenomenon mirrors and replicates powerful
vested interests.

But morc than this is nceded if the social
sciences is also to contemplate ways of ‘doing’
socicty that might actually be useful.
Exclusively valuing critique does not cqually
require people to say what—on balance and
in the circumstances—they advocate or could
find a liveable outcome, and why. Public
policy, public debate and ‘alternative
imaginarics’ of what could be may thereby be
diminished. So engaging cxclusively in
critique may sometimes be, at some level, too
easy, cven the soft option. The interesting bits
of grey—for example, desirable but mutually-
exclusive choices, or the ‘least worst’ out-
comes one would have to choose between if
actually holding the levers—can be avoided,
flattened out, defined away. (Contra, nervous-
ness about commending this or that is
understandable; after all, this century contains
numerous incidents of foolhardy imprimaturs
given to dubious practices or dodgy regimes).

So I want to suggest both that the social
sciences in Australia does not conform to

Bonyhady’s assumption of under-baked
critical faculties, and that there is positive
value in sometimes affirming that which may
be uscful.

So how could Bonyhady have misread
Beilharz so fantastically? It all resonates a
little with the common fundamental
epistemological and communicative problem
wherc the message Beilharz intends to, and
does, send is not that which Bonyhady
receives.

Ovecrall T can’t help wondering if the
article allows Eurcka Street and Bonyhady a
Straw-Man, enabling both to self-constitute
as courageously standing up for critical
culture in Australia. We all want that. Along
the way, somcone who has done as much in
its service as Beilharz scems to me an ill-
conceived target.

David Freeman
Parkville, VIC
Tim Bonyhady replies:
David Freeman misunderstands the place of
Peter Beilharz in my essay in October’s
Eurcka Street. While my essay was triggered
by Imagining the Antipodes, Beilharz's new
study of Bernard Smith, it was not an essay
about Beilharz. It was an ¢ssay about Smith.
Hence there was no need for me to cngage
with Beilharz’s books and articles apart from
Imagining the Antipodes.

Frecman also misrepresents  both
Imagining the Antipodes and my responsc to
it. While Imagining the Antipodes is
primarily an attempt to present Smith as a
social theorist, Frceman conveniently ignores
Beilharz’s claim that Smith is ‘best read’ as a
theorist of peripheral vision. In my cssay 1
arguced that Beilharz was wrong. I suggested
that Beilharz’s preoccupation with theory led
him cither to ignore or distort many of the
most interesting things which Smith has
written and that, in doing so, he had
diminished rather than enhanced Smith’s
achievements. Far from sctting up a straw
man, as Frceman suggests, Iudged Imagining
the Antipodes against Beilharz's own claim
and found it wanting,.

Freeman is equally misconceived when he
suggests that I sce no place for the affirmation
of great figures in our culture. Much of my
cssay was devoted to doing exactly that—
giving a richer account of Smith’s work than
Beilharz’s onc-dimensional Imaginings. But 1
also argued that Beilharz did Smith and his
readers a disscervice by being uncritical of
Smith’s work. In particular, T suggested that
because hce failed to engage with the
remarkable empirical basc on which Smith
has built his theories, Beilharz was in no
position to analyse, let alone question the
validity of Smith’s major arguments. Far from
calling for a facile deconstruction of Smith’s
writing, my point was that Beilharz was
already too superficial. —T.B.
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Fencing the spoils

From Anthony Brown

In the many articles published recently on
Native Title, Wik, and indigenous rights, |
cannot recall any reference to Captain Cook’s
instructions to the British Admiralty dated
30th Junc, 1768.

These directed him ‘... with the consent
of the natives [my cmphasis] to take
possession of Convenient Situations in the
Country in the Name of the King of Great
Britain; or if you find the Country uninhabited
take possession for His Majesty by setting up
Iroper Marks and Inscriptions, as first
discoverers and possessors’.

Cook formally took posscssion of the
entire castern coast of the continent (by the
name of New South Wales) in August 1770.
His own writings and those of Joseph Banks
show that he had contact with various
Aboriginal groups, but at no time did he seek
their prior consent for taking possession of
their land. I would have thought that, quite
apart from the specious argument of terra
nullius, the fact that Cook cxceeded his
instructions casts some doubt on the validity,
if not the legitimacy, of all actions resulting
from it. Its morality is, of course, another
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to the Church in Latin America and the US
it will be done here.
How long before we are all being told to
cat fish again on Fridays?
—Chris McGillion.

The battered baht

Evuw NoOVEMBER FULL MOON the festival

of Loy Krathung is celebrated in Thailand.
Under a blanket of noisc created by kids
with their fireworks, people gather by the
watcrways with wax boats that carry
flowers, incense and a candle. The candle
and incense arc lit and the boats are sent on
their way, free to go where the current
takes them. Traditionally lovers send two
boats, away side by side, which will then
testify as to how the relationship will fare.
If they stay together and the candles remain
lit for some time, that augurs well. If they
separate or one capsizes, then—well,
offering up to the spirits is a stupid idea.

But the Thais also send these boats forth
as tributes that might assist in the fulfilment
of their wishes. Perhaps this year one or two
bore with them the hope that national affairs
might repair themselves,

The year since the last Loy Krathung
has not been a good time for Thailand. The
clection of that month created the Chavalit
Government, with the promise of national
prosperity underpinned by strong economic
growth. That government—and according
to the pessimists the proniise as well—is no
longer around. But throughout the present
currency turmoil and liquidity problems,
which precipitated the Asia-wide slump,
many Thais have put their faith in a draft
constitution currently being promoted by
the new government, led by Prime Minister
Chuan Leckpai.

How important this new constitutionis
to the Thais was obvious to any Bangkok
visitor during the week when it was tabled
in parliament. Taxi-drivers, shopkeepers,
and office workers all had their radios tuned
into the debate—perhaps becausc this
constitution, as opposed to the 15 that have
preceded it since Siam did away with
absolute monarchy in 1932, was drafted
under amandate from the people. Anclected
Constitution Drafting Assembly,
comprising 100 members, produced the
document after cight months of
deliberations—in a way similar to our own
constitutional convention, but with the
power to initiate, not just recommend.

There are some very western touches

about the new constitution: cabinet mem-
bers must declare their assets to a newly
created Counter Corruption Commission
and resign as MPs; elections will be run by
an clectoral commission instcad of the
Interior Ministry; voting will be mandatory
and an element of proportional representa-
tion will be introduced; Senators, and local
administrative councillors, will all be
directly elected. However the concern is
that, even though the drafe was passed by
parliament with a thumping majority, too
many politicians arc threatened by the new
culture to pass the draft in its present form.

Dr Borwornsak Uwanno was secretary
to the Constitutional Drafting Assembly,
and currently is secretary to the Scrutiny
Committee, charged with overlooking the
Constitution’s implementation. He is
particularly hopeful that the counter-
corruption measures will help putanend to
old-style money politics. But he stresses
that the Counter Corruption Commission
must be powerful.

‘What is important is to have a body
which is powerful to implement these new
laws,” he says, ‘and the problem with the
new Commission is that it is appointed by
the Cabinct.

‘The Speaker of the Senate has told me
that they will be moving to appoint another
Counter Corruption Commission which
will  supervisc  the affairs  of
parliamentarians—the  former will
investigate burcaucrats.’

The former Prime Minister, Chavalit
Yongchaiyudh, is one old-school politician
whois not comfortable with these changes.
His party has as its basce the rural North
East and patronage and personal loyalties
are the comer-stones of his support. While
hevacillated over offering his support during
the run up to the vote on the constitution—
and hisInterior Minister Sanoh Thienthong
registered this outright opposition—he is
not alone in his concerns. Most of Thailand
lives in the provinces. On minuscule
incomes compared to the Bangkok élite,
they are used to accepting payment for
votes (there are estimates that around A$1
billion was spent purchasing votes for last
November’s clection). More than half of
today’s MPs might have to find new
campaigning methods to secure re-election.

The power of money politics is not easily
defeated, however. Chavalit reccived much
of the blame for Thailand’s fiscal crisis. As
the pro-constitution lobby, conspicuous
with their green ribbons, connected the
current crisis with the need to implement
the new draft, Chavalitand his party sought
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to bring in support from the country.
Farmers from the North East were bused
into Bangkok to bolster the Prime Minister
and protest against constitutional change.
When interviewed by the media, many of
these people openly said they had planted
their crops and had little to do on their
farms, so took the offer of a paid trip into
town. Their presence made observers alittle
jumpy during the lead-up to the parliamen-
tary dchate and vote in September.

What remains to be seen in the coming
monthsis whether there will be any change
to the draft; whether parliament trics to
water down some of the new provisions as
they move to enact them. The new
government, however, looks as if it will
offeritssupportif it can stay togetherbefore
clections are duc early next year [there s a
problemin that the Government’s majority
is dependent on 12 dissident MPs from the
Thai People’s Party). There will
undoubtedly be opposition to some
measures (for example those that require
MPs to have tertiary qualifications), which
are more easily argued against than the core
principles. It is another question altogether
it there is to be an attack on the initiatives
to make government more honest and
cffective.

On this point Dr Borwornsak notes that
the main problem the new Constitution
facesis not so much contrary individuals in
power but the lack of a democratic culture.
He describes the efforts of the CDA as the
start of institutionalised democracy.

‘We have to remember that in 18th
century England there was clection-rigging
and vote-buying. You cannot change culture
overnight but the draft will help in the
basic arcas.’

The Chairman of the Constitutional
Drafting Assembly, former Prime Minister
Anand Panyarachun, echoed this point in
an interview with Asia Week. {To page 17)
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EARLY ON, WITH SMOG

Vinyl street, cherry-red cars, the dusty shops TO LET
that’s life this morning,
genuine like hay fever.

THE RIGHT STUFF The rule of local shitheads marches on,
suggesting ‘Land of Hope and Glory’
You slit my skin briskly done with gumleaves on the Mall
discard the seeds by pimply Year Nine students, minorly tattooed.
chop cheese with rice and spice Even the kerbside plane trees are acting rheumatic.
according to taste Pure beef are the frontpage faces, damp and red,
fit for a boardroom trauma,
pack the savoury mix but Missus Roofless trudges from the park,
into my green torso her dressing-gown done up with binder twine,
and braise on a bed of scallions gear in a plastic roll.

in a covered pan
The economy she lives in (barely)

My darkness grows mellow 1s not capable of care because

my steam rattles the lid money can only measure surfaces,

[ am ready for your guest marrying nothing but itself.

My bitter seeds These are the bone-dry years of qualified hate.

nestle in the compost

Remember how to sprout Why do the 90s townhouse draughtsnien

primp little pediments on top of everything,

Aileen Kelly or green and salmon lattice! To what end?

This is material drearsville, pretty much

{Ailcen Kelly will visit Ireland in 1988 as late in civilization’s dreck and text,

winner of the Vincent Buckley Poetry Prize.) the macworld only offering
some Turkish Humphrey Bogart padding by
like Heraclitus in a mackintosh.

And what in fact might his hopes be,
at the wrong end of a century?

Chris Wallace-Crabbe
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From page 15. {Itisan irony that Anand was
first made Prime Minister after the military
deposed an unpopular governmentin 1991).
He noted that:

‘People are not accustomed to the
principles of democracy, to the philosophy.
It is not about participating in clections. It
is about involvement in the decision-making
process and in the governance of the country.”

Interestingly, Anand said in the same
intervicw, published before Chuan became
Prime Minister in the middle of November,
that he, as leader of the Democrat party,
was the kind of man who could bring about
such a change.

In this respect, the new constitution
may find it has a friend in the current
cconomic crisis. The magnitude of forcign
cash reserves held in Thailand is still being
guessed at by analysts. Also there is the
problem of the 58 insolvent financial
institutions. It will be very hard for
opponents to defy the strong support that
the transparency and anti-corruption
provisions cnjoy because they arc popularly
regarded as the solution to the problems that
are central to the current downturn. Those
who want rceform are always helped by
financial downturn. That being the casc, the
new constitution won't save Thailand from
its current problems, but it may help it
avoid future ones in a climate where
international investors cxpect more from
Asian governments. Other Asian countrics
are also experiencing related difficulties but
Thailand seems closer to a resolution that
will satisty the superficial demands of the
moncy markets. The big test is whether
their new Constitution will satisfy them-
sclves, —Jon Greenaway.

This month’s contributors: Chris McGillion
is the opinion page cditor of the Sydney
Morning Herald. Jon Greenaway is Eureka
Street’s South East Asian correspondent.
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T—[EOL()GY IS LARGELY ABOUT DRAWING and crossing boundaries. In this month’s crop of
theological magazines, boundaries abound.

In Interpretation (June, 1997), a magazine presenting the results of scholarship to the
educated but not professional reader, Michael Barré discusses the portrait of Balaam in
Numbers chapters 22-24. Balaam was a persistent source of perplexity to the early church.
He was a diviner, did not belong to Israel, but acted as a true prophet after being addressed
by his donkey. By Christian standards he lay beyond the pale, but the stories showed that
God was not limited by boundaries.

Two contributions in the November edition of New Blackfriars, the English Dominican
journal, have to do with boundary riding within the Catholic church. The editorial
discusses the excommunication of Tissa Balasuriya, concluding that ‘even Christians who
believe that procedures are required to protect the faithful from heresy must wonder
whether in Tissa Balasuriya’s case anything like justice has been done.” Another article shows
the difficulty in drawing boundaries. The Protestant writer, John Hick, whosc views on the
unique place of Christ were criticised by Cardinal Ratzinger in an address to the Latin American
bishops, claims that the Cardinal was familiar with his views only at second hand.

Theboundariesbetween Christians and Muslims form the subject of frequent discussion
both in political and in theological terms. In his study of the crusades in the Journal of
Ecclesiastical History (October, 1997) Christopher Maier discusses the way in which
liturgy was used in the preaching of the Crusades. A programme of special services and
processions were devised, and the success of the Crusade abroad was seen as dependent on
the prosecution of a moral and spiritual crusade within the Christian community. The
relationship between Christians and Muslims, however, was presented as unrelievedly
hostile. Christians prayed: ‘We humbly beseech thee to snatch from the hands of the enemies
of the cross the land which thine only-begotten Son consecrated with his own blood and to
restore it to Christian worship.” The ambiguity entailed in this snatching became clear only
subsequently when the costs of warfare were paid in blood and meanness of spirit.

I was intrigued also by another, more literary, snatching of Muslim holy places by
Christians that was effected surely by mistake. The cover of the November edition of the
local AD 2000 bore a handsome photograph of the Blue Mosque in Istanbul. But insidc, it
was appropriated to the sixth century Christian church, Sancta Sophia.

For an Australian reader exercised by the cultural wounds caused by the Wik legislation,
the July cdition of the International Bulletin of Missionary Research carried a fascinating
and evocative discussion of a photograph. The snapshot, which was taken in 1873, portrays
Samuel Crowther, the first African Bishop of Niger and a former slave, with African and
English Anglicans. They are sitting under the Wilberforce Oak, under which in 1787
William Pitt, Wilberforce and William Greville had planned the bill which would abolish
slavery. Seventeen years later, Crowther and most of his African clergy werc forced out of
office by the Church Missionary Society finance committee. A mixture of narrow evangelical
prejudices, delegation of responsibility to youthful zealots, and the malign influence of Sir
George Goldie, the head of the Royal Niger Company to which the CMS was in fief,
destroyed the church. Goldie believed that leadership of the church and of society could not
properly be exercised by Africans. The photograph is a poignant reminder that in the
Nigerian church, as in Australian society, good intentions and church loyalty were no
substitute for moral perception and courage.

Finally, the October edition of the Journal of Religious History explores the boundaries
between secularism and the churches in Australia. D. Beer investigates the University of
New England, described in its early years as ‘the holiest campus’. The central place enjoyed
by religious societies in the university declined in the 1960s. The writer believes that
changes in Australian society were largely responsible for the decline, although the
responses of the churches and bodies like SCM, contributed to it.

The article reveals the relative inability of any church and movement to resist a sea-
change in which allegiances become more temporary and provisional. The boundaries
between church and society are permeable.

Like a nation state, theology is perhaps at its best when its boundaries are clear, but
when citizens from other countries are hospitably received. [ |

Andrew Hamilton sy teaches in the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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Pool cach day to work. They would work for food, tobacco and
things like that. In these old times the men and women had
their pride, they worked hard: the men breaking in horses and
moving the cattle, while the women worked around the gar-
den, in the shop and cleaning housces of kartiya. Each night they
would walk back to Mayarra Pool.

The traditional language people spoke in the community
was Walmajarri, because this is Walmajarri country. Some of
the old people were moved to Sturt Creek and they learned to
speak Jaru while they were there. Now some people speak Jaru
here, even though this is really Walmajarri country. Because
people have moved around, other languages are spoken in this
community. In Billiluna today you can hear people speaking
Kukatja, Walmajarri, Jaru, Nardi and Walpari. We also usc sign
language to communicate with each other. Today children learn
from their parents how to use sign
language and how to speak with

THE _WALMA JARR]

they see many young people sitting around and not working or
caring for the place.

In the old days, people were strong in their culture and
language, stronger than they are now. The government policics
have changed people and their way of living. Now we have
money and we buy our food from the shop—we don’t go hunting
for our food. Young people today have licences to drive cars and
drive wherever they want to go. The old people used to walk
long distances going from place to place; they were clever the
way they could find their great-great-grandmothers’ country
without having to follow a road. Some people have given away
their great-great-grandmothers’ country for mining. They don't
‘see’ with their eye what they are doing. They are destroying
their own land and their language. Today some of the yvoung
people are killing themselves with the drink and some are
suiciding because they have
lost their spirit. Some people

KINSH\P SYSTEN

and understand the old people.

As well as language, we teach
our children, when they are very
young, how to read the tracks on
the ground. My daughter, who is
four years old, can read the tracks
of another person and tell where
they have gone. She looks at the
tracks of her friend, Azrianne, to

find where she is when she wants to = >
. . <
play with her, she also looks for the S S N I~
tracks of her brothers when _§m g ¥eag
she wants to tind them. < 2 g ¥
P-4 - > >
r 7 Z
N BitLituna topay we have our o

own store and storc manager, a
clinic with a nurse, our own office,
adult centre and school. Some of
the people from the community
work in these places. Some women
work in their houses as well as in
the shop, clinic, office and school.
The men work at keeping the
community clean—they collect the
rubbish and take it to the rubbish ==
tip. =

Some young men are council- /
lors and have to go to council
mectings. We clect community councillors and a chairperson
for the community cach year, usually in July. Robert McKay is
the ATSIC regional councillor for this region. He comes from
Billiluna. We are proud of Robere. ATSIC meetings are hard
meetings for him.

Billiluna is the best place to live in for the kids. They can
play safely around the community and their grandparents can
teach them how to go hunting and gathering bush foods. Their
grandparents also teach them all about the Law and teach them
their own languages.

In Billiluna the old people want the young people to work
hard. They are trying to get the young people to run the
comm y by 7 msclhy The old people want the young
people to work around the community: they get upsct when

S
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trom mother to daughter and sons

connecting sisters and brothers.

semi-circles connect hushands and wives

are mixed up in their heads

becausce they have lost their
culture and their
language.

I e oo reorce  tell
storics by drawing in the
sand. My grandfather uscd
to tell me stories by
drawing on the ground. He
uscd to make the tracks of
the animals for me on the
ground and tell me the
storics as he was drawing.
The old people today still
tell stories to the litele
children by drawing on the
ground to help the kids
understand.

In the future I will
continuc to work at the
school. This is most
itmportant to me, because I
want to be a teacher. Thave
been working at the school
for a long timce now, and 1
am looking forward to
becoming  a  qualified
community tcacher. Margaret is the first community teacher
for Billiluna and T might be the sccond one. My job at the school
keeps me busy, and I know [ will have to work hard at my studics
to become a teacher. I wonder if my sons and daughter will
follow in my footsteps.

[ am going to send my kids to the High School in Halls
Creck when they get older so that they can be with kartiya kids
as well as Aboriginal kids. T want my kids to have triends both
ways and to learn to understand English beteer. T want my kids
to have a better education than T had when T was a kid. Tdidn’t
go to a high school with kartiya kids, there were only Aboriginal
kids at Nulungu when I went there.
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Dianne Sambo has lived all her life in the far north of WA.






cconomic msccurity, increased
incquality in the distribution of income
and wealth, a fracturing of the spirit of
cooperation which is the prerequisite tor
cconomic productivity, a breakdown in
social cohesion, the proliferation of social
pathologics, crime and drug abusc—all
these are foresceable consequences.
Indeed thev are already happening in
Australia.  1cir connection with the
twin policics of ‘cconomic rationalism’
and ‘corporate downsizing’ warrants
carctul consideration.

It is usctul to differentiate three
types of downsizing. Downsizing Mark [
involves closure of business operations:
this is zero-sizing. Nissan's decision to
terminate its Australian car production
was a casc in point. BHP's decision to
shut its Newcastle steelworks and the
closure of Berlei Bras in Lithgow arc two
more recent examples. The loss of
domestic markets following reduction in
taritf protection has becn an important
clement. Structural cconomic change
always has its casualtics, of course, but
in the current period the processes of
reabsorption of displaced workers arc
manifestly inadequate. Skills mismatch,
geographical immobility and the sheer
lack of new growth points
arc  basic  problems.
Growth in unemployment
levels are a predictable
conscquence. Evidently,
downsizing Mark 1 is
socially harmtul unless
new cconomic opportun-
itics open up as rapidly as
others close down. This
condition is increasingly
difficult to achicve in a
world of globalised ‘competitivencess’,
especially for a nation like Australia
whosc regional neighbours have vast
pools of cheap labour for low-cost
production.

Downsizing Mark 11 involves
increascd intensity of labour—getting
more work out of less workers. To some
extent the push for this sort of
downsizing is a responsc to those same
pressures of globalised ‘competitivencss’.
Here is the context in which downsizing
can be scen as an extension of scientific
management (as with Frederick Winslow
Taylor] or increased exploitation of
labour (as with Karl Marx), depending on
your point of view. Working smarter or
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just working harder? Increasingly
authoritarian relations of production,
speed-ups and unpaid overtime are the
hallmarks of this type of downsizing. In-
creased personal stress is a predictable
result. This is illustrated by one research
study by Deborah Schofield {University
of Canberra) which demonstrated a high-
er incidence of physical ailments among
the unemployed, and a higher incidence
of unhealthy life-style practices among
thosce working very long hours. This sort

of downsizing lcads to the

antithesis of a contented socicty.

ownsizinG Mazrk [T involves higher
productivity. It is typically associated
with technological change which makes
possithe production of more with less.
This sounds much more attractive.
Indeed, to the extent that such techno-
logical change climinates humdrum toil,
and to the extent that it is accompanicd
by the more cquitable redistribution of
work {which it currently isn’t), it would
be welcome. It could provide the
technological basis for a progressive
socicty in which economic concerns no
longer dominate our existence. Of course,
we would have to ensure that the
technology is compatible with
ccological sustainability. Given
that, we could then pay more
attention to institutions for the
cquitable distribution of work. The
French social scientist Andre Gorz
(in Paths for Paradise) has painted
an attractive picture of how we
might share the work nceded to
produce the goods and services for
good material living standards.
Each of us could enter into a form
of ‘social contract’ to perform some
20,000 hours over our lifetimes,
scheduled between periods of full-time
work, part-time worl, and extended
periods of leave according to our personal
preferences. Downsizing Mark 111, in
other words, opens up attractive socio-
economic possibilities, but only if we can
make the necessary institutional adapta-
tions to cnsure that its fruits are shared.
This is the opposite of what is
currently happening. The elements of
collective control over processes of
economic social change are being rolled
back in favour of a more individualistic,
profit-sceking, market-oriented system.
That is the essence of the ‘economic
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rationalist’ approach. It is an assault on
the institutions which have historically
constrained the inherent tendencies to
cconomic insecurity and economic
inequality in the market cconomy—the
weltare state, the public scetor and the
trade unions. The influence of those pro-
tective institutions is now being scaled
back by the nco-liberal policies of “small
government’, privatisation and dercgula-
tion. The result is ‘capitalism in the raw’.

This is not a context in which it is
casy to reconcile the cconomic interests
of the rich and powerful with the
collective concerns for a contented
socicty. Its proponents argue that there
is no alternative—the infamous TINA
syndrome. On this reasoning being ‘lean
and mean’ may be a necessary cevil, We
must have faith that more ‘flexibility’,
‘incentivation’ and ‘smaller government’
will eventually bear fruit. But doces the
rhetoric match the reality. A recent book
by American political cconomist David
Gordon directly addressces this issuce. Its
title is Fat and Mean: it is sub-titled The
Corporate Squeeze of Working Ameri-
cans and the Mvth of Managerial Down-
sizing'. Australia is not America (yet) but
Gordon’s book provides a clear warning
of what lics ahcad if we go turther down
that road. [t is, of course, a direction in
which some of our political leaders and
cconomic  commentators  are now
pointing, arguing that greater labour
markee flexibility and wider wage
disparities arc the preconditions for long-
term employment growth, Gordon char-
acterises this as ‘the stick strategy’.
However, his cvidence reveals that the
cmphasis on cost-cutting does not apply
cqually to the managerial and supervisory
ranks. Contrary to the ‘lean and mean’
corporate rhetorie, the proportion of
supervisors to people supervised has risen
significantly in the last two decades. This
is no accident. Rather, it reflects a
two-way process. More coercive labour
relations require move supervisors, while
payment of managerial and supcervisory
salaries requires yet morce austerity to be
applied to the conditions of the work-
force. ‘Corporate bloat’, to use Gordon's
term, and a wages ¢ 1eeze are two sides
of the same coin. Comparable data on the
ratio of managerial and supervisory to
productive workers arc not available to
test this hypothesis for the Australian
casc. Howcever, prima facie cvidence
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VIRYONE keeps
waiting for Victorian
Premicr Jeff Kennett to go too far.

He may have done it, late in the day, on
November 17, At his personal insistence a
highly controversial bill that affects the
responsibilities and influence of the
Victorian Auditor General passed noisily,
the government having the numbers, and
dissidents in Kennett's own party having
heen persuaded into obedience.

Essentially the Act scparates the
Victorian Auditor-General from a new
government business cnterprise office,
Audit Victoria, controlled by a government-
appointed Board, which will farm out
government auditing work toprivate sector
firms, leaving Ches Baragwanath, the
current Auditor General, with asupervising

role.

In a compromise that satisfics nobody
but Kennett's backbenchers, the Auditor-
General 1s permiteed to retain some staff,
but notoperational authority over the audits
themselves, He will be required to co-sign
audit repores indicating he is satistied with
another auditor’s work.,

In an open letter, on 30 October Mr
Baragwanath declared that:

cany so-called ‘concessions” or ‘compro-

miscs’” embodicd 1 the Bill pale into
insignificance when considered against the
devastating impace on the Auditor-
General’s operational independence which
would result from the Government's
proposed changes ... While the Bill purports
to give total discretion in the performance
or exercise of my powers, it cttectively
removes all operational discretion. Under
the Bill, the Auditor-General will be
stripped of the power to directly carry out
audits which willlcave the Auditor-General
withoutanongoing auditinvestigatory arm
toserve without fear or favour the interests
ol the Parliament and the community . In
cftect, what the Government will achieve
will be a world first, unfortunately—an
Auditor-General’s Oftice withoutauditors.

No one but his own parliamentary
members has supported the Victorian
Premier in his pursuit ot the Auditor
General, from the moment his appointed
committee recommended the new model.
Baragwanath’s peers in Australia and New
Zcealand rejected the justification offered
for the change—national compctition
policy. So did all Australia’s accounting,
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auditing and related professional bodics,
including the Victorian Law Institute, and
the Bar Council. Even the Victorian Liberal
Party, at its annual conference, called for the
proposals to he withdrawn, though its parlia-
mentary members withdrew theiropposition,
after a private briefing from the Premicer in
which he persuaded them to accept, sight
unseen, his ‘compromise’ proposals.

In carly November Norm Geschke, for
many years Victoria’s Ombudsman, and
advocate of government propricty, wrotc an
extraordinary leteer to the Age. The proposals,
he said, would ‘castrate’ the Auditor General.
‘Enough is enough, he wrote:

‘when the Premier becomes a dictator
with complete disregard for the views of
the majority of Victorians, of reputable
public institutions, of leaders of religious
communities, of members of his own
political party and is prepared to destroy
the essence and mechanics of independent
public accountability he has gone too far.”

He went on to describe the legislation’s
purpose as “a deliberate attempt to obscure
from public knowledge the financial
manipulations and mistruths of government
and bureaucratic actions.’

Once can only be astonished at the
Premier’s persistence. What possible ‘public
interest’ could justify it? The stated aim is
to improve cfficiency, but the performance
review of the Auditor General’s office had put
in a glowing report and, as Baragwanath
himself pointed out, the Commonwecalth's
own amendments to the National Audit
Oftice, post-Hilmer, and in compliance with
national competition policy, had preserved

that troublesome office’s autonomy
and control of the audit process.

ARAGWANATH HAS BeiN—as his office
requires him to be—a critic. The govern-
ment was at least a little embarrassed by
his special reports on its failure to charge
Crown Casino $174 million in licensing
fees, and the administration of the Casino-
fed Community Support Fund {May 1996);
his revelation of the state of the child
protection system [‘Protecting Victoria's
Children’, June 1996) his findings that the
Metropolitan Ambulance Service had
disregarded its own guidelines in awarding
contracts {April 1997] and his revelation
that the government stood to lose about $4
million amonth through government credit
cards in May of this year.

Dicvisir 1997

"Watchdog on a leash

Mr Kennett’s response to the public
campaign to ‘Save the Auditor General’
spcearheaded by Liberty Victoria, and to
Baragwanath’s public defence ot hisfunction
and cfficiency, has become increasingly
tetchy. Heaccused Baragwanath of political
impropricty when the Auditor General
defended his position and wrote to
parliamentarians, twice, asking them to
protect his role as their officer. Kennett
asserted that Baragwanath had failed in his
duty and might even have been, somchow,
complicit in Victoria’'s cconomic decline
undcr Labor, particularly in failing to reveal
the incompetence of the Victorian
Economic Dcevelopment Corporation.
Baragwanath was appointed a few weeks
betore the last election Labor won, in 1988,
and was critical of its role thereafter. It was
not the auditor general but private auditors
who were involved in—and were later sued
over—Victoria’s two greatest single
financial catastrophes, the collapse of the
Tricontinental Bank and the Pyramid
Building Socicty.

Mr Kennett has worked assiduously,
since 1992, to silence critics. He controls
the contracts of the most senior public
servants, in his own office. He declined to
re-appoint  the Liquor Licensing
Commissioner who had investigated his
office’s handling of the premicr’sapplication
for a licence, after he had sold fund-raising
wine from his Premicr’s office. He abolished
the office of Commissioner for Equal
Opportunity after challenges to the
discriminatory cffects of the closure of
schools and proposals to jail women
prisoncrsinmen’s prisons. He squeczed the
Director of Public Prosccutions {(who had
publicly considered charging him with
contempt, and had prosccuted John Elliott)
into resignation by ensuring that the DPP
lost control over his office’s resources.

He curtailed access to Freedom of
Information —from which he benefited
extensively while in opposition—and
limited the Supreme Court’s jurisdiction to
hear citizens’ challenges.

Yet in opposition Mr Kennett enjoved
and profited from the Auditor General's
exposures of Labor’s financial failings. In
May 1992, Baragwanath's critical report on
Labor’s $700M bayside project made him
detestable in the eyes of the Kirner govern-
ment. Shortly after the Coalition adminis-
tration roared into office Kennett praised












The road to reconciliation has those sorts of challenges. They are part of what we have to
resolve. Reconciliation isn’t a personal matter. It is about how we respond politically to thosce sorts
of issues, particularly the resolution of the Wik and Native Title issue. And how it’s resolved will

send a message to indigenous peoples that cither yes, there can be cverlasting justice
experienced in this country, or no, it is not possible in this country.

E ARE ALSO FACED WITH THE QUESTION OF THOSE PEOPLE who were taken away. And whether we
arc capable of responding as a nation, and saying sorry to those familics and those individuals
whose lives have been disrupted and so changed. It’s a real question for the reconciliation process,
becausc if there’s no apology, how do those people find peace within this Australia? How do they
find peacc in this country, when they feel that nothing good has ever happened to them?

The cuts to fiscal programs people can live with. From time to time those things arc nccessary,
and we all have to tighten our belts. The $400 million that has been taken off ATSIC over these
next three years is creating its own kinds of problems, but pcople have to adjust to that. But the
slur on people who work in those organisations—that they’re misusing public funds, or that they’re
misappropriating them—is something that has become a mantra which denies the integrity and
credibility of those who are genuine in trying to provide a service without adequate resources.

We have yet to face another challenge on the road to reconciliation, and that is the question of
sacred sites, cultural heritage protection. There is a Federal Act that is subject to review, and there
was a report written by Justice Evatt in relation to it. It is now in the process of being considered so
that it too will become more workable and more responsive to the needs of developers and State
Governments and everyone else—cexcept those to whom the heritage is integrally connected, the
indigenous people. That's a challenge that we've yet to face. And in the wake of the Hindmarsh
Bridge comments, and the ridiculing of people’s beliefs, there is something that we, it we believe
and expect people to respect our views, have to learn about indigenons peoples’ beliefs, their
spirituality and their religious practices, and how we can cooperate to ensure that development
and peoples’ cultural identity and their places can sit together.

We have major challenges in the reconciliation process. Remember that this Council is due
tor re-appointment, and some will not be re-appointed; those matters are to be decided by Cabinet
and whether the current membership remains or not, those challenges will still be there betore us.
It will be a question of course of the quality of those that arc appointed whether they perceive the
challenges to be integral and important to the future integrity of this nation or whether they simply
pass them over as part of all that so-called rhetoric that belongs in the past.

There is a matter that the Council is charged with under the Act and that is, whether we as a
nation arc capable of entering into some kind of agreement. People have had all sorts of words for
this: whether it’s a document, whether it’s a treaty, whether it’s some kind of memorandum. And
contract law is part and parcel of many things in this country. But when it comes to indigenous

people entering into an agreement we scem to find it difficult to accept their capacity to
negotiate such a deal with us, or their very right to negotiate.

IAT MATTER 1S SOMETHING THAT WE WILL HAVE TO CONSIDER in these next three years: whether we
as a nation, as we get to the turn of this century, are capable of formulating a set of words that
contain some principles that set out the nature of our relationship and our understandings. Not
that it creates a separate nation, but something that in fact poses obligations on all sidcs, as well as
acknowledgements of those rights that go beyond simple citizenship rights; that come from the
very culture and society of the indigenous people, and that we as Australians arce prepared to accept,
and make room for within the complexity of our democracy. That's a very big ask: within three
years to come up with a consensual position across this nation to a sct of words that tries to
encapsulate and symbolise how we might go into the future, recognising the terrible things of the
past, hopefully to have done with them, put them away, or dealt with them satisfactorily, or at
least having gone down the path of resolving them to a better degree than we have in the past.
That’s an onus that the Council has to carry. It has to report to the Parliament about its consultations
and deliberations at some stage over these next three years.

Remember that the vision of the Council is a vision that talks about a united Australia, that
respects this land of ours, values the Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander heritage and provides
justice and cquity for all. And to make that real and to try and encapsulate that in a document is
going to require a lot of hard work: intellectual work, works in schools, works in clubs, for taxi
drivers, people on the streets, foothall clubs, wherever they arc. And there are many, many
Australians who have taken up the challenge of reconciliation, who have identificed issues that are
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that could be done. Mowaljarlai, with his universal wisdom, sat around the camp fire one night,
and said to people, tell me about this man, Gutnik. He was given some details, but then he asked,
This fellow Gutnik, is he a religious man? And he was told that indeed he was a religious man.
And he asked for details about his rcligion. And when details about his religion were given,
Mowaljarlai observed that, with particular relation to men, there were some common practices
between the two religions. So Mowaljarlai thought the best thing to do would be to go and see this
Mr Gutnik. He asked where he lived, when told that it was in Mclbourne, he said that he would go
to Melbourne and see Mr Gutnik. He had the good fortune to be accompaniced by an SBS television
crew, I'm told.

He arrived at the office, so the barbeque story has it, of Mr Gutnik, and said that he would like
to sce Mr Gutnik. And he was politely informed by the secrctary that an appointment would be
nceessary. Mowaljarlai indicated that he understood what appointments were about, but indicatced
that, as he understood that Mr Gutnik actually wanted to come and mine on his land, Mr Gutnik
would also know what appointments were about. Mowaljarlai looked around, Tam told, and obscrved
that the seating was very adequate, and he had plenty of time to wait because he had come a long
way. And so he would wait until an appointment could be arranged.

The end of the story has it, that no expedited procc e under the Native Title Act was utilised,
and that to this day, no new cxploration grants have been granted over Mowaljarlai’s land.

We can engage in whatever we like about ‘white fella’ legal processes, but I think Mowaljarlai
was onto something. It was about a meeting of people who come together in respect, with

recognition, with a sense of the diffcrent perspectives of cultures and traditions.
That's the good news; the warm, fuzzy news about reconciliation.

'VE JUST RETURNED FROM PROBABLY THE MOST HARROWING FIVE DAYS I have spent in 15 years of this
work. I've been visiting salubrious places in Australia like Walgett, Lightning Ridge, Brewarrina,
and Bourke, mecting with pastoralists the length and breadth of the Western Lands arca of New
South Walces.

Now 1've been forewarned; I've already got into trouble for saying that it’s casy for Victorians
to talk about reconciliation in the wake of Wik. I'm fairly unapologetic becausce it is easy for
Victorians to talk about reconciliation in the wake of Wik. In places like the Western Lands arca of
NSW this land is a tinderbox. Reconciliation is a dirty word. People do not come to meetings like
this and sit silently and patiently and say, “what can we learn?” People are very afraid. People are
full of mistrust. The battle-lines are drawn. It is said, and this is no parodying of it, that thc main
streets are now the domain of the young Aboriginal delinquents and that the pastoral properties
are the domain of the white pastoralists. And that any attempt by Canberra, or Sydney or well-
meaning Victorians to change that will be greeted with everything but acceptance.

And what we see in this part of Australia at the moment, at this time in our history, is that,
indeed, mistrust is at an all-time high. I have met with probably a couple of hundred pastoralists
over the past five days. In those days I have met people who feel completely alienated and
disempowered, not only from politicians and from lawyers but also from churches—they feel
completely cnt-off, and misunderstood in the city. This is not to arguce a casc for the pastoralists
over against ¢ Aborigines, but it is to say that reconciliation is a very vexed question when it
comes to a conflict of rights; when we're trying to look at the appropriate balance, not just between
mistrust and trust, but between certainty and uncertainty. And I'd venture to suggest that there
Are NO CASY ANSWCTS.

But there are a few things that have to be insisted upon: it has to be seen now as fundamental,
as Patrick Dodson has put before us, that where common law rights have been recognised by the
highest court in the land then it is not for any parliament to play around with them. The principle
of non-extinguishment has to be firmly adhered to. Also those rights have to be given the same
protection as the rights of any other persons, and in particular, there should not be any discrimination
on the basis of race.

Now in applying those principles of non-extinguishment, and non-discrimination, there may
be a need for some compromise, there may be a need for some simplicity and for some certainty.
But it cannot be simply at the cost of Aboriginal Australians. Those days are gone forever. And so,
when it is proposcd in legislation that, for example, a pastoralist might voluntarily surrender their
pastoral lcase to a state government, and then the pastoralist might request a good state government
to compulsorily acquire the native title rights of the Aborigines and then the state government
might then grant to the pastoralist a right of exclusive possession, it has to be said, whatever the
social or political problems in the Western District of NSW, that is a racially discriminatory solution.
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translation goues, ‘there was no room in the inn’. But the Greek of
Luke does not mention any ‘inn’. The text reads that ‘there was no
place in the lodgings’. ‘Lodgings’ is not nccessarily an inn. It
describes literally the place where travellers would “lay down’ their
baggage, a caravanserai. It is most likely that Luke’s gospel is
relating that cither because of lack of space or hecause of decorum,
Joseph and Mary did not stay in the caravanscrai with the birth
imminent. They went clsewhere, where there was a manger.

What of the animals—the ox and the ass? They do not rate a
mention in the gospels. It might be argued that if there was a stable
to go with the manger then most likely there would have been
animals to go with the stable. That is guesswork and not gospel
story. The ox and the ass actually derived from carly Christians
meditating on the text of Isaiah 1:3 and scarching for a Christian
meaning:

The ox knows its owner,

and the ass its master’s crib;
but Isracl does not know,

my people do not understand.

It scemed to these early Christians that, if there were presumed
animals in the presumed stable, they must have been an ox and an
ass, since Isaiah scemed to have prophesied as much centuries
before. Henee, the Christmas scene acquired a cave that served as
astable with anox and an ass who fed from a manee»iehe cals darail
recorded in the official gospels).

Then in 325 AD Constantine the Great ha
hasilica constructed over some caves in the Beth
hem arca and authoritatively identified one of
them as the birth stable of Jesus. This cave under
the Basilica of the Nativity is still vencerated by
throngs of pilgrims today. Any further contro-
versy over the birthplace of Jesus was stitled by
the imperial identification. But there is a furthe
complication about the child’s birth plac
Matthew'’s gospels makes no mention of a many
He tells us that the wise men came to visit Jesus i
a ‘housce’.

When they saw that the star had stopped, they
werceoverwhelmed with joy. On entering the house
they saw the child with Mary his mother. (Matthe
2:10-11)

Matthew's gospel presumes that the child was i
housce which stood in Bechlehem. If we only had Matthew’s gospel
to go by, there would be no reference to any previous residence in
Nazarcth—Joseph and Mary had always lived in Bethlehem and
there the child was born, in their own home. It is only Luke who
refers to the journcy from Nazareth.

When we recurn to the text of the gospels, we find Mary is centre
stage. Both Matthew and Luke claim that the conception of Jesus
was wondrous in that Mary was a virgin at the time. Actually they
both speak of a virginal conception, not a virginal birth which
would normally mcan that her hymen was not ruptured. The
Gospel of Mary {written during the sccond century AD) would go
further than Matthew or Luke and state that Mary had taken a vow
of perpetual virginity. The child was conceived without sex and
thercafter Mary did not have any sexual relations.

By the time of the Protoevangelium of James the perpetual
virginity of Mary has been explained turther. The text makes
Joseph into an old man, a guardian rather than a partner of Mary, his
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age presumably putting him beyond sexual desire. Hence we have
a Josceph depicted with long beard and stooping gait.

Disconcertingly, the gospels do not seem to back up the per-
petual virginity of Mary since they mention that Jesus had three
brothers and some sisters. Mark names the brothers as James, Joses,
Judas and Simon although he allows his ‘sisters’ to remain name-
less. The Protoevangelium of James and other Christian writers
solved this dilemma by making the ‘brothers and sisters; into
children of Joscph by an carlicr marriage. As Joseph, in the
Protoevangelium, says to the angel who informs him of the
impending birth:

Iam an old man, and have children, but she is young, and [
fear lest T should appear ridiculous in Isracl. (8.13}

Y THE TIME OF THL <IXTH CENTURY document, the Gospel of
Pscudo-Matthew, the familiar Christmas story’s details were taking
shape. Jesus was bornina cave, which was used as a stable, watched
over by an ox and an ass. The Virgin Mary, who would remain cver
a virgin, was attended by two midwives. One of the two, who was
not Jewish, dared to test with her hand to sce whether physically
Mary was still a virgin. Her hand withered as a punishment for such
audacity.

What of the date of the birth? Is the night of December 25 of the
verr TATY mentionadin che onenels? There are no indications of the

ne of Jesus’ birth in the gospels
anfortunately, ncither time of
Jay nor datc.

Matthew does mention the
men from the East, who he calls
i. The Greel historian Herodotus
enturies earlier, described a
ly caste of the Medes, also called
1, who had the ability to inter-
lrcams. They would have been
wstrians. Perhaps Matthew had
pecople in mind. Howcever, he
s no mention that there were
of them nor does he call them
He describes their gifts: gold,
cense and myrrh. Three gifts
gave rise to the notion of three
he giftof gold may have suggested
2y were later put on camels.

The three kings were given names and a personal dossier in the
Armenian Gospel of the Infancy. a document of uncertain date:
Melchior was old and came from Persia; Gaspar was young and
came from Arabia; Balthasar was in his prime and came from India.
But all these were details added much later, nonce of them are found
in the gospel accounts.

What really happened?

Having cxcised the extraneous items that later eradition added
to the gospels we are lefe with the two stark stories of Matthew and
Luke and it is now relevant to ask what is historically reliable in
them. Frankly, again, not much. That should not be a surprisc
either. Christian ministers in the mainstream denominations have
long known from their theological studies that the details in
Matthew and Luke concerning Jesus” birth and infancy were
historically unreliable.

In the first place when we put the two gospel storics of Matthew
and Lulke side by side there is a startling result: the stories simply















a steadiness and freedom of line which no
modern fiction has surpassed. Underworld
looks like a fractured bildungsroman, full
of rage and physical intensity, but made
morc complex and mysterious by the
crooked , indirect path that leads to it.

The structure one of those vertiginous
‘winding stairs’ that recalls the pyrotechnics
of Ford Madox Ford. Its vision, if it is
schematised, is a black and oracular
withering of cverything playful and
throwaway in our civilisation. The implicit
moral ¢mphasis is the very opposite of
fashionable: it takes late twentieth century
vogues and spits them out of its mouth.

Yes, this is a dark, ncarly sinister book
by onc of the ¢century’s highbrow masters
and it is pessimistically preoccupied with
entropy, both personal and political. But it
is also a book which pulsates with a sensc
of the excitement of sport, the pain of chil-
dren who have losta father, the satisfaction
of married life, the legacy of great teachers,
the glory of the democratic community of
postwar New York, the deep moral valuc of
fun, the sadness of brothers and theirbonds,
the urbanity of Jesuits and one or two things
which can be said for and against the religious
tradition. It 1s a sparkling jigsaw puzzle of a
book, absolutely compelling even when it is
most challenging. This ycar will not produce
any book more spacious or exciting,.

ece

Of that cluster of novelists now in their
late forties who have reshaped the English
novel in the last 15 years or so, lan McEwan
is probably the most popular and arguably
the mostcentral. He doesn’t have the verbal
fireworks of Martin Amis or the humour.
Nor has he, like Julian Barnes, written one
book which will almost certainly last
forever, buthisfictionis consistently expert
and suave, it has the authority of a novelist
who never writes badly and it is imbued
with a vision which is dark, a taste of salt
and blood, even though the style is open,
engaging, full of hope.

McEwan has a common touch even
though his instinct is to go for subject
matter that is punishing, damaged and ca-
lamitous. A loved daughter just disappears,
a friendly stranger turns out to be the most
sinister kind of sadist, two people have to
cope with the physical reality of a dead
body. The sex-and-violence connection runs
deep in McEwan'’s fiction and contributes
much of its power of blackness yet it is
somehow compatible with a characterisation
that is humane, and a sensc of human possi-
bility that is promising and sane. This may be
only to say that McEwan is the classiest kind

of popular novelist and that the particular
edge he has in relation to his contemporaries
comes from the fact that he is much the most
readable member of their company.

His new novel Enduring Love in some
ways challenges that proposition, even
though it is, in its way, a kind of thriller.
The opening section of the novel, the set-
picce and to some extent the primal sceng,
is written in McEwan’s densest and most
clegant prose—it almost resists the reader

cven though it is fraught with

significance and portent.
I HE PROTAGONIST 1s a scientific

journalist, highbrow but popularising, who
finds himself assisting at the sitc of a
catastrophe. An air balloon with a young
boy inside gets out of control in turbulent
weather, somewhere in the English
countryside, and our hero is onc of scveral
men who try to drag it back to carth. He
does not try as hard as one man, a doctor,
who dics in the attempt.

Among the other failed saviours and
survivors there is a man with a private
income to whom the journalist utters a
couple of meaningless, intense words in the
hysteria of the moment. This fellow
becomes obsessed with the older man, he
not only falls in love with the journalist but
his crotomania takes the form of imagining
that he has been encouraged, and the Other
isnotonly complicitin this perfect love but
he necds to be saved from hisatheism by his
lover’s enflamed Christian love.

This is Clérambault’s syndrome, appar-
ently a documented form of mania which
one occasionally encounters by other
names. In Enduring Love the sufferer lays
siege to the ‘beloved’, writing daily letters,
hiding behind hedges in his street and
generally driving him around the twist.
Part of the subtlety of Enduring Love is to
reduce everything midway to a point of
indeterminacy where, like the hero’s wife,
we arc not sure whether or not he has
invented his amatory persecutor, wherce
the dancer ends and the dance begins in a
schizophrenic psychodrama that may be
unfolding largely {but what does ‘largely’
mean?)in the character’'s mind. Thisis dark
and pitcous stuff, whichever way you look
at it, and McEwan is brilliant in the way he
dramatiscs material that could sink into
the stasis of enacted fixation.

The journalist is married to a literary
scholar preoccupied with Keats, a strong
loving woman who adores other people’s
children in the absence of her own. Her
distress at his new ‘relationship’ is handled

Vorume 7 NUMRER 10

with a wholly credible apprchension of
people’s irrational unpredictability. As it
unfolds—always a step ahcad of the read-
cr’s expectations, despite the traditional-
ism of the groove—Enduring Love involves
shots fired in public places and knives held
to throats, but in a narrative notable for its
chasteness and lack of sensationalism.

There s also a subplot about the wife of
the doctor who died during the balloon
incident and who has her own particular
ritual of catharsis to enact over her hus-
band’s death.

Enduring Love also has a kind of non-
fictional coda which, in a remarkable struc-
tural effect, packs as much of a punch as
anything in its differing spheres of action,
whether psychodramatic or Hitcheockian.
It also ends with a brief passage that flames
with aberrant life.

Hitcheock is probably the right analogy
tor McEwan because there is an abiding
sense of grace in the normality which the
novelist, like the film-malker, findsin cvery
signaturc of the obscrvable world, cven the
texture of the curtain when it is rent.

Peter Craven writcs acolumn for the Higher
Education Supplement of The Australian.
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1 L1LIN J1LLLL

A supper to colour dreams

OU ARE DRIVING from Sydney to
Melbourne, and having tuclled both the car
and yourself at Albury you swing once
more into the seat. On the regional radio, a
farmer is being interviewed. He makes the
usual strategic concessions to the
interviewer, and then throws away the line
that he is exporting plane-loads of lettuce
to England, to litt the heart and cleanse the
blood of Mcssrs McDonalds’ patrons. The
interviewer, thunderstruck, fences as best
he may. You drive on, contemplating some
late-twenticth-century
equivalent of Coleridge’s
ghost-ship, this one
blasting through the cerie
darkness, those green cold
growths ferried to another
world.

Mcanwhilc, your craw
protests, for a while, at
what you have gulped, the
span of one or two Euro-
pran countries behind
you, and about the same
to gobefore yousleep. And
there we have it, taken on board by the one
person—foodasboundlessly majestic, ceasce-
lessly imperative: and food as nothing but
stuffing, as the old Roman sausage,
farcimen, lentname to farce. There is some-
thing here to flesh out not only our rather
intractable bodies but our hungering spirits
as well. Exceptin the direst circumstances,
complexity will rarcly be lacking,

What could be more innocent than the
apple, so often the apple of our eye? But the
nipped skin, on one account, embitters all
human predicaments, from that moment
until the world’s great fruit is transfigured,
definitively—if that happens. What could
coax us forward if not bread and wine, the
onc excellent forsurvival, the other fine for
celebration? But none of the millions of
Christian ceremonies has put them on the
table withoutallusion to a deathly shadow,
the wine sourced, the bread disintegrated. If
wehadneverhad comedy, neverhad tragedy,
we would still have had food: and perhaps
food would have done the job.

Not without thoughthowever—thought
ds to preparation, milieu, companions,
outcomes. Even the scrappiest of recipe-
books pays some attention to these matters,
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Jsin(s) 0 7022 2722 6, 0 7022 2960 1;
07022 2962 & vre $29.95 cach volume.
however curtly. An acquaintance of mine
has on his telephone message-machine the
one-word injunction, ‘Speak!”: but humane
transactions cannot long be conducted in
such terms, and most of us want, and have
wanted from the breast or the bottle, more
largesse than can be there in the austere

command, ‘Eat!’

Eric Rollsunderstands this, through and
through. His aptly-named trilogy, A
Celebration of Food and Wine, is braced by
an enthusiasm for conviviality, and might
be seen as cither the outcome or the origin
of any amount of it. Not, hcaven knows,
that he cannot play the astringent. In an
earlier book, Sojourners, he observes in
passing that ‘The gencral standard of
Chinese restaurants in Australia, as with
French, Italian, Greek, or any other
restaurants, is atrocious.” A Celebration is
rich in casual comments such as, ‘1 have no
time available to drink gin. It would confuse
both the day and the wines at dinner,” ‘“The
only decoration on a dinner plate should be
fired on to it in the kiln’, “Why is it that
modern plant breeders consider everything
but the essential?’, ‘There are no good
mashers.” He has, in other words, a properly
large number of crotchets: but he is never a
curmudgeon.

The volumes are subtitled, respectively,
‘Ot flesh, of fish, of fowl,” ‘Of grain, of grape,
of gethsemane,” and ' Of fruit, of vegetables,
of vulgar herbs, of sugar and spicc.” These
designations already hint at an array of
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elements in the book itsclf. Part
autobiography, part gustatory manual, part
travelogue, part history, it makes its own
way by its own rules. It might please the
shades of those two widely-read and deeply
cherished writers on food and its arts,
Elizabeth David and M.F.K. Fisher, since it
combines zest, cxpertise, and a musing
reminiscence something after theirfashion.
Here, for instance, is the first paragraph of
the first volume:

My first memory of

good tood is beside a

winter fire as a five-year-

old. When ‘bedtime-soon’

was announced, 1 took a

green apple, speared it

with a length of fencing

wire, held it over the red

coals until the skin

bubblcd and juice began

to spit, then I took it off,

allowed it to cool to

handling temperature,

spreadit with honey gath-

cred trom teral bees and bit into it sweet,

sour, crisp and soft, a supper to colour
dreams.

In all, there arc 513 pages in which, at
any moment, something like this is liable
to appear. After all, the book is to end hy
saying, “Too little poctry has been written
about food, possibly because it surpasscs
words. It carries its own nobility. And so
ends a celebration of food and wine which,
like sex, T find indistinguishable from a
celebration of life,” and Rolls never has to
look very hard to find warrant for diverse
ways of couching the celebration. His
introductory paragraph has an eye to food
assomething memorable, to the days’ cycle,
to nature’s gifts and human calculation, to
the plenitude of imaginings. It also begins
to establish a sense of the comradely—
‘companions,’ after all, are literally the
breakers of bread together—which will first
license and then welcome A Celebration’s
vivacious ramblings.

All cooking, from the simple to the
sumptuous, is a kind of transformation,
and as such it is potentially fascinating:
there is an alchemist behind every apron.
Ruefully, we can all attest that the codes



and calculations can go disastrously wrong,
as in the complaint, of a certain meal, that
the food was a comedy and the wine a
tragedy: or, as in the cartoon of a eouple of
cighteenth-century old salts, one saying to
the other, ‘Lilliput is all right, if you like
nouvcelle cuisine.” Rolls’” book comes from
the man who, in They All Ran Wild.
described memorably the malign results of
alterations to Australia’s flora and fauna;
and A Celebration is often intent on warn-
ing its recaders against follies and blunders.
But its ethos is overwhelmingly onc of
enthusiasm, and amongst the favourite
words are ‘honour,” as in ‘Parsley honours
Lebanese food,” ‘rejoice,” as in ‘Tomatocs
cooked and fresh rejoice when sprinkled
with basil,’” and ‘surprise,” as in ‘Rather
tasteless fish like Sweep, which sometimes
hook themselves two at a time on offshore
reefs when one is hoping for Snapper, canbe

Means to b

SYCHOANALYSIS, As JUDITH BreTT points
out, is a no-flight zone, so far as most
political theorists arc concerned, and (erra
incognito to the general public, teachers
and cducationalists. And for all but a few
journalists. This is true whether one is
concerned with the theories: the various
therapeutic techniques and the reasoning
behind these techniques, or with the ways
in which psychoanalytically oriented
thinkers have employed analytic concepts,
in trying to interpret literary, artistic,
political or anthropological material.

Journalists, who possibly know cven
less about these matters than any of the
other groups mentioned above, are
especially scornful of efforts by writers such
as Brett, Little and Stan Anson to introduce
new conceptual dimensions in exploring
politicians such as Menzies or Hawke. This
is the demesne of the journalists; the stories
should only contain gossip, innuendo and
anccdote. Along with permission to make
generalisations and engage in a measure of
purc or impurc speculation which would
bring blushes to the chieeks of people like
Brett and her colleague. But ultimately,
most latter day journalists appcear
temperamentally averse to penetrating

surprised by chilli sauce.” Rolls” money is
usually on the festal.

Which can start anywhere. Here he is,
forinstance, taking off from earlier historical
and acsthetic remarks about Broad Beans,
and a subtle recipe for their cooking:

Broad Beans are sold dried along with
many pulses: round, oval, kidney-shaped,
red, white, black, yellow, green, cream,
brown. Each nced different soaking times
and different cooking times. All should be
washed with fresh water after soaking then
cooked for a while with the lid off to
cvaporate the poisonous cyanogen always
present, especially in lima and red kidney
beans. Cooked with a fresh pig's trotter, a
ham bone, chicken giblets, cubces of stealk,
a knuck of salt pork, with leeks, onions,
mushrooms, tomatoces, various herbs,
anything to match and complement the
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beneath the surface of just about anything.
Brett and collecagues examine Hawke,
Keating, Whitlam, Frascr, Menzies, Calwell,
Hasluck and Suharto; a worthy enterprise,
though, almost of necessity, not especially
sensational.

Two main explanatory devices give the
collection its general direction: Narcissism
and Resentment. There is now a great deal
of material on narcissism—indeed it is the
flavour of thce decade—but far less on
resentment, whereas [ consider the latter
the bitter flavour of the entire century.
Indeed so entrenched is this type of behav-
iour and motivation in Australian socicty
and character that it passes unnoticed, right
in front of our c¢ycs. For many, it is now the
normal way of talking and thinking.

In Brett's collection Whitlam, Hawlke
and Keating reccive the most attention
partly because they were the most exotic.
Charismatic, some uscd to attest. They
constitute a major break from the type and
style of carlicr Labor Leaders, of whom
Hayden was perhaps the last. Beazley is in
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tlavour of the particular beans, they make
a breakfast to enrich the whole day.

Himself a poet, Rolls knows that a
catalogue can be more than a tallying, and
can itself begin to sing—as his list of the
pulses, pronounced aloud, begins to do. As
farmer-poct, he also assumes that processces
have tobe worked through, and that nature,
amenable to being charmed, is not to be
mocked. The sainted Mrs Beeton, who died
at the age of twenty-nine, says in the
introduction to her book that if she had
known what was involvedinits writing she
might never have done it. Rolls, a much
older hand, must have known what he was
facing. At its end, A Celebration shows all
the ¢lan with which it began.

Peter Steele has a Personal Chair at the
University of Melbourne.

itter ends

some ways a survivor from an carlicer, less
confrontational era. In manncrand, Isuspect
in philosophy a liberal conservative, he has
been foreed to adopt the body language and
the tactics of people whom he once sought
to avoid.

But as to the charismatic trio—I think
they can be at least partly accounted for by
sociological, rather than psychoanalytic
factors. They have lived and been major
actors in an cra of populist demagogy. We
have had populist demagogues before—Billy
Hughes, Lang and Bjelke Petersen. Menzies
could turn on his own brand of aristocratic
demagogy. Kennett is in part a demagogue;
Chipp was a small-scale populist
demagoguce, Gorton a populist.

But the domination of our system by a
new kind of media driven and defined
political agenda, which Hasluck noticed
alrcady appearing, as he wrote in 1968,
required that political lcaders, almost
forcibly separated from their, or theirparty’s
policics, must be of a certain kind. So that
politics could he about leaders, not policies,
and public politics be onc-dimensional,
theatrical, gladiatorial and appealing to s-
entiments, not reason; Hawke was most
successtul at this game, for (To page 43)
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There were times on the weeks when the
two boys and their mother, Lyle, had to
make themselves scarce so Eric could trans-
form himself,

Peteralso developed the custom of cross-
dressing, a predeliction he was at pains to
keep hidden from his father. Yet Peter’s
reflections on the psychological complexity
of this behaviour are candid and astute. He

{From page 41) that is the sum of the man.
Whereas Whitlam was genuinely interested
in the intellect and in policies, and Keating
would have liked tohave been. The Liberals,
since Menzies, have been ill suited to this
way of doing politics, and cannot really
handle the media, partly because they
despise and distrust it. Kennett defied
gravity, as did Bolte and Menzies; butit’s a
hard act to sustain. So Paul Hasluck, who
thought the Press Gallery cither
incompetent, or venal, was not so much a
fish out of water, as just too normal for the
frenetic kind of hallucinatory politics that
was taking over.

In the circumstances, one would expect
successful leaders to be gregarious, cxhibi-
tionistic, interested in the appearance rather
than the reality. To be into aggression,
power, winning, rather than compromise
or codperation. But pretending to be a good
cggatthe same time. One should not expect
them to be reflective—Hamlet never got to
be king. As to the resentment which was
supposed to influence many of Calwell’s
internal transactions, the period from
Whitlam to Kcating, according to Lindsay
Rae, was, despite the Dismissal, still one of
optimism and belief in inevitable progress.
So hubris, chutzpah and hype {manic
defencesagainst anxiety or doubt}, were the
key notes of their address. So Frascr was
scen as a party pooper, as Howard is now.
Only when things turned sour, as Keating
movedin, did we start to have the bitterand
resentful style of political language and
argumentation.

This threatens to become ubiquitous,
partly becausce the media and important
subculturcs in our society have always been
motivated by envy, covetousness and re-
sentment. A social-psychological base was
already there—waiting for a superstructure
of legitimacy.

There are indeed many bona fide
cxistential causes to make people feel
resentment, or indignation. But the
psychologically important cases here are
those of people or groups who are almost

does not hecome trapped in the same way as
his father did. Peter recalls looking at
himself for the first time in the mirror,
dressed and made up as a woman. He felt
himself falling in love with this female
stranger, who happened to be himself.
Similarly, as Richard began to better
understand his homosexuality he describes
the dangers of falling in love with men who

invariably resentful, the condition being,
so to speak, cndemic, rather than
situational. Thus, mercly by way of
example, the Hanson people, it seems to
me, point to anumber of important grounds
for resentment, on the part of many
Australians. But from the smallish contact
I have had with the spokespeople, and the
way their critiques and complaints were
often couched, [ suspect that their
resentment is endemic. It would not be
casily dispelled, no matter how many
changes were made, or promised. On the
otherhand, it hasbeen eitherashortsighted
or a dishonest tactic by the rest of us to
concentrate upon the personal flaws of the
proponents—flaws shared by many other
mainstream actors—and to ignore the
possibly valid difficulties and varieties of
culture shock which their supporters are
signalling.

To risk a generalisation, I think resent-
ment plays a much morc central role in the
psyches and political style of the extreme

Left and extreme Right, than it
does in the mainstream.

HE STUDY MORE OR LESS in isolation, of
important political actors, is perfectly above
board—although I suspect that looking at
other classes of prominent persons, not so
obviously mirrors of their time, mightyicld
more abundant fruit. Brett and Co’s
procedures can only accomplish modest
things, and can produce, at least for some of
us, a perception of a certain thinness of
affect. I suspect that this is the result of
deciding to exclude the Unconscious, that
dynamo at the centre of psychoanalytical
explanation. Of course our writers are not
psychoanalysing theirindividual subjects—
how could they? But this inevitable limita-
tion of explanatory power can leave us with
much of what we began. So we are tempted
to tiptoe back tosociology, orlet the journos
back into the game. But this should not be
the end of the matter.

A morc fruitful enterprise at this stage
in our affairs, and concerning many more
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look too much like himself. In many ways,
this is a wisc and honest book about the
sterility of narcissism. It shows what can
happen when nice people look hard in the
mirror.

Michael McGirr s1 is Eureka Street's
consulting editor.

pecople, could be a return to a psycho-
analytically informed study of particular
social classes or sub cultures. Writers such as
Fromm, Reich and Adorn attempted this
before and after the War, with very mixed
results.

Thus, Fromm’s linkage of the post-1918
beleaguered German Mittelstand with
vulnerability to the appeals of Nazism, [
found a stimulating approach. The attempt
to delincate an authoritarian character, or
personality type—first of the right, then of
the left—did give us a better understanding
of psychopolitics, and totalitarianism,
which sociology and political science hadn’t
really provided. A return to the successors
of thosc beleaguered classes, plus the
farmers: a closer look at what makes New
Classes tick; whether there is now a
Nihilistic {as against an authoritarian, or a
narcissistic) Personality operating in society
are subjects worth tackling. Otherwisc, they
will be left to journalists and ideologues.

To talk, as we do, about galloping
Matcerialism, the Me gencration, late
capitalism and the merging of Art, Show
Business, Politics and ‘Lite’ into onc
horrendous porridge of Magic Mushrooms,
isintercsting, butjust touching the surface.

And, surely, psychoanalytically oriented
observers should be giving us a gimmick
free} non-journalistic diagnosis and
prognosis of the tragic social and psycho-
logical vulnerabilities exposed by the
epidemics of drugs, {$7 billion per annum,
rising exponentially), gambling and inter-
personal breakdowns, which are sweeping
through some Western socicties, certainly
ours.

Our psychoanalytic theorists should not
be leaving this field so much to others.
None of this is to withhold praise from
Brett and her symposiasts—for it would be
like demanding that an apple become an
orange. In fact, they have made it possible
for us to understand these eight politieal
actors a good deal better than we did before

Max Teichmann is a freelance reviewer.
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OR A NATION WITH sucii a strong Irish
background as ours, it is surprising that we
see relatively little Irish drama.

Leaving aside George Bernard Shaw
(whose plays arc now mostly out of fashion
and hardly Irish anvway) and Oscar Wilde
(again, hardlyan‘Iri  "dramatist), the most
performedIrish writers in Australiarecently
have been contemporary dramatists Brian
Fricl and Frank McGuiness, while Scan
O'Cascy and Dion Boucicault also still get
occasional outings. In fact, one of the most
popular and widely seen productions of
Irish drama this dccade was Gale Edwards’
lively and colourful production of
Boucicault’s The Shaughraun, which
premicred in Brisbane for the Queensland
Theatre Company in 1993 and was promptly
mncludedin the repertoires of the Melbourne
Theatre Company, the State Theatre
Company of South Australia and the Sydney
Theatre Company over the next year or so.

Equally prominent was Dancing at
Lughnasa, Friel’s study of rural life in
County Donegal, circa 1936; the MTC, the
STC and the STCSA hosted the Abbey
Theatre of Dublin’s autumnal-hued and
rather elegiac production in 1992/93, while
the QTC created its own version in 1994,
{The Abbey’s only previous trip to Australia
was to the Adelaide Festival in 1990, with
awidely-acclaimed production ot O’'Cascy’s
Shadow of a Gunman.) Nearly as prominent
as those two plays has been McGuinness’
Someone Who'll Watch Over Me, which
was produced by the MTC and by the
Ensemble (in Sydney) in 1994 and by the
Holc in the Wall in Perth in 1995 and again
last year. I suspect, though, that its
popularity owed more to its small cast and
its subject matter (an Englishman, an
Irishman and an American imprisoned in a
Beirut hostage crisis) than to its Irishness.

An carlier production of a McGuinness
play was scen at Sydney's Crossroads
Theatre for the Festival of Sydney in 1990,
directed by Macliosa Stafford, now artistic

44 EUREKA STREET

Thir s

dircctor of the famous Druids Theatre
Company in Ircland. This was Observe the
Sons of Ulster Marching to the Somme, a
larger-scale play about men and bonding in
World War 1. Crossroads, whose artistic
director was Irishwoman Clara Mason, was
somcthing of a champion of Irish drama;
one of the finest productions of a Friel play
I have scen in Australia was her lovely,
stark rendition of Faith Healer in 1990,
with Pat Bishop, Danny Adcock and the
visiting Irish actor Eamon Morrissey in the
title role. At other times, they did
adaptations of works by James Joyce and
some Samuel Beckett. Alas, Crossroads has
disappeared, a victim of Sydney property
development. Elsewhere, Friel and his
brethren continue to surface from time to
time in the state theatres’ repertoires, like
the MTC’s gorgeous production of the
otherwise over-rated Molly Sweeney in
April this year.

Irish theatre companies are also
occasional Festival visitors to Australia,
although fewer and further between than
continental European and flavour-of-the-
decade Japanesce ones. Apart from the
Abbey’s visit to Adelaide in 1990, the Druids
came to the Festival of Sydney in 1995,
with the contemporary playwright Vincent
Woods’ At The Black Pig’s Dyke, one of
many harrowing plays about ‘“The Troubles’.
In 1994, a Dublin company called Co-
Motion Theatre brought another
contemporary play, Pat McCabe’s Frank
Pig Says Hello (adapted from his novel) to
the Melbourne International Festival.
That—plus actor Maggic Millar's occasional
‘Bloomsday’ party-piece, Mollie Bloont, and
local playwright Jill O’Callaghan’s Some
Mother’s Son, a gripping present-day drama
of a family caught up in the continuing
aftermath of the same troubles—brought
the grand total of professionally-produced
‘Irish’ drama in Melbourne over the past
cight years to seven!

That statistic was almost doubled in the
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-ish in season

space of just twelve days in October this
year, when the 70-year-old Gate Theatre of
Dublin was ctfectively made company-in-
residence at the Melbourne International
Festival of the Arts. This excellent com-
pany gave us five productions from their
extensive repertoire, one by an actor/writer
in the company and the otherfour by Samucl
Beckett.

The contemporary work, Catalpa,
written and splendidly performed by Donal
O’Kelly. This extraordinarily detailed
monodrama deals with a scldom-remem-
bered incident in Western Australia’s
history, namecly the 1876 rescuc by an
American whaling ship of six Irish nation-
alists sentenced to lite in Fremantle Gaol.
This is a flashback story, told by a young
film-maker whosce trecatment of this remark-
able story has been rejected by Hollywood.
Dejected, he returns to his simply-furnished
apartment to brood over his failure, but
soon launches into a re-cnactment of the
story in which he plays George Anthony,
the land-bound husband, new father and
ex-whaler commissioncd to captain the
Catalpa on its hair-raising journcy from
New Bedford, Mass., half-way round the

world under the pretext of a
routine whaling voyage.

I HROUGH THE JOINT GUISL of the would-

be film-maker and the increasingly central
character of George, O’Kelly also portrays
the entire ship’s crew, the commissioning
agents, the six Fremantle Fenians as they
await their rescuc plus everyone else in the
story. He also evokes his wite, her mother
[who made him swear on her decathbed
never to go to sea againl, his daughterand—
cven more spectacularly—the one whale
and her calf that they catch before detour-
ing around the Cape to Australia. It’s an
acting tour-de-force and it’s aided by ex-
tremely clever use of the stage furniture
(the curtain is now his wife’s shawl, now
the whale’s blood) and by Trevor Knight'’s









actually make things go a bit too fast. The
duet—there’s no other word forit—between
Vladimir and Estragon, which has the
leitmotiv of ‘lcaves’ repeated with multiple
tonal variations, was flatter than it should
have been, less lyrically charged. None of
which is meant to diminish the power of
the performances, McGovern’sin particular.
He gives Vladimir a kind of imperious,
bristling dignity and an intensity which is
always impressive and technically
interesting.

This was a good production of Godot,
even a very good one, which nevertheless
tended to domesticate the play’s comedy
and drama to the sharply particularised
faces of one kind of experience. There is
nothing wrong with this in itself, but the
kind of human faces Beckett needs, the
apprehensions of grace and the reality of
the pratfalls, are both more clowning and
more lyrical than this grainy and thorough
realisation can drecam of. This is a Godot
after the pattern of a Jack Yeats painting or,
in Australian terms, a Counihan.

Krapp’s Last Tape is Beckett’s more
famous one-hander, the only play he wrote
for a solo actor, which belongs to the same
period as Godot and Endgamne and is likely
to live as part of the general dramatic
tradition. The play was originally written
for Patrick Magee and itis abare 45 minutes
long. An old man shuffles on to the stage,
mutters a few words, then proceeds to play

a tape in which, as a much younger
man, he remembers his life.

CCASIONALLY HE MUTTERS OT
cxpostulates or changes the tape. The power
of the play comes from the tension between
the hauntingly lyrical, disappointed but
yearning, cloquence of the text as it is
written and enunciated, and the wan
decrepitude, the mute horror and deep
sadness, of the old codger who has to listen
to the exhibitionism of a past self.

The Dublin Gate production of this aria
of self-revision and self-reviling has, as
Krapp, an actor ahout as far removed from
the pyrotechnics of Irish folksingers as it is
possible to get. David Kelly—who was the
first actor to play the partin Ireland back in
1959—creates a riveting dislocation
between the voice which remembers and
the body which reacts.

Kelly's performance is a study in
restraint and the dramatic power it
generates. The voiceis Anglo-Irish, refined,
lyrical—a voice that understands that the
emotion is in the cadence and there has to
be poetry, however toned down, if you're

going to show pain. It is almost as though
the spectral physical presence of the actor,
with his black empty eyes, is like the spirit
of Beckett’s own scepticism about the
eloquence which he parades within the
inverted commas of the action.

The whole short play is like a memento
mori within a memento mori: an infinite
regress which representsnot only the limits
of human happiness but the limits of any
artistic representation. Faced with such
material David Kelly balances expertly
between authority and understatement.
There isno milking of the action, no ¢clown-
like commentary on the text, just the sharp
discordance hetween the two persone of a
figure we know to be diffcrent phascs of the
same character. Thirty years agolsaw Elijah
Moshinsky direct Max Gillies in this part.
The conception and the performance were
much more visually inventive, there was
much greater sprawl and business and
clowning, but there was nothing like the
same angry brilliance of the eye or the same
grave music.

Endgame is, 1 supposc, the greatest play
of the postwar period and the play in which
Beckett allows the richest dramatic
interplay to his central figures. After the
lyricism and clowning of Waiting for Godot
with its Tweedledee-Tweedledum tramps,
Hamm and Clov in Endgame are contrasts
from the world of cartoon or ancient
typology: The Fat Man and the Thin Man,
the bass and the tenor, King Lear and the
Fool. Beckett is not quite susceptible to
political allegory even though his
minimalist canvases show traces of the
lines of colour which have been wiped out.
From this not quite permissible point of
view, Endgame abstracts a world glowing
with the suggestion of postnuclear
holocaust in the same way that the waiting
in Godot is probably flavoured by Beckett’s
experiences in the French Resistance,
constantly waiting for a contact who might
not come.

The play is histrionically rich in a way
Beckett was never again to allow and it asks
for the greatest actors on earth. Hamin, the
old blind stager in the wheclchair, is the
actor-manager of his own pain, to which
Clov, his manservant, ministers chorically
and chronically—he can no more sit than
Hamm can stand.

Elsewhere, as a further modulation of
merriment through misery, Hamm’'s
mother and father, Nell and Nag, live in
rubbish bins from which they pop up to be
fed. Endgame’s sharp tonal contrast and
elaborate duct or repartée make it a
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consistently funny play even though it is
also a kind of tragedy in inverted commas,
a tragedy which has as its framing device
the impossibility of tragedy.

The Dublin Gate production of the play
directed by Antonio Liberais cast tostrength
and has considerable style and power. Alan
Stanfordisnearlyideal asHamm: the rugged
Anglo-Irish voice with its dark recesses of
oil, and its natural fruitiness is used to
superb effect. This is the kind of old-style
‘grand’ acting which is fading fast from the
face of the carth, and in Hamm Stanford has
precisely the vehicle to showcase its effects
and give himself an ironic distance from
them. My only rescrvation is that it is such
a finished performance that, although
Stanford captures all the black irony and
much of the melancholy of the part, he
didn’t actually move mc on the first night,
though this may have been merely
fortuitous. At every level of gesture and
tone however, and with superb sensc of the

rhetoric and rhythm of the pare,
this is a splendid performance.

A.T TiMES PEREADPS there could have been

more variation from the actual formality
and music of the dialogue with Clov. There’s
a sensc in which the deepest moments of
feeling in Beckett are hidden in the pits and
hollows of the texts. Barry McGovern, fine
actor though he is, stays rather remorse-
lessly in one register throughout his
characterisation of Clov. It is a glittering,
scathing, performance, of great technical
authority, but too simply the walkingbitter
thin man.

McGovern’s refusal to touch the gentle-
ness or lyrical grain in Clov is particularly
marked in the soliloquy, just before the
end, which he gives a rat-a-tat metallic
quality, like a dragged-out curse, rather
than the wondering heartsorrow, the
mysterious sadness of Beckett’s words.

Not that this makes for anything but a
strong revelatory Endgame, a lot better
than one could hope for. Nell and Nag have
precisely the right blend of hilarity and
poignancy, and they are spacious and
characterised rather than caricatures.

The Irishness—which is there as the
merest tone colour—works very well in
this production because the tarnished
gentility of the accent suggests a nearly
vanished world, ficrcely democratic in its
sharper instinct, which has nevertheless
known the bitterest kinds of clan warfare

Peter Craven uscd to be theatre critic for
The Australian.
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country town, are on their way home from
the green. They arc hardly in the first flush
of youth, but their uniforms are starched
and ironed and they look a treat.
Unfortunately, theircarfails to take a corner
and they run off the road. With as much
dignity as they can muster, they gradually
cxtricate themselves from the upturned
vehicle. This scenc is poised precariously
between tragedy and farce, but gradually a
wry scnse of the ridiculous begins to win out.

The four lady bowlers are discovered in
their distress by Maurie {Paul Chubb), a
local pig farmer, who ineptly initiates a
rescue. This brings into play the volunteers
of the local CFA who are keen to put on a
good show, the local ambulance unit which
can’t find the scence of the accident, and the
local policeman who happens to be having
an affair and misscs out on all the action.
The cmergency services know far less of
what’s happening than the town gossips.
The four lady bowlers are the only ones
who keep calm.

One of the most appealing features of
the film is the fine Australian cast: Bill
Hunter, Patricia Kennedy, Alwyn Kurts,
Monica Maughan, Terry Norris and Kerry
Walker are among them. Phillip Adams is
the voice of God. All of thesc actors—some of
them not young—can create extraordinary
characters from the smallcst gestures, even
from the way they handle a teapot.

And Nhill, of course, like many of the
towns betwceen Melbourne and Adelaide,
has made other appearances in the yarts. In
Jack Hibberd’s Stretch of the Imagination,
Monk O’Neil describes himself as a Nhillist.
This filim is at the otherend of the stretch. It's
about the way lives overlap, flow into cach
otherand sometimes collide. It'sa very funny
film with hardly a funny line in it.

—Michael McGirr S)

Play it Kull, boy

Kull the Conqueror, dir. John Nicolella
(general release). Every year or so there has
to be a sword-and-sorcery epic. They used
to be sword-and-sandal, but the myths of
Greece, Rome and the Bible have given way
to Tolkienesque derivations that suit an
age less pious but just as hungry for the
numinous.

The producer’s family has a long and
quite honourable tradition in epic making:
Raffaella de Laurentiis is the daughter of
Dino de Laurentiis, maker of Barbarella,
Flash Gordon and Conan the Barbarian—
all good, solid watchable films with touches

of wit and intelligence. The target market
for Kull is clearly teenage boys whao play
Ultima and Diablo on their computers
when they should be using them to write
essayson Greece, Rome and the Bible. There
will also be great support from the gay
lobby: the well-muscled Kevin Sorbo is also
the lead in Hercules. the low-budget TV
series that has become a cult hit.

Sorbo reminds me of Clint Walker, a
chesty actor from the 1950s who starred in
Cheyenne, a Western that provided lots of
opportunitics to flex pectorals at the ladices.
It had a theme song that we kids reduced to
‘Cheyenne, Cheyenne, Cheyenne is a very
big man .. and used as a skipping song.
Nothing as resonant or memorable happens
in the Kull soundtrack, which has some very
undistinguished plain-label hcavy metal to
punctuate theaction. Highlanderhad Queen,
and it was the right combination: great ac-
tion and terrific music created something
memorable. Kull isn't up to Highlander
standards—it’s more in the style of
Dragonheart, from the same production
company—but will provide lots of young
lads with something harmless to do for an
afternoon in the school hols. As my 17-year-
old nephew said after the preview: ‘It’s not
Shakespeare, but it's a hoot.”

—TJuliette Hughes

Get the wind up

Hurricane Streets, dir. Morgan J. Freeman,
{independent cinemas). A variant on the
Anthem to Doomed Youth school of drama,
this is quite a good film, although it depicts
notsomuch hurricane streets as unpleasant
avenues of medium zephyr. It tells the
story of a ‘club’ of boys, still at the bike-
riding age, in lower Manhattan. They steal
CDs and shoes to resell to other kids; hang
out in their clubhouse—an empty bomb
shelter—and engage in what is basically
small-time crime.

Filmed in a naturalistic style, with a
good feeling for the urban environment
they inhabit, the focus of the narrative is
Marcus, a fifteen-year-old living with his
grandmother because his father is dead and
hismother’s injail. Indeed the performance
of Brendon Sexton III in this role is the
reason to sce the film. He docs a fine job
conveying the web of morality, guilt, hope-
fulness and despair that ensnares the gang
as they are pressured to upgrade their
activities to a more serious level of wrong-
doing. All Marcus really wants to do is
escape from his own particular reality and
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return to his boyhood home in the clean air
of New Mexico. Somewhat inconveniently,
he falls in love with a Latino girl, who
shakes him from his alienated state and
helps propel him into a series of confronta-
tions, not just with her overprotective
father, but with the law, other gang members
and the city itself.

The film’s problem is that it reveals
little we haven’t scen before. The streets of
New York have been worked over so many
times by somany competent directors before
Morgan J. Freeman. The plot in its latter
stages requires two devices so obvious and
clumsy that they detract from the serious
character development. Still, Freeman docs
have a fine feel for realism and I warmed to
the lead character as he started to become
just as cxasperated as I did with the con-
stant ‘faux-homeboy’ posturing of his gang.

—Victor Nurcombe

A bit extraordinary

A Life Less Ordinary, dir. Danny Boyle,
{Independent cinemas). Figment Films,
which brought us Trainspotting and
Shallow Grave has managed a change of
style in this romantic comedy/fantasy, ob-
viously aimed at a wider audience than
their earlicr movies. A Life is thc story of
two very different characters—princess and
pauper—brought together by fate, then
manipulated by two rather twisted angels,
played by Holly Hunter and Delroy Lindo.
This film’s version of heaven is ‘NYPD
White’, and the two angel ‘cops’ must bring
these two opposites together if they want to
keep their jobs—and world peace.

Figment films is the creation of Danny
Boyle, Andrew McDonald and John Hodge—
director, producer and writer respectively—
and actor Ewan McGregor. A Life represents
a complete departure from the gritty, in-
your-face cynicism of their previous efforts,
and shows a certain bravery in the face of
current disenchantment with all things
romantic.

Ewan McGregor plays the leading ‘boy’,
whose life has been very, very ordinary:
he’s lost his job, his girl (to a gym instruc-
tor} and his house. So he gets very, very
mad, storms the boss’s office, gun in hand,
demanding his clecaningjobback. And that’s
where he meets her—the boss’s daughter
(Cameron Diaz]. A kidnap follows and the
adventures begin. It’s a wild ride, but not the
tour de force that was Trainspotting.

—Melanie Coombs
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