











modeller {competition!} to challenge the results provided by
the MONASH model. And this is where the problems began
for the Commission and Professor Dixon. Because the outside
modecller, Chris Murphy of the Canberra-based firm, Econtech,
came up with a different figure for the benetits of further taritf
reduction.

In work for the South Australian Government, Murphy
estimated that the real consumption foregone in 1994-95
because of tariffs was less than $100 million. Not $1,500 million.
Less than $100 million. This was not just a matter of choosing
assumptions, but choosing
recasonable assumptions.

Murphy gave good reasons to The nroblem ... is that politicians are not

doubt the Commission’s figures.
They had ignored, he said, the
revenue-reducing effects of tariff

reductions. When combined with +1, Jheses from tariffs are in the biHiOI’lS,

other assumptions about wages,

this cxaggerated the benetits politicians will most likely listen. Large

flowing from more tariff
reductions. nun
IN THE FINAL REPORT, the lllttll

Commission changed its tune,
although it did not make this
cxplicit. Real consumer benefits were now expecteda to be around
$76 million, with a revised figure for a GDP gain of $165 million
a ycar. And Murphy down-scaled his estimates of the consumer
benefits to about $50 million a year.

The problem here is that politicians are not cconomic
modellers. If a technician says the losses from tariffs arc in the
billions, politicians will most likely listen. Large numbers also
scare them. So there is really little room for error at the best of
times. But in the current climate, atter BHP's disastrous decision
to close the steelworks at Newcastle, it is lethal, professionally
and politically.

economic modellers. If a technician says

o scare them. So there is really © People

or error at the best of times.

Onc participant at the conference, a trade and industry
bureaucrat down from Canberra, said MONASH was
‘monstered’ there. And things were apparently strained between
Murphy and Dixon for a while. In other arcas, notably the
estimates for job losses, how to deal with APEC and the breadth
of industry policy, there were other problems. Murphy estimated
12,000 jobs would be lost, MONASH 3,000. And Webber decried
what he regards as the naive requirement to conform blindly to
APEC tariff reduction targets and the limited approach of the
Commission to industry development.

But the debate is really
about morc than logic or
personalitics. It is about how
the Howard Government's
sensible dccision  to  put
industry representatives on
industry inquirics—Webber on
cars, Philip Brass on textiles,
clothing and footwear—created
some intellectual competition
who have been
running the reform agenda for
15 years.

Though, as free market
cconomists arc constantly
exhorting us, the race is never won. Colin Hargreaves, the
exccutive director of the Economic Modelling Bureau, spoke
proudly in the aftermath of the Mclbourne conference about
how all present thought further tariff reductions would benetit
the cconomy. And about how wrong it is that political concerns
get into policy debate.

But why be proud about a consensus on tarifts? What's so
scientific about a consensus? And what naif could expect to
keep politics out of economics?

Lincoln Wright is a finance writer with the Canberra Times.
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Back pat chat

E DON'T MIND OCCASIONALLY patting ourselves on the
back. We were delighted at the recent meeting of the
Australasian Catholic Press Association in Tasmania that
Eurcka Street was awarded the Bishop Kennedy Award for the
outstanding magazine of the year.

The award cited not only the work of the editor, Morag
Frascr, but also that of members of our redoubtable production
tecam: Jon Greenaway, Siobhan Jackson and Scott Howard.

Eurcka Street carried out the award for the best front cover,
(Patrick Dodson in front of the Clifton Pugh portrait of Arch-
bishop Mannix, October 1996, photographed by Greg Scullin
and designed by Siobhan Jackson) and was highly commended
tor layout and design. Our Sydney contributing editor, Edmund
Campion, was highly commended for his column in Madonna.

In the awards presented by the Australasian Religious Press
Association, Fureka Street again featured prominently.

It won prizes for the best front cover (Greg Scullin and
Siobhan Jackson) and best piece of reporting in a magazine
(James Griffin reporting on Papua New Guinca). It was highly
commended for layout and design.

Morag Fraser won the award for the best religious item in
a sccular paper for her Easter 1996 feature in The Svdney
Morning Herald.

In all, Jesuit Publications won 13 awards. As always, thanks
are mostly due to our readers who keep us up to the mark. Stav
with us for more quality rcading!

Michael McGirr sy is the consulting editor of Eureka Street.
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Wrong way on rights

HE VALUE PLACLED BY GOVERNMENT on human rights and
respect for human dignity appears to be diminishing at a rapid
rate. So rapid, in fact, that many of the changes have cither
gone unnoticed or there has been scant opportunity for the
public to analyse the rationales provided by Government to
justify the changes.

Over the period of the last two governments, Australia, a
signatory to a number of Conventions, has been exposed to
international censure and accusations of hypocrisy for its failure
to sign trade agreements and for other aspects of Government
policy. The embarrassment may cxplain recent attempts to
diminish our obligations.

In 1995 the incursions into the human rights arena occurred
in the form of the Adminisirative Decisions (International
Instruments) Bill 1995. This bill was introduced by the former
Labor government o override the High Courts’ decision in the
Teoh casc. The bi - seeks to exclude bureaucrats from having
the responsibility even to consider the few international human
rights conventions signed and ratified by Australia when they
are making their decisions or formulating policy. But the reality
of modern political life is that bureau 1ts have considerable
power over social sccurity benefits, the delivery of health serv-
ices, Aboriginal affairs and in safe-guarding principles of natu-
ral justice. The Coalition is intending to proceed with the bill.

The ‘10 point plan’, if enacted, will require amendment of
the Racial Discrimination Act, allowing for discrimination on
grounds of race—which will be out of step with the Conven-
tion on Elimination of All Forms of Racial Discrimination.

Latc last year a strong rumour was circulating that Cabinet
had bcfore it a paper which exami  d the possibility of
de-ratifying Australia’s human rights conventions, and madc
suggestions as to how such a measurc could be made palatable
to the Australian public. Despite the fact that a number of
agencies sought clarification on this point, the rumour has been
neither confirmed nor denied.

In December 1995, Australia submitted its report under
Article 44 to the United Nations Committee on the Rights of
the Child. The Report was cursory and two years overdue, citing
the National Inquiry of the Human Rights and Equal
Opportunity Commission (HREOC] and the Australian Law
Reform Commission {ALRC) into ‘Children and the Legal
System’ as its major step towards compliance!

In October 1996 an Alternative Report of Australian NGOs
outlined Australia’s poor record in its treatment of children,
particularly children who are disadvantaged. The Government's
response was to commission the Joint Senate Inquiry on Treaties
to review the Convention on the Rights of the Child. A concern
is that the review will not recommend that Aus ‘m T up
its socks’ in the manner in which it treats its children, but that
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it will instead see a watering down of the convention to make
Australia’s compliancce easier.

On 30 April 1997, the Human Rights Committee in Geneva
handed down its views under the First Optional Protocol of the
International Covenant on Civil and Political Rights. The
committee criticised the Government’s treatment of
Cambodian detainees finding Australia had ‘violated’ a number
of the Articles of the Convention.

On 24 May 1997 a ‘Regional Dialogue on Human Rights’
by the Joint Standing Committce of Foreign Affairs, Defence
and Trade was announced (cf the Weekend Australian). The
review is to look at the current debate on the interpretation of
human rights in the region, looking also at the extent of the
ratification of the United Nations human rights treatics.

One can only hope that this review will not be used as an
excuse to reduce our human rights commitments on the grounds
of their being out of step with South East Asia’s. Many countries
in our region pay scant regard to protecting the rights and
liberties of their citizens. ‘Bringing our human rights obligations
in line with those of the region’ is a dubious rationale for

Australia’s reneging on its international human rights
obligations.

N 13 May 1997 THE sUDGET of the HREOC was slashed by
43 per cent. HREOCs statutory role is to monitor Australia’s
compliance with those human rights conventions annexed to
the schedule of its Act. It has an important role in inquiring
into alleged human rights abuses and in educating the public
about discriminatory practices. It has performed ground-break-
ing work in areas of homelessness, mental illness, children and
the stolen generation. The ALRC has also had its budget slashed
by 35 per cent.

Both of these independent statutory authoritics have
acumulated cxpertise and input from a wide section of the
community. But the recommendations of such bodies are now
not scen as a means to improve accountability or to aid the
operation of the system so that it respects human dignity, but
simply as an attack on government.

Australians must measure the long-term costs of riding
rough-shod over other peoples’ rights. The current trend—to
view human rights as a hindrance to political agendas—is at
odds with good and responsible government. If it continucs
unchecked, we will see a socicty where individuals are
divided, disenfranchised, exposed to unfair and unwarranted
intrusions upon their dignity and unable to participate in our
democracy.

- C K e 10 “ssion
tor Justice, Development and Peace.



CariTaL LETTER

\ OHN HOWARD IS NOT THE ONLY PERSON
who is not listening in Aboriginal
affairs, even if he has shamed and
enraged many Australians by his mean-minded failure to make
an unequivocal apology to the Aboriginal stolen children. There
is not much sign that the other side is listening either.

The Reconciliation conference was potentially a defining
moment in black and white relations, but given the apparent
attitude that all of the concessions and gestures must come
from government, it was always unlikely that there would be a
meeting of minds. Howard might still have had the grace to
mouth some uniting words of regret. It is not even unfair to
imaginc that he, as he hectored the conference, was consciously
speaking to a constituency which has been listening too much
to Pauline Hanson.

The fact is that the Howard Government does not care a
jot about appeasing current Aboriginal leaders, or in indulging
their agendas. He will not be blackmailed by any choruses from
international voices or ecclesiastics either. It is not just
stubbornness, sheer bastardry, or a serious Hanson agenda to
complete the dispossession of Aborigines. He is playing a
different game, one which involves his desire to destroy a
political establishment and a framework of thinking created
by his opponents in politics. Aborigines ought now be
calculating whether engaging Howard in what he would regard
as set-ups is more profitable than some active engagement to
get what can be got.

At the moment, for example, the litmus tests for the
Government are apparently its approaches to the Wik legisla-
tion and to the stolen children. Neither were particularly strong
issues only seven months ago. Until the High Court’s Wik de-
cision, few Aborigines were confident that the litigation would
open any doorways at all. Personally, I am very sceptical about
whether any were opened at all, even assuming that the Gov-
ernment would not effectively override it. Most Aborigines will
not be affected in any way because they never had any opportu-
nities for claims under Wik (or Mabo, for that matter either).

The stolen children inquiry has been around for some time,
and perhaps its most important work was in its evidence-gath-
ering phase, in its giving the victims their first platforms not
only to speak of their pain and their dispossession but to lay
bare a policy which was conceived to break up Aboriginality.

Those who set up the inquiry saw the importance of
revelation, acknowledgement and reconciliation, but what has
been on some people’s minds—questions of individual
compensation—has never been on the wider political agenda.
Were it so, many ordinary people who were appalled at Howard’s
response to the inquiry, would still have many questions and
end up on his side of the analysis.

The point is that the Government’s approach to such issues
is powerfully symbolic of its broader approach to Aboriginal
affairs. Symbolism does matter. The signals which government
has sent, non-stop since being elected, have been almost
invariably appalling. But there is something too in Howard’s
words at the conference about reconciliation not working if it
puts a higher priority on symbolic gestures and overblown rhet-
oric than the practical needs of Aboriginal Australians in areas

JACK WATERFORD

Black and white (dislengagement

like health, housing, education and employment.

One of the reasons why is that Aboriginal affairs have
persistently foundered by there being too many eggs in one
basket. That basket has often been not much more than a
slogan—land rights, or self-management, or reconciliation or
whatever. At best they have set up hopes which are almost
bound to be dashed—by Labor politicians as much as Liberal
ones. At worst they distract attention from the genuine hard
work of not only building up physical and social infrastructure
in Aboriginal communities, but building up a genuine political
framework in Aboriginal affairs in which the social and political
interests of Aboriginal Australians are brokered rather than
begged, dispensed or dispensed with.

The time is right for a radical rethinking of a lot of policies
in Aboriginal affairs, and it might lead to some accommoda-
tions with an indifferent Howard. No one knows the need for
such a rethinking better than those who suffer from what is
happening and what has been happening over the past 15 years.
Inside Aboriginal Australia there is plenty of criticism of the
structure of organisations, of the way services are being
delivered, and plenty of ideas about how things might change
for the better. While there might be plenty of criticism of
government, there is ample awareness that the basis for real
change, and for any real liberation from mendicancy, lies with
Aboriginal communities and organisations themselves. Some
of the analysis and some of the ideas would strike deep chords

within the present government, if only the two sides
I could speak honestly to each other.

T IS QUITE EASY TO UNDERSTAND the suspicions of the Aboriginal
side. The Government has pandered to prejudice and misinfor-
mation in the community. The struggle is seen as saving what
one has rather than achieving more. The dialogue between the
leaderships is more focused on restatements of attitudes and
resentments, and, often on vilifying each other.

But there is not going to be any breathing space. The
Government is not going to bow under the weight of the
sermons or the editorials, and cravenly admit it was completely
wrong and hand everything back. Aborigines will not discover
that the Howard Government was just an unpleasant interlude
before Labor was restored and heaven returned to earth again
so that we could all have more of the same which has brought
us to this pretty pass. The Senate, or other devices, can make
no effective difference either. It would be nice if the symbols
were right and if more than lip service were paid both to recon-
ciliaton and a sense of partnership, but it takes two sides to do
that.

When I think of the stolen generations, I think not only of
the pain of those separated from their kin, but of the lives which
have been wasted as Aboriginal affairs has failed to progress.
After all of the hopes of three decades ago, there has been a new
generation, white as well as black, who have encountered
mostly frustration and despair—a time that was taken from
them. If everyone does not get a bit practical there will be yet
another one. B

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times.
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Netherlands, are both entircly
unrelated to the legal status of AVE in
the respective nations but it is
cxtremely unlikely. Therefore, those
who are interested in promoting
patient autonomy (and Uren refers
without demur to the notion of such
autonomy] have good reason to
support the legalisation of voluntary
active euthanasia in Australia.

Fr Uren should note that the Kuhse
survey was accompanied by two AMA-
initiated questions. In the Senate
Committee report the AMA questions
and results are given as follows:

Did your perception of the law, as
it applics [in] your State and Territory,
inhibit or interfere with your preferred
management of the patient and end of
life decision?

Yes: 92 [8 per cent of respondents|;
No: 1008; No answer: 12,

Would cnactment of the laws
providing defined circumstances in
which a drug may be prescribed and/
or administered to patients with
terminal illness, with the explicit
purpose of hastening the end of life,
have enabled your patient to receive
better and more appropriate care?

Yes: 96 [17 per cent of respond-
ents]; No: 467; No answer: 549,

We have here powertful cvidence
that the law affects behaviour and that
the current ban on AVE in Australia
is to the detriment of many grossly
distressed people.

Brent Howard
Rydalmecre, NSW

W.J. Uren replies:

Iam delighted, if somewhat surprised,
that Mr Howard believes that Helga
Kuhse, Peter Singer and Peter Baume
do not wish to draw the conclusion,
but only plausibly to suggest {for
rcasons  apparently  altogether
independent of the survey), that the

legislation of active voluntary eutha-
nasia will lead to the reduction or even
elimination of instances of non-
voluntary and involuntary euthanasia.

As T claimed in my original
article, the survey data does not
support this suggestion/conclusion.
Solam totally in agreement with Mr
Howard. We differ only over the
legitimacy of the inferences which
we are willing to impute to the
authors of the survey.

For mysclf I had thought that they
were arguing from their survey,
obliguely to be sure, that the legisla-
tion of active voluntary cuthanasia
would promotc patient autonomy by
encouraging doctors to be overt in can-
vassing cuthanasia with their patients.
This is an argument that needs to be
made, as the present practice of active
voluntary cuthanasia outside the law
is accompanied by significantly more
instances of nonvoluntary and
involuntary cuthanasia both in
Holland and in Australia. So, paradoxi-
cally, overall patient autonomy is
threatened rather than promoted by
the present practice.

I had thought that Professors
Baume and Singer and Dr Kuhsc were
attempting to make this argument.
But Tam happy if, as Mr Howard avers,
they are not. Like the doctors who gave
no reasons for not consulting with
their patients before taking end of life
decisions, they must be more coy than
I had previously given them credit for.
And the argument, then, still needs to
be made by independent. not just
‘further’, empirical research. From the
present survey I argued that it is not
even ‘plausible’—it is merely one of a
whole gamut of possibilities. Hence
my ‘perhaps’.

Finally, T must take issue with Mr
Howard’s statistical analysis of the
final AMA question in the survey. Bug,
firstly, why were the results of the two
AMA guestions not published with
the original MJA article? Because the
first question showed (Question 24:
Did your perception...?} that the over-
whelming majority of doctors believe
that the present laws precluding
ceuthanasia do not interfere with or
inhibit their preferred management of
the patient at end of life? This response
coheres with other recent surveys of
doctors on this matter.

Then, specifically with respect to
the sccond question, doctors who
answered ‘No’ to question 24 were
instructed in the survey not to answer
this sccond question (Question 25:

VOLUME 7 NUMBRER 6 ®

The Cambridge
lustrated
History of the
Middle Ages

Volume I: 350-950

Edited by ROBERT
FOSSIER
University of Paris T

This first volume spans the beginning of the
Middle Ages. the rise of the Church, the
growing importance of Byzantium and the
flowering of the Carolingian Renaissance.
1989 246 x 189 mm 580 pp.

0521266440  Hardback $80.00

The Cambridge
Hustrated
History of the
Middle Ages
Volume II: 950-1250
Edited by ROBERT
FOSSIER

University of Paris |

s Avyw

Volume 11 begins near the turn of the millen-
nium and covers the extraordinary rebirth of
Europe, in terms of demographic expansion,
agrarian settlement and  organisation, the
establishment of towns and villages, the
ascendancy of the feudal system, and the
appearance of formal states and kingdoms.
1987 46 x 189 mm ¢ 575 pp. many half-
tones 32 colour plates 16 maps 3 figures
0521266459  Hardback $80.00

The Cambridge
lHlustrated
History of the
Middle Ages

Volume Ill: 1250-1520

Edited by ROBERT
FOSSIER
Untversity of Paris |

Covering the close of the Middle Ages. this
volume discusses periods of crisis, plague,
tamine and civil strife and also the later era of
vigorous vconomic and colonial expansion,
religious reformation and cultural and intel-
Jectual flowering.

1986 246 x 189 mm 554 pp.
0521266467 Hardback $80.00

Three Volume Boxed Set

To coincide with the publication of Volume
I and the completion of the The Cambridge
Hlustrated History of the Middle Ages. we are
issuing a boxed set of all three volumes. It
will provide an illustrated and accessible
guide to medieval society, from 350 to 1520.
052159078 7 Hardback $1939.00

32 CAMBRIDGE
UNIVLERSITY PRESS
10 Stamtord Road, Ouklagh. Vicwria 3166

EUREKA STREET




10

Sharing life and ministry together
in friendship and in community
as religions brothers and priests.

You and I are nothing but the Church... It
iv by love that we belong to the Church.’
St Augustine

Please send me inform  Hn about
the Order of St Augustine

NAME

AGE s PHONE .coviirinviinicienne
ADDRESS

.................................... P/CODE .o

The Augustinians Tel: (02) Y938 3782
PO Box 679 Brookyvale 2000 Fax: t02) 9905 7864

Mining or recycling.  |nvestors
Exploitation or  ¢cam ¢/ ose
sustainability. ~ Through the AE Trusts you

Greenhouse gases  can invest your savings
or solor energy. and superannuation in
Armaments or  over 70 erent
community  enferprises, each expertly
enterprise.  selected for its unique
combination of earnings,
environmenta
sustoing  y and social
responsibility, and eam o
competitive finoncial
return. For full details
make ¢ free call fo

1800 021 227

Dvestmendts i the Sustradicon Etbecal Trisis can
ondy b made througr (e carrent frospecie
rewisiered w it the Nistralian Secarilio

doresilaha b

B Y S AT AP IT R RSN P PR

Brodticld st Downer Ao 2002

Would the cnactment of laws... 7).
There should have been only 92 replics
to this further question. There are no
valid statistical conclusions ['17 per
cent of respondents”) that can be
drawn from the 471 doctors who
ignored this instruction or the 641 who
tollowed it.
W J Uren s
Parkville, VIC

When yes/no
doesn’t go

From Margaret O'Connor

I write in response to W J Uren’s article
‘Lifc and Dcath Matters’. His clarity
about the factors that complicated the
Euthanasia debate and subscquent
detlection to issues of politics between
States and Territories scemed difficult
to isolate at the time. So it is helpful
to sce these separate and independ-
ently important issuces listed.,

What is of more interest is the
results of the survey on ‘End-of-Life
decisions in Australian Medical
Practice’” and  the unanswered
questions he raises at the end of the
article.

The “Yes-No’ method of surveying
is a perfectly aceeptable method of
measuring  community  opinion.
However, in difficult ethical debates,
it must be recognised that individuals
may not have a view that is totally
'yes” or totally ‘no’ to an issuc. Other
factors may impinge on a respondent’s
answer, so that in some situations they
may answer ‘yes’ and in other
situations ‘no’. Thercefore the accuracy
of the results of the surveys only
structurcd to give a response that is
‘yes’ or ‘no’, is questionable.

My experience with yes/no type
questionnaires was tested when Twas
involved in replicating the nurses’
attitudes to  cuthanasia survey
undertaken by Kuhse and Singer in
1991 [Aranda & O'Connor, Australian
Nurses Journal Vol 3 No 2 August
19931, The survey originally used by
Kuhse and Singer was given to nurses
unaltered cxcept that at the end of
cach scetion, we requested stories of
nurses’ experiences with requests for
cuthanasia. The group of nurses
chosen were both Oncology Nurses
and Palliative Care Nursces, unlike the
nurses from the original Kuhse and
Singer study, who were chosen at
random.

Not a lot of diffcrence was re-
vealed in the quantitative answers,
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but in the story-telling, nurses quali-
ficd their answers in many ways. Of
paramount importance to the nurses
was the opportunity to cxpound on
their experiences in terms of the
context in which a request for assist-
ance with dyving had been made
things like the discase process, how
the terminally ill person’s symptoms
had been managed, the sort of sup-
ports they had, and their family situ-
ation. These were issues that were
unable to be captured by simple ‘yes’
or ‘nmo’ answers.

It was also clear to us that even it
a nurse was maorally opposed to
cuthanasia, it did not preclude him/
her from relating to a request for
cuthanasia in some circumstances. It
also did not mean that the nurse could
not talk through the request with the
person, secking to understand why the
request had been made and if there was
any assistance that could be given.
This rccognises that a request for as-
sistance in dying is a process, not a
single request that is then accede to.
The nurses in our survey (who were
chosen because they commonly work
with thosc people who have a termi-
nal illness) also suggested from their
cxperience  that  requests  for
cuthanasia were neither common nor
cnduring.

[ therefore suggest that there is
much work to be undertaken in the
community on this issuc. As Fr Uren
has demonstrated,  ascertaining
supcrficial answers and drawing
questionable conclusions scems an
unhelpful way to move debatc forward
on such a complex and emotional issuc.

Margaret O'Connor
Hawthorn, VIC

Remember them

From Ruth Crow
On May 28 at the beginning of the
People Together Forum on Recreating
Community we had a minute’s silence
to think about reconciliation. T hope
this way of starting mectings will be

widely practised.
Ruth Crow
Nth Melbourne, VIC

Left overs

From Dr Philip Mendes

It is always rather amusing reading a
committed socialist revolutionary
such as David Glanz trying to



deconstruct the discourse of the
Parliamentary ALP Left (Eureka
Street, June 1997).

Having said that, in spite of his
political preconceptions, David does a
fairly good job in identifying the key
ideological challenges and tasks facing
the Labor Left.

As with most of the international
social democratic Left, the ALP has
experienced an ideological hiatus over
the last 20 years due to the collapse of
Keynesianism, and the triumph of a
revived economic liberalism.
Nevertheless, politics moves in cycles,
and cconomic rationalism is increas-
ingly on the nose as its prescriptions
lead to cver growing poverty and in-
justice. To date, however, the main-
stream Left has failed to develop a
viable political alternative.

One of the prime reasons for this
ideological vacuum is that the
centralised welfare state recom-
mended by the Left has arguably failed
to help the people at the bottom of the
ladder. Whilst social security benefits
have protected benceficiaries from
destitution, the method of their
provision by insensitive burcaucrats
has often been repressive and
dehumanising. Morcover, the heavily
targeted benefit provision favoured by
the Hawke/Keating Governments has
only exacerbated the distance between
the ‘working battlers’, and the ‘mon-
working scroungers’.

It is probably unrealistic to expect
the contemporary ALP Left to renew
its carlicr commitment to socialist
rhetoric, or to man the barricades in
defence of outdated concepts. How-
ever, there is an alternative to
cooption. That is to advocate policics
inside and outside of Parliament
which contest the rampant economic
rationalism that is destroying people’s
hopes and dreams, and fuelling sup-
port for populist cxtremists like
Pauline Hanson.

TING GO
AND MOVING ON

Individual or group
counselling for people
experiencing painful

life changes
Winsome Thomas
B.A. (Psych). Grad. Dip. App. Psych
Phone (03) 9827 8785
Fax (03) 9690 7904

At the very least, the ALP Left
should be emphasising that the free
market agenda will never be
compatible with fair and cgalitarian
outcomes; advocating scrious tax
reform leading to an increased revenue
basc in both the direct and indirect
spheres that will be sufficient to fund
essential government services, and to
redistribute income to the disadvan-
taged; arguing for a scrious public
scetor job creation program to create
employment for all those who want to
work; and developing a welfare system
that promotes social solidarity and the
dignity of the poor and disadvantaged,
rather than just the alleviation of
poverty.

Nonc of this involves a
revolutionary challenge to capitalism,
but it would mecan the ALP Left join-
ing with unions and community
groups and think tanks such as the
Evatt Foundation in presenting a
scrious ideological alternative to the
current dominance of the Howard/
Institute of Public Affairs agenda. And
despite what many think, it may well
be popular

Philip Mendes
North Caulfield, VIC

Flying Crown

From Graham Little

My disappointment in the Casino is
that it hasn’t gone far enough. An
insurance company running the
airport. How dull! T was hoping for a
consortium of Crown Casino, Qantas
and Cathay Pacific—the logos on the
plancs could be suitably adjusted. Get
a bit of cntertainment back into
flying.

It just needs a little imagination
and hard work. At the back of the
plane, only small bets of course—like
on whether the flight will arrive late
or carly, whether your luggage will be
in Melbourne or any of a list of capital
cities in the region, that sort of thing.
With the odds and the winners flashed
on a screen in front of you.

(The children will sit facing back-
wards. It’s safer anyway and you
wouldn’t want them sceing too much
of the tray-table dancers.)

Further up the plane, probably
Business Class, thc bets will be
bigger of course—like what’s the
chance of an engine blowing out? On
scoring an cmergency landing? On a
mid-air collision (a) going into New
Delhi |b) on X Airlinc or [c) a DC102

Fun things like that.

And the front of the planc? Ah! The
high flyers!

Big, big bets, of coursc. But lct
me tell you the real excitement—the
Crown piéce de résistance—it’s
winning a place on the Crown
Exccutive Jet. Wherce's the cxcite-
ment in that?, you say, well-used to
executive Jets.

Well the answer is this isn’t any
ordinary Exccutive Jet, it’s Crown's
high-rollers jet which—like Victoria
itsclf-—is on the move and open for
business 24 hours a day, scven days a
week, three-hundred and sixty-five
days cvery year, including Easter,
Passover and Grand Final day.

And never lands to re-fuel.

Never lands? You have to realise
these arc the highest of your high roll-
ers, the transcendentally rich high roll-
crs, and they've seen everything. They
are up here in the gold Executive Jet
because our own Crown Casino can
give them a game no other casino has
dared to give,

It’s known in the trade simply as
The Major Event.

And it's wonderfully simple, as
great ideas usually arc. You've played
musical chairs?

Well, think of The Major Event as
a gamic of one parachute short.

Yousce, the State Government has
allocated Crown space out in the bay
to dump an Executive Jet every so
often. All in the linc of business. Not
cvery night, that would cheapen it,
take away the thrill. But often enough.
And of course they sell tickets to it,
thousands of people go out in boats to
sce the plane crash.

So you take off, cat a great dinner,
terrific wines and all that, and then
they start The Major Event—you start
playing for a parachutc. Choose how
you want to play—the House, ncedless
to say, has its parachute on already—
and just Go for it!, as they say in the
ad.

Have the time of your life, hang on
the luck of the cards, and your skill,
of course, till the last chute’s yours,
you put it on—don’t look back at the
poor guy whose luck just ran out—and
sail down watching the planc crash
ahead of you.

Guys say when you've done it
once, there’s nothing else.

See what I mcan? The Premier’s
right, as usual. All we need is more of
a scnsc of fun.

Graham Little
North Carlton, Vic
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Due credit

I HAT WHIRRING SOUND YOU can hearisnot

the air conditioning on the blink but Ben
Chifley revolving in his grave as bank prof-
its soar. Westpac made $1.1 billion after tax
in 1996, National Australia $2.1 billion,
ANZ S1.1 billion—veritable mountains of
money. Yet, while there are plenty of
customers ready to curse their enforced
contribution to the bottom line, the very
existence of these corporations seems
beyvond question.

Notso 50 years ago. OnSaturday, August
16, 1947, Labor Prime Minister Chifley
threw Australia into turmoil with a 46-
word press statement that declared his
government’s intention to nationalise the
hanks.

The passage of the Banking Act was a
forcgone conclusion. Labor not only had a
clear majority in the lower house, but
crushing control of the Senate by a margin
of 33 to 3. For Labor stalwarts this was a
momentous occasion, the realisation of a
policy plank that had been partof the platform
m one wording or another since 1916.

For Chifley’s genceration, the impact of
the ‘great bank crash” of 1893 was within
living memory. The 1930s Depression
reinforced their determination to control a
banking system that scemed to be
responsible for mass miscery.

But Chifley’s timing, and tactics, turned
out to be way off course. Labour historian
John Arrowsmith argues that by 1947 a
number of factors were running against
Labor. In the 1930s genuine and widespread
poverty fuelled popular resentment against
the banks. In 1947 the average worker’s
main concern was not carning a wage hut
spending it.

‘A million people were coming out of
the armed forees. There was an enormous
pent-up demand for all sorts of consumer
goods,” says Arrowsmith. ‘Savings were at
twice their 1939 level !

Industry was still shifting from wartime
priorities, There was an 18-month waiting
list for a Holden, News that a shop had
recceived something as modest as a
consignment of nails was enough to set the
bush telegraph buzzing.

Labor, 77 7 stt " to 10]
measures like petrol rationing, was
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beginning to falter. While workers werce
gaining pay rises and winning the right to
penaley rates through unprecedented strike
action, they found Labor opposing them
every step of the way. So when the banks
and the conservative partics challenged the
Act, they met remarkably little resistance.

Enormous resources were put into the
anti-nationalisation campaign. Bank
advertising in the press tripledin September
1947. Literally millions of lcaflets and
pamphlets were in circulation within
months. By November, around 1000 public
meetings had been held, some attracting
thousands and many attracting 500 or more.

The bankshadanimportant advantage—
the virtually unanimous support of their
employeces, who formed action committees
and became the public face of the anti-
Labor campaign. Some 655,000 protest
signaturcs were collected across Victoria
and NSW.

By contrast the response from the ALD
and the unions was desultory and timid.
Grand plans petered out into a few public
mectings and leaflets. It was often only the
Communist Party and unions influcnced
by it that put rcal ctfort into backing the
Act—which in turn fuclled the new Cold
War propaganda machinc of the Right.

Arrowsmith, then a CPA organiser,
remembers going around western Vicroria
to rally the troops. ‘I was staying in a cheap
hotel in Stawell and word that I was there
went around very quickly. People were
lookingand whispering. They were difficult
times.’

The banks’ campaign
succeeded. The High Court
ruled the Act unconstitutional
in 1948 and the Privy Council
concurredin 1949 By this time
Labor was awash with
problems and legal defeat was
just another nail in the coffin.

Fifty years on, the players
in this drama have changed in
ways both momentous and
subtle. Labor, for one, is quite
a different creature. The shift
can most clearly be measured
in Paul Keating’s decision to
scll the Commonwealth Bank
rather than buy the others. The
belief that Labor could use
state ownership to control the
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cconomy in ways that might moderate the
worst of the boom-bust c¢ycle and provide
benefits for the ALDP’s supporters has been
marginalised. Keynesianism is dead, long
live the market.

But the shift is also reflected in the way
that Laborhas learned to massage the media
and the public. In 1947, Chifley let a month
¢o by hefore he commented on his 46-word
statement and another month elapse before
he put forward a defence of his proposition.
As an ALDP organising sccretary put it,
announcing that a short-lived pro-Act
campaign was over, ‘Thercisnoneed toflog
it. The Government is merely introducing
aproposal that has been a basic plank of the
Labour Party’s platform for 30 vears.” The
idea thata parliamentary majority is cnough
in itsclf sounds as quaint today as the
creaking of a cart wheel.

Bank workers, too, have changed. ‘1can’t
rememberone bank officersaying they were
in favour of the Act,” says Arrowsmith.
‘Being a bank worker was a champion job.
Now they’re tuppence a pound.’

The erosion of job sccurity has scen a
rise in clerical militancy that few could
have imagined in 1947, Like other workers,
hank staff attend mass meetings of
thousands and walk off the job. Their
cmploycers havealso evolvedintoa different
breed. In Chifley's time the banks were
largely local, if not parochial. Today, the
National Australia Bank holds 46 per cent
of its assets overseas and the ANZ operates
in 42 other countries.

_
HANG IN THERE BABE~
I'™M CoMING BACK

For You !
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It’s probably somethingto dowith
the fact that sumo has a 2000-ycar
history and is deeply bound up in
Japanese religious harvest rituals. A
sumo fighteris more thana sportsman
in Japan: he is revered. The dohyo,
built with great care from clay and
straw bales, is blessed by Shinto
pricsts hefore it is used. To walk over
it with your shoces on is supposcd to
be a frightful solecism, awfully
unlucky—somethingJeff Kennettand
Andrew Refshauge maybe should
worry about, since they wore their
shoes to present prizes to the winner
at the end of the basho in their
respective cities. There was a ved
carpeton the dohyo, butldon’tknow
it that counted.

The politicians” involvement was
overt: messages from john Howard,
Bob Carr and Jeff Kennett prominent
in the program. The advent of Mr
Kennett drew some banter from the
crowd ('Fix up Workeover, ya prick!”
‘What about Intergraph?’l but they
were in too sunny a mood to mind,
cven though they'd booed the hapless
vobidashi [sort of roadies for the
sumo, chanters, sweepers, water
bearers] when they carried round
silken banners emblazoned with the
heraldry of Toyota, Pentax, NEC and
other sponsors. The timing of this
sudden intrusion of the merchants
was pretty sour—it was a semi-final
and the build-up had been perfect.
We'd all settled into the opening
rituals, where the two contestants
throw salt on the dohvo, do the
amazing double stamp, and squat to
face off onc another and build up
cnough intuitive harmony and
aggression to charge cach other
cxplosively and simultancously. So
there was a bit of an anti-climax at
that point.

But Takanohana’s win over
Alkebono in the final hrought back
the excitement. Next time Ul be
splashing out on front scats.

—Juliette Hughes

This months contributors: David
Glanz is a freelance writer. Jon
Greenaway is the assistant editor.
Antony Campbells) is professor of Old
Testament at Jesuit Theological
College, Melbourne. Paul Tankard is
an academic and freclance reviewer.
Juliette Hughes is a coloratura soprano.
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Nncovering SCicnce

A.RCH]MEDES HAS ALWAYS BEEN AMUSED by the inclusion of ‘The Pianist’ as one of the beasts in
Camille Saint-Saéns’ Carnival of the Animals. Saint-Saéns, it seems, was only too well awarce of
how the obsession to become a first class pianist could set one apart from the rest of humanity.
Scientists feel and are viewed in much the same way.

One of the roles of the science communicator is to try to bridge that gap between scientist and
society. It tends to be three-steps-forward-and-two-steps-back, but lately, Archimedes has begun to
wonder whether any progress is being made at all. There appears to be a failure to connect.

Take, for instance, last month’s revelation in The Age that during the '40s, '50s and '60s medical
researchers used children from schools and orphanages to test vaccines for bacterial and viral
diseases, including whooping cough, the herpes simplex virus and influenza. The whole media
presentation was one of a dark sccret revealed, of defenceless children exploited by medical
researchers and state health authorities. The story was all the more unfortunate for its potential to
destroy the good will developed during Medical Rescarch Week, which had just been celebrated.

When the story emerged, medical researchers behaved as if they had been ambushed. Infectious
discases were a post-war world scourge, particularly in orphanages and schools, and pcople were
desperate to find a solution to them. As for the studies being conducted in secret, nothing could be
further from the truth, said the researchers. It was all published extensively in the scientific literature.

However rightcous the indignation of the medical research community, some mud has stuck,
primarily because the public still regards what goes on in hospitals and laboratorics as ‘sceret
business’. At a time when the nation is coming to grips with a stolen generation of Aboriginal
children, and with increasing tales of physical and sexual abuse of children in both State and church-
based homes, maybe a story alleging medical abuse was inevitable. And the medical rescarch
community could have put more thought into how to defend itself in a more human way. Storics
of conditions at the time, the sufferings avoided by efficient scientific rescarch and how people felt
would have been far more persuasive than stiff, distant and formal outrage.

Even the protestation of openness fails to appreciate that for most people, publishing something
in a scientific journal is akin to locking it away in a bank vault. But that is no excuse, however, for
the ignorance of scientific litcrature displayed in the Federal bureaucracy.

The Department of Employment, Education, Training and Youth Affairs hands out some $30
million in Research Quantum funds to institutions on the basis of the quality of research publications.
According to a story by Age medical research reporter, Tania Ewing—released on the very same day
as that of the orphans—the department has scen fit to exclude from consideration the publishing
vehiecle which many scientists regard as the pinnacle of success: letters to the UK weekly, Nature.

Appearing in Nature is a good first step towards higher things. It was in Nature that James
Watson and Francis Crick first revealed the structurc of DNA, and that Australia’s rccent Nobel
laureate, Peter Doherty, published some of his significant findings.

Being idiosyncratically British, the shorter articles in Nature are not called papers, even though
they are rigorously reviewed by peers. They are known as ‘letters’. Letters to Nature arc an
institution. In most parts of the developed world, the publication of a letter to Nature would
guarantee considerable funding. Not so in Commonwecalth education circles. The burcaucrats there
apparently do not regard such letters as worthwhile. After all, they are only letters, not real papers.
One wonders if they ever listen to the scientists whose work they appraise.

A recent survey conducted for the CSIRO by AGB McNair demonstrated that people are more
interested in science and technology and medicine, than in politics, crime, and even sport (though
against sport the figures showed an overwhelmingly favourable response for science from women, not
men!). If scientists want to take advantage of this intcrest they have to be prepared to be less defensive
and open up. And they also have to prepared to be scrutinised and occasionally misjudged by the
media. So says Alison Leigh, a producer with ABC-TV’s Science Unit and president of Australian
Science Communicators. Equally scientists must learn not to take themsclves so seriously.

One creative attempt to break down the barrier hetween science and society can be scen on the
Net at <http://soap.csiro.au>. Yes, it’s Australia’s first science soap opera, CO ,LAB. The story line
is about the interactions between the people working in a research laboratory studying climate
change. But as creator Simon Torok of CSIRO Land and Water says: ‘The soapie is really a Trojan
horse to attract people not usually interested in science to find out about current scientific issues’.
Every time a scientific fact or concept appears, the reader can take a ‘reality check’ and travel to a
site or sites to read about the actual science involved—slipping in the science with the soft soap. B

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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for revenue with which to buy votes, and
the knowledge that a Coalition Govern-
ment would privatise in any case, has
forced it to act.

Gillespic says: ‘if they get that
amount of money from the scll-off into
the coffers, they will be more comfortable
at the next election, with a raft of costed
promiscs that the coalition won't be able
to fault. But the process of getting there
with only two years to go is going to be
difficult, particularly given the scale of
ncegotiations with the unions ... 1 think
they have done their best to avoid this,
or they would have done it carlier.’

The Olympics arc the other
‘glamour’ New South Wales story, with
the Carr Government welcoming the
distraction they provide from more
intractable political problems, while
realising that it will carry all of the
problems and controversy surrounding
the organisation of 2 major international
cvent, and quite likely not be around to
capitalise on the glitz in 2000. The
Australian Business Chamber recently
accusced the Carr Government of lacking
any industry policy to increasc jobs in the
next century. Managing Director Philip
Holt said: 'The Government seems to be
hanging its employment hat heavily on
the Olympics, but is not looking at what
happens after that.’

But cven here, the real Sydney keeps
making itsclf fele over the picture
postcard views, The main Olympic
stadium will be at Homebush, a western
suburb, and on a site with major toxic
waste problems.

At present, the main route to Home-
bush is the notorious Parramatta Road,
where even on Sunday tratffic moves
slowly, and in a rush hour at little above
walking pacce. A recent traffic survey
found that it now takes as long to get
from central Sydncey to Parramatta by car
in a rush hour as it used to in the days of
the horse and cart.

There is talk of dedicated train
scrvices, dedicated traffic lanes and
special ferry services, but any taxi driver
in Sydney will tell you that transport may
be a problem in 2000, in which casce
Sydney’s biggest promotional opportuni-
ty since it was cstablished may become
at lcast partly another western suburbs
lament.

Margaret Simons is a freelance writer.
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HE CONTENTS OF THE AUSTRALASIAN CArtionic REcorn, a venerable quarterly found
in most presbyteries and libraries, range from advertisements for money-counting
machines to articles like John Hill’s well-considered and pressing piecc on ‘The
Decline of Priestly Vocations and its Impact on the Local Church’ in the April 1997
number. Against those who claim that the greater involvement of the laity in parishes
will accelerate the decline in priestly vocations, Hill argues that, paradoxically, a
careful sharing with the laity will in the end contribute to a flourishing of new
vocations. His logic is impeccable and his evidence formidable. A former president of
the Catholic Institute of Sydney and now parish priest of Pymble in Sydney, Hill’s
writing combines a provocative edginess with telling scholarship which leaves this
reader, at least, smiling with satisfaction.

Another long-established journal in Australia, the Anglican sponsored St Mark’s
Review from Canberra, is enjoying new life under the editorship of Gracme Garrett.
The Autumn 1997 number includes an essay on reconciliation by Thorwald Lorenzen,
once professor of theology and ethics at the International Baptist Theological Semi-
nary in Switzerland, now at the Canberra Baptist Church. ‘God’s answer to human
conflict is the event and the ministry of reconciliation’, Lorenzen argues in an clegant
essay, thus suggesting that ‘The Prime Minister can do no better...than to place
reconciliation with the indigenous population on the top of his political agenda.” If
only.

And now for the facts. The Review of Religious Research of March 1997 offers a
quantitative sociological study entitled ‘Through the Eyc of a Needle: Social Ministry
in Affluent Churches’. Previous surveys of affluent churches in the USA had shown
that such communitics were rarely involved in social ministry. A recent study of 31
such churches, including five Roman Catholic parishes, however, shows that affluent
parishes arc most involved in social ministry {a) when they follow a more liberal
theology, (b) when they involve women in leadership roles, (¢] when the lay leaders
embrace social justice issues, and {d) when pastors have liberal views and attempt to
link faith and social ministry. Now why do these conclusions surprise us?

Edward Idrus Cardinal Cassidy, known to many of his fellow Australians more
informally, is the president of the Pontifical Council for Promoting Christian Unity.
The first number of The Princeton Seminary Bulletin for 1997 contains his long and
considercd address at Princeton on ‘Ecumenical Challenges for the Future’. While the
ccumenical wheel turns incredibly slowly at official levels, the 1995 Papal Encyclical
Ut Unum Sint and more recent documents still give hope that “we arc on the verge of
asignificant breakthrough’ and that separated communions can ‘live for cach other in
order to be witnesses of Christ’. Certainly, Lutheran and Roman Catholic dialogue has
arrived at consensus on the essential content of the understanding of justification by
faith, the very issue which divided these churches at the time of the Reformation. It
was also nice to note Cassidy’s affectionate footnote to the labours of his childhood
friend, the late Fr Ted Stormon ¢, and Ted’s great work documenting recent dialogue
bhetween the Eastern and Western Churches.

Bravery award of the month goes, serendipitously, to The Month, that journal of
English Catholicism founded in 1864, which devotes its May 1997 number to the role
of women in the Roman Catholic Church: a topic which, as the editor observes, will
not go away. Distinguished service awards go to Brendan Byrne g1, of Jesuit Theological
College in Mcelboume, and David Coffey, recently returned to the Catholic Institute
of Sydney, for the appearance of theirarticles in the June 1997 issuc of the redoubtable
Rolls Royce of journals, the American Theological Studies. Byrne explores how that
carliest of theologians, St Paul, imagined Christ to exist prior to the Incarnation.
Coffey, on the other hand, offers a contribution to our debates about the nature of
priesthood. It is a credit to Australian theological scholarship that local writers so
regularly are welcomed in the best-credentialed international journals. [ ]

John Honner sj teaches at the United Faculty of Theology in Melbourne and edits the
FJ] Holden of theological journals, Pacifica.


















scale and for fabulous wealth, the codrdinates of art must
stay within unadventurous limits.

Worse than what happens in the cinema is the habit
of employing music as upholstery. From snatches of
Greensleeves and Rule, Britannia! on answer phones to
Muzak tapc-loops in cvery sort of outlet from
supcrmarkets to crematoria, music keeps the
unmercantile anxieties of silence at bay. Music or Muzak
has become the accepted cquivalent of the radio engineer’s
signal of human cxistence, the call-sign of immediacy.
And musical ‘wallpaper’ will do this better than ‘white
noise’. Music is not actually wrapped round purchases,
but it frames the point of sale. It has become an essential
adjunct of 20th century popular commerce.

All this is the decadence of a once-famous doctrine,
that of ‘The Music of the Spheres,’ a Paracelsian notion
that every human or natural action has its equivalent
vibration in the sympathetic world of sound. Live? Qur
background music will do that for us! It is an uncomfort-
able paradox that we can weaken what we love by
overusing it. And by misusing it. The despoilers of
musical significance don’t so much overvalue music as
prostitute it. They are not innocent music-lovers whose
habit of diminishing the art is simply to have it playing
continuously. Theirs are the actions of malign wizards,
a conscequence of applying sympathcetic magic cynically.

Unfortunately, there is something of real value
there for them to be cynical about.

HOSE OF Us wHO LOVE MUusic and admit to the charge of
relying on it too much, of wallowing in it cven, feel a self-
justifying necd to cxplain not just how necessary it is to
us but also the source of its power. This necessity strikes
us as a metabolic as well as psychological need. To speak
for myself, Lexperience music as a whole world—not just
an alternative universe to the visible and tactile one
around me, but as a difterent and confirming grid in
which the bewilderments of existence are straightened
out. Music is like Cleopatra as Shakespeare recorded her:
cverything becomes itself therein. It is more than art and
much more than commentary; asort of sccond existence.

Butif this essay is to be of any use, it must come down
from its unproveable high horse and make more feasible
assumptions. 1 propose thercfore to examine just one
central concern of music as an art—its relations with
meaning.

There is an instinct about, even an casy-to-understand
intcllectual basis to what moves us in literature and
painting. Emotion first, then meaning, and perhaps
technical mastery are all perceptible in poetry, prose,
painting and sculpture. Even the most dedicated nihilist,
the most devoted follower of non sequitur, tinds it
impossible to escape entirely from meaning in literature.
A scrambled picce of novelist’s ‘free association’, a page
of Finnegan's Wake {the modern version of a mediceval
illuminated manuscript), a minimalist’s foray at tail-
chasing, a volumec of ‘language poctry’ with few clucs as
to which parts of specch its constituent words are—all
these literary artefacts exist within a force field of
meaning. If a poem, a painting or an installation
approaches mcaninglessness, this is likely to be a matter

of conflicting meanings cancelling themselves out rather
than of purc chaos.

Meaning is not the be-all and end-all of the literary

and plastic arts, but it is an inescapable concomitant.

Being a product of the human mind, music, of

course, has meaning too, equally inescapably.

UT WHAT 1Is MEANING IN MUSIC! How does it work and
whatisitslanguage; itssystemof signs, its discrimination
among sounds? Must we approach it always by analogy?
Arc weforever condemned to use the method of metaphor,
of speaking of music’s effect on us by indicating states of
mind roused which are tamiliar from literature, drama,
and theology, or dircctly from personal experience?

I have no doubt T will be using just such analogous
deviees as those deplored above. But [ hope also to bring
somce major dilemmas into the open. There is bound to be
a contrast between the laboured process of reasoning in
words and the natural experience of listening to music,
But you cannot use music to explain music.

Hans Keller attempted musical analysis employing
only freshly composed music of his own as comment on
the picce he was examining. He chose the first movement
of Mozart’s Piano Concerto in C, K.503, and indecced did
manage to reveal that everything which its sonata form
structure required to make it a masterpicee of logic and
sensuous sound has been ordained by Mozart and sct in
place by him. But it hardly helps us understand how
Mozart’s composition was made. What is the listener to
do thercafter beyond jettisoning Keller's analytical
supplement? His cstablishment of Mozart’s sufficient
genius might be described as Euclidean—proof by
redundancy of addition.

Stravinsky, doodling for Robert Craft, once asserted
thatif many composers’ works might be tagged ‘analytic’,
then his were properly
‘synthetic’. Two mere words,
but quite illuminating,
especially if kept inmind while
listening to Pulcinella.

That perennially surpris-
ing masterpicece 1S not just a
time-traveller’s clever scoring
of another man’s tuncs. It is a
remarkable synthesis  of
original materialsjoined to the
musical hares they started in
the mind of an acute creative
imagination.

At any point in his carcet
Stravinsky worked by a process
similar to adjacency o1
symbiosis. This is what lics
behind his ‘borrowings’, which
Lambert and others found so
pernicious. Already existing music (it could be folk
meclodics as well as scraps by Pergolesi and Tchaikowsky)
is not dressed up by Stravinsky, but suggests offspring
and neighbours to him which he then layers into his own
composition. Thismethod of composing is truly synthetic
in that it uses once sort of material to produce another
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sort. It is not collage, montage or even variation, but
collateral imagination.

Such examples may be irrelevant to this argument
it they can helpjustify employing a general terminology,

e language of humane criticism, when discussing music.
Astheredneck putsitin Eliot’s Sweeney Agonistes, ‘1got
to use words whenTtalk to you’. They are blunt tools but
nothing else will get very far, not cven an improvised
workshop at the piano. Musical dissection leaves material
scattered all over the dissecting-room floor.

Is there then a language of music? Deryck Cooke
thought so and wrote an cloquent book on the subject.
The book is the product of a wecll-informed and
sympathetic mind. It is also the issue of one man’s
intense love of the art he is anatomising. But I find it
impossible to accede to his gencral principles, most
notably because they are so genceral.

Can musical expressiveness be categorised or pigeon-
holed according to the feelings or moods which scem
cndemic tointervals, tonalities, harmonies, phrase shapes
and instrumental timbres? Might not an interval
frequently encountere in the musical depiction of one
human mood be found clsewhere depicting a quite other
mood:?

Irecall hearing a young composer remonstrated with
at a concert of the Society for the Promotion of New
Music in these terms: ‘All those minor thirds make you
sound so English!” Dirc warning, indeed. Only in music
of the Baroque and Classical period (1600-1830) does a
tendency to Sturm und Drang, a dramatically intense
colouring or melancholy emphasis, seem to demand a
minor tonality. Even here, Handel uses the major mode
to portray sadncss and the minor for stateliness.

Cooke is able to list
enough significant
examples ot intervals
reinforcing Theophrastian
moods to indicate some
musical tendencies,
though the process of
sclection is necessarily
biased to producc the
desired result. And there
arc further problems in his
conclusion, which might
be summed-up as being of
the order ‘the interval of
the rising third often
indicates sadness’, or ‘the
octave is chosen to
demonstrate certainty’.

While agrecement can

sometimes be reached on mood identification in a picce
of purely instrumental music with no title beyond prelude
or sarabandc, a morc definite association requires a
fceling-intense text attached. We know the feelings
concerned because the words tell us what they are.

Cook’s copious examples of intervals and harmonies
being associated in composer’s minds with particular
concerns and feelings is forced to lean heavily on vocal
music, where argument about musical meaning can be
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supported by verbal meaning. Many of his chosen
quotations are drawn from the intense and cven hysterical
poetry of Lutheran piety and 19th century Romanticism.
One has to keep one’s head down when discussing such
matters. There is clearly an appropriateness in musical
expression which is natural to our human nervous sys-
tem. Exhilarating music is likely to be at a fast tempo;
loud music will not usually be appropriate to meditation
(though consider the F Sharp Major vigil of Don Quixote
in Strauss’s tone poem}; only a perverse composer would
set the words of the Credo of the Mass, ‘et resurrexit
tertia dic’, to a descending and not an
ascending scale.

HERE ARE MAJOR DECORUMS in all arts which even the
most iconoclastic spirit must take into account.
Nevertheless, within such broad certainties the language
of artistic expression is inexact. There is no dictionary of
musical meaning equivalent to a dictionary of words.
Onc pitch alone cannot denote a meaning. Mcaning
enters only when a note is sounded after another note
and usually remains unclear until many other notes have
joined in. T underline this truism deliberately. However
you use a word, it goes on cxisting in the dictionary as
meaning this one or some other specific thing. A note of
the scale means something inside the scale but nothing
outside it. The scale then relates to music in a pattern
half from mathematics and half from aural experience.

This is not how meaning works in literature.
Interesting literary art comes into being when the shifts
and complexitics of the meanings of words are exploited
far in advance of their dictionary meanings. The poetry
of William Empson is richer than any semantic analysis
could define, but, as Empson himself demonstrates in his
The Structure of Complex Words, the ramifications of
‘honest’” and ‘fool’—short words with cataclysmic
conscquences—must still fall back on the ur-state of
their meanings. The equivalent in music is more
mathematical: the octave and the way it can be organised
into greater and lesser powers, which we call keys, and
the general assembly of the tones and semitones into the
chromatic scale. And so on. This is certainly meaningful
but it is not analogous to meaning in the literary or
logical sensc. Not for the last time in this essay 1 should
like to warn against overvaluing argument by analogy.
‘Poctic’ music is as sloppy a term as ‘lyric’ poetry.

Therce is only one way to assert meaning in music and
that is through the ambiguous and loose feelings which
music arouscs in us. It is easier to take the mathematics
of music for granted than to cxplain how they work.
Theorists like Tartini found a moral value in music’s
very numeracy, and every academy and conservatorium
tcaches music in tried and tested ways which are
rationalisations of basic mathematical predominances.

Deryck Cooke’s thesis, from which Thave now strayed
some distance, does not take into account the shifts
which have occurred in Western music since it acquired
its characteristic profile. The thousand years up to Guido
d’Arezzo’s development of a workable musical notation
arc really dark ages. Today we can buy a handful of discs
which purport to offer music from Greek, Roman and



Byzantinc times. But there are few performable scores.
And whilce pocts and liturgical compliers were adapting
Latin to make it sound like various vernaculars—that is,
scanning it accentually and letting it rhyme-—Dies Irae,
Stabat Mater and the rest—what music was doing was
confined to plainchant, Ambrosian and Gregorian.

Doubtless such chants, now gathered and revised
into the Liber Usualis, arc rooted in the memory of
popular forms, folk or sacred, but they are distant from
our cars’ present sensibility. If we take Organum and
Conductus, the School of Notre Dame, as being a useful
starting point of Western music as it develops beyond
monody, we still have four hundred years of musical
production ahcad of us before we get to the classical
model, which is where Deryek Cooke’s examples will be
found.

In the 20th century we have become used to various
Promecthean rebellions against the musical mainstream,
and so we are tempted to assume that the orthodoxy from
which post-Tristan Modernism departs is nothing less
than the true voice of music. Triadic, Classical, Tonal—
whatever you call it—this organisation into major/mi-
nor tonalitics has prevailed from the Renaissance onwards
and still underpins the expectations of modern listeners.
It is the ambience Cooke’s language is at home in. But
modal music offers different tropes.

Modality’s sense of a musical landscape is as different
from Beethoven as Old Norse or Anglo-Saxon are from
Alexander Pope. On the horizon now many new tongues
arc calling. Total Serialism may have succumbed to
market forces, and various repetitive, single-minded
techniques restoring some of the more threadbare Triadic
devices {one witty commentator speaks of them as ‘the
boring simplicities of Baltic Monks’] may be the rage at
the moment, but one can have a confident expectation
that over the next four hundred years there will be
further radical alteration to music’s practical language.

Natural sound—not just imitating Nature but re-
corded in and reproduced from Nature—appeals to many
assemblers of new music. Pitch, harmony, thematic
structure, special instruments, orthodox notation—the
minutiae of music’'s mathematical foundations—may bhe
dispensed with. If it gets too far from Brahms on the one
hand or Ockeghem on the other, it won’t be music to me,
but someonc writing such an essay as this in the future
may find himself working along an utterly ditferent sct

of coordinates. Our revolutionaries arc alrcady
asscrting that music is whatever they say it is.

ACK IN OUR TRADITIONAL PLAYGROUND, we have
quandaries cnough to be going on with. A central concern
of minc is with the relations music enjoys with words.
It’s a bullying relationship, but more of that later. First,
how abstract is music? Surcly its abstract character is
onc of its glorics. Poets look enviously on music’s not
being dominated by meaning—verbal meaning that is.
We got nowhere when we tried to describe a language of
music, but will we do any better if we discern instead in
music patterns which make sensc, images and shapes
which pleasc us?

Perhaps the most viable way of dealing with such a

knotty question is to consider real pieces of music heard
in real time. Consider the slow movement of Bach's
Italian Concerto. It is an extraordinary picce, being a
chain of notes almost like an improvisation, for the right
hand overagentle supporting bass
in the left hand. Bach’s weaving
of this long garland of sound is
intenscely lyrical, but his
instrument is the harpsichord,
and so the lyricism is a divine
cheat, beingmadc up of individual
struck notcs which manage to
suggest the weave of a string
instrument.
Other keyboard composers
have cxcelled at this sort of
writing—Chopin’s cantilena also
makes the piano sing. There are
no special harmonic audacitics
in Bach'’s piece but the supremely
beautiful line is not primarily
mclodic either. {The mystery of
what constitutes melody 1is
beyond the power of any textual
analysis. All the intcresting
chiming significances—interval
recurrences, implied harmonics,
sequences, aroused and satisfied
cadences etcetera—endup telling
us nothing. Nor does the number
of permutations of the notes of
the octave unravel the mystery
They are innumcrable, but why
arc some more fascinating than
others? How much does any bare
tunc owe to a larger relationship,
with other tunes? The politician’s greedy shout, ‘“There
is no such thing as society!” is proved falsc by music.
There is nothing but society in music.)

Back to Bach. Starting and cadencing, approaching
andretrcating from tonally important crisis points, rising
and sinking—thcese descriptions of the upper line's
movement arc just about applicable to its cffectiveness
and beauty. You could try breaking up the line into
numerical or metrical units: you could verbalise things
by speaking of Bach’s “wandering’ progress as though he
werc anticipating that walking impulse which Schubert
madce his own. In the end you will have only three
pereeptions you know to be true—the succession of
notes sounded above their supporting bass delights the
car; the pattern is satisfying without its having to be
perceived as a pattern; and Bach has gauged with supreme
accuracy which notes to use—you could decorate his line
with various further ornaments, appoggiaturas cteetera,
but you would discover that he had forescen this and
propounded a processional sequence which adjures
addition ordeviation. What he writes liesbeyond meaning
in any applicd sensc: the music mceans itself.

Immecdiately, one must cnter a caveat to such
absolutism. Bach’s technique in the Italian Concerto,
and indecd in almost all his instrumental composition,
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is the same as he uses when setting words, where it must
reflect and support specific and often contentious
meanings and emotions. Dozens of passages from
instrumental works, such as The Brandenburg Coneertos,
thesolo violin sonatas and partitas, and the organ fantasias
and toccatas, arc reémployed not drastically altered in
his Church Cantatas. How can pieces of music satistying
in their abstract musicality
be recruited to reinforce the
pious hallelujahs or the
intractable stiffnesses of
Lutheran  theology? 1
propose to account for this
by inventinga concept called
‘transferable valuce'.
You are Bach setting the
words ‘Unser Mund sic voll
Lachens’ for chorus and
orchestra at the start of a
cantata for Christmas Day.
Then whynotrecognise that
the text ‘Our mouths are
full of laughter ... at the great
things God has donc¢’
requires arollicking picee of
music, andlook among what
you have written already to
help out with just such a
proposition. There it is, in
the opening movementof the Fourth Orchestral Suite in
1Y Major. It takes readily to your added vocal parts and the
end-product necessarily is a different composition. It is
now our turn, as Bach’s inheritors, to think backwards.
Does his decision to use his original orchestral music to
carry his later message of Christian joy mean that the
Suite possessed just such a quality all along?

The answer is yes and no. Transferable value in such
cascs—and there are thousands of them—is another
cxample of music’s dominance when associated with
words. It is also a testament to the language of music’s
being so generalised that it is infinitely re-usable within
a broad range of categories. What the listener who does
not know Cantata No. 110) receives when he or she

stens to Suite No. 4 is cbullience and excitement
without a Christian message. Christianity has always
baptised whatever it has recognised as a value. As
Stravinsky puts it, ‘One should worship God

with a little talent if onc has any’.

T 1OLLOWS THAT ANY ART which 1s sufficient initself, or
which commands its own coordinates, when combined
with another, will take on sccondary colouring without
losing self-possession. Eitheras the Suite oras the Cantata,
Bach’s invention delights us, though only one of the
forms [the Cantata’s) has a specific connotation.

This pushes us back into Deryck Cooke’s dilemma
how purely orchestral music can be held to use certain
technical means to embody demonstrable ¢motions.
When discussing this previously Tdidn’t ask any of the
necessary practical questions. Sticking to Bach then,
{who is a good casc for the examination since not many
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of his instrumental works have been given a sobriquet or
nickname from listeners’ perceptions of what they are
like), is the Sarabande of the Fifth Partita in ¢ for
keyboard sad, comfortable, pompous, processional,
clegant, or any combination of these states? 1 hold it to
be beautitul music, ncutral in mood. 1t hardly
suggests any clear-cut state of feeling.

OWIVER, THE GREAT ChaconNE which ends the solo
violin Partita in D minor moves in and out of moods
which, though not labelled as portraying anything
specific, do suggest strenuous feeling. The movement’s
structure, being composed of variations of virtuoso
violinistics on a groundbass, is what analysts choose to
draw attention to, marvelling at the complexity Bach
achicves with limited means. Performers are amazed by
the sweat and ditficulty of it, and admire those of their
number who can exccute the music with the least
COMpromise.

I was once in a room at a private party when the
Chaconne was played, and listened afterwards to what
good people felt obliged to say about it, They emphasised
its nobility, its philosophical power, its undoubted
profundity. Yet there are no verbal clues to latch on to
and no philosophical or moral imperatives in the music
beyond those its hearers can import into it. Some
musicians have been very wary of the public’s tendency
to gush over great works. Stravinsky thought Proust’s
exclamations of admiration for Beethoven’s Late Quartets
an example of literary men’s fashionable insincerity. He
also characterised Pablo Casals as ‘being for World Peace
and for playing Bach in the style of Brahms’.

The question of music’s connection with states of
mind within its own value system has always troubled
our understanding. [t even goes back to the origins of the
art. For the Ancients, as tar as we know, music was
almost synonymous with Nature. Gurgling strcams,
rushing wind, bird calls—a whole armoury of natural
sounds—were adjuncts to men’s feelings. An expertise in
music was jealously guarded by the gods, as the fates of
both Marsyas and Orpheus suggest. Nobody bothered to
malke permanent the tunes Marsyas played during his
fatal competition with Apollo. It would scem that for
both the Greeks and the Romans, [and likely enough for
everyone clse in the Ancient World), music was largely
a matter of that ‘underlining’ I noticed at the beginning
of this cssay. Roman bucinas helped put the enemy to
flight in a way unimaginable for the Grenadier Guards
Band. A friend once sang to me the marching-song that
Cacsar’s army bellowed out when his legions entered
Rome, the one translated by Robert Graves as ‘Home we
bring the bald whoremonger, / Romans, lock your wives
away!”. He claimed that the tunc had come down to us
from the last years BC, but he didn’t tell me how it had
survived.

We have sheaves of lyric poctry from the Classical
world, much of it probably intended to be sung to the
accompaniment of lyre or lute. Whatever the rules of the
music it gave rise to, we now know only the forms and
structures of the poems. These are often claborate, but
what scales, modes or other conventions governed the



music to which such verse was sct, we have little idea of.
Obscrvation of music in the Classical world leads us to
believe that it was always assigned a supporting role.
Almost two thousand years had to pass before it became
autonomous and—I have to confess as a devoted music-
lover—a tyrannical art in its own right.

Music undoubtedly played an important role in the
solemmities of Greek Drama. So much so, in fact, that
cfforts by the self-conscious archaisers of the Florentine
Academy to revive music’s part in dramatic poctry led,
through creative misunderstanding, to the dominant
late European art of Opera. Music will always be a fifth-
column art: its patron saint might well be Thomas a
Beckett rather than Cecilia. Sent to do Drama’s hidding,
it goes native and takes over the whole caboodle. Let
music through your defences and it will put your moral
citadel to sack. As an arriviste, it protects itself by
assuring everyone that it has an ancient lineage and is
properly classical. It s, however, a savage newcomer,
and, at lcast for those who can hear its siren call, a
mistress who will brook no rivals.

When the mysterics attendant on Iphigeneia’s sacri-
fice were enacted in fourth century BC Athens, music
was on hand to empower the ritual, and, in the form of
the chorus’ part, to reflect on the tragedy. But by the end
of the 19th century words were no more than a listener’s
right-of-way through the harmonic forest of Act Three of
Parsifal. Wagner's art is Midas-like, it turns cverything it
touches into music. The most ludicrous image of artistic
misapprehension known to me is that of King Ludwig of
Bavaria having Wagner’s libretti read to him in prefer-
ence to hearing the operas performed. Not for cconomy’s
sake but because the words excited him as the music
could not do. He loved the man and the words were more
the man: music was the man magicked.

But we later Wagnerians arc in thrall to Venusberg
and are likely to apologise for its creator’s character.
Wagner has replaced speech’s best, which is eloquence,

with the world-soul itself, the music that
speech has conjured up.

HEN MUSIC AND LITLRATURE work together we
encounter a bewitching and hard-to-analyse mélange.
Let us plunge into an alrcady well-documented world
anytime between the carly 18th century and the middle
of the 19th. By now music has wrested power from the
literary arts, though that isn’t always obvious to compos-
ers and poets. There arce sensible and practical letters by
Mozart, pointing out what was wrong when some liter-
ary consideration was spoiling a musical one. He wrote
to the Abbate Varesco and Gottlieh Stephanice Jnr., libret-
tists of Idomenco and Die Entfiihrung aus dem Serail,
urging them to curb their own enthusiasms and find the
right words to accommodate his needs. He was not, of
course, dealing with first ratc and important litterateurs.

The exchange between Richard Strauss and Hugo von
Hofmannsthal is a more equal encounter, orisit? Critics
have found it casy to applaud the tastcful Hofmannsthal
and rcbuke the vulgar Strauss, but it was always the
composer who was in the saddle.

[tis not my purpose to argue that music is a greater art

than poctry: indeed, while I covet music’s freedom from
dircct responsibility to meaning, 1 also value the ‘shock
of rccognition’ which is literature’s special gift. What 1
dosuggestis that when music and literature work together
music will incvitably be the dominant partner.

The history of opera proves this. Imported as a means
of emphasising the cloquence of speech, music gquickly
took over and became the raison d'étre. Between those
classicists who set up such pioneer works as Peri's Dafne
and collaborations of professional librettists Felice
Romani and Francesco Maria Piave with Bellini and
Verdi, a great gulf is fixed. Music’s ability to cat ‘textes’ is
shown as early as Montcverdi’s sctting of Rinucceini’s
Orfeo (1607). Verdian ‘brevita’ is already being imposed
on the text.

Music is magic. It has the full flush of original sin on
it. It can collaboratc only on its own terms. What it wants
from words is that version of ‘mcaning’ which verbal
structurcs possess and music does not. When musical
meaning is added to verbal or humanist meaning, we get
a doubly powerful art. The cannibalism involved is not
essential for musical achievement, but it is something
composcrs have shown themscelves grateful for. Bach’s
two books of Twenty-four Preludes and Fugues for
keybhoardinall the keys would make him a great composer
by themslves, but the technique which fashioned them
had furhter work to do: to serve the world, the flesh, and
even the Devil in Passions, Cantatas and Motets.

Arnold Schénberg once related how a composer goes
about sctting words to music. Or at least how he did it.
Firstly he spoke of Schubert’s songs. Many of them had
lodged naturally in his consciousness and yet he
discovercd that he
could not remember
the lyrics of the po-
ems Schubert set or
what they were
about.

When he read the
lyrics as pocms in
their own right he
appreciated that they
made sense quite out-
side his experience of
them as songs. When
he himsclf wrote
songs, he wasinspired
by the general impres-
sion of the poet’s creation and was influenced only
secondarily by the words he was setting. Musicians tend
to compose ideas and regard words as only the necessary
assembly of syllables to carry their notes. They may be
attracted initially to a phrase. In some famous arias the
melodic blossoming proceeds from what scems the trit-
est of texts. ‘O mio babbino caro’ with its dipping tunc
and octave leapis a teenage girl’s wheedling of her Daddy
to go down to the jewellery quarter of Florence, ‘la porta
rossa’, and buy her an engagement ring.

Stravinsky always asserted the divine right of music
to treat words just as syllables, being sure this would
justify his iron control over both sound and sentiment.
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He had the Cocteau libretto of Ocdipus Rex put into
Latin for him, because, as a dead language, it was free of
the tendency to over-¢ stionalism of a European ver-
nacular. Perhaps also the Latin helped him serve a con-
cept greater than local meaning or autonomous sound.
The vocal line of Oecdipus Rex disproves emotional
indifference on his part. Just before the climactic Gloria
which ends the first part Oedipus sings ‘Invidia fortunam
odit...”: he has reached 2 high point of his confidence
and indulges in the hubris of defying both men and gods.
Stravinsky’s setting of the Latin admonishment of envy
is tortured, melismatic, almost unbearable—onc of the
most involved pieces of declamation in his «uvre. It
gains hy being strung along the syllables of a
distancing language.

OR THE SAME REASON thousands of composcrs have
been able to make great art out of liturgy, especially the
most overworked part of it, the Ordinary of the Mass.
The words are familiar to the point of exhaustion, but the
beliefs they serve are universal and incxhaustible. Most
composers have the natural skill and good sense not to
try to sct {say) the Credo in some smart way which will
call the wrong sort of attention to it. Prevailing conven-
tions arc uscful without being stifling. The ‘Crucifixus’
is a natural crisis point and demands hushed treatment,
the ‘et incarnatus est’ is an occaston for lyricism and the
coda’‘ctvitam venturiseculi’ calls for triumphant setting.

The syllable-isation which music imposes on language
is different from any of the localising techniques which
poctry itsclf indulges in. Composers are attracted to
poctry’s distillation of effcct when seeking texts, that
concentration of essence which already separates verse
from the more cxpansive patterns of prosc. Despite
Auden’s credo that an operatic libretto must decently be
in verse, T doubt that rhyme or metre have much to do
with it, though the factory-produced librete of Italian
theatre hacks are always in rhymed verse. Music identifics
in thymed poetry a symmetry which is a paradigm of its
own. Where effectiveness of sctting is in question a
composer will always be cavalier with the rhyme and
metre of his texe, if he has to be.

Hugo Wolf disapproved, or said he did, of over-
melismatic setting of words, of excessive coloratura,
embellishing of melodics, 1in fact the whole elaborate
millincry of bel canto. He would not have wanted to do
what Handel and so many others did in the 18th cen-
tury—make a handful of words the hanger on which to
display up to ten minutes of florid vocalising.

But even Wolf didn’t insist on one note to one syllable,
and the reason is casy to understand. Poetry, if one sticks
strictly to the metres commonly encountered in European
languages, is unresourceful compared with music. Most
triple metre in verse becomes tiresome or comical very
quickly, and is not casily given variation by metrical
change. Music has so many more rhythmic possibilitics
than verse. In practice, admittedly, we scldom let the
official scansion of a line of poctry govern our delivery of
it. Instead, we introduce humanceinflections instinctively.
But poetry has ncver developed an exact system of
notation of pitch or mctre. This is probably why, in
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English, iambic pentameter blank verse  as been such a
favoured form among pocts, especially for dramatic
purposes. In blank versc the metrical insistence is
subliminal rather than profound, and the actual rhythm
of cach linc is subject to the ebb and flow of meaning.
What the speaking of poctry does so advantageously
within its own mectrical bonds, music can afford to do
much more extravagantly.

As you consider the ways composers have managed
tosct poetry, the opportunities they have relished to give
solosingers and ensembles such adventures among words,
the more you marvel at the ingenuity of music. From
plainsong melismata, such as the extensive ululation of
the word ‘caput’ in the famous Sarum antiphon, through
to the eleven-minute polyphony which is the Kyrie and
Christe of Bach’s B Minor Mass, music has festooned
words as mistletoe covers trees or convolvulus a civic
garden. Yet just as these vigorous parasites could not
exist without their hosts, there remains an idea and a
skeletal means of pinning it down beneath much
exfoliating vocal writing—and this is embodied in words.
Floridity is not the only response to texts, but it is the
most interesting if we are to examine the vexed question
of how words and music work together.

It is customary to write the history of music as a
progressive, even a triumphant story. It is also reported
as vindication, as a humanising improvement. Thus,
from Schubcert onwards, the 19th century disapproved
increasingly of scttings where the notes so obscurce the
words that audiences cannot know straightaway what is
happening in a song. Centuries carlicr, at the Council of
Trent, the Doctors of the Church had also worried that
an excess, however pious, of musical flowering was
tending to bury important doctrinal concerns in the
liturgy. The Fathers wished to rescue dogma, while the
theorists of the Victorian Age, especially Wagner and his
followers, wanted to restore a paramountcy of human-
ism and philosophy. There are many florid moments in
Schubert’s songs—think of Des Fischers Lichesghick
and Am Sce, but the great songs at the end of his life
show him matching notes to words with inspired

cconomy—as with Am Aeer and Der Dop-
pelgdinger,

HEN CAME MUSIC’S GREATEST CRISI—an increasing
chromaticism until all sense of key evaporates, which
was flagged by Wagner’s Tristan und Isolde. From this
point radical change was spceded up. The coherent
collaboration of music and humanism disintegrated into
pioncering attempts to radicalise every aspect of form.
Experiment concentrated on elevating technique into
various local rebellions. In turn, carly 20th century
liberalisation was succceded by a draconian puritanism
where words and notes marched in mathematical
uniforms.

Eventually, tloridity returned as composers began
theirlong trawlback to a past which offercd models more
congenial to creativity than such absolutisms as
Atonalismand Scrialism. Stravinsky ranged across several
centuries and Britten found in Purcell a way of adding
brilliance to the art of Schubert and Wolt, Michacl



Tippett ransacked the rthythmic audacities of Renaissance
madrigalists.

In this century, words have been assigned an even
more equivocal place in music. They are not the custom-
made felicities which the 18th century demanded and
which were literally more in theme than outline. Texts
of most contemporary compositions cannot claim part-
nership on cqual terms with scores, as was the case in
19th century Romanticism. Today all the arts enjoy a
dubious equality: they have lost their way and a good part
of their audience.

All except one, that is—and even that one owes its
success to a kind of debasement. This is Pop Music in all
its manifestations. 1 feel poorly equipped to discuss Pop,
Rock, Tin Pan Alley and the like, and scarcely better
acquainted with Jazz, Swing, Modern Jazz, Country and
Western, Folkloristica and Ethnic Music. But it seems to
me that in all these forms the partnership of language and
music is a more equal one. The ‘book’ of a show still
matters on Broadway. Though many contemporary
musicals are thin stuff indeed, vintage Broadway, from
the turn-of-the-century through Jerome Kern, Rodgers
and Hart, Cole Porter, Irving Berlin, Guys and Dolls and
Pal Joey and up to Leonard Bernstein’s shaky crossovers,
enjoys living interaction between humanity and popular
music. We tend to remember these shows for their songs,
but the best of them have not degenerated into ‘high-
lights’ in the manner of so many serious operas. Wagner
would be surprised to discover that the true inheritors of

his concept of Gesamtkunstwerk today are the
best Broadway and Hollywood spectaculars.
-v V HEN TWO ARTISTS COMBINE, the tension set up
between their contributions may wax and wane in an
audience’s mind. There can be no doubting primacy
when one of the collaborators is a genius, so that while
we are full of admiration of Lorezo da Ponte, we would
never assign him equality with Mozart. Our proper
reaction is gratitude that so excellent a librettist should
have served so transcendent a composer.

I've already emphasised the adage that no opera has
been saved by its libretto. Alleged masterpieces of
sophistication by Abbate Casti, Da Ponte’s rival, are
seldom heard, since the music they serve has been given
the thumbs-down by posterity. The opposite observation,
however, is spoken of less: that good musical works may
be betrayed by poor books.

The position herce is complex, since one must
distinguish between a poorly cxecuted libretto and a
decently-written but outmoded kind of text.

Handel’s operas make an informative study in this
respect. While many are mediocre cxamples of a
questionable sort of libretto, several have books which
should have guaranteed them a place in the modern
repertory. Giulio Cesare compares quite favourably with
Bernard Shaw’s play Caesar and Cleopatra: The opera
even has the same sardonic emphasis. What militates
against all these Handel operas on the stage is the
convention in which they are written. However good
their books, modern audiences just cannot get on with da
capo aria format. This is unfortunate, since if one forces

oneself to follow the action with proper concern, then
Handel’s undoubted dramatic gifts begin to come to life.
Mostly we look at and listen to his operas as if they were
concerts. Bach’s Passions offer an illuminating contrast.
Though they are not intended to be staged, their
combination of narrative, chorus, reflective aria, dialoguc
in arioso and Lutheran chorale is felt as a genuine
dramatic progress, almost a musi-
cal Stations of the Cross.

Here the power of the New Tes-
tament story, even though largely
conducted in recitative, is the
reason. This is not because the
subject is sacred but because it is
direct and pointful, unlike the
extreme artificiality of so many
operas set in Classical or mythical
times, with their complicated
amorous intrigues. The Passions
illustrate music’s indifference to
mercly literary value. Their overall
theme is so profound. Bach sets the
several sorts of language with an
eye to their importance in the story
and not to any sense of their quality
as poetry. Thus the words of the
Gospel, including dialogue for
Christ, Peter, Pilate etcetera, the
mawkish piety of the interpolated
arias and choruses, written by such
poetasters as his colleague Picander,
and finally the congregational
hymns, are regarded as equally
demanding of eloquence. The wholc
patternisasimulacrum of the divine
order: the theme is ‘Divine Grace is
dancing’.

The same sense that the whole
created world is animated by God’s
spirit informs Bach’s Churct
Cantatas. Here there is a place, as
there is in Milton, for the maligr
parts of Creation, especially the
Tempter Himself. In No. 130, ‘Hen
Gott, dich loben alle wir’, he
introduces the dragon of the Apoca
lypse in a hair-raising bass aria ac
companied by three obbligato trumpets and tympani,
which goes further towards giving the Devil the best
tunes than almost anything | know in music: ‘Der alte
Drache brennt vor Neid’. Music, more than words, docs
notcomment on the universe; itinventsit. Itsunmatched
palette for lamentation, pastoral, ferocity, exhilaration,
cven equanimity is not commentary but the transforma-
tion of sccondary states of mind, familiar from verbal
annotation, back into primary assertion. We are born
knowing music’s language and need no special Pentecost
to comprchend what it is saying.

The sad liaison of good music and bad or undramatic
verse continued through the 19th century. Perhaps there
has been no one musico/dramatic form as doomed as the

VoLuME 7 Numper 6 o EUREKA STREET

33






-

/A P . N2 o

the masters rarcly referred to the grammar of music at

all. Wagner complained to his devoted Cosima,
herself a musician’s daughter, ‘these wretched
key signatures, but one must be neat’.

N THE BRINK OF THE NLW MILLENNIUM, music lovers
may be swayed by arcane worlds which wait beyond the
folds of time. But it is more likely that they will sce
themsclves as custodians of a rich inheritance,
responding, for instance, to the genius and fecundity of
Schubert, whose anniversary is upon us. Contemporary
composers will stay in their ghettoes, the experimental
workshops and the university music departments. Some-
thing may be on the point of being born, though whether
it will be a Golden Age or ‘the rough beast’ feared by
W.B.Ycats we shall have to wait to find out. Certainly, if
music ever had a universal language, it does not have one
now. Instead, we pick and mix across a wide range. The
20th century has taught us, as W.H. Auden wrote, ‘Man’
... {thas) ... nomore nature in his loving smile/Than in his
theorics of anatural style’. We may weep that at one time
our most glorious synthetic construction, music, sounded
so human and moved us so readily, but we cannot
assumec that we know the reason. Nor what we should do
now to recover such potency. Those who call on History
for help will get only siren answers and new rocks to
founder on. Secking rules from our oracles, we may be
told there are no rules.

Much of what any avant-garde attempts is by
definition that which cannot be done. Accordingly we
should remember that music, as with any art, prospered
by pursuing the possible. Ears and wrists have been the
rcal virtuosi. For centurics improvisation was an
important technique nurturing composition. Put the
instruments in place, including the human voice, and
mind and fingers will seck the music waiting platonically
for them. As with poctry, a creative artist hardly knows
what he wants to say until he has begun to say it.

Toendthis peculiar chronicle: afew assertions which
are more bits of talking to myself than wise instances or
noble maxims.

S
S

—We should depend on axioms, not analysis.

—Extreme complexity may be a smokescreen for
a new sort of simple-mindedness (hear the works of
Georgy Ligeti, passim).

—‘More a matter of feeling than a question of
painting'—(ves, but the foreground is painted in in
considerable detail).

—DPrima la musica e poi le parole is still true.

—Subtraction is usually more deleterious than
addition.

—Nao-one has ever believed in Gebrauchsmusik:
music will suffer no rival near the throne.

—You cannot tell a composer’s moral character
from his or her compositions. Nevertheless, Wagner
may not have been as vile a man as his biographers
make him.

—Literary men must be expected to misvalue
music. Their greatest vulgarity 18 to swoon over
opera and ignore instrumental music.

—The composer composes the world, not the
text.

—T looked in meaning for whatever wasn't
meant’. So with Wittgenstein, so with Beethoven.

—There are no parallels in the arts and few
analogies, just a handful of metaphors.

—Aswithpocetry, the doing cleanses the obscurity
without destroying the myvstery.

—Keys have affinities (F Major, ‘pastoral’; E Major.
‘richness’, and so on.). But vou will encounter
‘pastoral’ in D and ‘richness’ in C.

—Those who would thrust sublimity on music
will only cheapen it.

—Intervals, tonality, inversion, chord of the
diminished seventh, stretto, pedal point’—now wash
your mouth out!

—The meaning of music is music.

HERE ARE MANY WAYS OF PAYING TRIBUTE to this beautiful
and generous art. The best is to usc it—to play, to listen
and to be grateful for such a pleasure. If the skilled
doctorsupbraid us forour lack of academic understanding,
we should just turn the volume up and ignore them. At
music’s apothcosis, words will be invited, but only as
observers. Perhaps occasionally, they will be permitted
to help as paid bards praising their betters,

Here is how one poet, who loved music, sang his praises
of it—the second section of W.H. Auden’s Hvmn to Saint
Cecilia, written by Benjamin Britten.

I cannot grow;

I have no shadow
to run away from,
I only play.

I cannot err:

There is no creature
Whom I belong to,
Whom I could wrong.

[ am defeat

When it knows it
Can now do nothing
By suffering.

All you lived through,
Dancing becausc you
No longer need it

For any decd.

I shall never be
Different. Love me.

If we love music enough, we will always know what
it mecans.

Peter Porter is a poct and critic. His most recent book of
verse, Dragons in Their Pleasant Paluces, published by
Oxford University Press in April.

Photographs, taken in Melboume in 1996, by Greg Scullin.
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McQuecn argues often by conjecture—
‘could have’, ‘would have’ are favourite
locutions. Frequently, and not always with-
out reason, he is roused to invective, for
instance about the ‘febricity’, ‘foulness’,
‘putridness’, ‘this miasma of mania and
scurrilousness’, which distinguished the
practices of ASIO. Yet even that despised
acronym was expected to provide sources
for its allegations.

Far too regularly McQueen does not
identify the person whom he is quoting. Or,
if he does, a casual epithet is meant to
explain all: ‘Quadrant conservative Robert
Manne’ is a signal instance. The vexed
history of Manne’s relations with the maga-
zinc that he edits ought alone to have called

for a less careless account of his

conservatism.
BUT THERE 18 MORE. Peter Ryan will be

delighted to learn that his ‘self-image
depended on his being recognised as an
“advanced fucker””. Scholarly critics of
Clark who craved the limelight ‘if only a
reporter would prod them into life with a
microphone’ have less cause for complaint.
McQuecnis unguarded about the loosencss
of his own use of evidence. He might have
been more reticent though, thus to spare us
this comparison of Clark—his erstwhile
mentor—and himsclf: ‘While he was
learning to cope with a weak heart, I was
getting over a broken one’.

In his review of Suspect History, Ryan
contended that the question that matters
most through all thisimpacted controversy
is this: ‘Is Clark’s History any good?’ The
collection cdited by Carl Bridge, Manning
Clark. Essayson His Place in History (1994)
ventilated criticisms of the History and
included various defences. In Australian
Melodramas (1995), my book on Thomas
Keneally (who saw Clark as a great cnabler
of his historical fictions), I contended that
rather than regarding the History as wisdom
literature or prose cpic, it might more
honourably be seen as belonging tojust that
artistic mode which Manne damned it for
being. For ‘the History is one of the great
works of the melodramatic imagination to
have been written in Australia’. It is conso-
nant with the genius of the national
literature.

Those are the terms of my defence of
Clark’s History, butIwould want to posc—
as central—a different question from
Ryan’s. It is one addressed by McQueen.
Why has Clark been so demonised?
McQueen’s response is bland: ‘threc
sources of enmity can be distinguished:

resentment by other academics; uneasc
with his personality; and antagonism
towards his politics’. However cogent this
combination of reasons might be, the
disparagement of Clark is out of all propor-
tion. He won an international reputation
which some of those who have published
much less may covet. His posing as an Old
Testament prophet in a wide-brimmed hat
wasrisible. That his fulminations offended
the Tory side of politics need neither be
denied not regretted. What other explana-
tions can be sought? McQueen says justly
that ‘the nexus of Menzies, Whitlam and
Clark has become central to the history
wars’.

It’s great to have those wars, if we do.
Better by far to debate in passion the mean-
ing of our past than to forget it, or turn it
into mini-series fodder, or to partisan uses.
The currently unfashionable task of read-
ing Clark would be an antidote to mislead-
ing views of what he said, and failed to say.
Rightly McQueen points to the complex,
not unsympathetic portrait that Clark gave
of Menzics. Nor was Clark enlisted by
Keating (who is gratuitously insulted by
McQueen)until he was dead. Clark’s pessi-
mism, one is inclined to suggest, was—if
not apolitical—then quictist. Individuals
might be redeemed, but the burden of his
History (if not the Lenin speech} was that
wholesale social reformation is more like a
millennial drcam than a possibility at hand.
Dickens thought similarly. Not all their
characters agreed.

In a country so free of ghosts and
demons, Manning Clark has suffered an
unlikely elevation to the ranks of the
damned. McQueen’s Suspect History is an
imperfect vindication of Clark. Exculpated
in some ways, he is more deeply incrimi-
nated in others. For example, the sloppi-
ness of McQueen’s procedures appears as
perverse homage to Clark’s own. But the
crucial question abides: why do so many
seck to destroy the reputation of this dead
man, who was, for all else, a great teacher
of the history of his country? Measured
criticisms of his work aside {(whether by
Ryan or John Hirst), Clark suffers from
guilt by association. He admired Lenin.
Keating admired him. Outflanked from
the right by Hanson, Australian Tories
have made Clark the historian by whom
the study of history can be discredited. No
matter to them that such an clection i<
ludicrous and malign.

Peter Pierce is professor of Australian
Literature at James Cook University.
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their friendship, unlike many others, never
sourcd—though it may at the outset have
rested on some unfulfilled hopes. Their
relationship quickly stabilized into mentor
and artist: while she addressed him as
‘Willic', his letters to her remain to ‘Lady
Gregory'. The adherence to formality is
surprising cven for the time: yet they rapidly
became cach other’s closest friend and con-
fidant, and remained so—with only an oc-
casional slight passage of annoyance—until
her death nearly forty years later. Over that
period, while she sustained him in many
ways, he helped her to emerge as one of the
most prominent Irish writers of the day. In
identifying her so deliberately by her title
rather than by her Christian name, he not
only defined their relationship, he helped
create the image and the name by which
she would live, write and become famous.

‘Players and painted stage took all my
love,/And not those things that they were
emblems of'—so Ycats was to write in old
age. Whether or not that was the whole
story, it is certainly true that, to an
uncommon degree, he conceived of life in
terms of theatre. This could degencrate
into attitudinizing, but it could also make
for vividness and complexity in relation-
ships and in other personal activities; and
almost by definition it required a preoccu-
pation with roles. Such a state of affairsis a
blessing for a biographer, and Foster has
made the most of it.

In the present passage, for instance, not
only does he identify the relationship
between Gregory and Yeats as one of mentor
and artist, but nuances it with ‘she sus-
tained him’ and ‘he helped her’—the kind
of distinction which is more than an elegant
variation, pointing as it does to distinctive
characteristics in each of them. There is
also the adroit use of ‘loan himself out,’
which both fortities and refines what has
been offered in the phrase ‘a feline and
amusing way.” The contrasting of the
fantasices of some with Gregory’s ‘firm grasp
on reality’ is another reminder of life’s
dramatic possibilities, for good and for ill:
and Foster’s shrewd observation of the uses
of apersonal title is something which Yeats
himself would have been intrigued to sec,

given his fascination with the
singular and the heroic.

UT FOSTER 18 ALTOGETHER too well
informed, and too sensible, to suppose that
either the rising young man or the middle-
aged Yeats could always be lording it.
Heinrich Boll relates, in his Irish Journal,

how he went on pilgrimage to Yceats’ grave
in Sligo, only to be distracted by conversa-
tional and other trivia. Inevitably, Yeats
himself had his ration of such things. Foster,
writing of the production of Yeats’ play On
Baile’s Strand, says,

For all the dynamic effect of his players,
WBY struck onc observer in Leeds as ‘a
ghostly wraith’ who avoided contact with
people. He had good reason. He was
distracted by Gonne’s affairs, with the
MacBride libel hearing fixed for carly June
and the divorce case coming on in July: he
suggested visiting her in Paris during April,
encouraged by Gregory (who sent him 10
pounds for the purpose). But he threw
himself instead into rchearsing the play-

ers, often to their incomprehension (‘Well,
Mr Yeats says I've got it: what it is I've got,
I couldn’t for the life of me tell you; but 1
hope to God Tdon’t lose it'). Another actor,
complimented by WBY on the emotional
intensity with which he declaimed the
names of old Irish herocs, replied, ‘Sure 1
thought they were mountains.” There were
always minor problems to do with the
theatre (a draughty skylight, wigs to be
collected in London, disobedient smoking
backstage), and Horniman’s determination
to design ‘artistic’ costumes remained a
sorc trial. But after the late April perform-
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ances in England, WBY was convinced they
were on the right track.

Anyone with even a passing knowledge
of Yeats’ poetry will find antennac go out to
the names‘Gonne’ and‘MacBride,” she being
the woman he loved to distraction for much
of hislife, and he, her husband, the ‘drunken
vainglorious lout’ of ‘Easter 1916." Ycats
wrotce of Maud Gonne as a modern Helen of
Troy, and as a goddess, and of MacBride as
one of those through whose insurrcction ‘a
terrible beauty is born,” but even the larger-
than-life can in season scem too small for

it, and Foster has a keen eye for

I both calibrations.
R EHEARSING THE PLAYERS, often to their

incomprehension’—it might be the epigraph
to a book of Jewish or of Christian theology:
God knows what God makes of it all.
Conceivably he finds much of it farcical;
certainly Yeats must often have found things
so0, whether on the various English stages, or
in the Irish political and cultural cockpit. At
all events, Foster is regularly alert to incon-
gruity, whether of thought, word or deed.
This makes for entertainment, and it also
makes for plausibility. He quotes, from a
notebool of Yeats for about 1913, ‘Great art,
great political drama is the utmost of nobil-
ity and the utmost of reality compatible
with it ... Nobility struggles with reality,
the cagle and the snake.” Yeats concedes
more to the snake than is often supposed,
and Foster is there to watch him doing so.

T have not said how crowded the book is
with characters, some poignant, some
mordant, some waif-like—in other words,
withanormal human array. Of recent years,
other excellent books have traced the
fortunes of members of Yeats’ family and
acquaintances, but Foster gives another
shake to the kaleidoscope, so that we sec
them in new patterns and with renewed
distinctiveness. Yeats wrote often, in poetry
and in prose, directly and obliqucly, about
these people, sometimes to aggrandise and
sometimes to diminish: when they could,
they respondedin kind. Somicone with both
the time and the interest might prepare for
a reading of Foster’s volume by going once
more through Yeats” Autobiographics, to
find two strikingly different but
complementary ways of addressing the one
body of experience. He claimed that his
glory was that he had such friends: and thev
too did well out of the bargain.

Peter Steele s; has a Personal Chair at the
University of Melbourne.
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Tae past is another continent

s wE Areroact 2000 AD we are
being confronted by overviews of the past.
19th Century Europe, the rise and fall of
civilisations, the World; and now this. A
History of Europe. ‘trom the [ee Age to the
Cold War, from the Minos to Margarct
Thatcher’, proclaims the jacket. Well, it
certainly iv a long read, with 1136 pages of
text, and 200 more pages devoted to chapter
notes, maps, appendices, capsule notes and
Index. The capsules are 'telephoto’ illustra-
tions of specific issuces and persons
featuringin the text—and vary
considerably in quality.

Some read like

beat-ups
from Readers’

Dicest but many others
fascinate.

So—a goodreference book, given zest by
Davies” unorthodoxies. The author is
professor of Polish history in the School of
Slavonic and Eastern European studics in
the University of London; and his book
benefits from a long, and detailed look at
the stories of Russia, Eastern Europe and
the Balkans. Davies hasa Polish wife, which
no doubt has exercised some influence.
Indeed, a few of the obscrvations could
have been made by a member of General
Anders” Army  a Polish member.

People write many kinds of history —
and Davies outlines some of these in his
chapter on historiography. His history
seems a trifle teleological, with the whole
long struggle of Western Man leading to its
desired consummation: the European
Union. He sees this as about to happen, but
he at least worries as to how Russia is going
tofitin. Yet, speaking of more recent tinmes,
hesavs, ‘On the moral front, one has to note

’

the extreme contrast between the material
advancement ot European civilisation and
the terrible regression in political and intel-
lectual values'. Sothe European Unionmay
not be the end or the whole of the matter.

A few weeks ago, German president
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Herzog said “The world is in ferment. What
doTscein Germany? The lack of courage is
overwhelming. Crisisscenarios arc fostered.
A fecling of paralysis has settled over our
society. What is wrong with our country?
The loss of cconomic dynamism, the
enfechblement of socicety, the unbelievable
mental depression. Such are the essentials
of the crisis. Modern Germany is a country
of manic depressives and congenital pessi-
mists, led by timid politicians’. Tthink

the same could be said, allow-

ing for some differ-
ences of degree,

of other

&_fm

Furo-

pean countries—
especially Russia. So the
jury is still out on the future of Europe.

But therce are few doubts or reservations
about the beginning of our story: only a
sense of real Toss that Ancient Greece and
the Mycenians had to disappear. [ find it
hard to feel that about any of the other
centuries or eras that Davies scets down.
Perhaps never again does one have the
chance to stare unabashed, amazed, at the
wonder which is Man. Some think the Fall
occurred with the expulsion of Adam and
Eve from Eden, but FHimagine that Man lost
his innocence and perhaps his way, when
Hellas perished. Thereafter it all seems a
lictle bit forced, slightly sccond rate. There
has been no shortage of enthusiasms, and
fanaticisms, or hubris, but they have been
somchow over the top—crsatz. And there
has been no shortage of questing minds and
would-be masters of the Universe, materi-
ally or intellectually.

But the mobilisation and burcau-
cratisation, and the sanitising of the minds
and the imaginations of men in the end
produces a subliminal boredom and claus-
trophobia, and finally déja va. What has it
all been for, really? King Solomon’s cry,
vanity, all is vanity, sccems appropriate.
Whereas itisn’tappropriate at all with the
Grecks.

Jury/Aucust 1997

Leaving Davices' telcological intimations
aside, it is clear that he has tried to write a
general history for the literate common
man—whcrever he/she may be hiding.
Apparently there is one page for every two
years in this chronicle, and it often rcads
like that—cven-paced to the point of being
one damn thingatteranother. In the process,
vou often finish with little of the excite-
ment, the grand delusions or the states of
mind of so many people during the Revolu-
tions, the Crusades, the witch burnings,
the festering nationalisms. Nor does onc
pick up the sense of absolute fearand horror
people must have fele during the Great
Plaguc, or when the Mongols or Teutonic
Knights would suddenty appear. Or when

Dutch or Yugoslavs awoke to find
masses of grim, hceavilv-
armed black-
8 /

uni-
formed Ger-
mans in their midst,

led by malevolentmachines, spitting death,
and with men inside directing them. DPre-
figuring The Empire Strikes Back. What
would a Polish farmer have fele as they
came towards him? Alas, there were no
Ewoks about, no Luke Skywalker and his
gallant friends from Year 12,

This is probably a cavilling literary
complaint of minc—deriving from the
memory [ have of encountering such im-
mediacy every now and then, strangelv
enoueh in Victorian State School Readers.
But Davics does go quite some way in bring-
ingout the evil—incomprehensible to many
of us—of the Holocaust, the extermination
of the Kulaks, the Ukrainian taminces, and
the Gulags. He quotes Hitler bricfing his
Generals at Obersalzburg on the eve of the
invasion of Poland, and his plans for the
Polish nation. ‘Genghis Khan had millions
of women and men killed by his own will
and with a gay heart. History sces him only
as a great State builder... T have sent my
Death's Head units to the East with the
order to kill without merey men, women
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JIME LJAVILISON

T 1e Uncc nscior able Society?

IERE MUST HAVE BEEN MANY people like
myself, who, watching all that footage of
the delirium in Berlin in 1989 that swept
over the tumblingWall, wondered what the
cevent would portend. Eric Hobsbawm saw
it quicker than most of us, and declared it
ended the {short) twentieth century. Before
so very long, it didn’t seem such a bad idea
(if only a joke) to think of putting it back.
For as a symbol of when capitalism
proceeded to move into overdrive, it is
richly s gestive: Marxism may have bheen
vanquished, but the bogey it had always
spoken of not only really existed, but was
already readying itsclf to breathe down our
necks.

Never has there beena time when money
values have been so sovereign. (Old coins,
such as the sovereign, were named after the
king; but last year there was a proposal that
some African republics, being bankrupt,
should cede sovereignty and allow them-
sclves to be privatised.) Communism has
virtually g¢ -, socialism is in disarray, and
even notions of collectivism or just plain
cooperation are unfashionable and run
against the grain. Education (increasingly
individualised)isno longer valued foritself;
once the word ‘trivia’ popped up in the
1970s to be hurled against any fact or factoid,
the way was wide open to dethroning knowl-
cdge, or even expertise. Not even scientific
knowlcdge 1s as valued for its own sake as
once it was, while cducation, even before
its amalgamation into the fiefdom of
DEETYA, has increasingly been seen as a
kind of tooling up or retooling excrcise. As
for religion, the traditional counterweight
to excessively materialist valuces, we have
now rcached the stage when the church as
social conscience canbejeered at by such as
Jeff Kennett, and where—if in America more
markedly than here—a symbiosis with
right-wing and matcrialist valuces is often
more striking than any questioning or
contestation. The widespread collapse of all
veetors apart from the managerial is respon-

sible for the peculiarly skewed
character of the present time.

OHN RALSTON SAUL’S RICHLY suggestive
book, The Unconscious Civilization, was
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originally given as the Canadian equivalent
of the Boyer Lectures. A sustained trumpet
blastagainst the excesses of managerialism,
it carrics across to the page the incisiveness
of verbal delivery.

Saul’s thesis is that we have become the
Unconscious Civilization of his title, going
about our business like zombics. We drift
along with little self-knowledge, which after
allim  esknowledge of the self in context;
instcad, asocially-sanctioned sclfishness is
everywhere in evidence, having ‘hijacked’
an older, broader individualism. Saul says
one can even speak of the newer, narrow
individualism entailing ‘a hijacking of
Western civilization’, since it constantly
endorses the primacy of sclf-interest at the
cxpense of the common good. And perhaps
the common good has rceceded so quickly
because a post-Freudian preoccupation with
‘personal growth’ has led to the self being
perceived as the main arcna, both the locus
and focus of concern.

The result is a curious inversion of
traditional individualism. Postmodern
people are adept at conforming to the point
of passivity in all the things that matter,
while often asserting non-contormism in
thosc which don’t. Saul’s contention can be
cvidenced everywhere. There is the world
of the suits, and the world of weekend play
clothes—now sometimes permitted, in a
gesture towards integration, to be worn to
work on Fridays. In Australia, the most
passionate politics—at least till Pauline
Hanson came along—tend to be symbolic
politics. Thus the campaign against French
tests in the Pacific, however justified
initially, soon came to resemble the hysteria
that led to the chopping up of German
pianos during World War One. Similarly,
political correctness is often just a matter
of conjugating issues into trendiologics.

If Nature abhors a vacuum, so does
socicty, and it is Saul’s contention that
corporatism has c¢xpanded to command
centre stage. It has been there all the time,
biding it; in fact, says Saul, the present is
the third or fourth offensive it has staged
over the past century or so.

So it is of corporatism that he spcaks
rather than ‘managerialism’, which he sees

Jury/Aucust 1997

simply as the current, reductive version.
Managerialism, of course, emphasises
practicality, getting things done—which is
probably why it has caught on so com-
pletely in America and Australia, former
frontier societics: the Europeans are less
convinced of its efficacy. [As well they
might be: here there is the odd effect—even
before Sandy Stone became prime minis-
ter—of many things being cut back and
impacted to what they werc in the 1950s,
all ultimately in the name of efficiency.)
Yect for all the vaunted practicality, there is
an air of disjunctivencss about manage-
ment as there is about most ideologies.
Managers have been able to convinee them-
selves—andeffectively the world—that they
arc doing, ormaking. Only a generation ago
it would have been impossible to make that
mistake: the last steam engines were still
around to cstablish the connections between
coal, stoking and movement: no bullshit
there. Later, to pull up the bonnet was to
see the car engine laid out before you: not
now. Instcad, following the lead established
by the hospitality industry, banks have
recently taken to calling their various lend-
ing ventures products. Management has
refashioned productivity 1its own image.
The same howling disjunction can be
secn, as Saul points out, in the constant
evocation by conservatives of small-town
Amecrica cven as they endorse downsizing
and the rampage of market torces—much
crucller in theirimpact on small communi-
tics than they arc even in the cities. John
Howard’s attachment to an anodync view
of the fifties—one wh there was no
sexism, no abuse in church institutions, no
stolen children—is rendered even more
pathctic when onc considers how
inadequate the palisades of the white picket
fence would be against the forces that have
now been loosed. The government talks
middle Australia and family
values, but delivers deracination.

AUL STATES THAT MANAGEMENT i$ ‘about
systemsand quantification, not about policy
and people’. Busy-ness hecomes a substi-
tute for thought; imagin ~ »nis discounted
as subversive, while expertise arising from



agiven area is usually regarded as an imper-
tinence or special pleading compared with
the mantras of management. Efficiency, he
points out, is the watchword now, not
cffectiveness. That is too loose, too adapt-
able, almost threateningly multipolar. And
so education becomes more programmatic,
less concerned to promote reflectiveness,
adaptability, or even general survival skills.
‘What could be cruder than a human being’,
writes Saul, ‘who is limited to anarrow area
of knowledge and practice and has the
naiveté of a child in most other arcas?’ The
image immediately springs to mind of those
suitcasecs neatly lined up next to the beds of
the cult members of Heaven’s Gate,
computer whiz kids all.

Given the general abdication of the uni-
versities in the face of contemporary com-
plexities—tor the post-modernist distrust
of language goes a long way towards negat-
ing even an attempt to sce the big picture—
it is not surprising that an
cver-strengthening specialisation and a
technological imperative should proceed
hand in hand. Technology, Saul reminds
us, tends to follow a trajectory of its own,
its demands often masking the incapacity
of management to show creative leader-
ship.

The computer is to the managerial revo-
lution what the clock was to the Industrial
Revolution, a tool of regulation. There are
offices where it has finally effected a
Benthamite surveillance; people have to
clock off when they leave their work sta-
tions, and if the minutes added up over a
week exceed the deemed allowance, they
are called in to explain themsclves. And in
many minor ways it reveals much about
the contemporary managerial sensibility.
The cursor can glide over prose, eliminat-
ing bumps and bumptiousness. At the same
time language is procedurally mangled by
shortened file names or keywords, by ludi-
crous spell-checks, or by the sheer facility
of over-production—in prosc that could of-
ten be said to suffer from tin car, The very
cqualisation of the computer print-out
finish can be deceptive, and is meant to be:
packaging is more than half the product.
We live in an age of icing the shitcake.

The computer and its cognates are now
the test of literacy almost as surely as Latin
was in the Middle Ages. But with its worship
of quantification, and rclentless capacity
for measurement (‘The Vice-Chancellor
made a statement at 8:53:31 this morning’l,
there is constant reinforcement of the
contemporary bias to instantaneity. The
lack of memory Saul refers to arrives with

the obsolescence of soon-to-be discarded
machines and programmes. Who bothers
now to go back to Wordstar files on 5-inch
discs? This, combined with increasing statf
turnovers and downsizing, mecans that there
is no collective memory—indeed some-
times it has been deliberately destroyed.
Even so, it is surprising to find university
and municipal libraries throughout the
western world often deliberately reducing
their holdings—sometimes c¢ven resorting
to landfill to get rid of unwanted books. It
they have not been borrowed during a short
specified period, then the assumption is
that they have not carned their keep. Never
mind that intellectual concerns shift,
change, even fold back, usually in ways
that cannot be anticipated.

We are, in addition, witnessing the
beginning of the end of the Enlightenment
tradition of free public libraries; the user-
pays nostrum is croding that along with
much clsc. Now that there is less public
debate than there used to he—corporations,
like the Victorian premicr, hope to stifle
criticism by simply ignoring its existence—
then one of the arguments about the
necessity for a well-informed citizenry can
appecar scriously impaired. Quality
information is to be paid for; alrcady in
England some notable journalists work for
privatc newsleteers.

The reduction in public space is onc
thing that very much concerns Saul—
although he does not point out, as he might,
that once you have privatised the town
halls, sold off the chuarches and shunted the
post office into a shop, how do you give the
community the necessary visual reinforce-
ment of its existence? At Kew, outside the
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old postoffice, stands an impressive circular
colonnaded war memorial: it was inadvert-
ently sold off with the post office. But
apparently once this was realised, nobody
thought of amending the title: the assurance
of the new owner was accepted when he
said that he would not pull it down.
As this book points out, the private
scctor has less efficiency to commend it
than the public, together with a much
greater debt, yet paradoxically govern-
ment—and universitics—have increasingly
felt the need to adopt the values of corpora-
tions. Once Thatcher swept to power, the
sudden take-off of the word ‘consumer’ was
an indication of the way things were going:
in its plural form it began to replace the
good honest word ‘public’, which not only
suggested a genceral responsibility, but was
intrinsically democratic: the aged, the
young, and the poor were all cqually
enfranchised. But ‘consumers’ means pur-
chasers, and just as a fire consumes, so
thercissomething corrosive aboutmoney.
Nowadays the word ‘customecers’
has invaded university corridors:
of all the ways students can be
thought of, this should be the last.

AUL's CANVAS coutDh scarcely be broader.

Notingthat contemporary western democ-
racy has become leached of meaning, he
senses that the era which began with the
great reform bills in England {culminating
in the welfare statelis now over; the tide is
being rolled back. In the 1960s we were
told that the price of liberty was etcernal
vigilance, and cven by then had forgotten
how rccent had been the gaining of the
vote for all adults. Democracy was surcly
impregnable. But, writes Saul, ‘It could he
argucd that we are now in the midst of a
coup d’état in slow motion.” Alrcady there
are people like the Tofflers arguing for a
return to ‘minority power’, albeit buttressed
by the consultative referenda technology
now makes possible.

Saul identifies such a program as
endorsing a hicrarchical society, and of
advocating rule by interest groups. He
convincingly connccts it with the
corporatist program of Mussolini, and cven
with Napoleon’s invention of the
referendum, infinitely more manipulative
than it is democratic. For him, ‘Marxism,
fascism and the marketplace strongly
resemble cach other. They arce all
corporatist, managerial and hooked on tech-
nology as their own particular golden calf’.

But such a broad-brush approach to
history 1s not always felicitous. Saul’s
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misrenderingof the 1891 papal encyclyclical
Rerum Novarum puts onc on guard when
reading his accountof the origins of modern
absolutism, located in the similar assump-
tions he finds in the activities of Calvinists
and Jesuits. Similarly, his attribution of
communism, fascism, scrious civil strife
and both world world wars to ‘impossible
work conditions, uncontrolled preference
for technology over humans and a market-
led socicty’ does rather take the breath
away —particularly as all this is despatched
in a paragraph. What onc would have liked
to havescenisalittde more recent history—
how we got into the present predicament
via the breakdown of Bretton Woods and
the rise of the Harvard MBA. Or cven a bit
more on the spread of benign assumptions
about youth, and the enthronement of
inexperience (so long as it's smart).

Not the least attractive feature of Saul’s
book is the way it quotes Adam Smith and
David Hume against the cconomic ration-
alists, showing how much more liberal they
were than their twentieth-century disciples.
As we might have expected, the cco-rats
have imposed a particularly narrow reading
on their work. Less convinceingis the book’s
title, which strikes me as unfortunate:
‘unconscious’ can suggest the resule of
unpleasant and sudden impact. A formula-
tion suggesting amnesia or zombification
would have been more in order: even The
Unconscionable Society might have done.

Similarly the upbeat chapter titles {‘From
Corporatism to Democracy’)are notalways

a good idca, since often the
T argument runs in reverse.

wf KL ANY GOOD POLEMICIST, Saul makes
some suggestions as to how we might set
about reversing the hold corporatism has
gained over us. First we must nurture the
basic human qualitics: ‘common sense,
creativity or imagination, ethics (not
morality], intuition or instinct, memory
and, finally, reason’—the last listed where
it is because in recent times it has been
mistakenly privileged over all the others.
We need openness, not closure: not the
dread fcar of time that all absolutist
dispensations trade on, in order to produce
immediate and self-serving results.
‘Practical humanism’, writes Saul, ‘is the
voyage towards cquilibrium without the
expectation of actually arriving there’. So
the universities should shun corporatism,
and set about giving students a broad
education, even those pursuing technology.

Saulisnaturally opposcd to the activities
of the ‘'runaway money markets’, and urges
on western governments ‘a few simple joint
agreements’” which ‘could actually shut
down the most harmful parts of the
speculation that rages about us.” Elsewhere
he refers to the activities of transnationals,
and to globalisation; but there is not enough
sensc in the book of how these elements are
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notonly sapping the power of nation states,
but redrawing the world according to new
principles of cohesion and exclusion.

Amongst other things, corporatism
involves a regrouping, a new way of
conducting imperialism in a postcolonial
world. Similarly, managerialism is the boys’
ownresponse to feminism—although women
can occasionally be promoted above the glass
ceiling, so long as they sharpen their objee-
tives and coolly refashion themselves.

One can then draw little comfort from
Saul’s proffered solutions. Managerialism
is so powerful now becausce it represents a
true synthesis: it has taken over the left's
predilection for analysis and burcaucracy,
and, turning to the right, moulded a new
class into a hierarchy and invested it with
authority. One cannot even begin to see
from which quarters it will eventually be
overthrown. Both major parties are still in
the grips ofitsassumptions, and the Hanson
protestis the twentieth-century equivalent
of a jacquerie.

At least these days concerned Marxists
and concerned Christians often talk to cach
other about the social questions which
should concern us all. But whatever the
merits of that alliance, it doesn’t contain
many votes.

Jim Davidson teaches at Victoria University
of Technology and reviews for the Age. He
sces operatic villains everywhere.

Lehmann’s guide

OU ARL THINKING ‘MIN" and you want
once man’s imaginative plain-speaking
distillation that, at its best, isn't merely
local but could be heading out into the
world. Then, probably around Father’s Day,
The Good Weekend {or its Murdoch rival)
publishes their annual ‘men’s issuce’: cute,
earnest, just-this-side-of-daggy and above
all facile.

Anyone finding this magazine occupy-
ing their Saturday morning should torsake
it for Lehmann’s collection: a fine distilla-
tion of much that is male, male without
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any attendant tub-thumping, or, as far as [
can sce, misogyny. And yet, though men in
various guises propel much of the verse,
you only notice this when standing back
from the proceedings. Why? Because here is
a writer who mostly does what good poets
always have done: crafted poctry. Once that
is attended to, of course, any messages and
all obsessions will take care of themselves.

But nothing helps fucl poctry quitce like
obsession (even if it is that most basic of
obsessions: language). A poet who lacks
obsession lacks the world. And herc are the
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figures from Lechmann’s volume who domi-
nate his work: an imaginary Roman
governor, the Emperor Nero (though not
the Laughton madman of legend but a more
intriguing revisionist figure} the poct’s
grandfathers (though particularly his pater-
nal onel, father, former tather-in-law {the
narrator of ‘Spring Forest’) and an
approximate Lchmann, first as a young man,
and finally as—you guessed it—a father.
What an amazing variety, what an cven
More amazing consistency.

It is the cof the o

mal to
























Juvenal has more authenticity than any
of the others and is more than descerving
of the attention of the beautiful music
promoter, Lynn Faulkner (Bridget Fondal.
Juvenal falls inlove with Faulkner, much
to the horror of his dic-hard mentors.
Nastiness wears the uniform of good
and the virtuous arce always unkempt.
If it wasn’tfor Elmore Leonard’s even-
handed disdain for human pretension
and his belief that anvbody worth wor-
rying about should cither need a bath or
a holiday, this would be a drcary movie
indeed. But thereis good reason why few
authors have had as many of their books
filmed as Leonard: the neuroses of his
bit-players make cven stigmata look dull.
—Michael McGirr !

Genderonimo!

Sexing the Label dir. Anne Broinowski
{independent). This film begins with the
same visual shocks foundin The Crving
Gameor Kissofthe Spider Woman. And
indeed there is much in Sexing the La-
bel that locates the film as a voyeur's
paradisc, illustrating all kinds of con-
figurations of sex and gender, with a
scries of hodies.

Sexing the Label, however, does
not just capitalise on a feast of visual
confrontations. In fact, this film is
much morc interested in confronting
its vicwers intellectually than it is
confronting them visually or voyeur-
istically. What begins as completely
compelling in the film, the altered
bodies and the description of desires,
quickly becomes subsumed under the
weight of what the mind docs as
opposed to the body. Straining to see
if it really is a penis in those pants or
not becomes silly in the context of
this film, because it argues the mind
is gendered, not genital space.

This notion of the mind versus the
body is played out through expected
scenarios: biological males living as
women, biological women living as men
and so on.

Less obvious is the cexplicit
gendering through sexual preference.
Thus a sex worker who engages in het-
crosexual behaviour with clients, but
cnjoys lesbian relationships outside
work, changes her gendered framework.
At work, she wears a long wig and
glamorous dresses, in her private life
she has short hair, wears singlets, the
wholc dyke thing. These changes affect
her representation in culture cven
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cssentially, her
sex  has  not
changeced.
Similarly, a
transvestite can
confess that heis
dressed in ‘dyke’
gear. Gender is
constructed as
much more fluid
than masculine
falignced  with
males) or femi-
ninc  {aligned
with women).
Gender becomes
specific to the
individual andin-
dividual desires.

[ found this
film a real educa-
tion. It tore down
the assumptions
about the value of
conforming to
prescribed gender
behaviours—be
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beautiful, thin,
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well dressed and so on—to be a good
woman. Sexing the Label tells a story
about the good women and men who
live outside these prescribed gendered
behaviours.

—Annelise Balsamo

High and
mighty

Prisoner of the Mountains dir. Serget
Bodrov |independent!. If you were mak-
ing a human drama last year it’s hard to
think of a better backdrop than the war
in Chechnya.

Sergei Bodrov has taken the Tolstoy
story Prisoner of the Caucasus and
adapted its themes to the current
turmoil, and there is a sensc in this film
of the power human contact has to
jump the hurdles put up by politics and
circumstance. [tisabusy film as Bodrov
takes on as much as he can in his hour
and a half but morc often than not the
story remains bound to his central
theme.

Two Russian soldicrs are taken pris-
oncr as a gambit by a village headman
who wants to retrieve his son from a
local Russian prison. The more experi-
enced and war-weary Sacha is tosscd
together with Vania, a new recruit. Their
captor intends to hold them for only a
short time but when the Russian army
deccives him at the arranged swap, he
decides not to exccute them but keep
them so their mothers can come and
plead for their release. Chained at the
leg, Sacha and Vania develop an under-
standing born of necessity, despite thetr
differences. Vania’s delicate nature also
endears him to Dina, his captor’s daugh-
ter, and eventually to the old man him-
sclf.

Prisoner of the Mountains is a very
hopetful film, but it does not avoid the
ugliness of humanity, particularly in
the chain of events which lead to once of
the villagers shooting his own son in the
local town. The point of this film is to
show how men and women can manage
to respect life, and its simple pleasures,
while their world is in chaos. It takes us
through many poignant moments, so
many in fact that the characters are not
as fleshed as they could be (particularly
Vania}, but it is beautifully shot and
worth a look.

—Jon Greenaway
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In the outer

No Way Home dir. Buddy Giovinazzo
(independent}. Writer and director Buddy
Giovinazzo has created a small gem of a
film, with Tim Roth’s performance a
masterpiece of sensitive understatc-
ment.

Joey (Roth) has just been released on
parole after scrving six years in Sing Sing
for arobbery/murder to which he pleaded
guilty. He returns to his old family home
on Staten Island looking for his older
brother, Tommy (James Russo), with
whom he has had little or no contact
while in prison. He finds hid brother has
married and is living with his wife
Lorrain (Deborah Unger) in the family
home.

Lorrain is as unwelcoming as the
neighbourhood in which Joey grew up
and left six years before. Revisiting
memorices, Joey finds that his old girl-
friend has married and that the neigh-
bourhood tough guys, who cquate a
murderer on parole with hardness, are
determined to test him out.

Jocy becomes aware of Tommy’s drug
dealings and the financial pressures be-
ing put on him by the Mob. The physical
volatility of the relationship between
Tommy and Lorrain engulfs Joey and an
intense sexual tension develops between
the three of them.

Running 90 minutes,
the film is somectimes
- bloody, but that violence
is subservient to a splen-
did performance by Roth.
As the taciturn, expres-
sionless, slightly slow
Joey, Rothallows hiscyes,
gestures and posture to tell
it all as inevitably he
shares his secret with us.
As the drug-dealing,
violent brother, Russo is
acceptable but his per-
formance is made to look
pedestrian beside Roth's

\ finesse.

The surprise packet is
Unger as Lorrain. Best
known for her readiness
to take off her clothes in
movies and still recover-
ing from a ludicrous role
sheacceptedin Crash, she
makes her growing
rapport with Joey quite believable.

The film avoids a clichéd solution,
and produces an ending that is not only
beautiful to look at, but in its way, quite
perfect.

—Gordon Lewis

sion of The Well is beautifully photo-
graphed, the bald, stony landscape
around Cooma lookinglike the outskirts
of solitude. The dominant colourisblue:
interiors and exteriors are tinged in the
same hue and this gives the production
an appealing visual unity. It is also im-
peccably acted. Miss Hester {Pamela
Rabe) 1s emotionally pot-bound;
Katherine (Miranda Otto) offers her the
kind of intimacy for which she is
desperate enough to take unconscion-
able risks. Their personalities comple-
ment each other for a while but
eventually collide. When they are
involvedin an accident on the way home
from a party to cclebrate the sale of Miss
Hester’s old homestcad, Miss Hester
wants to hide the body down their well
while Katherine’s instincts are more
adventurous. Nevertheless, neither of
them responds in a way which shows
much ability torelate to the widerworld.

For all that, The Wellis a more bleak
experience than Jolley’s edgy prose. In a
way, it suffers in the samc way as John
Ruane’s film version of That Eve, The
Sky. It shows the grim side of the story
on which it is based. It gags on the
humour. —Maichael McGirr SJ

Hole in
the

ground

The Well dir. Samantha Lang
{Independent). Elizabeth Jolley’s
novel about a wealthy spinster
whose life on a rural property is
relcased from a stranglehold by
the arrival of a young woman
from ‘a home’ is alleviated by
Jolley’s inimitable sly wit. It’s
hard to know whether or not
Jolley is being malicious, but
she is savagely funny: ‘At the
convent, Katherine told Miss
Harper, there was a one-armed
woman who did the ironing...and
this woman had a boyfriend who,
one nightin afit of pique, cut off
the other arm—it secmed
because of her having only one
arm—makingherless attractive
than ever’

Samantha Lang’s film ver- I‘

Australian
Book Review

in the July issue:

Jill Kitson reviews
Elizabeth Jolley's Lovesong

Geoffrey Dutton on David Foster's
The Ballad of Erinungarah

Peter Craven on
Humphrey McQueen's Suspect History

'‘Reader, [ Married Him', an essay
by John Kinsella and Tracy Ryan

an extract from
David Ireland's The Chosen
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