








A Imaguzine Of pupiic afjairs, te dares
and theology

Publisher
Michael Kelly s)

Editor
Morag Fraser

Assistant editor
Kate ¥ iton

Consulting editor
Michael McGirr §J

Production Manager
Sylvana Scannapiego

Graphic designer: Siobhan Jackson
Sub editor: Juliette Hughes
Production assistants: Paul Fyfe §j,
Chris Jenkins si, Kristen Harrison,
Scott Howard

Contributing editors
Adelaide: Greg O’Kelly s)
Perth: Dean Moore
Sydney: Edmund Campion, Gerard Windsor

South East Asian correspondent
Jon Greenaway

Jesuit Editorial Board
Peter L'Estrange S) Andrew Bullen s,
Andrew Hamilton §J
Peter Steele sy, Bill Uren )

Business manager: Sylvana Scannapiego
Marketing manager: Rosanne Turner
Advertising representative: Ken Head

Patrons
Eurcka Street gratefully acknowledges the
support of Colin and Angela Carter; the
trustees of the estate of Miss M. Condon;
W.P. & M. W. Gurry.

Eureka Street magazinge, 1SSN 1036-1758,
Australia Post Print Post approved
pp349181/00314
is published ten times a year
by Eurcka Street Magazine Pty Ltd,

300 Victoria Street, Richmond, Victoria 3121
Tel: 03 9427 7311 Fax: 03 9428 4450
e-mail: eurcka@werple.net.au
Responsibility for editorial content is accepted by
Michacel Kelly, 300 Victoria Strecet, Richmond.
Printed by Doran Printing,

46 Industrial Drive, Braeside VIC 3195.
© Jesuit Publications 1998.
Unsolicited manuscripts, including poetry and
ly if accompanied by

fiction, will be returned
a stamped, self-addressed envelope. Requests for
permission to reprint material from the magazine
should be addressed in writing to:
The editor, Eurcka Street magazine,
PO Box 553, Richmond VIC 3121.

EUREKA STREET e JaNnuarvy-Fesruary 1998

(eananaram

IVIICHAEL IVICAIRK

First day of play

HERE WAS A SMALL CROWD in for the  :ning day of the
Australia v New Zealand test match in Perth last November, but
the organisers seemed to have been expecting smaller. An
excursion of about one hundred primary school children so
swelled the numbers in the outer that the nearest food outlet ran
out of hot pies before lunch. Meanwhile, their teacher inadvert-
ently entertained the crowd by trying to take a class roll. The
spectators nearby answered the call and began indicating their
presence or absence with increasingly obscene reasons onc way
or the other. The children enjoyed this hugely, so much so that
I doubt if the same excursion will be going ahead this year. It’s
apity. If the point of the exercise was to expose youngsters to an
aspect of Australian culture, then the object was surely achieved.
Events on the field were of less interest to the children, but, for
the record, the Australian team played like the AIF in Egypt,
which was famous for catching cverything. New Zealand bats-
men left the arena in such rapid succession that one wondered
if there were going to be any work for the Australians actually to
stop in the industrial dispute which loomed in the background
of the game. Evening came, the first day.

The series against South Africa hasn’t needed school excur-
sions to get a crowd through the gate. Boxing Day is named after
the basic human instinct to pack a lunch and get out of the house
after spending a day with rellies. In parts of the northern
hemisphere, it is the traditional day for the start of the hunting
scason. In Melbourne, 73,000 spectators turned up for the cricket,
more than had been through the turnstiles for the entire New
Zealand scries. The day started sedately, doubtless out of respect
for the hangover being nursed by many in the outcer, but at least
it did start, more than can be said of the last South African visit
to the MCG. On boxing day in 1993, constant rain put the lie to
the rumour that water can achieve anything for a headache.

By tca the Australians had ground to a score of 92, but slow
progress allowed the crowd to mull over important matters. A
gentleman behind us stated his belief that the captain of the
Australian XI should be ex officio the president of the new
republic. His companion thought that would be OK if somebody
like Mark Taylor was captain ‘but what if you got a Bill Lawry?’
Somebody else said that they had been at the Australia versus
Iran World Cup fixture at the same ground a month carlier and
had noticed uneven bounce in the centre wicket.

‘But that was a soccer ball’.

‘Tt doesn’t matter. Bounce is bounce.’

Onc of our group reported sceing Merv Hughes in the bar and
was indignant that Merv was asked to pay for his beer. We asked,
since he felt so strongly, if he had offered to pay for Merv’s beer
himself. He hadn’t. Anothernearby spectator began reminiscing
about Fred Astaire’s visit as a guest commentator to the Mel-
bourne Test Match in 1961. Unfortunately, Astaire didn’t bat.
He’d have lent new elegance to the phrase ‘dancing down the
wicket’. Meanwhile, Mark Waugh's grim performance prompted
a disgruntled fan to say that Waugh had been drinking before he
came in and that Taylor should have dropped him down the
T Totogive T 1 e to so 1t Steve 'V
hit the tirst ball after tea for tour and the game came alive. The



gentleman behind us, tired of discussing the republic, said that if
Waugh scored a century before stumps it would replace the Mitcham
by-election as the highlight of his year. Evening came and stumps
were drawn, the first day.

South Africa held out for a draw in Melbourne and the circus
moved on. Sydney is currently making sure it experiences cvery
kind of organisational disaster before the Olympics. This is the
only conceivable explanation for the farce at the start of the test at
the SCG where you pay $10 to park and $25 to get into the outer.
In Mclbourne you pay $4 to park and $20 to get in. We queued for
35 minutes in Sydney to part with our money, prompting us to
wonder why a crowd more than twice the size should queuc for a
fraction of the time to get into the MCG. Possibly patrons were
hurriedly taking out mortgages at the window to cover the cost of
admission. At all cvents, it hardly mattered because play was
delayed for half an hour owing to the fact that a groundsman had
decided to water one of the wickets neighbouring the test wicket
before the start of play and had managed to wet the test surface. Add
to this the fact that the gentleman singing the national anthem
stopped in the middle of his karaoke performance, ordered the tape

to be rewound and announced that he wanted to sing with less
reverberation ‘out of respect for the South Australian team.’ The
scorchoard knew he was wrong. When the South Africans started to
bat, their score was initially attributed to Tasmania. The drinks
cart broke down. Add to this an announcement that the Randwick
Racecoursce carpark was going to close at 4pm, a time that was later
revised to 6pm, still half an hour before the close of play.

In Sydney, we had, however, found the perfect vantage point.
Times were when TV went out of its way to make watching sports
coverage as close as possible to the real thing. Now, sports promoters
go out of their way to make being at the ground as much as possible
like watching TV. The scorchoard puts up advertisements at
monotonous intervals and replays parts of the game. Thisis why it
pays to sit dircctly under the scoreboard. Whenever an appeal is
turned down, the entire crowd on the hill stands, turns around and
faces you so they can see what happened. Whenever a wicket falls,
they turn around, face you and cheer wildly. You can close yonr
eyes for a moment and feel like a god.

Michael McGirr ¢ is consulting editor of Eureka Street.
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From those who have not ...

N Drcemner 21 last year, the Nobel Peace Laureate, Jose
Ramos Horta spoke on behalf of the East Timorese asylum seckers
in Australia. He told one part of their story—their suffering and
oppression in East Timor and the hypocrisy of the Australian
Government. It first denied Portuguese sovereignty in order to
exploit theregion’s oil, and thenused the legal fiction of Portuguese
nationality in order to avoid accepting them as refugees.

Therc is, however, another part of the story which also nceds to
be told. It concerns the less spectacular but equally effective
administrative devices by which a Government can leave its
chosen victims defenceless. In this case the victims are on-shore
asylum seekers, including the East Timorese.

Some 500 of these East Timorese asylum seckers have sought
help in preparing their cases from the staff and volunteers of the
Refugee Advice and Case Service [RACS). Because of the complex-
ity of refugee law, refugees need legal assistance to make their case.
RACS has provided it free of charge.

RACS staff and those from the Victorian Immigration Advice
and Rights Centre (VIARC) have represented most of the asylum
seekers without resources to pay for legal assistance. The funds
which they have received from tendering for assistance to asylum
seekers have underpinned its further voluntary work. Their work
has been professional and successful. Indeed, Senator Vanstone in
Parliament conceded of RACS and VIARC that ‘both have well
qualified staff—arguably the best in the voluntary scctor.” They
have also pleaded the cause of asylum seekers and particularly of
the East Timorese. Their advice has been solidly founded in the
experience of refugees themselves. But today, community groups
that defend the rights of asylum seekers and particularly of the East
Timorese, are automatically critics of the Government, which
denies that on-shore asylum seekers arc refugees. Critics annoy
this Government.

SoRACS and VIARC have been dealt with. In response to public
concern, Senator Vanstone assured Parliament that ‘Both organisa-
tions are likely to be funded at the same overall level this financial
year as last financial year.” Then RACS promptly lost two thirds of
its funding, and VIARC three quarters. As a result ncither organi-
sation is likely to be able to continue past June, 1998.

The Government defence of what was transparently a political
decision was an appeal to its ideology of competitive tendering. The
small pool of funds available for refugee advice was divided between
three tenderers, including two from the private sector. For these
firms, refugee work provides chocolate biscuits with their tea. For
the community and voluntary sector, it provides survival rations.
Through the mantra of compctition, the Government can success-
fully wipe out any of the competition which attacks its policies.

Since much of the work of RACS is done by volunteers, how-
ever, it might have been possible to continue the work through
these idealistic young law students and recent graduates. The
Government, however, has moved to shutter this window of
opportunity. From next March, volunteers will have to pay $150 or
$100 to register as Migration Agents. The privilege of giving experi-
ence to volunteers would cost a penurious RACS about $7000.

If the Government has its way, too, asylum seekers will be unable
toappeal unfavourable decisions to the Federal orHigh Court. Nothing
will stand between the asylum seeker and the will of the Executive.

If onc of the functions of Law is to defend the powerless human
being against the tyranny of the State, these developments should
concern us all. Once the protective net that separates little fish from
monsters is broken, monsters are likely to turn their attention
bigger fish.

Andrew Hamilton sy has worked with refugee communities
overseas and in Australia.
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A right to negotiate with mining companics should be retained
by all native title claimants who can satisfy a rcasonable
threshold test.

In the dying stages of the Senate debate, the Labor Party
insisted that the legislation be read and construed subiject to
the provisions ot the Racial Discrimination Act. When in
government in 1993, Labor could not bring itself to agree to
such amendments proposed by the Democrats and Greens
because such complex legislation, which is designed to give all
partics certainty about their property rights,
would not accord certainty until the courts had
determined the cffect of the Racial Discrimina-
tion Act on cach and every clause. Senator Brian
Harradine was right on the last day of dcbate
betore the Tunch at which he changed his mind
when he said, ‘“There will be endless litigation
about it. Why did we not put it in the 1993
legislation? For the very reason that we ought
not be putting it in here. The Labor government
at that time knew that it was a nonscnse to put a
similar provision in the Native Title Act. If the
Labor Party faced up to the real world now, they
would realise that it would be, and is, not an
appropriate thing to do if you want to have the
legislation work for the benefit of indigenous
people—native title holders—and in fairness to
the rights of other persons.” Despite the populist appeal of this
amendment, the Opposition parties should back down in the

interests of certainty, justice and workability for all
stakcholders.

N6 Droemerr 1997, the Prime Minister told Parliament
of his commitment to find “an honourable, decent and worthy
compromise’. He said, ‘In a compromise, you do not surrender
to one interest, vou try to strike a fair balance.” In relation to
the four issues of concern raised by the Prime Minister, such a
compromisc could only be effccted by the Senate’s dropping its
insistence that the Native Tide Act be read and construed
subject to the provisions of the Racial Discrimination Act. The
government should agree to a threshold test which unlocks the
gates on those pastoral leases where the gates have been locked
in the past. The government should also agree to drop the six-
year sunsct clause which will simply result in excessive claims
being lodged in six years’ time and which would preclude bona
fide claims to arcas no longer subject to lease or frechold after
six years. Most importantly, the government should agree to
Commonwecalth legislation maintaining ¢ right to negotiate with
mining companics for all native title holders.

With this compromise, pastoralists and shire councils could
be assured, by March 1998, the certainty they have been seeking
with a new threshold test and the guarantee that they can engage
in the same diversification on their leases post-Wik as they could
pre-Wik. Without this compromise, the shire councils and
pastoralists will be put on hold for an ac  tional year with
minimal possible gain. If the government simply wants to put
all other stakcholders on hold for the benefit of miners unwilling
to negotiate with native title holders on pastoral leases, the
Prime Minister will be unable to sustain his c¢laim that ‘The
Australian people will know that the government wants to bring
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it to an honourable conclusion and it has been completely
frustrated in those attempts by the behaviour of the Labor Party
and by the behaviour of the Democrats and by the behaviour of
Senator Harradine !

Bacl in July 1997, such a compromise was publicly praised
by the Prime Minister's trusted friend and ABC Chairman,
Donald McDonald, who said such a proposal would be welcomed
by all fair-minded people as it would ‘benefit all parties directly
involved and help lead to an outcome of fairness and certainey

longed for by the Australian people’.
This compromise would come at consider-
able cost to the Aboriginal groups and the
Opposition partics in the Senate. Ie would result
from minimal rewriting of the Howard bill
simply so as to draw a just, workable and certain
bottom line. Mr Garcth Evans, Deputy Leader
of the Opposition, indicated the ALP's willing-
ness to compromise, given the bottom line drawn
by the Harradine amendments, when he warned
against the choice of “sctting the country on a
divisive and confrontational path, of sctting loose
thosce forces of fear and prejudice on one side, of
hurt and humiliation on the other side, that are
an absolutcly inevitable pare of any clection
which makes native title, for which read “race”,
a central theme’. He told the House of Repre-
sentatives: “We should have accepted, we should now aceept,
the Senate’s amendments and move on.’

There are now two groups in the country anxious tor a
double dissolution on Wik. First, there are those opposced to
native title rights being exercised on pastoral leases. They want
the clection so that the Howard government can implement
its plan without the full range of Senate amendments.
Especially, they want to do away with the right to negotiate
with mining companiecs except on ‘vacant crown land’ subject
to native title claim. In the past they have criticised the High
Court for dclay when the court took only six months to reach a
decision. They have told Parliament, ‘This legislation needs
passing because time is not on our side.” But after a year of
consultation and debatce, these same people now urge the bush
to wait another year—for the good of the miners. And this from
a government that understands ‘the sensc of trustration of many
people in rural Australia’. Sccond, there are the strong advocates
of native title who belicve that a double dissolution will give the
Labor Party a real chance of election with a commitment to a tull-
blooded implementation of the Wik decision. For them the more
draconian the Howard bill, the better in the long run.

There are many Australians, not stakcholders and some of
them churchgoers, who are left wondering why a Senate
compromise would not be good for all of ns in March 1998.
When a legislative package praised by Dor | McDonald can
be damned by John Howard within six months, onc is left
wondering whose interests are being scerved in the debate.
Perhaps everyone, including John Howard, should reconsider
the Senate compromise, whatever they think of his selective
free speech code, and whether or not they go back to church.

Frank Br s7is D
Centre, Sydney.

'tor of a, ' ¢ S 't






10

Bedevilled (1)

From Heather Elliott, International
Campaign to Ban Landmines (Victo-
rian Network)

Martin West’s article, ‘Small devils’
{Eureka Street, November 1997],
rightly highlights the difficulties of
cnsuring a universal ban on anti-
personnel landmines, and the ironies
of this DIY {do it yoursclf) and DYI (do
yourself in] “weapon of the poor’. How-
ever, heis incorrect in asserting that the
Australian anti-landmine movement
was destroyed by the government’s
{April 1996] announcement of a mora-
torium on operational landmine use.

Such a policy shift was indced the
focus of the Australian Campaign to
Ban Landmines up to that point, but
rather than having ‘quictly died’, the
movement has continued to lobby for
this new policy to be given teeth and
permanence. In 1997, this mostly
meant urging the government to
support the historic Ottawa treaty. In
May, a National Day of Action—
featuring ‘minefields’ in  most
Australian CBDs—yiclded over 14,000
petition signaturcs, a motion in the
Senate [passed) and media coverage. In
July, the Australian Campaign hosted
a large regional gathering of govern-
ment and NGO delegates— including
representatives of the Burmese military
government—which focused on the
Ottawa treaty’s importance. In October,
we delivered to the Prime Minister’s
office the petition signatures and
another 15,000 pcrsonal messages
from Australians urging signature of
the Ottawa treaty.

I am sorry if West has relied on
media coverage as an indicator of the
strength of the Australian
Campaign. The Melbourne
Day of Action was (ncces-
sarily) overshadowced by the
Reconciliation Convention
held on the same day;
despite frequent media
rceleases from June 1997
onwards, coverage nationally
has been patchy, with more
interest shown in overseas
events, such as DPrincess
Diana’s work and the Ottawa
process, than in local events.

Australia signed the
Ottawa treaty, which will
enter into force six months
after its ratification by )
countries; by ratifying,

website: h

T rrrrne

Australia will confirm, inter alia, its
intention to ‘work strenuously
towards the promotion of its univer-
salisation’ (from the treaty Prcamhlce).
The treaty’s specific terms must take
effect hy various subsequent deadlines.
Rather than resting on our laurels, the
Australian Campaign will be urging the
government to ratify and implement
the treaty as soon as possible, and then
to fulfil its stated intentions—includ-
ing that of influencing mine producers
or users, and increasing support for
mine clearance and mine survivors.
Contrary to West’s assertion, in all our
lobbying we have consistently encouraged
the government in the lacter direction, and
in fact worked to have this aspect included
in the Ottawa treaty itself.
Heather Elliott
Melbourne, VIC

PUBLIC, PRIVATE AND CORPORATE

SCULPTURE COMMISSIONS

MEDALLIONS, BAS-RELIEF, FIGURATIVE
AND CONTEMPORARY SCULPTURE
IN BRONZE, SILVER, STONE AND STEEL
SCULPTURE AND SILVERSMITHING COURSES

‘CHINOOK' Torryburn Road Uralla NSW 2358

PPh: 02 6775 5593
email: modoz@northnet.com.au

’/www.com.au/neiss/modoz/t

Bedev lled 2)

From Sr Patricia Pak Poy rsat, National
Codrdinator, International Campaign
to Ban Landmines (Australian Network)
Martin West's item ‘Small devils’
[“The Month's Traftic’, Eureka Street,
November 1997) was disappointing to
this rcader bec 1se many of the
writer’s judgments—c.g. on the work
of Ms Jody Williams, the International
Campaign to Ban Landmines (ICBL)
and the Australian Network of the
Campaign—scem to be based on
inaccurate or incomplete knowledge.
For the record, and for other read-
ers, may I make the following points:
e The Austral  campaign has not
‘folded’. Its first concern was to build
a strong network of citizen support tor
a total ban on anti-personnel landmines,
for mince clearance and assistance to
victims. It lobbicd the government of
the day, and continued to lobby until
the present government resolved its
internal difficultics, and decided to sign
the Convention on the Prohibition of
Landmines in Ottawa. The Campaign
is still active.
e The issuc of landmines is mainly
a humanitarian issuc warranting a
common policy across parties. Labels
such as ‘left” and ‘right-wing’ are not
helpful in addressing the complexities
of the issue.
e The Australian campaign is still
working with government to increase
Australia’s alrcady commendable
contribution to mince clearance and
assistancce to victims. It is also urging
early ratification of the Convention.
e ICBL and the Australian Network
are working with those countries still
resistant to a total ban, including
Myanmar/Burma, China,
Russia, India, Pakistan
and the United States.
s Burma sent repre-
sentatives to the Asia/f
Pacific Colloquium on
Landmincs, hosted by the
Australia campaign in
Sydncey, July 1997. We
have also had informal
talks with leaders of so-
called ‘rebel’” factions, to
promote a ban.
e  The Nobel Prize to
Ms Jody Williams, the
International Coordinator
of the Campaign. is vicwed
Callas arec  tion of
the significance of the
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On w 1c a the bell

tells

Bellman and Pescott: a sort of
literary biography
for. Mv Life as a Dog)

-V -VC tend to attribute enormous

influence to the printed word, secking to
find the explanation for this person’s great-
ness—or that person’s fatal flaw—in the
books that they have read. Tfound Bellmun—
the Storv of a Beagle in the $1 bin outside a
second-hand bookshop in Camberwell.
And although it was the book’s title that
attracted theattention of this beagle owner,
it was the inscription on the flyleaf—in a
child’s hand, Roger Pescott, and an address
in Ballarat—that prompted its purchasc.

A little rescarch svon confirmed that
the address given was indeed that of the
childhood home of Roger Pescott MLA,
one-time Deputy Leader of the Victorian
Parliamentary Liberal Party and, until very
recently, the Member for Mitcham. And
this finding led to a rather obvious line of
further inquiry. Had the young Roger found
a role model within the pages of this book,
or the values that underpinned his political
carcer: Did Bellman contain the key to
Roger Pescott’s characrer?

It was the sort of book little Australian
hoys like Roger and me were given as birth-
day and Christmas presents in the fifties:
good British stuff promoting grit and
determination and ‘play-
ing the game’, with justa
little blood and guts
tossed in. But the 'hero’
is a dog—a beagle named
Bellman—and the story
follows his life from his
earliest days through to
the beginning of what
promises tohe his golden
period, top g in a pack
of hounds.

Bellman had a great
deal going for him right
from the start. He was
courageous, intelligent,
well-bred and well-built,
Even as a pup he ‘could
always hold his own at
the [feeding] trough’, and
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at his first show, Bellman ‘was casily the
most likely-looking of the whole lot. He
walked in on the tips of his toes, stern erect,
looking every inch of him a hound’, and the
Judge awarded him the prize for best male
puppy.

Here I was somehow reminded of the
portrayal of Roger Pescott by the Victorian
Press, particularly in the early days of his
political carcer. In February 1985, as Liberal
candidate for Bennettswood, he was char-
acterised by the Age as ‘Western District
charming, Geelong Grammar-educated and
wealthy’, and in October 1987, after this
newcomer came remarkably close to
toppling Jeff Kennett as Liberal leader,
the same newspaper reported that his
‘main qualifications for the leadership, if
you belicve those promoting him most
strongly, were his “hreeding”, his good
looks and his family’.

Even when, as shadow tourism minister
and arguably the most effective member of
the Liberal Opposition, Pescott forced the
resignation of Victorian Tourism Commis-
sion chairman Don Dunstan, and then that
of his successor Bob Nordlinger, the Press
seemed reluctant to acknowledge that he
should be taken scriously as a politician.
His pursuit of Labor’s appointces was
dismissed as ‘scalp-hunting’, undertaken
merely toadvance his standingas a contender
for the Liberal leadership. And when Pescott
challenged this interpretation of his actions,
the Age reported him doing so ‘in that
languidly self-assurcd manner that Geelong

g
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Grammar scems to instil in its products’.

For me, a re-reading of the newspaper
accounts of the events leading to the resig-
nations of Dunstan and Nordlinger brought
to mind the description of Bellman’s first
‘kill’. He ‘growled over the portion he had
wrenched from the jaws of a third-scason
hound, Ranter. This hare tasted ... warm
and bitter, and Bellman's eyes glowed and
his hackles lifted as he tore at it savagely.’

Unfortunately, none of Pescott’s
talents and achievements brought him
lasting success. His various spells as
deputy leader, minister, and shadow
minister, were overshadowed by longer
periods of back-bench cxile.

Here again there seemed to he some
parallels, for our beagle hero experienced
his share of adversity. He was lost on the
moors, caught in a snarc, and stolen by a
gypsy, but survived them all. He was
exposed to temptations that could—and
did—lead somc young dogs astray. Scveral
of his contemporarics developed an
unfortunate appetite for sheep: Bellman
was of stronger stuff and never deviated
from the role to which he’d been born and
bred, hunting hares whenever he was given
the opportunity to do so.

Bellman knew exile too, being given
away by the owner of the pack into which
he was born. This was not as aresult of any
inadequacy on his part, but rather because
he cxcelled at his vocation, constantly
finding and felling the hare well ahcad of
the rest of the pack. And ‘it was a strict rule
of the Master’s that no matter how good at
hunting a hound might be, he absolutely
refused to keep one that was faster than his
mates in the field’.

At this pointg, the grand theory I'd been
developing fell apart. The pack-owner’s
kennel staff disapproved of his decision and
recognised (God bless the common sense of
the working class!) that therc was another
option. ‘I’d sooner be losin’ any ‘ound in the
kennelbut’im,” the old kennel master grum-
bles. “Yes,” his assistant responds, ‘but he
[the Master] would "ave to get rid of the 'ole
pack and get a new lot as could keep level
with 'im.” And of course, as this is just a
child’s story book where—in the fifties at
least—truth and justice and grit and
determination must trinmph in the end,
that is what finally happens.

—Terry King






inspiration? Charity compels me toa caveat.
The year after Griffiths’ retirement, the
High Court brought down the judgment
that denied his doctrines about States Rights
and opened the way for the continuing drift
towards central power in our Federation, so
loathed by Richard Court.

That casc had  zen brought by the
Amalgamated Engineering Union and was
won for the union by a twenty-five-year-old
Mclbourne barrister. His name was Robert
Gordon Menzics.

—Humphrey McQueen

or example

-v V HIULE AUSTRALIA IS STILL GRAPPLING with

the conceptof native title, in Indonesia the
coneept is not new. Traditional rights to
land, air and watcr, known as Hak Ulayvat,
or the rights of traditional communitics,
include areas such as graveyards and spirit
refuges, forests, ponds and uncleared lands
adjacent to the village, commons and open
ficlds used for recreation and social inter-
course. As with traditional law developed
to accommodate common practices of its
community, law regarding traditional rights
on land 1s reasonably flexible. For example,
when an individual clears and cultivates an
unusced ficld, the community relinquishes
the land to him. And when he later leaves the
ficld, the community reclaims possession.

Onc fundamental aspect makes the
traditional rights in Indonesia different from
Australia’s native rtitle rights. Indonesian
law is based on the Dutch colonial code of
law which, right from the start, recognised
the plurality of the Indonesian {then Dutch
East Indies) society. The legal division of
the population into three groups —the
Europeans, the Foreign Orientals and the
Natives—has allowed the differentsocicties
to co-Cexist.

This fact makes a sharp contrast with
the concept of terra nullius adopted by the
British vis-a-vis Australia when they first
came toclaim thislandin 1788, InIndonesia,
traditional rights were well recognised, fivst
in the Dutch colonial Agrarian Act 1870,
Then after independence, these rights were
reinforced in Basic Agrarian Law [1960.
Agrarian Act 1870 specifies that a governor-
general has no power to lease lands
belonging to traditional communitices, or
takc over lands that have been cultivated or
arc being used by traditional communitics.
It is obvious here that the Dutch Coloni
authoritics recognised traditional owner-
ship of lands before their arrival.
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While Basic Agrarian Law 1960 rein-
forces these traditional rights, disputes
concerning ownership and management of
lands do occur in Indonesia. There is the
question of whether a community can still
be regarded as a cohesive traditional
community, and whether the land in
question is still actively used or cultivated.
And chapter 1, section 3 of Basic Agrarian
Law specifies that enforcement and
implementation of traditional rights should
not contravene the interests of the nation
and state. Here, unless a traditional
community has good lawyers, it is very
likely to lose out to the argument that the
entorcement of its rights will have anegative
impact upon ‘national development’.

Better still than competent lawycers is
the opportunity—as well as the ability—to
use political muscle, if recent events in
Denpasar, Bali canbe held upasa paramecter.

According to Balinese Hindu cosmology,
all estuaries arce sacred places where
religious ceremonies should be held. One
such place is the beach of Padanggalak. For
over a century Padanggalak, seven kilo-
metres off Denpasar, has been usced by
Kesiman traditional villagers for melast,
part of nvepi, a scrics of major Hindu
ceremonies in Bali.

In Scptember last year, however,
Padanggalak ncarly followed the fate of
other beaches like Mertasari or Uluwatu,
where the opportunity to hold religious
rites has been significantly reduced.

The continuous roars of mechanical
shovels and loaders shifring rocks startled
the villagers of Kesiman. They later
discovered that a developer, P.T. Graha
Sanur Dinamika {GSD) was working on
reclamation of the beach, for the purposc of
building a tourist hotel there.

The 17,075 hectare beach originally
belonged to the state, and was available to
locals for religious ceremonies, fishing and
general enjoyment. After the local govern-
ment claimed it as its asset, it began, in
May 1991, to issue rights of development
and management to the Civil Servants
Cooperative and Bali Regional Companices.
When the Civil Servants Cooperative meas-
ured its 8.9 hectare allotment in March
1997, it discovered that crosion had
swallowed most of its land, leaving it a
mere 2.9 hectares. The Codperative then
entered into a joint-venture with GSD,
where the developer was to reclaim the
land before commencing building. For the

rights of developing and managing the
project, € “350 0 T !
AUD$195,000) to the Codperative.
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GSD then obtained a virtual permit or a
‘permit in principle’ from the Governor of
Bali, and began the land reclamation work.
The developer did not deem it necessary to
obtain an official permit from the local
government or complete an environmental
impact study before commencing work.

The local people, outraged by the way
they had been ignored in the process, joined
forces with theirreligious leaders in voicing
their protests. They threatened to wage a
puputan, a war where the warriors fight to
the death. It was no empty threat: Bali has
indced recorded several formidable
puputans against the Dutch coloniscers,
in Badung, Klungkung, 1banan, Jagaraga
and Margarana.

Under the leadership of the head of
Kesiman Temple, Anak Agung Ngurah
Kusuma Wardana, who also happens to be a
memberof the Regional Legislative Assembly
of Denpasar, the protesters demanded that
the reclamation work be stopped, and the
Padanggalak beach be restored.

In this case, the locals had one trump
card. The governor, Ida Bagus Oka, wasina
vulnerable position: he belongs to Kesiman
village. This mecans that all his rites of
passage have to be conducted by the
Kesiman religious community and presided
by Kesiman pricsts. Maorcover, nine years
ago when Ida Bagus Oka had just taken up
his governorship, he actually exhorted
Balincse not to sell their lands to investors.
He was quoted as saying that land was the
mainstay of Balinese culture, and without
it the culture would disintegrate, thus
gradually wiping out tourism as well. The
protesters naturally reminded him ot his
carlicer stance.

The religious community of Kesiman
reportedly exerted the most powerful
pressure on the governor. Unless hereversed
his ‘permit in principle’ to GSD, he would
be excommunicated. In Bali, cxcommuni-
cation from one’s religious community
carrics an extremely painful penalty. No
one will bless the fanr , no priests will
carry out the ceremonices for the children’s
rites of passage, such asinitiation into adult-
hood and marriage. And worst of all, no one
will organisc the excommunicated person’s
funcral. He will never make it to heaven.
His after-life will be worse than hell: he'll
be eternally in limbo.

By the end of October, Kesiman
villagers had their prayers answered.
Governor Ida Bagus Oka revoked his per-
mit to GSD, and demanded that the beach
be restored to a state suitable for religious
ceremonies.
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rlying Duck Logic

HEN THE TOP FLOORS of Indonesia’s Central Bank Building
burst into flames in carly December, it was a fitting and tragic
metaphor for Asia’s cconomic woes. Around the region, central
banks had been foreed to look on helplessly as their national
currencics went up, or rather down, in smoke.

¢ brand new twenty-five storcy tower—one of a pair
overlooking Jakarta’s central business district—was surcly meant
as a symbol of Indonesia’s growing ccone  ic maturity and
confidence, another gleaming monument to ‘the Asian miracle’.
Instead, high-rise office buildings have become the most tangible
cvidenee of cconomic failure and unwisce investment decisions.

Just as the Jakarta Central Bank blaze is thought to have
spread from an clectrical short cireuit, so Asia’s regional melt-
down was sparked by a localised event, the bursting of Bangkok’s
property market bubble.

Even a novice observer could read the
warning signs. Over the past two years, [ passed
through Bangkok scveral times. Hurtling along
the expressway between the airport to
the city, Fmarvelled at the number
of new high-rise buildings under
construction and at the audacity of
theirarchitects. But as ost
count of the BMWs and
past in the tratfic, my
incvitably to the flashy,
Australia’s own high-flying ¥
1980s. Pride before the fall.

Despite repeated warnings about the fundamental problems
hesctting particular Asian economics, few could have predicted
how quickly and how widely the contagion would spread. Wave
after wave of Southceast Asian currency devaluations rippled
around the world. Stockmarkets as far away as Hungary and
Brazil tumbled as nervous investors pulled their moncey out of
so-called ‘emerging markets’ to scck the relative safety of the
established cconomies.

One of the scers of contemporary capitalism describes it
as ‘the defining event of the post Cold War cconomic era’. David
Hale, global chief economist for the Zurich Kemper Investment
Group, and a favourite ‘dial-a-quote’ target of business reporters,
says the crisis raises ‘provocative and profound questions about
the whole character of the |global] financial system at the end
of the twer  eth century’.

He points out that highly efficient computer systems and
falling communications costs have dramatically increased the

Moeres whizzing
thoughts turned
short-lived success  of
entreprencurs of the late
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speed of capital movements leading to ‘great speculative
excesses’ as billions of dollars surge around the world.

Hale now asks whether financial markets have become ‘too
efficient’, permitting money ‘to move so quickly on such a large
scale that they do create the risk of instability’.

‘If we are going to have a global tinancial market in which
emerging markets can obtain access to tens of billions of dollars
of capital, then there will have to be simultancously a
development of far better systems of regulation and supervision.”

If Malaysia’s Dr Mahathir had not muddicd his message
with anti-semitic demagoguery, then perhaps his own
warnings about the dangers of unbridled specu-
lation may have tound more resonance in
business circles. Mahathir’s calls for greater
international financial regulation were cchoed
by the very man he most liked to attack. In an
article published by the Australian Financial

Review, billionaire financier George Soros gave his

own critique of market rationality: “The private scctor is
ill-suited to allocate international credit. bt provides either too
little or too much ... Its goals are to maximise profit and
minimisc risk. This makces it move in a herd-like fashion in
both dircctions.’

Unfortunately, the spectacular bursting of capital bubbles
did not only exist as cleetrical impulses fla  ing on banks of
computer screens in the trading rooms of tinancial houses. When
creditors rushed ‘herd-like” to withdraw their money, work on
the high-rise buildings ground to a halt. In and around Jakarta
an estimated two-and-a-half million workers had lost their jobs
by the beginning of January, many from construction sites.
Those laid off will no longer have spare rupiah to buy a bowl of
soup from strect-traders after work and so the deflationary
ctfects of the crisis will spiral down, reducing demand through-
out the cconomy.

IMF rescue packages designed to stabilise the financial
system will only worsen these social consequences. The fiscal
rectitude imposed on Asian governments will cut public
spending, keep wages down and further slow growth.

This will create some new opportunities for capital. Health
Care Australia, an arm of the Mayne Nickless group, is looking
at expanding its investment in private hospitals in Indonesia
and other Asian countrics, confident that affluent sections of
the middle class can still afford to finance their own health
care. The collapse in asset va' ! ides will make it
cheaper to buy up existing hospitals while the ceconomic crisis



has ‘restricted the capacity of Asian governments to fund public
hospital development’ (Australian Financial Review, January 5, 1998).

This does not augur well for the displaced building worker
or the soup vendor who has lost all her customers. The flip
side of HCA’s business opportunity is a growing gap between
rich and poor with explosive social consequences that can
still only be guessed at.

It is worth remembering what gave rise to the post-war era
of Keynesian economic policies. As historian Eric Hobsbawm
reminds us in Age of Extremes, interventionist economic
policies were seen as a vital safeguard against political
extremism. Fascism had just been defeated;
communism still threatened. Each was seen
as a by-product of economic collapse and there
was a widespread conviction that the Great
Depression of the thirties must never be
repeated: ‘In short, for a variety of reasons the
politicians, officials and even many of the
businessmen of the post-war West were
convinced that a return to laissez-fairc and
the unreconstructed free market were out of
the question. Certain policy objectives—full
employment, the containment of communism,
the modernisation of lagging or declining or
ruined economies—had absolute priority and
justificd the strongest govemment presence’.

Analysts are still debating whether Asia’s economic afflictions
will deteriorate into global depression, but so far the recommended
remedics are remarkable only for their lack of imagination.

The cure for Asia is to trade its way out of trouble through
more export-led industrialisation. An orthodox Hong Kong econ-
omist once described the Asian miracle to me using the analogy
of flying ducks. Japan is the lead duck, winging its way from
old fashioned heavy industry to a more high-tech future. South
Korea, Taiwan and Hong Kong follow in the first row of the
formation, and fanning out behind them come Singapore,
Malaysia and Thailand. Having passed through an era of low-wage
manufacturing, these countries are establishing themselves as
producers of computers, electronic goods and automobiles or
as centres for financial trade and services. The final row of ducks
is made up of striving cconomies like Indonesia, China, The
Philippines, Sri Lanka and Vietnam, where toiling workers busily

produce cheap textiles and footwear for the
international market.

IHE IMAGERY OF FLYING DUCKS 1S APPEALING, suggesting a
relentless movement towards a place in the sun. But if each
new member of the flock is trying to sell the same products to
the same buyers, then the system has a built-in fault. As former
US trade negotiator Clyde Prestowitz told ABC Radio: ‘When
everybody is pursuing the same kind of export-led growth there’s
just not enough markets to absorb all the capacity.’

In the post-war era, the ducks all headed for the USA where
consumers obligingly charged up their credit cards and bought.
Little has changed. Concerted attempts to convince Japan that
it should help soak up Asian exports by releasing pent-up
demand (that is, encouraging people to spend more) have so far
failed. The Japanese are reluctant to abandon so quickly the
high savings habits that have served them so well in the past.

“The US right now is the only buyer in the world,” says
Prestowitz. ‘We are the market of last resort. Without the US
market right now the system would collapse.’

How many sports-shoes and T-shirts can North Americans
wear? How many cars can they drive? How many TVs and VCRs
can they watch? According to John Welch, chairman of General
Electric Company, ‘there is excess global capacity in almost
every industry’.

The current crisis will make Asia’s hyper-exporters even
more competitive. High unemployment will help keep wages
down and labour docile, while depreciated currencies make their

manufactured exports cheaper. A
fresh flood of cheap imports will
bring further ‘hollowing out’ of
traditional manufacturing in the
USA (and of course Australia), as
local industries either close down or
relocate offshore. It will bring a
return to ballooning US trade
deficits as Asian nations sell to the
USA but import little in return.
Remember the tool-kit rhetoric of
the late 1980s? Washington’s trade
negotiators uscd to talk of prying open
the Japanese market with a crowbar
and politicians liked to smash the odd
Japanese-made radio with a sledgchammer. We can expect more
of the same, except this time Japanese imports won't be the only
target. In the US, flying duck logic is headed for a political brick
wall.

A successful surge in exports from Indoncesia, Thailand,
Malaysia and South Korea will also put pressure on China to
devalue its currency so as not to losc its share of sales. One
analysis sees the roots of current problems in the 30 per cent
devaluation of China’s currency in 1994, a move that undercut
rival exporters. So if China devalues again, that will renew pres-
sure on other Asian currencies and the whole downward spiral
will take another turn.

Underlying Asia’s cconomic problems is a crisis of over-
production—or under-consumption. Hobsbawm says that
capitalism’s Golden Age (from 1945 to 1972) was based on
‘enormously increased demand’ and high levels of government
intervention in the economy: ‘At the same time the political
commitment of governments to full employment and—to a
lesser extent—to the lessening of ecconomic inequality,
i.e. a commitment to welfare and social security, for the first
time provided a mass consumer market for luxury goods which
could now become accepted as necessities.’

In other words, according to Hobsbawm, ‘the Golden Age
democratised the market’.

This is not to suggest that post-war Keynesian theory offers
a simple solution to our current woes. But if a way could be
found to ‘democratise the market’ for Jakarta’s displaced
building workers and customer-less soup sellers, then perhaps
the system could be stabilised more quickly, and remain stable
for longer, not just economically, but politically as well.

Peter Matres is a broadcaster with Radio Australia and former
ABC correspondent in Hanoi.
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O»ening Panguna’s Box

ITH ADVANUING YEARS one of my
morc gratifying New Ycar revels is in the
annual rclease, under the 30-year rule, of
1960s Cabinet papers from the Australian
Archives (AA). Not that they necessarily
tell us what we did not know, but the
insights they provide into the deliberations,
deceits and cven dupery of policy-making
can inspire a healthy scepticism about the
capacitics of our rulers and—to be fair to
them—the constraints within which they
operate. For example, who can now fail to
be amazed that Menzies, Hasluck, Holt and
Frascr {to namc a few) really did believe that,
when they sped glum conscripts todeath and
despair in Viernam, they were stopping the
downward | 2 direction is sexually lumi-
nous) thrust ot Red China towards Australia,
although China and Vietnam had been
mutually hostile for centuries?

Among the year’s topical disclosures
are papers rclating to the start-up of the

Panguna Copper mine in Bougainville,
which is generally regarded as the causc of
its nine-year civil war. The rebels and their
propagandists have made a mcal of this.
The Sydney-based Bougainville Freedom
Movement’s manifesto charges that
Australia has been engaged in this ‘sccret
genocidal war, using our taxes’ so that the
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mine can be reopened. If so, Foreign Minister
Alexander Downer’s recent statement that
the Howard government and ‘the mining
industry’—presumably Rio Tinto Ltd which
has absorhbed Conzine Rio Tinto of Australia
{CRA) and its subsidiary Bougainville
Copper Ltd (BCL}—are willing to forgo
recopening the mine, constitutes a reversal
of policy in the interests of peace.
According to The Age correspondent,
the AA ‘revelations ... are certain to aid the
cause of the Bougainville separatists’,
presumably because they document the
obdurate disregard with which the mine
was imposed on central Bougainville against
the express wishes of the villagers. In a
Cabinct submission of 13 January 1967 the
then Minister for Territories, Charles
Barnes, reported that field staffin the district
believed ‘that it was possible that the land-
owners would attempt to use physical
violencc to force the company to withdraw’.

Catholic missionaries, he said, werce
encouraging them ‘to oppose CRA develop-
ment’. Indeed, Bishop Lco Lemay ‘appears
to enjoy embarrassing the administration
and ignoring laws...” Barnes said he had
informed the Apostolic Delegate (then in
Sydney) that ‘mission attitudes could lead
to a potentially explosive situation’.
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Obviously this would have discouraged
CRA from procecding with the Panguna
development which, it had advised the Holt
Government, was not ‘particularly signifi-
cant’ as the deposit was ‘very low grade’
(0.48 per cent copper; 0.55 grams/tonnce
gold), ‘marginal’and ‘pos 1y uncconomic’.
Barnes was sceptical about this and thought
the company was ‘attempting to drive a
hard bargain’. In fact, Treasury felt that the
unprecedented concessions offered to CRA
in the form of a three-year tax holiday and
expenditure write-offs were too liberal, said
Barnes, and would make it difficult to resist
similarpressuresin Australia. The company
knew how desperate Canberra was for PNG
to have some major project and a degree of
cconomic viability when independence
would come.

It is ironic to read today an editorial in
The Australian (January 2, 1998) deploring
‘Holt’s brushing aside of concerns about
the full impact of the mine ... with the
islanders effcctively shut out of negotiations
during the mine’s development’. I cannot
recall any major newspaper of the time
suggesting that the mine should not go
ahcad, which was the landholders’
contention, although reportage was not
necessarily unsympathetic to better terms
of compensation for them. The Australian’s
leading and generally enlightened corres-
pondent at the time, the late Peter Hastings,
was not above describing village demuands as
greedy cargoism and even suggesting that
secessionism was a ‘Popish Plot’. All agreed
that the mineral wealth of Bougainville should
be exploited as soon as possible for the benefit of
the Territory as a whole.

The obtuseness of Canberra and the
Administration in Port Moresby lay in their
failure to consult the omens of Bougainville
history. Bougainvilleans have a distinctive
jet-black pigimentation which together with
their insularity and ase ¢ of affinity with
the Solomons archipelago, rather than with
mainland PNG, c¢ngendered a defensive



self-image. This was entrenched in pre-war
days when they were often trusted in special
roles such as police and ‘boss-bois’ on
plantations becausce of their apparent
difference from others.

The Christian missions, predominantly
Catholic, came from the Solomons, had a
monopoly of cducation until the 1960s and
emphasised difference rather than future
integration with the rest of the Territory.
Their contribution to social welfare relieved
the Australian Administration of responsi-
bilities, so that, while Bougainvilleans were
comparatively well-off, they also belicved
they were neglected by government.

The war was particularly harrowing: at
one stage there were some 60,000 Japanese
in the province. Promises of post-war
development wentunfulfilled. Bougainville
had been a sleepy hollow of ‘primitive
affluence’, the ‘Cinderella provincee’, or so
it was perccived, until CRA entered in
1964. There was no state school in the
province until 1961, and then it was meant
primarily to scrve the children of Adminis-
tration personnel. When a director of
Education was faced with complaints in
the late ’50s, he pointed out how well the
people had been served by the missions, only
to be told: ‘Toktok bilong God tasol’ {They
only talk about God). It seemed to people

that only their minerals induced the
Administration to serve their needs.

ALREADY IN THE SIXTIES, on Buka Island

in the north, both State and Church had
been affronted by the Hahalis Welfare
Society, whose members refused to join the
local government council system or pay
taxes and scandalised particularly the clergy
by creating a flagrantly sexual libertarian
cult. Their complaint was that adherence
toneitherinstitution had brought economic
development. In 1962 a mini-battle was
fought on the beach at Buka; the State got
its taxes, but Hahalis profited from a new
trans-island road. This triumph was mooted
elsewhere in the province; cargoism was
rife among the Nasioi of Central
Bougainville. The Catholic mission,
appalled by its rejection, paid much more
attention to economic projects. Bishop
Lemay and his priests became more alert to
the need to support their parishioners in
any quest for social justice. In 1959 the
United Nations Mission was asked in South
Bougainville to detach Bougainville from
PNG and integrate it with the Solomon
Islands—as God and geography must have
intended. In 1962, in the main town of
Kicta, the UN Mission was asked by an

assembly of more than 1000 to take the
mandate away from Australia which had
‘treated them like dogs and pigs’ and give it
to the USA.

CRA's prospectors were not the first to
enter the Panguna area. Prospecting had
begun in 1930 and continued with minor
alluvial finds until the war but with no
profit for the locals. Archbishop Duhig of
Brisbanc was an enthusiastic speculator
there. As the renowned ‘Sharkeye’ Park
said, ‘There’s a lotta gold in Bougainville
but there’s too much bloody Bougainville

mixed up with it.” In fact it was not until
the early '60s that the chemical processing
of such low-grade porphyry deposits
became feasible.

CRA’s field workers arrived in April
1964, just after the first elections on a
national roll scemed to confirm the
Bougainvilleans were destined by Canberra
to integration with the rest of PNG. At this
stage prospectors needed no permission
from villagers to intrude into their land,
and not even occupation fees were payable
until June 1966, under the Mining
Ordinance. Landholders were bewildered
by the news that, should they be living on
top of a valuable deposit, it would, under
the British rule of ‘eminent domain’, belong
to the Government, not them.

Bishop Lemay and American priests
were also taken aback, as this was contrary
to US practice and, in any case, this was a
mandate, not Australian sovereign territory.
In the words of Ilan Downs in The Australian
Trusteeship: Papua New Guinea 1945-75,
they ‘shared an uncommon concern {at that
time) for the preservation of Bougainville’s
natural environment’ and ‘expressed
distrust of anything that reminded them of
the gutted Appalachian valleys pouring their
slag into the green lands of Ohio’ (p343).
The arrival of CRA was ‘an evil event’.
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Naturally, the mission feared the
disruption of village life which would follow
the influx of high technology and some
10,000 outside personnel. Consumerism
and inequalitics would transform the local
egalitarian culture and reduce respect for
Christian values and mission authority. A
fcw leaders were taken to sce ‘develop-
ment’ in places like Mt Isa, but the
consensus remained that the copper should
stay in the ground until their grandchildren
acquired the expertise to mine it them-
sclves. Copper would not rot. By the end of

1964, I TAMBU (KEEP OUT) signs were
everywhere. Police were brought in to
remove them.

Once the lodes were estimated—
eventually 900 million tonnes of ore—
Canberra determined to press on. After the
Australian Federal clections on December
1963, the intelligent and benign, if pater-
nalistic, regime of Paul Hasluck ended, and
the then Country Party insisted on being
allocated the Territories portfolio. It covered
the Northern Territory and Nauru (phos-
phates) as well as PNG.

The new minister, Charles Barnes, and
his departmental Secretary, George
Warwick Smith, an economist with
Country Party connections, had no
experience of PNG. {Their handling of the
portfolio led to its being divided in 1968
into Interior and Territories. The AA 1967
papers show that Barnes opposed even the
1967 Aboriginal vote referendum.) Not that
their disregard of indigenous opinion was
unusual. CRA judiciously recruited three
internationally reputable anthropologists
to advise them on social issues, among
them the doyen of Pacific ethnographers,
Professor Douglas Oliver of Harvard, whose
pre-war study of the Siwai in Southwest
Bougainville is still regarded as masterly.
No critic of capitalism, Oliver in the CRA
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Gazette (16/8/68) boosted shareholder con-
fidence by portraying the Nasioi as primi-
tive and superstitious people who ‘will
probably get used to the Company’s pres-
ence’. This was a standard attitude of many
teachers in what were often called ‘pr tical
science’ departments, whether oriented to
Marxisim, liberalism or corporatism. In the
process of social mobilisation and nation-
building, self-conscious cthnicity would
fade, secessionism wane, they thought. So
what was a mere multi-national to think?
Its business was not only profit—it quite

genuinely thought of itself in PNG

as a nation-builder.

BARNEQ, OF COURSE, was correct when he
suspected CRA was playing hard to get in
1967. Very soon afterwards the formidable
chairman of RTZ, Sir Val Duncan, was
calling Bougainville ‘the jewel in
RTZ’« crown’. Even so, by world
stan  rds at that time the mining
agreement, granting 20 percent
equity to the State, was the best of
its kind. BCL had to raise $US400
million capital and pre-sell the
copper-gold concentrate, marketing
exercises of the first magnitude.

In 1966 Barnes decided on a
whistle stop to Kieta to talk sense
into the obstructionist landholders.
He expatiated on the splendid
development that would take place. When
a headman asked plaintively if there were
notcven ‘asilvershilling’ for them in direct
payment, he was told they would enjoy the
multiplier effects and, of course, compen-
sation for damage to lives and property. But
minerals were for the good of all. Also,
when occupancy fees were approvedin June
that year, they were set minimally to safe-
guard the future state of PNG from having
to pay exorbitant rates in order to carry out
public works. All this was rational, even
noble, but Canberra failed to understand
the clan-based mystical attachment to land,
theintimidation and alienation from having
no voice in their own future and the ethno-
national sentiment growing among
Bougainvilleans. Other Papua New
Guineans, who wanted ‘progress’ in their
own areas, were equally unsympathetic then
to the paradox that greater development
necessitated greater compensation. It was
the people of the Panguna area who would
have to stare for ever at the four square-
kilometre crater and the sludge of
overburden that spread to the sea.

Bougainville’s representative in Parlia-
ment pleaded for 40 per cent of the 1'/s per
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cent royalties accruing to the State to go to
his province. Only after powerful advocacy
did he manage to get the House to override
the Administration and grant five per cent
{i.e. 0NA25 per cent of income) to the
landh lers. It was a pittance but the
Assistant Administrator wrung his hands:
‘“Where would all these demands end?’ It
did nothing to assuage the lamentations in
the villages that their land would be
destroyed. In Guava, from which emerged
the current rebel leader, Francis Ona,
villagers stopped gardening before Easter
1967 to await the end of the world.
Bishop Lemay and his American priests
articulated rather than, as Barnes liked to
think, inspired village grievances. He pro-
tested to Apostolic Delegate Enrici. (See
Downs for some correspondence, pp350-3).
‘told Barnes that Lemay claimed to have

intervened at least four times to avoid blood-
shed and that his priests were exhorting
people to observe the law. Something of the
ineptitude of Canberra can be scen in its
employing ‘the esoteric expertise of
psychologists...to persuade the locals to
accept official policy’. Downs (p349)
quotes this gobbledegook:

New Guinea humans, like the rest of us,
react to the carrot—cargo comes from the
skilled use of the mind and hands ... The
basis of ... [the| approach is that any suc-
cessful propaganda theme promises some-
thing to the individual or, on the negative
side, offers a threat of what will happen if
he does not follow a prescribed course.

In September 1968, educated Bougain-
villeans in Port Moresby compounded their
province’s grievances and demanded a
referendum on whetherit should remain in
PNG, join with the Solomons or secede
independently. At the same time a final
decision was being taken on whether to
proceed with the mine. This required the
acquisition of land for a town and port sites.
The terms were unacceptable to villagers.
The heavy hand of Territories directed the
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riot squad to intimidate them. This misfired
when international media focused on
helmeted and visored police with batons
grappling with bare-breasted women
{custodians of the land in a matrilineal
socicty) over survey pegs. At last Prime
Minister Gorton interv  2d and allowed
CRA to deal directly with the landholders.
A better deal (market value?) resulted and
subscquent compensation negotiations
proceeded without violence. Ultimately,
however, the compensation proved
inadequate, and the pattern had been well
set: confrontation alone brought redress of
gricvances in Bougainville. This pattern
persisted during 1973-6 e¢ven with power
increasingly in the hands of Papua New
Guineans. During this period the first
seccssion attempt was made and was
appeased only by the grant of substantial
autonomy, until negligence on the
part of Port Moresby, coupled with a
lack of alertness by hoth the provincial
government and the mining company,
led to the 1988 revolt by, initially, a
small group in the mining area.

[t is much too facile to blame the
destruction of Bougainville on the
mining company. The basic decisions
to mine lay with Canberra.
Unfortunately Central Bougainville
was an ineligible locale for PNG's
first great industrial project. Recon-

ciling Bougainvilleans toit required a finesse
unavailable in either the colonial or
independent governments. Foreign Minister
Downer is to be commended for, however
belatedly, assuring Bougainvilleans that
Australia is not pursuing peace in order to
restart the mine. If this ever happens,
Bougainvilleans may well wonder whether
antipathy to Rio Tinto Ltd based on the
initial imposition of mining is justifiable in
view not only of the company’sex;  ise but
its well-intentioned,  not always adroit,
social policies.

As for the charge of exploitation, some
61.5 per cent of cash revenues in 1972-88
went to the PNG government, 4.3 to the
provincial government and 1.4 in the form
of royalties (K3 million) and occupation
and compensation fees (K24m). One-third
went to non-government shareholders.

If there is injustice here it lies with the
PNG state’s distribution to Bougainville,
not with the mining company. That simply
continued Canberra’s approach to the
island.

James Griffin is an historian and Professor
Emeritus at the Univers ' of PNG.









Scottsdale we are struck by the very English names of the strects—Ada, Emma, Henry, Edith. An
Asian teenager is bowling spinners with a tennis ball into a petrol station wall. We nearly clean up
an old guy in a huge Chrysler as he makes a frantic getaway from the RSL.

The sign above the garage says, ‘If unattended, try hotel >>’. And sure cnough, the arrows
point across the main street to a mechanic having a beer at a table on the pub’s veranda. As we
drive into town, old ladics behind the picket fences stop watering their roses and fuchsias, and
follow us with their eyes. The yapping of irate dogs crescendos as we dawdle into the school
ground.

The school is decked with primary children’s prints of flowering gums, flanked by formal
portraits of former principals. Corridors glisten with gold-leafed names. They are the names of the
fallen, the state representatives, the house captains. Dutch names, Irish names, English names.
Some family names recur throughout the pancls and their eras. Isce a dark girl with an Aboriginal
flag on her windcheater skipping with a group of chattering high school girls and beyond them a
young principal in blue shorts jostling in the goal square with the lads in the local team’s colours.

We displace a handful of young basketballers from the hall/gymnasium where we are to perform.
Hearing we arc actors, they taunt us with bad-ass accents from last night’s video. And they ask us
if we are touring the play in other countries and if we have been to Queensland. As the bus rolls
down the gravelly path towards the township, T glance back at the mural painted on the senior
student’s buildings at the rear of the hall. Tt is a cityscape, with students at a university, streets of
people shopping and drinking coffec and a prominent KFC.,

Onc of the cheeky Grade 5 boys tells Jen he can sec her bra, and, as a parting shot, proclaims he
has had twenty-one operations on his willy. Whether or not there is a grain of truth in his tale, he
has picked his target well, and leaves amply rewarded by the shock and disbelicf of Jen’s reaction.

No, we're not related.
No, we don’t all sleep together in the van.
No, Rick is not on Home and Awayv.

I HE LAND IS LARGELY TLAT, DUSTY AND DRY. A few dirty sheep find refuge from the belting sun
under a group of tall gums. On both sides of the road there are hills, the Ben Lomond range to the
cast, the Great Western Tiers to the west. They are dark, green-black.

Coming back into Hobart we know we are home when Mt. Wellington comes into sight. It is
strange being in a city again, with people hanging out on the streets and cafes; hordes of schoolkids
in various unitorms being absorbed into the suburbs. And we are not the three individuals who left
Hobart together three days before. We have, in a light week, travelled over 800 km and pertormed
to over 800 students (1 person per kim?]. We have spent almost all our waking hours together, on
and off the stage, caten together, shopped together. Constantly negotiating. We have worked hard
physically and got up early. And we have travelled 3 hours from a foreign city and forcign beds to
be back at Salamanca.

We go to Knopwoods for a wind-down beer and Rick says to drop round to his place if we get
bored tomorrow. ‘Something might be going on.” I go home to do my washing and cat my leftover
avocado, bread rolls, zucchini, sprouts and carrot.

The Crimean war in 1854 once again alerted the authorities to Hobart’s defencelessness. With its
customary speed, the government acted. It passed legistation under which the Hobart Volunteer Artillery
Company was formed in 1859!

—Historical plaque, Battery Point

In a small milk-bar and bakery, I buy a stuffed muttonbird for dinner and a peppermint slice as
a handy snack. The slice is CWA strength. After lunch, we head straight for Bicheno, pop. 750.1go
for a long walk up the granite boulders of Whalers’” Lookout and along the foreshore from the
Oyster Farm outlet to the sandbar leading to the island near the Youth Hostel. The granite is
white, pink and brown, and the mica glistens merrily in the watery afternoon sun. Some of the
granite is a motley, cvenly-distributed, blend of feldspar, mica and quartz. Some has huge veins of
quartz running like snail trails or bursting like giants’ innards across the shoulders of rocky
promontorics and coves. Everywhere the sound of waves pounding on rock. Benecath my feet the
result of this timeless conversation is evident. Many crevasses are filled with pellet-sized stones
and shell fragments. But in some of these pockets lies the finest white sand imaginable.

Photo left: Mr Big,
a Terrapin Theatre
Company puppet,
with young
Tasmanian fans.
Photo courtesy
Steve Gome.
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The snow has already begun to retrcat from Mt. Wellington as we head back to Glenorchy.
After the ritual scroggan/banana/drink stop we set up at Cosgrove with plenty of time to sparc.

The entrance hall of this old primary school, which dates back to the 1860s, has a 1914-18
honour roll, a time capsule and some old district photos on its walls. The room in which we arc to
perform doubles as an art room—with paintings on a Christmas theme. There is a flying reindeer
that looks like a starry wombat, an angcl that looks like a butterfly and a Santa on a beach, in
Y-fronts, holding a can of VB.

Three tcachers of the youngest children, all relative newcomers, provide us with more
amusement than assistancce. They talk over cach other and laugh while attempting to direct us
around the gymnasium. The eldest, with light brown ringlets and silver-framed glasses (slightly
askew) has a gravelly voice, full of lifc. The shoulder pads in her mauve jacket are not balanced
cither and she stands favouring onc hip as if she’s packing a Smith and Wesson. She laughs easily,
with a pronounced rasp and her ¢yes remain a gentle blue.

The other teachers nominate her as the one who knows how to have a good time, one not
averse to a good relaxing cigar.

At the point in Skip where the audience are asked, ‘If someone was being picked on at your
school would you dob?’, these kids pour out tales of their own misfortune. Once boy has been hit
with a cricket stump, one kicked, others taunted repeatedly. They all volunteer their actual
experience in response to our hypothetical. ‘I did this’, ‘this is what happened’, never ‘1 would do
this’. I have not anticipated such an open, raw responsc to this question I have now asked dozens of
times. I continue the play saddened by the hurt in their eyes.

They are surprisingly engaged, teeming with questions about the characters and performance.
Then the personal anccdotes and fantasies start creeping in. ‘I can juggle 16 balls,” says one bright-
faced boy with cropped blond hair. ‘I can bounce 100 balls on my head,” says another. ‘1 can juggle
socks,” says a girl on the far side of the room, who pouts when T suggest she tcam up with a
classmate of hers who claims to juggle boots. As the kids begin to filc out in lines of navy blue and
yellows from sunflower to brie, I ensnare the legs of threc of the most talkative boys in the skipping
rope, then gently tug until they fall into a raucous heap.

AsTam talking to onc of the teachers, a girl in Grade 1 rushes up, takes my hand and kisses it.
The teacher and I look over, mid-conversation, as she smiles and pecks at my hand again. When
I finish talking to the teacher and turn to address the red-bobbed, freckled little girl, she licks the
webbing of my hand between the second and third fingers and retreats four steps, waiting for my
response. She is very small, and her whole body is alert, ready to curl into a ball, shy away, laugh or
scream, or run as fast as she can. But her eyes arc wide open, curious and shining. I fcel the slightest

heat of a blush. For a moment I am her age watching The Wizard of Oz on a school
excursion when the girl next to me leans over and plants a gentle kiss upon my checek.

KINC ISLAND IS VERY FLAT, A MISSHAPEN TEARDROP. Small dams abound, cattle and a few shceep, with
thin veins of paperbark trees and stunted gums acting as windbreaks in irregular patterns. The
airport kiosk is cluttered with local produce, including vials of muttonbird oil—ideal for water-
proofing leather boots.

The majority of King Islanders are descendants of soldier-settlers from New South Wales and
Victoria. Melbourne and Geelong are easier to get to than any Tasmanian population centre, so
there is an affinity with the mainland in the hearts of the 2000-odd inhabitants of the island. The
locals drink VB from pots and not Boags from ten-ouncers. The Age and The Australian sell out
quickly, the main interest in the Tasmanian papers being the TV guide.

Dinner at the local (bistro section) is deep fried camembert followed by chicken breast stuffed
with brie and crab meat covered in a tangy mango sauce. Then a truly sticky date pudding with
King Island cream and caramel sauce. Collingwood have beaten Essendon. Over the heavy chords
of the Choirboys, Meatloaf, Jimmy Barnes and AC/DC, boisterous taunting can be heard from the
public bar. One of the local boys who seems never to remove his Collingwood jumper is celebrating
tonight.

The smells of the island are ¢vocative—kelp, blood and bone, bovine breath, roadkill and the
pollen of the beach-side scrub. The kelp, which is washed ashore in matted strands, is gathered and
sold to a Scottish multinational for use as a stabilising agent in pills, shampoo and paint. It has an
oily, stale smell which takes time to become accustomed to. On this windy pancake of an island,
the aroma of kelp transports me to the sulphur deposits of Port Augusta and the stench of an old
goose egg broken on a creekbed one summer.
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April 29: The big news tonight is not Port Arthur-related at all, despite the moving service
which marked yesterday’s anniversary. Rather it is the news that BHP will close the steelworks at
Newecastle within two years, relocating value-added wire and rope production divisions from Gee-
long and Brisbane to fill the void. The local ABC news begins with the three-year deferment of the
privatisation of Hobart Mectro Buses, pending the outcome of a trial period.

I awake four times during the night because my feet are dragged over the end of the bed by the
weight of descending bedclothes. Thrashing mysclf free T think of fish trawled in long nets.

Arrive at West Ulverstone Primary in the carly morning drizzle and are smartly escorted through
to the large hall at the rear of the school. There are the usual gymnastic frames and crash-mats,
basketball back-boards and a canteen counter concealed behind sliding panels. What is unusual are
the black wall-length curtains to the rear of the hall, to which a panorama of Anzac-inspired artwork
has been pinned. WAR, SIRENS, DEATH, ANZAC, PEACE, the posters proclaim. The Grade 6
boys play some vigorous footy with Rick and me, weaving, dummying and finessing with enthusiasm
and skill. A wayward pass knocks but doesn’t quite dislodge the ANZAC display. Lett to our own
devices a er the assembly has begun, Rick and I continue playing until an errant torpedo of mine
brings the whole thing down. We decide not to admit liability.

No, we are not still going to school.
No, we are not touring overseas.
Yes, this is my job. Acting. And I also work at the MCG.

IHE LUNCH IN BURNIE 18 AN EXPERIENCE. Burnie is an ugly port-city, spewing grey smoke into its
sky, piling mountains of exportable logs and woodchips on its piers, ¢linging to a strip of land
wedged between Bass Strait and the low hills which run to meet it. Obese men and women cross
the streets, grim determination on their faces, packages under their arms. Facial hair, especially
tufty growths, is worn with pride.

Isit having lunch in a coffee shop-bakery at the Coles/Kmart comiplex. A very  regnant woman
sits with a friend and her toddler, chewing the fat with a younger acquaintance who is blowing
Alpince in all directions. Another enormous woman, possibly pregnant, wearing a loose Island Cooler
windcheater and grey trakky daks meanders by, pushing a pram. Tecnagers on BMX bikes hang out
by the overpr 2d CDs a few doors down. Comprchensively bored.

I tend to cut mysclf off from people when something sad happens and not talk about it till T erack and
then Tjust have to talk about it. I don’t like to talk about my private life with my school friends; they are
two parts that don’t mix. I hate having a boyfriend-girlfriend relationship, it kind of cuts you otf from
other guys who arc just friends. It’s like Thave a thick blanket around me and when it starts to part 1 pull
it around myseclf tighter and tighter.

—Deloraine questionnaire

The metallic voice of the principal announcing the changes to the daily routine reverberates
from strategically-positioned clusters of speakers. He proves to be a teacher, a man of the old
school—gruff, not casily articulate with strangers and downright uncomtortable with touchy-feely
actor types. Hard enough to make, let alone hold, eye contact. His stance is <lightly closed. But he
tells me that the student who was most cagerly assisting our bump out ‘hac  zen arcal dick 'cad in
Year 7,1 he’s developing into a real nice individual’.

The girls go crazy for Rick; he signs about 15 wrists. And two Year 7 boys ask me if Jen is
old enough to ‘get on’. Someonc puts a bin behind the bus and 70 people laugh as Rick

backs into it.

LAUNCEST()N IS NOT A BEAUTIFUL TOWN. A concrete scab. Flat, functional bridges and a creepy
uniformity about the residential clusters in the surrounding hills. There are many historic buildings
boasting intricate brickwork and a squat imperial grandeur. As in Hobart, it is impossible to ignore
the presence of government in the CBD—all the largest city blocks house Commonwealth Offices—
Medicare, the DSS and senators’ chambers. Then there are Tasmanian statutory authorities and
state pol cians’ quarters before you even reach the Town Hall. The police are also well-provided
for, as are their counterparts in Telstra and Australia Post.

Ravenswood High sitson asr ™" hill surrounded by strategically planted shrubs. It is squarish
and made from an inhospitable concrete blend that gives the completed structure the appearance
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conservation. Economics is defined as the
science of using scarce resources to the
best of human advantage. Well, I feel this
is exactly what conscrvation is about; us-
ing resources to the best advantage, and
it’s not the best advantage to wipe them
out, or see them disappear in the long-
term. That is if you rcally mean that the
next generation is as important as this one.’

Nugget Coombs’ pride in
the role of public service for
the greater good was cvident.

‘I've never felt that my

various involvements were in
conflict with one another. In
fact I've felt that my previous
public involvement in these
kinds of issucs was useful.
For example, when 1 gave
evidence to the Royal
Commission on drilling for
oil on the Great Barrier Reef
I was asked to speak from an
cconomic point of view.
There’s no real difference in
my mind. What T would say
to you as an cconomist is the
same as [ would say to you as
an ccologist if T were an
ccologist.’

Coombs could sce that
the short-term advantage of development
invariably outweighs the consideration of
long-term effects on conservation. But it
shouldn’t:

‘It’s not rational. We're inclined to
put our personal immediate needs ahead
of others’ needs. Although some people
put the needs of their children, or their
familics, ahead or at least even with their
own, generally speaking I think people
are not wise enough to do this. I can’t
see any way of measuring which justifies
the judgement that the immediate
present is more important than the future.”’

Coombs explained that after the
dismissal of the Whitlam government he
resigned from all government positions
he held and concentrated on research
work at ANU’s Centre for Resource and
Environmental  Studies, the first
academic institution in Australia devoted
to the combination of resources and
environmental studics. This inevitably led
him to consider differences between Euro-
pean and Aboriginal land management.

‘Torganiscd a study of the impact of
mining on Aboriginal communities,
which I considered urgent because
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although diamond mining in the
Kimberley was in its infancy, the whole
of the top half of Western Australia was
covered in exploration licences.’
Coombs says he continued with his
theoretical work about the quality of
work and how it was made a basis for
cconomic policy, collaborating with
volunteer academics and Aboriginal

groups, producing a report about five
years later, titled Land of Promises.

By this time Coombs’ focus had
moved to northern Australia and
Aboriginal issucs. He helped a little in
preparations for the Mabo case and
thought that ‘Aborigines have conceded
too much, but it depends on how it’'s
interpreted by the High Court’.

He was intcrested in the ways
Aboriginal socialisation practices had
changed over the past twenty-five years
and how Europeans’ way of thinking
influcnces them and their way of
thinking influences Europeans.

The most testing question I had to
put to Coombs concerned practical land
management. I was critical of environ-
mental impact studies and the ease with
which they can become merely cosmetic.
Coombs, I knew, believed in community
administration, so what was the perfect
management combination for land
conservation?

‘That’s too hard a question to
answer. But I believe you have to put the
administration of Aboriginal affairs into
Aboriginal hands, using their structures,
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their systems, their decision-making ...’

In the case of Aboriginal lands, that
was clear, but what about national parks?

‘Well, I haven’t got much hope for
that.’

Did he believe national parks only
existed while a society could afford them?

1 think in the end Malthus will be
proven right. We don't control population;

it will control itself by
famine, pestilence and
war. I think that while we
arc not convinced that
change is really neces-
sary, we arc¢ not prepared
to make chanees. In
some way it w  solve
itself, we think, but we
don’t worry about it.
‘But I think there
arc signs that the
problem is immecdiate
in what’s happening to
the environment, in its
deterioration, in  the
capacity of the Australian
environment to sustain
the population. At present
we  only sustain  the
population by selling our
property to other people
and using the proceeds to buy imports.’

Itis a bleak view perhaps, though not
without offering the possibility of
reprieve, but only through a revolutionary
change in our way of thinking.

Coombs believed that traditional
Aboriginal society produced a relatively
stable population through the recognition
of natural forces and ‘lack of greed and
no conviction in growth. Aborigines
don’t believe in growth; they don't think
it exists. They think it’s only an illusion
that we have.’

The Keynesian  humanitarian
economist chuckled in agreement.

Christine Williams is a freelance writer.

Noted
In the November 1997 edition of
Artin America (p94),
artist Barbara Kruger's rendition of
ars longa, vita brevis;

‘I try and deal with the complexities of
power and social life, but as far as the visual
presentation goes, [ try to avoid a high
degree of difficulty ...’

Nice to know.
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The world’s collateral

HE SUFFERING OF CHILDREN is always
poignant. When it is avoidable, it is
shocking. Avoidable suffering deliberately
inflicted on children is outrageous. Stories
of such suffering demand our responsc.

In their ditferent ways, Gill and Goode
explore the modulations of children’s
suffering and the moral ¢laims thatit makes
on us. The moral cnergy and opacity of
Gill’s book, in particular, derive from his
wrestling with the nature of the suffering of
immigrant children, and from the
deeper, unspoken question—
Dostocevsky’s question: what kind
of 4 world and what kind of a God
would allow children to suffer?

Orphans of the Empire is an
cxpansive work which describes
and tries to evaluate the sending,
receiving, treatment  and
cxperience of child immigrants in
Australia. While Gill focuses on
the situation of those who came
to Australia as children and were
confined in institutions, he also
illuminates the way in which all
orphans and ncglected children
were treated. He attends to the
varicty of contexts that
determined the ways in which
children were treated: the
practices of schools and orphanages, the
place of such institutions in society, the
practices of formation of those who worked
in church institutions, and the tension
between charitable work and the
institutional interests of the bodies which
sponsored it.

At the most important level the moral
thrust of Gill’s work is unambiguous. He
indicts the unnecccessary suffering that was
deliberately inflicted on immigrant
children. For any Australian, the stories of
bashings and of sexual abuse are simply a
source of shame. For a Catholic, it is

damage

humiliating to know that many children
would have been welcomed with more
humanity in statc institutions than in
Catholic ones. Gill is right to be outraged
and to assert that, however extensive and
representative they may have been, the
cvents described to him should not have
happenced. The tribal alliances that allowed
them to remain unremedied and the kind of
religious formation that contributed to their
perpetuation are also indefensible.

Gill’s account becomes less transparent
wherehesceks tosheethome responsibility.
He is properly inclined to take the side of
the victims and to assign responsibility for
theiroppression. He is sympathetic to those
who wish to publicise old wrongs and to
name those responsible, ¢even when they
are old and dead. I believe that he is also
right in this. The common good demands
that the story be told, even at the cost of
pain to the innocent.

The difficulty inherent in assigning
responsibility, however, emerges clearly in
Gill’s work because he writes honestly and
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refuses to tidy up loose ends. As a result,
cach chapter records contradictory
judgments of the same events. A man who
is described by some as a moral monster is
scen by others, who also lived under him, as
fair and inspiring. An orphanage which for
one is the source of later unhappiness, is for
another the fount of later courage and
enterprise. The book contains radically
different stories which cannot be harmonised
by dismissing as unreliable ecither the
favourable or the unfavourable.

Why were the samce con-
ditions c¢xperienced in such
different ways?

Perhaps the key is whether
people saw their suffering as
avoidable or unavoidable. For
many of the protagonists of the
book, much of the suffering, even
the  corporal  punishment
inflicted by others, was
unavoidable. It was therefore
acceptable provided that
standards of moderation and
fairness were observed. Others
saw their suffering as avoidable,
and thercfore as brutal. They
would not distinguish, as the first
group would, bcetween the
predictable discipline of the

institution and the aberrant exception. Thus,
there were two radically different judgments
about the moral world in which they lived.

We may ask also, howcever, why the
infliction of such great suffering, which
was physically avoidable, was thought for
so long and so persistently to be morally
necessary. The answeris surely to be sought
in the quality of the imagination. The rules
of thumb by which adults ordercd their
moral universe didnotenter the inner world
of those for whom they took responsibility.
The nostrums said, [t is right to take
Aboriginal children away from their
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families because native customs dre
degenerate. Children of the poor soon get
over separation from their families. Spare
the rod and spoil the child. The service of
the church makes one difierent. And soon.
The imagination, however, is shaped by
formation. Gill's book raises pertinent and
disturbing questions about the coarsening
ctieets both of Australian culture and of
specifically religious formation. If the
experience of those caring for the young has
been that they are valued for their work
rather than for their persons, and that they
arce expendable in the service of the church,
it is not remarkable that they will see the
collective good of the institution and of the
church which administersitas transcending
the personal sufferings of the individual
inmates. They will certainly not question
the disciplinary patterns which
they inherited.

HE MOST SOBLRING CONCLusion of Gill's
book, however, lies in the repeated assertion
by those whom he interviewed that the
cause of their decepest suffering was the
abscencee of love and affection. Institutions
were cold places in which fortunate students
found affection in one of the staff—usually
someone marginal and ¢ven suspect to the
administration.

USTRALIA'S CREDIT UNIONS have been
lucky to attract an historian of the calibre
of Dr Gary Lewis. They are also lucky that
the release of Dr Lewis” account of their
movement—DPcople Before Profic: The
Credit Union Movement in Australio—
has been followed in shore order by two
studies of the Antigonish Movement in
Nova Scotia and onc of the Mondragon
Co-operative Corporation of Spain. The
three movements have in common with
onc another that they owe theirinspiration
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Atonelevel, this coldness, inevitable in
a large institution, should be alleviated by
the fostering of children and their housing
in small family groups. But at a deeper
level, it points to the deeper question about
children’s suffering. For only a fraction of
the sexual and physical abusce of children or
of their affective starvation is inflicted in
institutions. Most children suffer in the
home, and what they suffer, they
commonly repeat when they have respon-
sibility for children. How then can we
acceptaworldand of a God which tolerates
such suffering?

This is a difficult question to face, and
one of the ways of blunting its force is to
name small instances of unnccessary
suffering and to assign responsibility for
them. To do so is necessary, but it may
encourage the unwarranted expectation that
the suffering of children must have a happy
ending, and that any variation of this story
is someone’s avoidable fault. We place a
templatc over the stories of children, and
make them mecet our expectations.

This template can be seen in Goode's
book of refugee stories. They are very
moving and dclincate sharply the suffering
of retugee children: that of being caught
between family and peers, between old and
new lands, the suffering of loncliness, of
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traumatic memory. Each story represents a
struggle, and cach struggle comes to some
resolution. These children are lucky. One
has a teacher who has time for her at a
critical time; another is good at basketball;
another meets a racist shopkeeper, but is
brave enough to confront him and lucky
cnough to find him honest. Most have
supportive and loving fathers or mothers.
These are well-balanced kids. They have
a future.

But there arc many other refugee kids
whose fate is less tractable: the unaccom-
panicd minors who have learned to survive
by manipulation, those who arc
psychologically maimed for life, those who
arc always trapped between Australia and
their home; those who grow up without
roots or feeling. Their suftering is poignant.
[t should have been avoidable, but it was
usually inflicted by inadvertence. They are
the world’s collateral damage.

Goode’s stories and Gill’s testimony
offer wise and noble evidence that it is
better to light a candle than to curse the
darkness. But much darkness always lies
beyond the candle’s reach.

Andrew Hamilton s has worked with
refugee communities overseas and in
Australia.

re credit is due

to Catholic social doctrine as set out by in
the great social doctrine encyclicals
De Rerum Novarum {(1981) and Quad-
ragessimo Anno (1931). That coincidence
has brought them to attention
simultancously enables us if we so choose
to initiate an overdue debate on what
relevance the social teachings of the
Catholic Church might have to Australia’s
current worsening cconomic and social
dilemmas. Tt will be a pity if the
opportunity is wasted.

January=FrLeruary 1998

The Antigonish Movement resulted
from the endemic poverty of fishing, farming
and mining communitics in Nova Scotia in
the carly years of the century, and most of
all in the nineteen-twenties and nineteen-
thirties. Thanks largely to the work of two
remarkable priests, Father ‘Jimmy’
Tompkins and Father Moses Coady, the
University of St Francis Xavierat Antigonish
was persuaded to establish an Extension
Program which usced adule education and
the establishmentof credit unions and other



Rochdale-style codperatives as a means of
enabling impoverished communities to lift
themselves by their bootstraps, initiate local
and regional economic development for
themselves and so become in Coady’s words
‘masters of their own destiny’. ‘We start
with the simple material things that are
vital to human living, and move on up the
scale to the more cultural and refining
activities that make life whole and
complete’, wrote Coady, ‘Through credit
unions, co-operative stores, lobster factories
and sawmills, we are laying the foundation
for an appreciation of grand opera’. At its
height, the Antigonish Movement was
endorsed by successive popes and attracted
worldwide attention.

Father Jimmv: The Life and Times of
Jimmy Tompkins by Jim Lotz and Michacl
R Welton goes some way towards taking
the place of George Boyle’s excellent earlier
biography of Tompkins, Father Tompkins
of Nova Scotia, sadly now long out of print.
Anne Alexander writes about the
Antigonish Movement from the perspec-
tive of asenior adult educator. The strength
of her The Antigonish Movement: Moses
Coady and Adult Education Today is the
balance it achicves between the adult
education focus of the movement and its
involvement in establishing cooperatives.
Her emphasis—as the title suggests—is less
on Tompkins than on Coady, and she also
gives credit to the contribution of other
members of the team, including in particu-
lar the women who so largely accounted for
many of its accomplishments. Alexander’s
objective scrutiny of the movement gives
way in the final pages of her book to an
impassioned plea to adult cducators in
Canada for a return to the values of empow-
erment and cmancipation which motivated
Tompkins and Coady, and puts forward
some suggestions that apply with equal
force to Australia.

That there is ample precedent for the
adoption of idcas from Antigonish in
Australia is amply documented in People
Before Profit. Lewis describes how a young
Australian, Kevin Yates, visited Antigonish
while undergoing training as a wircless air
gunner in 1942 and 1943. What he saw
there in part inspired him to become a
Director and Education Officer of the Co-
operative Institute of New South Wales,
andadriving force behind the establishment
of the state’s first credit unions. Another
Australian visitor to Antigonish, Fr Jack
Gallagher, started the Antigonish
Movement in NSW in 1951, with a view to
applying that model of credit union-driven

development of codperatives tailored to
meet a wide varicety of social needs. How-
ever, it was only in the middle nineteen-
fiftics that credit unionism finally took off
within the Catholic parishes, largely as a
means of enabling households to access
consumer loans at interest rates below those
of the hire purchase industry. As a largely
narrative history which required Lewis to
complete in two years what would more
appropriately have been a four-year project,
People Before Profit unhappily is unable to
deal more than superficially with the ensu-
ing conflict between those elements within
the credit union movement who wanted it
todevelop along Antigonish lines and thosc
who insisted that it should ‘stick to its
knitting' as a provider of affordable personal
loans. What matters is that the questions
have been raised and can now be revisited.

That things might not have turned out
as they did—that an incomparably morc
far-reaching outcome might have been
achieved—is made evident by Father Greg
MacLeod of the Tompkins Institute at the
University College of Cape Breton in Nova
Scotia in his From Mondragon to America:
Experiments in Conununity Economic
Development. MacLeod demonstrates—
amonga multiplicity of rich insights—how,
in the case of Spain, from a standing start at
roughly the same point in the middle nine-
teen-fiftics as the Australian credit union
movement, the use of adult cducation and
a credit union movement, the use of adult
education and a credit union to drive the
development of a wide range of manutac-
turing, retail, service and support
coOperative has given rise to an interna-
tional business group with annual sales in
excess of $US6 billion. The Mondragon
Co-operative Corporation—wholly owned
by its 29,000 worker members—now
includes Spain’s largest chain of super-
markets, hyper-markets and shopping malls,
largest manufacturer of machine tools and
tenth largest bank. It is the third largest
supplicrof automotive parts in the European
Union and was designated by Genecral
Motorsin 1992 as ‘Europcan Corporation of
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the Year’. Of no less significance, MacLeod
describes the second Mondragon which is
now developing in Valencia, and accord-
ingly has laid to rest arguments that
Mondragon is so much a uniquce product of
Basque history and culture as to be
inapplicable in any other sceting. MacLeod
also discusses from firsthand experience the
application of development technigues
derived from Mondragon in settings as widely
scparated from Spain as Canada and Mexico.
The failure of the Australian codperative
movement to take the Antigonish and
Mondragon routes aside, Lewis’ book gives
risc to wider questions. Was i, for example,
purcly by accident that the emergence of
the credit unions so closely coincided with
the 1954-1955 Split in the Labor Party?
Were the ceredit unions in some sensc the
creation of Catholics displaced from their
allegiance to the Labor Party by the Split
but unable or unwilling to identity them-
selves with the DLD or the National Civie
Council? Is it possible to identify leaders of
the credit union movement who in other
circumstances would have achicved high
office in the party or the trade union move-
ment? Is there a likelihood that if the Split
had beenavoided, adevelopment morealong
Antigonish and Mondragon lines might have
eventuated? 1s there then a greatirony in that
the actions of the largely Catholic clements
in the party, who so largely brought about the
Split, at the same time destroved tor a
gencration the hope of giving ctfect to the
social tcachings to which, in so many
instances, earlier stages of their lives had
been dedicated? And is it now possible for
the division between Catholic and social
democratic reformism which the Splie <o
needlessly created to be healed at laste?

Race Mathews has been a Board Member
and Chairman of the Waverly Credit Union
Co-operative Ltd, a Victorian government
ministerand federal MP. His email address
is: racc@nctspace.net.au
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Carey

HE POLITICS OF GENDER AND RACE are
now so well recognised that these subtexts
in novels rarcly escape their reviewers’
notice. But narratives about disability are
another matter. Peter Carey’s The Unusual
Life of Tristan Smith, for example. Its central
figurc is someone of very short stature, of
distressing appearance, unable to walk, of
incomprehensible specch, with aspirations
to act. Throughout the novel Carey uses
language which could offend pcople with
disabilities. Neither Australian nor British
reviewers of The Unusual Life, which was
publishedin 1994, appcared to ponder these
matters. It was not, said the London Review
of Books, a novel about disability. Maybe
not, but disability is the vehicle for
somcthing elsc.

In his homeland, Carey’s writing is
lauded and dismissed. The Unusual Life
was no exception. Morcover, it got lost in
the extensive discussion of two other
books which broke the boundarices between
literary discussion and Australian public
life: Helen Garner’s The First Stone and
Helen Darville’s The Hand that Signed
the Paper .

Yet Carcy’s book is potentially as
provocative as cither. A more consummate
creation than Oscar and Lucinda which
won him the Booker prize, The Unusual
Life of Tristan Smith is an audacious and
deeply intriguing book. So why was it not
read as such? Perhaps becausce disability
touches fewer lives than do gender and
race, its debates are less well known.
Morcover, Carcy took an underground route
to his comment.

On the surface, the book charts Tristan’s
odysscy from Efica to Voorstand, and its
fabled city of Saarlim. Book 1 concerns
Tristan’s life in Efica where his mother,
Felicity Smith, manages an alternative
theatre and circus. Book 2 recounts his
travels in Voorstand, famous for its Sirkus.
Theidentity of Tristan’s fatherisa mystery,
for his mother has two lovers: the beautiful
circus artist, Bill M efleur, and Vincent, a
politician and the chicef executive of Efica’s
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largest pharmaceutical manufacturer.
Eficais an outpost of imperial Voorstand.
The text and the frequent footnotes refer
to the folklore, history, literature and
languacee of these countries. Carey used a
resear  cr, whom he acknowledges for
‘research into arcane matters’.

His use of language is masterly. Puns
and metaphors abound. Is arcane ametaphor
for a crumbling civilization, and do the
hard consonants of Voorstand’s language,
as opposed to Efica’s, imply brutality? All
of this makes for a most engaging if
uncomfortable tale.

But a closer reading reveals Carey as
social critic. While themes of colonialism,
migration, and identity are clear beneath
thenarrative, disability enters more subtly.
The literary devices Carey uses to point to
these meanings are mainly parody andfarce.
The hilarious footnotes are a clue: they
mimic the academy, and the academy is
implicated in Carey’s critique. This is a
profane book with a profound message.

The novel begins with Tristan recalling
his birth. I gasped at Tristan’s description of
himseclf, when his mother, acting a Witch
in Hamlet, takes her newborn on stage and
shows him for the first time:

‘Thou shalt get Kings, though thou be
none,’ she said, and thrust me out into the
world.

ENTER TRISTAN SMITH—a gruesome
little thing, slippery and sweating from his
long cnclosure in that rubber cloak, so
truly horrible to look at that the audience
can sec the Witches muststruggle to control
their feelings of revulsion. He is small, not
small like a baby, smaller, more like one of
those wrinkled furless dogs they show on
television talk shows. ..

Not only is this image shocking, but
Carey introduces Tristan in a dark scene, in
onc of the best known of European plays, in
a literature which connccts tragedy with
impairment, a logic the disability
movement opposes. And of Vincent’s
reaction we read this:

JANUARY-FEBRUARY 1998

s Conundrum

Vincent saw him. His son |so he thought
at the time]. He saw the ghastly rib cage,
saw hisshrunken twisted legs, bowed under
him ... Vincent put his hand up to his open
mouth. Tristan’s forchecad mirrored his,
wrinkling like a picce of cloth ... T did not
come back on stage, but for Vincent the
acsthete, who felt he had invented me, it
was a kind of hell. He was left alone with
his thoughts and theories in the dark—a
two-hour production with no interval.

But Vincent is neither good nor bad, for

Tristan also describes how:

he satin the dark believing he could never
love me if [ was not perfect. He was such a
good man in so many ways, human, gener-
ous, humble around artists, passionate
about justice and cyuality, but really—
what a weasel. He sat in his scat as the
drums bcat loudcer, waiting for the dark-
ness to descend.

So Vincent is both loving and rejecting.
Tristan calls himsclf a dwarf, his ‘lipless
mouth drools’, his speech is unintelligible
to most people, and he moves around on his
knees. Hereisanarchetype. My eyes widened:

WHAT was Carey up to? By page
6Y, his intent began to emerge.

HEN TRISTAN REJECTS his acting tecacher
{who, intcrestingly, anticipating later
themes, is more conce  »d with her on-
stage appearance than with the substance
of acting), his stressed but loving maman
scrcams that he is a child with Special
Needs and that if he doesn’t stay with
Madame Chen she will send him to a Special
School. Tristan recalls the incident as ‘that
truly dreadful night which gave birth to the
fearful notion of Special Needs’.

The term Special Needs comes from
officialdom, from necgotiations between
Governments, people with disabilitics, and
academics; it permeates Government policy
in both Australia and Britain. Was Carcy
casting stoncs at shibboleths? How famil-
iar was he with contentious debates about
disability? Extraordinarily so, it scems.






know my customers got there safe and
sound. I'm going to give you your cards and
a flashlight cach.’

Finally, she utters one of the corporate
world’s Amens: “Thank you for using Burro
Plasse’s tunnel’ (for there are other tunnels
in this compctitive world}, Tlaughed in that
deliciously uncontrolled way one docs at
the ridiculous. But this is also a deeply
scrious scene: here are corporate obses-
sions unmindful of human needs.

The dinner party in Bill Millefleur’s
high-scecurity flat in Saarlim is equally
revealing. What matters here? Not the
presence of the host, forhe ismostly absent,
not the conversation, for people lic on the
table. What matters arc the protocols for
accepting the invitation, for arriving, for
one’s appearance, and the opportunity to
negotiate a contract. Dinner, that poten-
tially most engaging concourse, has been
overtaken by a curious ctiquette; it has
dissolved into a scries of political
manceuvres and appearances; it has the
hollowness of a corporate boardroom.

The image of order is what prevails at
this dinner party until Tristan disrupts it,
but outside is disarray. There are beggars
and thicves on the streets of the fabled city,
and the airis fetid. Voorstand’s humanitar-
tan ideals about animals have become
enshrined in caricatures in the Sirkus. The
Bruder Mouse suitin which Tristan hidesis
hollow, but its status in Saarlim is supra-
human. And in this world which craves
order, conformity and security, violent
death awaits the Sirkus performers. The
corporate endeavour is revealed as futile,
hollow and dangcerous.

The third scence occurs in Peggy Kram’s
flat where she {a gucst at the carlier dinner
party) and ‘Bruder Mouse’ have spent some
days together in a curious kind of intimacy
given Tristan is cncased in his suit. An
officialinterlocutor arrives. Peggy, who has
never scen Tristan, despite their sexual
encounters, and whose imagination we can
only wondecr at, tries to maintain that her
lover really is Bruder Mouse. Tristan inter-
rupts with the words ‘“foreign corporations’.
Baarder, the interlocutor, pounces:

‘Entities,” ... says Baarder. 'We call them
entities in Voorstand’. He turned to Mrs
Kram. ‘Are you paying attention to this,
Peg? Only an Ootlander could call an
“entity” a corporation.’

Inaclimacticscene, the parody is almost
slapstick. ‘Incorrect words’ reveal the
truth—her sin of having an Outsider for a
lover—Dbut the notion of a mechanical, sur-
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real incarnation of a cartoon character as an
acceptablec—and real—lover is hilarious, as
is the obsession with the correct name fora
corporation. Here are corporate commit-
ments to hollow ideals and to procedures
without substance, a preoccupation with
language codes which are a substitute for
looking at lifc. And this latter crucial pub-
lic issue is a clue to Carcy’s intent.

There is a logic in thesc three images.
The carnival opposes the academy and the
corporate world. The academy and the
corporate world are no longer separate. Both
in Australia and Britain, the academy
embraces corporate culture. In disability,
asinother politics, academics in both coun-
tries, sometimes unthinkingly, have helped
their governments construct anew language
and new procedures for the public face of

sability. The result has been a sct of
policies which draw on a corporate theory
of how lifc works {a fallacy). So where do
the connections between these three images
take us?

The Unusual Life reveals that corporate
obsessions with correct words and proce-

ires are not the important things in life:
love, honcsty, and endurance arc what
matter. The language in The Unusual Life
is as scrious and intentionally provocative
as Orwell’s in Animial Farm. Carey has
nc¢ a backtlip. Where Orwell used the
language of cquality to expose its weak-
nesses and corruptibility, Carey flouts the
1990s version of publicly acceptable lan-
guage, beliefs and prohibitions surrounding
sability in order to ¢xpose the errors of a
world constructed in the corporate image.
The narrative reveals the logic and social
dangers of this enterprise: the Sirkus, where
performance is reified, is a metaphorical
reflection of the dangers of corporate culture;
and the journey Tristan undertakes is
to an anarchic world, the endpoint

of corporate logic.

Y WRITING THE CENTRAL CHARACTER a$
sabled, the broaderworldis starkly shown
as increasingly oppressive of those whom
Tristan, as archctype, represents. But as
archetype he also represents the increasing
scrutiny we arc all under (a theme in The
Tax Inspector). This world exacerbates ear-
lier oppressions of conformity, appearance,
image, and performance. In this revelation,
The Unusual Life is fundamentally non-
disabilist, but if rcad superficially, it can be
dismissed as offensive. Its complex narra-
tive contains arguments which occur both
in and outside the academy about how we
should understand and portray disability.
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The voice and experience of Tristan, in all
its conflicting humanness, is always
present, as are the words and actions of
those who, in life’s paradoxcs, sometimes
oppress and sometimes nurture him.
Listening to the voice of oppressed people,
once a policy priority, is no simple remedy.
Carey’s prefaces to Books 1 and 2 deride the
politics of vuice: the preface to Book 2
hegins with a verse which the tootnotes
describe as an’Efican folk song circa 301 EC
(Source: Doggerel and Jetsam: unheard
voices in the Voorstand Imperium,
Inchsmith Press, London}’.

The world of Efica and Voorstand is
complex and contradictory. So Felicity
dreams of revolutionary theatre but sleeps
with a corporate head, to whom she is
bound by ‘the shared belief that what you
said could matter, might change the course
of history itself’. This too, is the view of
their corporate counterparts in Voorstand,
Foucault and the CEO?

In using disability to expose corporate
oppressions, and in mocking the language
and principles which emanate from
government, the academy and people with
disabilities, The Unusual Life becomes a
book that offends what Frank Moorhouse
calls Official Culture. That officialdom
bothers Carcy was apparent in The Tax
Inspector. Perhapsitis the perception, rather
than ignorance, of these politics which
underlies the silence on the most subtle of
the political meanings which inhabit The
Unusual Life! And, as Moorhouse notes,
literary prizes go to books believed to be
officially acceptable; these books then
dominate public discussion.

Whatever the reason for the silence
surrounding The Unusual Life, it is
inexcusable, for this is a tract in the
Orwellian tradition, a passionate work
where imagination soars and invites the
reader to rethink the world.

The Unusual Life is thus an uncompro-
mising view of western culture, inits current
corporate form, and it implicates the
academy. Carey is «  no-one’s side. He
exposes the complexities of life. But he is
against simplistic solutions. The scences in
Saarlim City evoke the nightmares of 1984,

Vaclav Havel suggests the writer’s task
is to warn. In The Unusual Life of Tristan
Smith, Carey has donc just this.

Gillian Fulcher is a Melbourne critic and
freclance editor, and member of the Inde-
pendent Scholars Association of Australia.















matcrial. And we see Ginger Spice (the one
with long hair and thick lips] changing
wardrobes with the other Spice Girls (the
ones with long hair and thick lips), so they
can dress up as cach other.

And we sec many other things so banal,
pointless and self-scrving that once is
tempted to question the remarks of one of
the girls that they wanted to ‘mark a change
in British movies of the past’. It just goces to
show that you can fool some of the people
some of the time, but you can fool yourself
around the clock.

—Michael McGirr SJ

Dilly dalai

Seven Years in Tibet, dir. Jean-Jacques
Annaud (independent cmemas). This is a
disappointing ‘man finding his soul” film
about a journcy through the Himalayas to
Lhasa, the home of the Dalai Lama. The
film promiscs an insight into a rarcly
glimpsed culture; unfortunately the Tibetan
angle 1s the latest picce of bandwagon
morality from Hollywood.

Brad Pitt is Hcinrich Harrer, an
cgotistical Austrian who sets out to conquer
Nanga Parbat mountain. His party fails in
itsattempt, and, viaa POW camp, he makes
his way to Tibet with Peter Aufschnaiter
(David Thewlis). The film finally gains its
focus —when they rcach Tibet—in the
relationship between Harrer and the young
Dalai Lama, echoing the bond from The
Last Emperor.

Seven Years setsout toaccomplish much
more than it achieves, desperately trying to
become an ‘important motion picture of
our times’. Harrer’s transformation is
supposed to be uplifting, but instead it is
filled with clichés and throwaway
symbolism. The Chinese—~Tibetan conflictis
shown with minimal passion: despite his
“transformation’, Harrer cares only for himself
as his adopted country loses its freedom.

The characters never develop past their
introductory outlines, notwithstanding a
running time of over two hours. The many
plot lines that the movie starts to follow
add no depth to the characters, making
empathy difficult.

Great amounts of money have been spent
in order to recreate Tibet in the foothills of
the Andes. The landscape is beautifully
photographed, but a weak script and
unusually lacklustre performance by Pitt
fail to ignite interest in the story.

—Thomas Mann

Lese-majesté

Her Majesty Mrs Brown, dir. John Madden
(independent cinemas). This is no grand
romance revealed. The 19th century
censors, political and familial, have made
surc of that by culling any suggestion of the
indiscretions of passion {save conjugal ones)
from the account of the connection between
Queen Victoria, and her Highland ghillic,
John Brown. {Good of a Scots commoner to
have such a proper common name.) And
wisely, director and scriptwriter {Jeremy
Brock), have not indulged themsclves by
e¢mbroidering the stark historical record.
They make absence, notexcess, the dynamic
of the film.

Madden is good at puritan repression
{remember his Ethan Frome) and in Mrs
Brown his undcrstanding of the obdurate
machinery of imperial British rule is both
delicate and informed. This is as much a
film ahout psychological colonisation as it
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is about affection: all threc central
characters, Victoria (Judi Dench), her
servant Brown (Billy Connolly} and her
Prime Minister Disreli {Antony Sher), are
constrained by power even as they exercise it.

The performances are glittering.
Connolly is the biggest surprise—his Brown
isacanny balance of pride and vulnerability,
and his jagged physicality makes Holly-
wood muscle look like a rubber cushion.
Judi Dench’s Victoria is both intransigent
and feminine, quite equal—even addicted—
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to the gavottes of deference that go on
around her, yeteredible as she lays the table
in a highland cottage and takes a loving
dram with Brown and his kin. Perhaps too
credible. Dench’s Victoria, in love with a
servant who calls her ‘'woman’, yanks her
stirrups as he will, and tells her no lies but
the last one—that he wants her to resume
her royal duties—is a little too twentieth
century, too post-Freudian-verbal in the
context of a film that works mostly in the
rhythms of protocol—by indircction,
gesture and the cobra flick of irony.
Butitis Antony Sher whois the pivot of
the tilm. His Disracli is a masterly conjur-
ing act—craft in cvery glance and tonal
modulation. Even the padding that points
his chin is apt. It is painful to watch him,
the powerful outsider Jew, wildly out of
place on a drenched Scots mountain, go to
work on the loyalties and intelligence of
the powerful dispossessd Scot. They almost
understand one another. But it is Disraeli,
or Disracli’s England, that wins.
—Morag Fraser
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