











Mary Watson’s story can’t be neatly packaged.

In Cooktown she met and married Captain R.F.
Watson, who made his living fishing for sea slugs (little
wonder their French name, béche de mer, is retained).
With their Chinese servants, they moved to Lizard Island
and built there. Tt is not casy to recover intention or
causc. The Aboriginal attack which followed was met
with white retribution from the mainland.

These are the bare shards. Mary’s diaries, with their
bricf reference to ‘the natives’, don’t detail the reasons
for the attack, or indeed anything about the natives
except that they are ‘the other’. Nor do they reveal much
about the nature of the relationship between English
mistress and Chinese servants in the fish business 100
years ago. Ah Sam escaped from Lizard Island with Mary,
in the béche de mer pot they used for boiling the sca
creatures. Her other manscervant, Ah Leong, was killed a

quarter mile from the Watson’s cottage, according to her
diary (... Ah Sam found his hat, which is the only proof}.

Oldfield has taken potent emblems and built them
into a visual narrative that traverses the territory of
paradox we have to contend with still. His béche de mer
pot has the weird resonance of Sidney Nolan’s mask for
Ned Kelly. Mctal in landscape. Chinese hats in lizard
country. Salt water and dcath by thirst.

Australia.

—DMorag Fraser

Escape Artists: Modernists in the Tropics can be seen at the
Cairns Regional Gallerv until 30 August: then in
Rockhampton City Art Gallery, late September-October;
Brisbane City Guallery in November; Mosman Regional
Gallery, NSW. in Januarv-February 1999; Ballarat Fine Art
Gallery, VIC, in March-Mav 1999, and the Pere Tucker
Regional Gallery, Townsville, in May—Junc 1999.
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The Washington machine

OF COURSE THE ALLIANCE with the United States

isontrack,’ Ambassador Andrew Peacock wryly remarked
as he stood on the steps of the Sydney Opera House.

In town for the annual Australia-US Ministerial
talkfest, the thin, well-dressed Peacock looked dignified
and knowledgeable, and even smiled a little after
Madcleine Albright’s rather limp speech to an audience
of Sydney’s well-heeled.

As the US secret service whisked away the Secretary
of State—a sort of restrained female Henry Kissinger—
Peacock absorbed the cool atmosphere of the Harbour, so
very different from the frenetic rush of Washington DC.

No longer the pained and faintly absurd would-be
Liberal Prime Minister, Peacock seems to have found his
métier as Australia’s top man in Washington, as the
socially prominent Scotch College boy made good at the
centre of world power.

And quite understandably so: for Peacock’s role as the
defender of our faith in the American alliance is not a
difficult one. Indeed, quite the opposite. The only serious
arguments made against the alliance during the AUSMIN
talks were by disgruntled Americans writing in the
opinion pages of Australian newspapers.

Concemed about the money spent on keeping US
forces in Asia, their basic point was that a forward
presence in Asia was unnecessary; and that nations like
Australia can pay their own way, with the US acting as
a distant balancer in the region.

During AUSMIN, therc was a sullen dispute over US
wheataid toIndonesia, but no Australian stepped forward
with a strategic argument against the alliance, only the
inevitable tactical demands for trade concessions.

Why, after the Cold War, does Australia still back the
US? And, more importantly, why does the US seem to
need Australia even more?

A clue to the American side is to be found in the
cosmopolitan German journalist Joscf Joffe, who also works
at Harvard University’s Olin Institute of Strategic Studies.
Joffe argues that as the only supcerpower, the US can
maintainits global clout by choosingbetween two strategies.

At the price of greater instability, it can adopt the
British Empire’s method of controlling powerful nations
through balancc-of-power tactics. Orit can follow German
Chancellor Otto von Bismarck who, when faced with
encirclement in a hostile Europe last century, divided
his enemices by making them dependent on German
succour.

In Bismarck’s scheme, all European countries except
France were tied to Germany as spokes to a hub. The aim
was to make their relations with Germany more
important than theirrelations with cach other. By dividing
potential enemies with favours, this minimised the
chance of hostile coalitions forming.

Australia is a spoke in the hub of American power, as
arc most Asian nations, including Japan and down the
track a bit possibly even China. Our relations with the
US are more important than any other, so that we would
be very unlikely to join a future coalition of powers to
undermine US predominance.

And as the AUSMIN talks revealed, our defence
establishment receives favours from the US to stay in
touch with the computer-based Revolution in Military
Affairs, as well as ongoing intelligence data.

If the attention lavished on Peacock by American
journalists is a measurc of anything, life in Washington
is sweet for the last Liberal of John Howard's generation
with anything like charisma.

Lincoln Wright is the cconomics correspondent at Federal
Parliament for the Canberra Times.
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Howard’s fundamental test

Ir BIG BUSINESSES ARE CHEERING, 1t's no good for me.” With these
words a Canberra cabbie dismissed the Government's just-released
tax plan. Apart from anything clse, his response reveals the tribal
nature of tax debates. The Howard Government {any government
for that matter) needs to appeal to the community’s sense of fair
play if it wants its tax measures accepted. It must substantiate its
claims that the plan is fair and will promote the national interest.

Early analysis indicates it will be an uphill battle.

Public opinion polling has consistently registered massive com-
munity suspicion, if not rejection, of a goods and services tax. Even
though the Prime Minister has called for sober  alysis of his
package, polls conducted days after the relecase reveal that
Australians remain suspicious, if not cynical, of the tax benefits.

The Government, cconomic purists, and the ‘GST industry’
implore the community to recognise the cefficiency gains,
cmployment incentives, savings mcechanisms and safcty nets
contained in the package. But a reform program of this magnitude
must not cscape the fundamental test of fairness. It must offer more
than reduced costs for big business. Also, a package predicated on
dispensing charity will fail. It is totally unsatisfactory to rely
on handouts to the poor when in fact they are owed a fairer share
of the cake in the first place.

Naturally, citizens will want to sce their standard of living
improve. They will also welcome relict from some - ¢s. However,
those with a capacity to pay should do so. The fairess of the tax
package rests on this principle.

As is the way with complex issues, the devil is in the detail.
Oddly, the 200-page package lacks important information.
Assumptions about the growth rates for the cconomy, the cost of
living estimates and the differential price impacts invite rigorous
scrutiny. The extent of ‘GST free’ conceessions to health, aged care
and social services is uncertain. The distributional impacts on the
lifestyles and circumstances for low-income people, the clderly,
the disabled and the long-term unemployed are debatable. In other
words, the gap between the poor and cven the average in the
community threatens to widen if these proposals are implcmcntcd.

On the jobs front, the scenario is patchy.

Incentives for work in and outside the home have \\{g
improved. Other tax changes threaten foreign \ &5/
investment in Australianjobs. Domestic industry’s \<\,\e
costs have been reduced in the hope that new jobs
will flow rather than businesses pocketing the
windfall gains.

But will the wealth distributionin the commnity .
shift tor the better? Certainly there are person :ax /
breaks: high-income singles, for cxample, outstrip
low-income people by an astounding $60 per week.
High-income families receive almost double the
weekly benctit of middle-income houscholds and
four times that of low-income familics.

The regressive tax-mix shift from income to
consumption was always going to be precarious. It
scems that the Government has relied more on the
shift than they previously indicated. Estimates show
that consumption taxes will fund the approximately —

-
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Q/,_—/_,f p charges will not be not introduced. There is a
distinct risk that the standard of living for the less

$13 billion income tax cuts to the tunc of $4.8 billion. The budget
surplus will deliver $7.2 billion a year to fund the remainder.

Regressive state taxes go only if the community accepts the GST.
The Government’s efforts on closing income tax loopholes appear
timid. The essentials of life, including food and clothing, arc taxed.
Allowances and benefits arc raised, yet at rates not commensurate
with c¢stimated price  ses. Treasury figures anticipate food price
riscs of 5 per cent across the board. Other reputable analysis places
the rise at 7.2 per cent. Low-income people and the elderly, even
with 4 per cent increascs in benefits, will understandably be wary.

This is the nub of the problem. Economic models vary in their
assumptions, calculations and projections. The Government has
applicd a 1.9 per cent cost-of-living increase across the entire
community. Yet low-income people, the disabled and pensioncers
regularly purchasc different combinations of goods and services to
mect their daily needs. Their cost-of-living expenses could casily
inflate beyond Government expectations.

This sounds the biggest alarm bell for the package. Since the
Governiment has opted for handouts to the less well-off rather than
aggressively amending the income tax system, will the money be
availablc tocompensate middle and low-income people into the future?

Many cconomic commentators have alrcady raised concerns
over the optimistic ecconomic growth forecasts. The package contains
no adjustment for any downturn in growth due to the Asian
recession. If the Government continues to raid the budget surplus
and the economy slows, there will be few alternatives other than to
rely even further on consumption revenue, including taxes on life's
essentials, to keep well-off Australians comfortable.

Probably the most dubious assumption is that low-income
people will be protected by political management. The size of tax
cuts and maintenance of the safety net is often beyond governments.
It’s recognised that the present budget surplus was delivered through
massive cuts to public expenditure in health, aged care, disability,
employment and youth scrvices. These werce oftset with regressive
and harsh ‘user pays’ programs. History can repeat itself.

If the ecconomy contracts and growth slows, pressure groups will
want concessions. We know from past political
decisions how casily once-discarded tariffs can

. recappear, and how rcadily business and middle-
class welfarce can be delivered. The tax package has

\ already delivered a $5 billion windfall to the private
health insurance industry—this in the abscnce of

any mcans test or obligation on the part of at least
the well-off to use their insurance. Any more of this
and there’s no guarantee that social scrvice
expenditures will be maintained or more uscr

wcll—()ff will deterioratc.

Maybe the
dismissivc of the plan. Or perhaps he’
too many politicians!

Canberra cabbic was unfair to be so
s spoken o

Francis Sullivan is Exccutive Director of the

A1 lian Catholic  :alth Care Association.
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Jack Waterford

ONNOISSEURS of irony will find two
especially delicious things about the
embarrassment in which Ian Callinan,

once the hope of the side, now finds himself. The unethical conduct
of which he stands accused—and by a Federal Court judge at that—
is something of which many lawyers are suspected but in which it
is almost impossible to be found out.

When Mr Callinan was a barrister, he was, according to Justice
Goldberg of the Federal Court, at the least a witting conniver,
possibly even the architect, of a strategy in which a rich man (who
knew he was in the wrong and who knew he did not have a leg to
stand on) decided to use the processes of the court to buy time,
perhaps to force from the other party a compromise. In other words,
less than that to which he was entitled.

A statement of claim was prepared asserting facts which lawyers
for the client had no reason to belicve to be true. A series of
complicating and delaying strategies were devised and carried out.
At various stages, the man frankly proclaimed by the politicians
who chose him for the High Court as one likely to bring true
conservative approaches and standards back to the court, wrote
letters showing that he knew what was going on.

So what! some of his defenders, including the editor of the
Australian in a cogent editorial, have asked. We know that lawyers
do this all the time. Yes, but they do not often get caught at it. The
reason why they don’t is that what passes between lawyer and
client is privileged, and cannot be disclosed except with the client’s
consent.

The problem for Justice Callinan, and the solicitors who
instructed him, is that the rich man ultimately went bankrupt,
leaving the other person (and others) to whistle for his money
properly due to him. The irony was that the creditor went to the
receiverin bankruptcy and offered him $1500forall of the documents
associated with the litigation. It was now the receiver’s property
and privilege, and he sold.

It was a profitable investment. The creditor now has ajudgment
(albeit one under appeal) against the solicitors for abuse of the
processes of the court, and there was no more damning evidence
against them than the advices emanating from Ian Callinan.

There is a second irony. During the 1980s, Ian Callinan
prosecuted Lionel Murphy, and did so with great skill and
professionalism. But he did one unusual thing during the trial
which caused considerable comment.

Lionel Murphy produced a number of character witnesses to tell
the jury that he was a splendid chap with a wonderful record.
Character evidence is of little probative value and is usually
allowed to go by without being cross-examined. But one of the
character witnesses was Justice Michael Kirby, then a justice of the
Industrial Court. Callinan set out to discredit him with some
offensive questions suggesting, in cffcct, that the man owed his
judicial appointment and his fame to patronage from Lionel Murphy
when Murphy was in government. Implicitly, the jury was being
told, he would say such nice things about the man who had given
him undeserved jobs.

Leave entirely aside any delicious but highly unworthy
speculation about what Justice Kirby, now also on the High Court,
might feel in the unfortunate event that the conduct of Mr Callinan
arose there. The real irony is that it might be by just the same

. Bad precedents

implicit standards that [an Callinan is judged in other forums: even,
possibly, the bar of Parliament.

Does the case of Ian Callinan matter very much against the
background of tax breaks, election euphoria, One Nation and sales
of Telstra? It might, if only as yet another issue of standards, public
duty and leadership.

If John Howard has his way, an election will be fought about
government fiscal rectitude, about claims that not only is the
economy humming because of his good management but that it
will act as a magic pudding providing more scrvices at lower cost,
and, of course, about tax breaks for everyone.

Kim Beazley, by contrast, would like the election to be fought
about jobs, Labor’s own version of tax cuts, and general issues of the
Government’s credibility. He has ample material based on the Gov-
ernment’s record with which to attack it, but that attack will inevita-
bly be blunted by his party’s own record of corruption of power.

Tax cuts, even with goods and services taxes, might be attractive
enough in a mere auction for votes. But there are ample signs that
the electorate would rather be wooed by some vision of the nation,
even perhaps by some notion of common sacrifice rather than
booty, if the end seemed worthwhile. And if, of course, the politicians
could be trusted to deliver it. The problem is that politicians on
both sides are in such odour that neither party is much trusted or
thought to inspire. Voting for Paulinc Hanson at least delivers a
loud raspberry to politicians who do little to inspire any sensc of
community, who hardly ever evoke notions of the common good,
who use the public administration and public purse for partisan or
personal purposes, and who have been engaged, with bipartisan
zeal, in stripping the public sector of whatever declining capacity
it has to protect any popular sovercignty. That she is devoid of
answers—and very nasty in focusing her politics of blame on
Aborigines, migrants and other vulnerable sectors of the
community—many of her supporters will recognise, possibly more

quickly than her detractors will recognise that mainstream

O politics does not have answers that satisfy either.

NE MIGHT BE CYNICAL about Malcolm Fraser and Bob Hawke’s
records as Prime Ministers, but they were the last in long lines of
politicians who recognised that a government’s reputation for
integrity was critical for survival. Paul Keating’s tribal loyalties
undermined his capacity togovernassurely ashishabit of shortcutting
political processes by making deals with interest groups.

John Howard, in opposition, talked an old language of
fundamental decencies, but in government has never seemed as
unconvincing as when he has had to defend his inaction on clear
breaches of standards. On this, the prima facie case against lan
Callinanis at least as clear as travel rorting, incapacity to understand
notions of conflict of interest, and the use of the public service as
if it were held on freehold rather than leasehold.

Normally, in an election period, the cautious voter would be
wondering which party is most likely to live up to its rhetoric.
Perhaps even asking what rhetoric most inspires the head or the
heart. This time around, I'd just be happy with rhetoric, if only as
proof that someone, somewhere, has standards they are bound to
fail to reach. ]

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times.
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Rainbow worriers

From Michael B. Kellv, spokesperson
for the Rainbow Sash movement.

A picture, they say, is worth a
thousand words. On Pentccost Sunday
the Church was offered a startling
image. That day the Archbishop of
Meclbourne publicly refused commun-
ion to 50 people who were wearing
brilliant rainbow-coloured sashes. Old
and young, gay and straight, celibate
and sexually active—all were refused.
The Archbishop then formally
rchuked them, and the congregation
applauded. This vivid image continues
to disturb hearts and minds both inside
and outside the Church.

Daniel Madigan, in his article,
‘Telling 1t straight’, (Furcka Street,
July/August 1998) is clearly disturbed
by it all. Like many liberal Catholics
he shows considerable sympathy for
gay and lesbian Catholics facing dis-
crimination, and yet—well, this is the
‘family dinner table’. You don’t arrive
‘spoiling’ for an ‘argument’. This is not
the time ‘to turn up, fight with your
parents and dare them not to feed you'.
Many people have echoed these senti-
ments: ‘We support what you're trying
to do, but we don’e like vour methods.”
Well, what about our methods?

The ‘methods’ the Rainbow Sash
Movement usces are simple, dignified,
reverent and clear. We attend Mass.
During the opening hymn we put on
our rainbow sashes, which proclaim
that “we are gay and lesbhian people
who embrace and  ccelebrate  our
sexuality as a Sacred Gift”. We then take
part in the liturgy like everyone clsc.
At communion we go up and quictly,
but resolutely, claim our place at the
‘tamily dinner table’. We are refused
communion. We return to our places
and stand silently. Family members
and friends wear the sashes with us,
becoming ‘leshian and gay for a day’,
enduring our rejection for the sake of
love and justice. (If Madigan wants to
deepen his family/church analogy
I suggest he look no further.] People
who are not Catholics wear the sash
and stand silently with us. After Mass
we talk honestly about what has hap-
pened and about our call to the Church.
That's it. These are our ‘methods’.

Archbishop Pcll  calls such
methods an ‘inappropriate ideological
demonstration’; Cardinal Clancy says
they are ‘futile’; Danicl Madigan
suggests they will ‘set back the cause
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of gay people in the Church’. We
disagree.

The Catholic Church is not a
discussion group, a theological
academy or a debating society. It is a
Church, and its lifeblood is the
Eucharist. All that we arc and all that
we do finds its ‘source and summit’ in
this sacred meal. ‘"The Church makes
the Eucharist; the Fucharist makes the
Churcly’, as the carly Christians put it.
To ‘re-make’ this meal is to ‘re-make’
the Church, which is why the bishops
guard their control of it, why women
arce marginalised at it, why openly gay
people are refused a share in it.

Yer this meal is meant to express
the depths of who we are as a Gospel
community of love and justice. The
Eucharist, then, must be accountable
to love and justice. It must be
answerable to the Gospel. The very
idea of an unjust or oppressive
Eucharist is a betrayal of everything
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Christ stood for. We have lived with
just such a betrayal for far too long.

It is true that the Eucharist
‘celebrates the unity that underlies our
diversity’, as Madioan says. However,
at this table we cel  -ate heterosexual
marriages, wedding anniversaries,
religious  professions,  priestly
ordinations, the legal profession, the
racing fraternity, cthnic culturcs and
football teams. Everyone dresses up
and celebrates! Yet gay people must
not wear rainbows. No symbols,
praycrs or processions for us, We must
be anonymous, lest we disturb the
‘unity’. The silence and invisibility
demanded of us at the Eucharist
reflect, deepen and perpetuate the
discrimination we face in the rest of
Church life. This is the place where
we must malke our call for justice. This
is the heart of the Church, a heart that
needs radical conversion.

Well then, arc our methods ‘futile’?
Firstly, no action on behalf of love and
justice is ever futile. Scecondly, as
Madigan points out, ‘Church moral
teachings do in fact change’. Central
to this process of change is the
challenge and lived experience of those
the Church refuses to hear. These
people must speak. In our ‘Pentecost
letrer” we call on the Church to
‘honour our wisdom and experience’,
to seek with us a ‘new appreciation of
human sexuality in all of its diversity
and beauty’ and to work towards an
Ecumenical Council with this focus.
However, there are no public forums,
no ‘structures of listening’ in our
increasingly authoritarian Church.
How are we to be heard? Within two
weeks our movement had engaged six
Archbishops, made headlines around
the nation and provoked intense
discussions in the media, in homes,
schools and parishes. Bishop Power in
Canberra has ¢ven begun to explore
open dialogue with gay people in his
diocese. Our methods are not futile.
The furore they have caused suggests,
rather, that we have indeed touched
the very heart of the matter.

Furores, of course, can also cause
damage. Have we ‘set back the cause
of gay pcople in the Church’? A
woman outside St Patrick’s thought
so. My sister, a heterosexual mother
of six, was still wearing her sash when
she heard an exclamation behind her:
‘Whatever sympathy [ had for gay
people is gone now!” My sister snapped
back, ‘This isn’t about sympathy, it’s
about justice!” Preciscly. Polite
discussions in closed rooms have their









It would be a mistake for the Catholic
bishops to equate Ahoriginal social justice and
welfare with an Aboriginal political agenda.
Whilst it may be politically expedient to do
s0, it is factually incorrect and not conducive
to the best interests of all Aboriginal people.
Nevertheless, that is what has happened.
Thosc people who have successfully used the
Catholic social justice organisations to
advance the Aboriginal political cause have
acted beyond their authority. They have taken
the Catholic bishops down an inappropriate
and divisivc path. The only proper course of
action is for the Catholic bishops officially to
disassociate themselves from
Aboriginal politics and to
make it clear that Fr Brennan
doces not speak on behalf of the
Catholic Church.

Brenden T. Walters
Kensington, NSW

More than
symbols

From Greg Mansell

Andrew Hamilton writes in
his article “The Clash of Sym-
bols’ |Eureka Street, June 1998)
that ‘symbols are the lifeblood
of churches’. What an extra-
ordinary statement! If T was
thirsty would you give me
water or a picture of a cup?
Unfortunately the secret is
out—the church, at least
according to Andrew, would
opt for the picture!

Now this may all sound
tacile, but of course it isn’t.
The Catholic Church rightly
discerns that there are non-
negotiable stands that it must take on matters
of faith. It is therefore quite right to be
concerned that those who share together with
them in communion are indeed of the same
faith, onc body. The real problem however is
not whether they are collectively one body,
but whether they are one body in communion
with Christ.

Christendom has been splintered asunder
and it would be folly, an act of madness, to
declare that this fractured, divided, rebellious
house was indeed Christ’s body. If the Second
Vatican Council is rightly quoted as saying
that what Christians have in common is their
baptism and their following of Christ, then it
must be asked was the Council right in saying
this? 1 am sure you will find in scripture that
we were all baptised into one body. If this is
indeed so, and if we are all following Christ
as the Council states, then where is there
division? Aren’t we united? Why aren’t we
all sharing communion?

The answer is of course obvious and
unpalatably so. For if in fact all who say they
arc following Christ are not necessarily fol-
lowing Him, then the question must be asked,
who is? And who would want to raise that
question totally, frankly, honestly with them-
selves before God, let alone in the midst of
an ccumenical assembly?

The unfortunate reality is that it all has
become merely symbel. One man is born a
Catholic so he is a Catholic, another man is
born a Protestant so he is a Protestant. Is the
Catholic more righteous than the non-
Catholic or vice versa? We can all point the
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finger, but arc any of us closer to God? For
surcly this is the only point of faith.

The questions raised concerning Kennett
and Clinton pale into insignificance compared
with the weight of the questions our divisions
raise.

When Jesus said ‘unless you cat of my
body and drink of my blood you have no life
in yourself’, did He really mean it, or was He
merely speaking symbolically?

Greg Mansell
CGolden Valley, TAS

Lives at risk

From Gavan Breen

Is it possible for a top politician to save his
{or her) soul? How, for example, can a person
maintain Christian or other religious
principles while being a leading part of a
government that condones genocide?
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How, as a more specific example, can a
member of a government that recogniscs Tibet
as part of China enjoy a clear conscience, know-
ing that Chincse rule will cventually result
in the destruction of the Tibetans as a people
and the total sinicisation of their country?
{A process that is being carried out with great
brutality, as our politicians well know.}

Think, as another cxample, of the
situation of the Kurds. Any government that
recognises, without qualification, the govern-
ments of Iran, Iraq and Turkey, and so
implicitly recognises their national bounda-
ries, is conniving at a situation in which the
Kurds have no country of their
own, and arc condemnced to
remain oppressed and rebel-
lious minorities in countrics
which do not have respect for
the rights of minoritics. As a
resule, there is no prospect of
peacc in that region; there
scem to be only two ways in
which it could be achicved:
wholesale killing of Kurds so
as either to eliminate them
altogether or reduce them to a
totally crushed minority {and
could you call a state achicved
that way ‘peace’?} or redrawing
of national boundaries to give
them unity and autonomy.
The latter is probably cven
more unthinkable in our world
of greed and rivalry then the
former.

Maybe some Christian
politician could explain to mc
how their consciences cope
with such facts.

Talking about national
boundarics, 1 wonder how
national lcaders feel about
theirs being in so many cascs creations of
Western colonialism. What could be a more
obvious, arbitrary and artificial imposition of
colonialism than the line that divides the
island of New Guinea into two halves? Do
leaders like Suharto always just accept them,
I wondecr, or do they sometimes think about
the implication: if the boundaries imposed by
Western colonialism are sacrosanct does it not
follow that Western colonialism must have
been right and proper? (1 guess they are
sacrosanct only when the alternative is
drawing back from them, not when the
possibility is of expanding beyond them.)

Finally, to bring a hotch-potch of a letter
to a close, T will ask for comments on my
definition of an international diplomat: a per-
son who would let a million lives be put at
risk rather than openly doubt the word of a
leader of a’fricndly country’ {or trading partner).

Gavan Breen
Alice Springs, NT
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Hun Sen’s score

S/\TURDAY, 1 Aucust was the most demo-
cratic day that Cambodia had experienced
in a year by most observers’ reckoning.
Over 90 per cent of eligible voters cast their
ballots in the overdue elections, under the
eyes of 500 obscrvers from 35 countries.
Despite claims of clectoral fraud by
Funcinpec and the Sam Rainsy party, the
United Nations has accepted that the
elections were generally free and fair. Yet
questions are still beingasked. Soare people
dubious simply because in their view the
wrong person won or because the election
was undermined long before the tfirst
Saturday in August?

Hun Scn’s Cambodian People’s Party
(CPP] was out-polled by the combined vote
for Prince Ranarridh’s Funcinpec and the
Sam Rainsy party. But with only 41 percent
of the vote nationwide, CPP looks to have
secured 64 of the 122 seats. A change in the
seat allocation formula in June favoured
them greatly. The performance of the
opposition groups was remarkable,
considering their restricted access to radio
and television during the campaign, and
the tact that the National Election Com-
mittee supervising the poll is stacked with
Hun Sen cronies. There has also been vio-
lence and intimidation visited upon oppo-
sition figures since last year’s coup,
cvidenced by the scores of people who came
to Phnom Penh for protection immediately
following the clection,

The proposition that a culture of fear in
the provinees influenced the resultis a hard
one todismiss. Hun Sen has an aroma about
him that has offended the Cambodian nosc
since his time as Vietnam's puppet ruler.
Yet by claiming the rural vote he managed
to reverse the 71 per cent vote against him
registered in Phnom Penh.

Two months after last year’s coup, the
officc of the United Nations High Commis-
sioner for Human Rights released a report
detailing the extra-judicial killings of
opposition figures. Despite repeated
assurances that the killings would be
investigated, Hun Sen has yet to launch an
inquiry into the allegations of murder and
harassment.

The CPP, since it seized control of
government, hasbeen selective about where
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and how it distributed government monies
and projects. Accusations of vote-buying
have accompanied the building of schools
and hospitals, and, in one case, even the
distribution to villagers of bags full of
monosodium glutamate. To be fair, if all
governments were restrained from pork-
barrelling, cvery democracy on the face of
the earth would be without its current
administration. But then it’s unlikely that
many of them would demand the return of
water pumps from people who voted against
them, as is rumourced to be the case in some
Cambodian villages.

The lack of hard evidence of abusces in
Cambodia’s outer provinees in the lead-up
to lastmonth’s clections isindicative of the

.
{ )>
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institutional weakness of Cambodia’s
fledgling democracy under which principles
of justice are compromised by power
structures that border on the feudal.
Cambodians arc uscd to doing what they
arce told. This has allowed Hun Sen to win
an election despite his unpopularity, and
permitted an international community tired
of trying to fix Cambodia’s problems to
ignore the question marks and legitimise
the result.

There 1s a view that any result was a
good result in Cambodia if it provided the
stability nceded for the delivery of much-
needed aid to the people. This certainly
seems to have played a part in the thinking
of Australia’s former ambassador to
Cambodia, Tony Kevin., He led a team of
independent volunteer observers of the
Cambodian clection (VOCE] . The purpose
of the trip was made clear prior to going
with a communiqu¢ that outlined the
priorities. One of the primary goals of the
mission was to ‘cncourage international
1 lic oy to c
appropriate credibility’.
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Onc wonders how widespread this
attitude might have been among other
observers there. JIOG, the main election
observation body, compriscd of government
representatives from around the world, gave
its cautious seal of approval two days after
the election—that is, before the National
Election Committce was prepared to
indicate which way the count was going.
The Amecerican representatives, observing
independently of TIOG, stated on the eve of
the election that the
fundamentally flawed. Yet by the following
Tuesday they had experienced a change of
heart and declared the election to be
basically fair. As the opposition’s chicf
concern was with the propricty of the count,
this raises scrious doubts over the result.
After the event, there scemed to be few
people (former Treasurer Ralph Willis being
an exception) prepared to include more than
the events of polling day in their analysis of
the clection process.

It is hard not to have sympathy with the
view, expressed by Tony Kevin and others,
that we do the best we can, as an
international community, to establish free
and open government but aid must resume
before Cambodia gets any worsce. The
ascription of the ‘frec and fair’ label by JIOG
came with this endin mind. It will also help
smooth the way for Cambodia’s entry into
ASEAN. However, with the administra-
tion that will emerge—which CPDP will
control despite failing to securc a two thirds
majority—there is no ironclad guarantce
that the dollars will help.

But morc importantly, this clection was
a missed opportunity to let Cambodians
feel that, after decades of warand oppression,
they had some control over their collective
destiny through peaceful means. It is not so
much that the opportunity was misscd on
polling day but that it was not there for the
takingin the first place. Perhaps the defining
moment in the lead-up to the clection was
the visit by Mary Robinson, the UN’s High
Commissioner for Human Rights, in late
January. Hun Sen put her on the back toot
immediately by attacking Cambodia’s
UN human rights representative, Thomas
Hammarberg, for bias and untruthful
reporting. Instead of repeating demands that
Hun Sen launch his promised inquiry into
the extra-judicial killings, Robinson had to
s; ly her entire trip defer © 1 the
UN's reputation.

proccess was



Whether through Hun Sen’s political
acumen, or lack of sufficient international
will, Cambodia has been let down. The
power grab of last July has been laundered
in last month’s election.

—Jon Greenaway

Coburg college

E\DE[) LETTERING identifies the pub nearest
to Pentridge as Brown’s Hotel. These days,
this brick pile in Melbourne’s northern
suburbsis more cheerily styled Summerworld.
On an afternoon of hail, slcet, grim grey
scudding clouds, a temperature in single
figures andfallen leaves slippery under foot,
the pub’s name is choicely incongruous.
After a two-hour tour of one of Australia’s
most renowned prison sites, we repair to
the warmth of the Summerworld, for an
Abbot’s Stout from the oldest barman still
pouring grog in the city.

For a short scason all who wished could
sce ‘Pentridge Prison Unlocked’. Many
children were brought along by their parents
or guardians. Perhaps they were visiting in
the same spirit as they would the Old
Mclbourne Gaol. But while ‘D’ Division is
still replete with the horrors of 19th-century
penology—heavy wooden doors, narrow
cells, cold stone—the maximum security
wing called Jika Jika (which opened as
recently as 1980) lacks the patina of time
past to obscurc orsentimentalisc its horrors.

Betore reaching Jika Jika, tourists go
through the arcain which prisoners received
their official visits. There are minatory
notices concerning the sharing of needles,
and the exchange of contraband. Once
granted the privilege of visits, prisoners had
to don green sccurity overalls which were
without pockets, and were scaled at the
neck. The sartorial precautions didn’t
impede drug traffic.

From the visitors’ area onc moved to the
recreation yards. This is a desolate space.
The green baize of the upended pool table
was slashed long ago. A garden scat lies in
the empty swimming pool. The wind howls
through the broken windows of the main
recreation block. This is a world of signs, to
be vigilantly interpreted. Some interdict
rebellion. Others subvert authority. No
Rough Play is permitted by the pool, as if it
were in any Australian suburb. At Coburg,
though, Nudity Will Not Be Tolerated At
Any Time. There is, of course, No Smoking,
Eating or Drinking in the Library. Neither
ar¢ there any books, in the alcove now
labelled Kev’s Bottle Shop. On one wall of

this building a wag has pinned anillustrated
page by a physiotherapist about remedial
excercises for the sportsman or sportswoman.
It is mordantly titled ‘Doing a Stretch’.

The signs in Jika Jika, to which the
white painted pathway next leads one, are
altogether grimmer, because more boldly
jesting. In this ‘electronic zoo’, with its
‘aviary-like yards’ [the guidebook’s apt
description), five prisoncrs died of
asphyxiation in 1987 becausc of a fire that
they had lit themselves in protest against
the conditions in Jika Jika. Illuminated by
flickering fluorescent tubes, the cell blocks
fan out like the spokes of a wheel. Each cell
has a double bunk. Some stained and torn
mattresses have been lctt, as if for
verisimilitude, together with runners,
television sets and innocuous magazines.
Some of the cells sport stickers that read
variously: Welcome to Our Smokefrec
Home/Club/Car.

In a large open areca of Jika Jika, onc
gazes through glass at confiscated items:
sharpened toothbrushes, combs and plastic
rulers refashioned as weapons; tattoo
machines; rescwn tennis balls that had been
thrown over the prison walls with drugs
inside them. Facing Contraband, at the other
end of the room, is an exhibit of warders’
cquipment: clubs, birches, handcuffs, guns,
spiked col 5. Nearby are the remnants of
a library where some books have been
preserved: Social Service Made Simple,
Watergate veteran Charles Colson’s Born
Aguain, Scicentologist L. Ron Hubbard’s
Dianetics, Tess of the D'Urbervilles by
Thomas Hardy, Martin Boyd’s A Difficult
Young Man.

There arc signs of the dead in Pentridge.
The graves of Ronald Ryan and nine others
lic in a small, fenced-off grass enclosure.
Further on is a plaque to Warder Hodson,
for whose murder—allegedly committed
during his successful escape from the jail in
December 1965—Ryan was exccuted. He
was hanged in Pentridge. On the way to the
gallows from the point of his escape, one
encounters uncexpectedly sinister sights.
The laundry was housed in the oldest
remaining building of the prison, which
datesfrom the 1850s. Evidently, black-painted
drying racks were used to snap many a bone,
as prisoners revenged themselves against
one another. The tersest and most chilling
of all the graffiti in the jail is here too,
promising only this: ‘One Day Noddy'.

Eleven people were hanged at Pentridge.
First was David Bennett, on 26 September
1932, for ‘carnally knowing and abusing a
girl’. The ‘Brown-Out Murderer’, US
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serviceman Edward Leonski, was hanged in
1942, Three went to the gallows on
19 February 1951: two men who had
murdered an SP bookie in Carlton, and
Jenny Lee, who died sittingin a chair because
she couldnot stand. Lee was the last woman
to hang in Australia. On 3 February 1967,
Ryan was the last man. The prison guide
directs attention to the gully trap, one tloor
below the gallows, into which the executed
prisoners’ excrement was washed. But,
properly, he gives Ryan his famous, game
last words: ‘God bless you. Make it quick.’
Last stop on the tour—for coffce,
souvenirs or Victoria Bitter—is the
Pentridge Prison Unlocked Café. Once then
escapes with relief on to Sydney Road.
There has been much of legend, little of
imaginative literature about Pentridge.
Garry Disher’s crime novel, The Fallout
(1997 described the jail as a place ‘where
the world seemed to darken, all light and
goodness swallowed up by the bluestone
walls’. Some of the men sight-seeing with
us were evidently revisiting familiar places
and their associations. What ‘Pentridge’
mecans for a yonnger generation that has
been deprived  its history by cducational
neglect, is morc problematic. For the older
visitor, or voyeur, this is a site where all is
‘checrless, dark and deadly’, a statement in
stone and in stains of the denial of hope.
—Peter Pierce

Home on
the ange

AT FIRST GLANCE, Yvonne Margarula

appears an unlikely candidate to be leading
the battlc against one of Australia’s largest
mining companies.

A shy, 36-year-old Aboriginal woman,
Margarula was born in the bush of the
South Alligator region of the Northern
Territory’s vast Kak: lational Park. She
is the senior elder of a local Aboriginal ¢lan,
the Mirrar Gagudju. Responsible for the
welfare of the 27 Mirrar adults and many
children, she is also the legal titlcholder
under the white law that gave the Mirrar
the right to control their land in 1982.

For over a decade, Margarula has fought
Encrgy Resources Australia (ERA) which
alrcady controls the Ranger uranium mine
and mill on Mirrar land and now wants to
prolong its operations in Kakadu until the
year 2027 by starting a new opcration at
nearby Jabiluka.

InJuly, Margarulafaced court on trespass
charges stemming from her arrest when she
entercedascction of that land now controlled
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by ERA. Sitting in the witness box and
whispering mostly one-word answers, she
plcaded not guilty to the charge. ‘It's Mirrar
land,” she told the court. ‘Thave aright to go
becausc I'm the traditional owner.’

She is not the only onc to have fronted
uptothesmallbrickjail inJabiru, the company
townestablished by ERA in the carly '70s to
scrvice the Ranger mine. Over 400 people
have been arrested in demonstrations
against the proposced mine since the Mirrar
established a blockade against it in May.

The protest has scen an unprecedented
coalition between Aboriginal and
environmental groups. The Jabiluka mine
is the first to take
advantage of the Coalition
Government’s casing of

Labor’s threce-minc policy. )
Environmental and anti- !
nuclear groups claim

that, if successtul, Jabiluka

could provide the go-ahead
for up to 20 additional
uranium mines across the
country. ‘There’s a whole
lot of other uranium mines
on stream in Australia,’
maintains Peter Garrett, 7
president of the Australian '
Conscrvation Foundation (ACF). ‘We are
really at the crucial point in deciding
whether or not we want a nuclear and radio-
active futurc in the hinterland of Australia.’

Tabiluka is dcfinitely a test case,” agrees
Eric Miller, who has been involved in the
anti-uranium movement since 1978.
‘Kakadu is one of our most beautiful places.
It’s a World Heritage arca. If a company can
minc there, there’s no place in Australia
they can’t mine.’

ERA’s chief executive, Phillip
Shirvington, is cautious about Jabiluka’s
wider significance, but admits that other
companies are watching closely to see how
much community opposition develops and
which way the government will act. ‘They
will be using it as an information base to
assess their own chances,’ he says.

The company spent over $125 million
sccuring rights to the Jabiluka lease, and is
under intense commercial pressure to get
the mine operating by the end of the year for
the product to be on the international
market ahcad of overseas rivals. More
fundamentally, with the Ranger deposit
duc to run out early next century, ERA’s
survival depends on Jabiluka.

Whatcver the arguments for and against
Jabiluka, onc factisindisputable: the M
arc totally opposed to the mine goingahead.
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According to Jacqui Katona, executive
officer of Gundjehmi Aboriginal Corpora-
tion, established in 1995 to look after the
interests of the Mirrar, the current
controversy over Jabiluka is part of a long
history of attempts by big corporations to
mine uranium on Mirrar land.

Explorations for the first mine, Ranger,
started in the ’70s, withoutany reference to
the Mirrar or other indigenous people in
the area. A subscquent Commonwealth
government inquiry into the mine, the Fox
Inquiry, ruled that the land containing both
the Ranger and Jabiluka uranium leases
belonged indisputably to the Mirrar.

But due to the Ranger mine’s perceived
cconomic benefits, the inquiry also argued
it should be allowed to procecd, and the
mince was exempted from legislation
requiring Aboriginal consent for exploration
and mining on Aboriginal land.

After years of negotiation, 1 A and
Aboriginal clders signed an agreement for
Ranger in November 1978. A sccond agree-
ment, for Jabiluka, was concluded between
Aborigines and US mining company
Pancontinental in 1982, but put on hold as
a result of the Labor Government'’s three-
mine policy.

ERA, which purchased the Jabilukaleasc
from Pancontinental in 1991, began con-
struction in June this year after receiving
state and national government approval to
push ahead with the mine.

The Mirrar insist that both the Ranger
andJabiluka deals were rcached under duress
and deceit on the part of mining company
representatives. Among the clders to ink
the deals was Margarula’s father, Toby
Gangale. He dicd alcohd ¢ and dispirited
several years later, a victim, according to
the Mirrar, of ncarly a decade of constant
pressure by mining concerns to negotiate
aceess agreements.

Shirvington maintains that while ERA
is still keen to come up with ‘a win-win
arrangement’ for all parties concerned, the
company will push ahcad regardless of
Mirrar opposition. ‘The Mirrar justdon’t want
the project to go ahead at all, so unfortun-
ately there is nothing to negotiate.’

ERA also claims that Jabiluka will pro-
vide substantial benefits to local Aboriginal
communities in the form of millions in
royalties for health, education and housing,.

‘We have had 20 years of these extra-
ordinary claims about how Aboriginal
people are going to benefit [from uranium
mining|, but Blind Freddy can sce that

“ori 7 people are
World conditions,” says Katona.



‘There were no benefits from Ranger.
The pressure was on Aboriginal people to
spend their royalty money on providing
water, power, roads and road maintenance.
In Australia there is no other community
that is required to make that choice that
you have a uranium mine to get your basic
citizenship entitlements. Only the Mirrar
people.”’

‘Until Aboriginal people have the ability
to control their affairs on their land then
nothing is going to change,’ Katona adds.
‘That is at the heart of this issuc.’

In 1995, the Mirrar approached environ-
ment groups such as ACF to establish a
blockade of the mine site. From around 40
people when it was first set up, the camp
peaked at 5300 in July. Most of the protestors
at Jabiluka arc¢ young and have travelled
thousands of miles to live in tents in a hot,
remote part of Kakadu. While many are
self-styled‘crustics’ and nomads—the shock
troops of the campaign who stay the longest
and are often the frontline of arrestable
actions against the minc—the camp cuts
across social lines.

Rocky Marshal is 77 and under no
circumstances could be mistaken for a
‘professional protestor’. An ex-serviceman,
ex-real estate salesman and bush poct,
Rocky saysheisaregularvisitor to Kakadu.
Tm a keen barramundi fisherman. TI've
been to the Ranger site and seen the ponds
where they store the tailings from the mine.
You don’t have to be a genius to see that
when it rains the whole lot will go into the
wetlands.’

While for many the issue of uranium
and the environmental impacts of mining
it in a national park arc key issues, the glue
that holds the campaign together is the
Mirrar and their demand for control over
their land.

‘This camp is the action part of the
debate about reconciliation presently going
on between black and white Australians,’
says one camp resident. “This is a lot of
people from around Australia, particularly
a lot of young pcople, who want to say
sorry, but just don’t want to do it verbally.
We want to get out there and support the
traditional owners of this country and say,
yep, we've done wrong and we want to
make things right.’

—Andrew Nette

This month's contributors: Jon Greenaway
is Furcka Street’s South East Asia
correspondent; Peter Pierce is Professor of
Australian Literature at James Cook Univer-
sity; Andrew Nette is a freelance journalist.
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Don’t commit postmodernism

ALL IT LATE- OR HYPER-MODERNITY, call it modernity in crisis, call it post-colonialism
or post-liberalism, call it post-structuralism if you must, but, whatever you do, don’t call
it postmodernism! At the latest round of theological conferences, held at Melbourne
University and its Colleges, the words had changed slightly but not the basic question:
‘How can we sing the Lord’s song in a strange land?’

Each of these terms carries specific connotations, but they were not so much being
traded in the pursuit of precision as in an apologetic scarch for ‘p-m’ cuphemisms. The
result was a discourse with, dare I say it! undertones, uncertain of the status of such
language in the Christian academy; a discourse that suggested to me a profound
theological anxiety about the relationship between the churches and the world.

Although by no mecans all of the papers given referred or even alluded to our situation
as post-somcthing, the challenges that any truth-claiming discipline faces in a culture
which has becen thus described emerged as the key set of issues from three consecutive
conferences.

A one-day seminar on the Bible and Critical Theory demonstrated the inroads that
contemporary literary criticism has made into biblical studies, generating new and
invigorating approaches to scriptural texts in the process. Yet a parallel discussion at the
gathering of the Australian and New Zealand Association of Theological Schools
(ANZATS! revealed an attendant dis-ease as to where the boundaries of interpretation lie
when a  rality of reading methods are in play.

For example, does the current practice of reading against the biblical text (to subvert
or at lecast uncover its culturally conditioned ideologies) mean that we no longer stand in
some sense beneath it? Andif so, as one delegate wondered aloud, ‘what is the canopy over
us?’ What saves us from having to choose between a homogenising fundamentalism on
the one hand and disintegrated relativity on the other? Can we speak of authority (be it that
of text or tradition) without appearing naive to a culture beset by a sensc of belatedness—
of having, as it were, arrived just after that which guarantees meaning has left?

Sandwiched between these two ecumenical meetings, the Anglican Theologians’
Conference began with a paper on the Apostle Paul’s understanding of difference. The
tendency of modern scholarship has been to interpret Paul as the champion of Christian
identity, creating a picture of Christianity which subsumes diversity (Jew/Greck, male/
fermale)underonenessin Christ. Recentreadings, however, (reflecting a more postmodern
celebration of particularity) have highlighted the significant role that difference plays in
the thinking of Paul, whose lifc and writings constitute a holding together of Judaism and
Christianity.

The theme of this conference was reconciliation. Time and again, when applied to a
varicty of contexts—factional, gender-related, racial—understandings of what
reconciliation might look like were qualified by sensitivity to postmodern concerns that
it may become simply a synonym for the politics of assimilation. Even so, one contributor
drew upon a trade-off identified by Jirgen Moltmann between identity and relevance
[whereby a community’s concentration upon either one inevitably leads to a crisis of the
other) in order to show that no alternative politics, if made absolute, is without its
theological loss. This same tension was evident in the ANZATS papers and the discus-
sions they stimulated amongst theological educators. When does the shaping of Christian
identity become a self-protecting uniformity? Conversely, when does appreciation for
postmodernism’s useful critique of the forces of sameness turn theological schools and
faculties{especially ecumenical ones)into smorgasbords of tolerance, where ecclesiological
and theological traditions may no longer challenge one another?

If one thing became abundantly clear from the proliferation of these intractable
questions, it was that we have yet to reconcile what appear to be dual imperatives. We must
preserve that strong sense of the collective self which befriends tradition without making
it a fortress from which to annihilate or colonise otherness. And we must also heed the
demand for theological humility issued by a wider intellectual climate that is rightly
suspicious of any way of knowing which seecks immunity from the constraints of context.l

oglae

Richard Treloar is associate chaplain at Trinity College, Parkville, Melbourne.
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IKE MELBOURNE, if on a smaller scale, Townsville
prides itself on being a sports-loving place. Not only
arc two of its four state MPs from One Nation, but it
supports both a basketball and a Rugby League team.
At the latter’s home ground, cannon fire, whip
cracking and a troupe of buckskin-clad teenage
tumblers greet every try by the North Qucensland
Cowboys. This season they would wish to have been
busier. More cxotic entertainment also graces the city.
My local pub staged a bull-riding contest on a Sunday
afternoon when it was too cold for the usual parade
of women in bikinis. It was Townsville where Kostya
Tszyu had his comeback fight and Australia’s Davis
Cup tie against Uzbckistan was staged. Unfortunate-
ly, public outrage and doubtful sponsorship led to the
cancellation of a projected Caged Combat Contest at
the Convention Centre.

In scarch of more sedate and traditional sporting
farc, I took the Hermit Park shuttle bus to the
racetrack at Cluden, for the 115th renewal of the
Townsville Cup, ‘The North’s Premier Race Day’.
There was plenty of company. A genial crowd of
13,000 turned up, the biggest for 20 years. They had
comec from all over North Queensland, as indeed had
the horses for the Cup, who were trained from places
as far flung as Mt Isa and the Gold Coast, the Atherton
Tableland and Eagle Farm. Cup Day—in the tropical
m:  winter—was unseasonably grey, although there
was no rain. Clouds came down to the tops of the low
hills that ring the course. The journey out along
Charters Towers and Bowen Roads offered a grisly
snapshot of Australian suburbia. A few elegant, high-
set Queenslanders struggled for room amid KFCs and
car yards and such places of resort as the Hi Roller
and Casino City motels. Then it was across the broad
Ross River, past the abandoned abattoirs and in to
the track.

The first horse that I saw was galloping boldly
for the post. Unfortunately it had dumped its jockey,
leading local hoop Ray Warren, and bolted. My
Moonce Valley badge got me through the gate, but
not into the Members’. That select band can occupy
the top deck of one of the two fine old grandstands at
Cluden. Roaming around them were men in costumes
and women dressed as if for Oaks Day at Flemington.
Cheap champagne was the beverage of choice,
presumably connected loos: 7 to the notion of
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festivity. In the second race I backed the Zephyr Zip
filly Supermarket, trainced out of Mackay by Lauric
Manzelman, who is also a dab hand with pacers.
Supermarket saluted, beating colts sired respectively
by Blazing Saddles and Burcaucracy. Top performers
all, the three sires of the placegetters might be
bemused at where their progeny end up. But they
would admire the times they ran. Townsville must
be one of the fastest tracks in Australia. If the timing
can be credited, the coursce records for 1000m, 1200m
and 1400m are a slick 55, 68 and 81 scconds.

The entertainment, apart from the racing, was
varied. While risking a dagwood dog, I watched three
slim girls in boots and black hody suits popping behind
stage to don a succession of funny hats which they
modeclled. Later the same stage groaned as 40 women
clambered aboard in the hope of being judged the most
fashionable on the field. There was an army band
{Lavarack barracks is just down the road) that offered—
among other tunes—a rendition of ‘Advance Australia
Fair’. The racebook helpfully printed the words. In
Melbourne, the John Wheeler-trained Maybe Rough
staged a form reversal to win the last big jumps race

of the season, the Hiskens Steeple. And then

it was time for the Cup.
LAST LISTED EVENT of the Australian racing year, the

Townsville Cup was first run in 1884, when
R.F. Kelly’s Ellington got the money. This time a full
ficld of 16 presented for the 2100m-journey which
began at the top of the straight. Coming off a second
in the Rockhampton Cup and a win in the Mackay
Cup, the favourite, Chappel Dancer, won casily, but
connections had to wait half an hour to get their hands
on the trophy. There had been a rash of protests all
over Australia and the Townsville Cup was no
cxception, with third against sccond and fourth
against third and sccond because of a scramble near
the winning post. All werc upheld. When that
adjudication was done, 1 had time to back the marc
Licutcnant Austen which took the Jim Gibbard
Memorial Cup, then to head back for town, just as
the course broadcaster made the immemorial call for
the parents of a lost boy to collect him and the
dagwood dog scttled uneasily within me.

Peter Pierce is Fureka Street's turf correspondent.
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Heaps ot documents

N Jury, John Heaps, recently retired as
auxiliary hishop of Sydney, published a
popularbook, A Love that Dares to Question
{Aurora Books/David Lovell). Simultanc-
ously, a series of documents came from the
Vatican: one commending Sunday Mass,
another giving force to definitive teaching
onfaith, and a third limiting the competence
of bishops’ conferences.

These publications are of interest
because they represent contrasting
approaches to the church and to the
construction of authority within it.

While the context of each document
and the questions which each addresses are
varied, the mediaset them all into stories of
authority and power.

Bishop Hecaps’ book was of interest
because it criticised practices officially
commended in the Catholic Church. The
Vatican documents were seen as exercises
of authority to dcal with dissent or
indiscipline: Sunday Mass was an obligation
reimposed; the endorsement of definitive
teaching prepared legal sanctions against
disscenters; the independence of Bishops’
Conferences was curtailed.

Although the reduction of all church
questions to the use of power by central
authority is tedious and unilluminating, in
this case the media were right to frame the
issues as having to do with authority. But
the question needs to be examined at a
deeper level than as a conflict between
coercive power and dissent. Heaps’ book
and the Vatican documents present different
images of the Catholic Church, cach
presupposing different sociological
configurations and implying a distinctive
understanding of authority. Each
construction of church makes its claims;
cach is open to question.

From his many years of serving the
church, particularly through ministry with
marginalised people, Heaps commends a
churchlife in which relationships are simple
and dircct. Catholics are to hear the Gospel
as Good News which blesses and frees
human lives. Where the church lives
authentically, Catholics display boldness
of spcech, forgiveness and hospitality. The
ministry and sacramental life of the church
encourage mutual trust and responsibility.

In describing this idcal church, Heaps
appeals constantly to the stories of Jesus in
the Gospels.

To this image of a functioning church,
Heaps contrasts another image which he
has found often among Catholics. Here,
freedom, change and open discussion arc
suspect; obedience to law and fear of God’s
judgment are encouraged. The differences
between clergy and laity, men and women,
teachers and taught arc emphasised, and
the boundaries between faith and heresy,
between insiders and outsiders are
cxaggerated. This is a church without
ambiguitics.

Heaps lieves that some practices and
institutionsin the churchreflect this image
of church. He cites as examples compulsory
clerical celibacy, the rescrvation of decision-
making in the church to ordained males,
and the barriers that prevent the divorced
and remarried from receiving communion.

He concludes that if the life of the
Catholic Church is to express, powerfully,
the compassion and freedom of Jesus Christ,
we will need the confidence to scarch for
and find new structurcs.

Heaps writes attractively. 1 found the
sociological construction of the church
which he describes particularly interesting.
In terms of the theory popularised by Mary
Douglas, this Christian community is
relatively loose in its construction. The
tendency is to blur boundaries, with some
diversity allowed in belicf and in practice.
The diffcrences between those within the
community and thosc outside it are
correspondingly softened, as are the
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hicrarchies which separate teachers from
taught, men from women, and ordained from
non-ordained. Catholicidentity is maintained
by the fervour with which Catholics follow
Jesus and the strong fraternal bonds of
commitment which unite them in the
comimunity.

While Heaps’ image of church is attrac-
tive, it poses questions. The difficulty
endemic to loosely constructed socicties is
to allow the young to find a firm scnse of
identity and to maintain commitment.
Communitics nced to be able to educate
towards commitment, but the solidity
through time and space that is assured
where thercisa strong tradition and defined
hierarchies is difficult to maintain in lcss
tightly organised socictics. A detached
observermightsuspect that the community
which Heaps commends is dependent upon

the strongly integrated society to
which it reacts.

EADS, OF COURSE, is a Catholic bishop
who accepts the structures of the Catholic
Church, including the special responsibility
of the Church of Rome for encouraging and
ensuringunity of faith andlife in the church.
The Roman documents assume that unity
in taith and life demand a tightly structured
society.

This form of church was most fully
realised during the 19th century in clearly
articulated beliefs and distinctive practices,
strong and clearly explained symbols which
order experience, and strong hicrarchies
which allow for diversity of function. In
such a community, actions which separate
the believer from God are clearly defined,
with a conscquent need for reconciliation
to be mediated sacramentally. This is a
church with a clearly marked identity and
clearly delineated boundaries.

The concern for boundaries and common
symbols can be scen in all three Vatican
documents. Sunday Mass is a defining
Catholic practice. While positively
described in the document, its obligatory
character in defining full membership is
also stressed. The delineation of definitive
teaching is directed against dissent which
dissolves the boundaries of belief and blurs
identity. It also establishes the hicrarchies
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of tcaching which places Rome, bishops
and theologians in their correct relations.
Similarly, the limiting of Bishops’ Confer-
ences defines boundaries and hierarchices in
responsibility for the church.

Theattempt to create atightly integrated
churchisclearly directed to the weaknesses
potential in Heaps' vision of church. But it
is also open to questions. They arise out of
the ditficulty and consequences of attempt-
ingtocreate, by decercee, atightly constructed
church. In the 19th century there were

many social rcasons why the centralisation
of the church in the Vatican should have
been widely welcomed. It met the need felt
by many local churches for a firm sensc of
identity in the midst of hostile socictics
and intellectual culturces.

In the contemporary Western world,
socictics, including churches, are relatively
looscly organised. The basis of allegiance to
voluntary organisations is strong personal
commitment. Insucha context, the attempt
torecreate legislatively a tightly structured
socicty based on strong hierarchics is
unlikely to be cffective.

The experience of socicties and com-
munities which have made this attempt
suggests that eventually the capacity of
central authority to strengthen the belief
system, symbaols and patterns of life of the
members is weakened by the very effort to
doso. Popularapathy orresistance is usually
met by further centralisation and by more
dircet intervention to control the beliefs
and symbols of the community. As a result
the lTocal officials whose intelligent
co-operation is needed to implement the
program become incffectual.

From this perspective, the measures
announced by Rome bear reflection, for at
first glance they appear to favour a turther
centralisation of power. Vv a '
bishop can prevent the issuing ot a
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statement, and all bishops arc appointed by
Rome, the control by Rome of local churches
isstrong. Whererelations are not harmonious,
such control could be paralysing. Nor does
the legislation giving ctfect to definitive
beliefs provide clear checks against Roman
authoritics treating as definitive any belief
which they believe—without general sup-
port—tobeso. Inciting as a possible cxample
of such beliets the controversial rejection by
Leo X of Anglican Ordcrs, Cardinal
Ratzinger’'scommentary illuserates that this
fear is not ungrounded. While
the results of the measures
may well be constructive, the
potential dangers in them
should not be overlooked.
The experience of socicties
in which authorities protect
the basis of identity by
forbidding dissent by officials
also counsels hesitation. For
the result has often been the
spread of dishelicef, not the
acceptance of beliefs and
symbols. The issuc is simply
taken temporarily off the
agenda. Cynicism reigns, as
thosec who defend  the
prevailing ideology are assumed to do so for
promotion orout of blindloyalty. The result
is that an often defensible casc is lost by
default. The recent Victorian practice of
devising contracts that muzzle teachers and
health workers illustrates the paradox.

Some would argue that one of the
unforeseen results of Humanae Vitae was
to prevent effective parish teaching about
sexuality and its uses. It has bccome
impossible to speak persuasively becausce it
is so difficult to create the trust necessary
for learning. It is assumed that priests will
simply endorsc a party line, and that nothing
illuminating can be expected from church
spokespersons, anyway. Thisjudgment may
be mistaken. But it illustrates the danger of
the Roman church’s defending its
theoretical right to strengthen the unity of
the church in faith and inits life at the cost
of losing its practical ability to do so.

The greatest danger in attempting to
legislate a tightly structured community,
however, hasbeen that the most committed
members of the community are often
excluded. The fate of true believers in
Stalinist Russia is only the most familiar
example. It illustrates the tendency of
authoritarian ideologies to turn, not on the
liberal enemies of theirideology, but on the

o ) ted who take most
seriously their protessed values.
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This difference between the images of
church represented by Heaps and the Roman
documents suggest that this risk cannot be
discountedin the Catholic Church. The com-
mitted Christians whom Heaps represents
arc usually inspired by the stories of Jesus
in the Gospels. These stories, particularly
in the Gospels of Mark and Matthew, depict
Jesus as critical of a socicty based on tight
boundarics and hicrarchics. He causes
offence by breaking down boundaries. The
risk, therefore, of a church which is seen to
imposc such structurces, is thatitwill also he

scen to fight against Jesus. Trs moral
. authority will be compromiscd.

DO NOT WISH to suggest that these dangers
represent the reality of cither construction.
Only an unduly harsh critic would draw
this conclusion. Nordo I want to imply that
the church can everbe adequatcely described
in the sociological categories used here, or
in any other such catcgorics.

But the questions which [ have raised
arc critical both for church and for
Australian society. In both cases, we ask
how to remedy the flaws evident in loosely
structured socictics with a weak sensce of
identity, so that we can appeal to a richer
and morce cffective shared identity. In civil
socicty, shonky stratagems and proposals
abound. Contracts that exclude informed
criticism by insiders, the hardening of
boundaries by scapegoating the unemployed,
Aborigines and immigrants, draconian
sentencing of petry offenders, detaining
asylum seekers, defining Australia
cffectively in terms of its white population,
arc all attempts to legislate for identity.
Similar proposals for strengtheningidentity
by exclusion will be found among Catholic
groups.

A better strategy may be to identify and
encourage the relationships within society
that carry the seeds of a richer identity and
sustain the symbols of a community. In
Australian socicty, familics, local groups,
small voluntary agencices, grass root
co-operatives have all been weakened by
government initiatives.

In the church, the strategy followed in
its best moments has been to co-opt the
local groups concerned to live the Gospel
radically. The casc of Francis of Assisi is
only the most notable. The energy ot the
church espoused by Bishop Heaps will then
lead casily to the stronger churceh identiry
sought by the Roman documents.

wl - ‘ United
Faculty ot Theology, Mclbourne.
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The corner of Russell Street

E WERE SPOONFED gloom as Baptist
boys at the always-on-a-lean, white-ant-
riddled church up the road to Salvation
where my mum and dad never ventured. In
a way they were right to stay away because
it was perennially sad and also they had to
be the most godless people Thave metin my
entire life. They lived so far from Him.

Jesus Christ was a stiffencd, stern
Messiah for All Sorrows.

There was an old Billy Graham
propaganda poster pinned up at the rear of
the particle-board room where we got
carbashed. Our teachers at the church called
that ‘Sunday school’. The poster I speak of
depicted Christ smiling at multicoloured
children gathered around his legs; thosce
colours, those hues ranged from giddy
mauve to a kind of ¢vangelical jade-green.

Jesus Loves The Children Of The
World! was typesetin alarge font under the
artwork; Jesus looked like my deranged
geography teacher at Carrum.

It was quite clear to me at the age of four
that God wasn’t in the room there. My own
personal dreamt-up God, or his son, was
morc like a contented booth announcer at
3AW. He loved his mum and dad and
cheerily fetched home his pay on pay-day.
He only looked disillusioned when he had
to fork out his board, which was fixed at ten
quid a week. Christ thought that was
excessive.

Sing though we might, the hymns
pounded into my stubborn head were
drearicr than the artwork silkscreened upon
bags of lawn food. There was ncver an
opportunity to enquire as to the lyrics’
meaning. ‘I Will Make You Fishers Of Men’
meant tuna casserole to me. Their hymns
gave me tinnitus.

After the mournful death-threats-got-
up-as-songs it was so happy for the kids to
‘boing-boing-boing’ like rubber balls into
the always entertaining truth of sunshine.
We got bashed by ignorant parents who
took it upon themselves to carry Christ’s
words into Reservoir, whose foundry hands
were on us too much. We went zingingly
into the innocent lanes to reacquaint
ourselves with the geraniums and singing
goldfinches of people’s yards.

When I was 16 [ went to work, but still
read the Old Testament on the train to

and mayhem

‘Town’ {as Princes Bridge was titled in the
popular mind). T worked rinsing down
guillotines for a North Melbourne printer,
andread New and Old Testament literature
aboard the old red rattler to soothe my
mangled soul. It was the reading of The
Bible that actually lifted, buoyed me, above
the tedium of the everyday.

Long ycars of philosophical inquiry
fluttered by and I turned into a hippie.
A Christian onc¢ who detected magical
goodness in perfect strangers as though
it was somchow transmitted like a Chopin
prelude. Twas a Magic Christian, as lost and
found as a man in his cups can be. The only
faith I found was the tragedy in people’s
cyes. I knew how to read that.

I met a man, not Peter but John, whose
bizarre street courage was an inspiration
and relief to me. This was in 1970, when' 1
was 21, and insane and sane. He carnestly
believed he was a messenger for Christ
Jesus, and to that end he preached from his
tattered bible on the corner
of Russcll Street and
mayhem. We held hands
together as we wandered
Australia. Everyone was
after Freedom, man.

Why he so believed he
could help save Australia
from Satan wasnot so much
mysterious as addled. He
had been made, he claimed,
to do ‘homo things’ in
Bendigo while studying his scriptures. His
eyes had a burnt-out appearance, as though
he’d been through a great deal. He was a
damaged boy.

We travelled around Victoria, Adclaide
and NSW “saving’ Australians. He used to
hand out little cards with ‘Endure’ lettered
upon themingreenpencil. Perhaps it worked,
and people found they really could endure
Satan a lot more than they really should
have to. What I loved about Johnny Pappas
was that he had dropped out of his fear.

Life continually hetrayed him. But he
had good stuff in him. He was kind and
thoughtful, even when we jumped off
bridges together into trains far beneath that
carted blinding lime under the coughing
stars, from Whyalla to Broken Hill and back
again.
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We argued too much to stay together,
and ¢nded up having an almighty blue in
Adelaide after a particularly gruelling high-
way stint where I honestly wearied of hav-
ing shit cast at me from comfortable and
bored holiday-makers. I couldn’t bear being
filmed in extremis. Bum out of pants and
parched tonguce hangin’ out. Thada modicum
of dignity.

He had a vision of his own murder and
was right to have it, for he was slain by
bored boys 17 years later in the Fawkner
Gardens, They got him pissed and then,
foolishly, he told them he had $400 in the
bank. They used soldering irons on his
body. I see Johnny now only in my waking
dreams of his insanc form of evangelical
guts and folly—wanting to save cveryone
he saw with his own cyes trom an cvil
world.

My way to Christ has always been
through the contemplative and never the
physical. T have been looking long for the

perfect church to house my sorrows and
fears. But the trouble is most churches I go
to are cither too gothic or too horrible.
There’s always been a baffling gloom in the
churches T have knelt in. Why can’t they be
joyous? The priests invariably underwhelm
me and the lessons are about guilt.

Idon’t need a charismatic church. They
arec much too deafening and upsctting. 1
want to go to a church where the spirit is
uplifted in such a way you’d swear a happy
boy was reading the lesson he wrote him-
sclf, in a fit of joy. Where’s the church of
brightness and hope?

Barry Dickins is a playwright, poct and
commentator. His play ‘Remember Ronald
Ryan’ won the 1995 Victorian Premicer’s
Literary Award.
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Molecular wait

HUMANH Y’s cLock is the turning of

the carth, and the carth’s swing around the
sun, and usually we don’t feel it in our
bones until our bones start to ache with old
age. We don’t feel the world spin on its axis.
Mectaphorically, howcever, its speed hasbeen
increasing lately. The world, history itself,
is spinning up. You can almost hear the
whine of the engines.

Yetusually we don‘t notice time’s rush,
cither. You necd to stand on a high hill and
survey the landscape of years and decades,
watch time’s swooping shadow. Do that,
and its pace, the force of the alterations it
presses upon us, might tear the breath out
of your chest.

Let’s consider briefly just one of
tomorrow’s mind-boggling possibilitics.
Molecular nanotechnology, or MNT, which
Icall ‘'minting’, has been on the news lately,
after some surprising breakthroughs
in miniaturisation. You might rccall the
announcement of a chemical sensor
developedin Australia by Dr Bruce Cornell
and his tcam. [t's a kind of snitfer with
working parts at molecular scale, able to
detect a sugar cube dissolved in Sydney
Harbour. And chemistry professor Michael
Wilson, at Sydncy’s University of
Technology, heads several labs working on
a nano-scale motor, with working parts in
the bitlionths of a metre.

But the real seceret promisc of minting is
not that it involves gadgets the size of
viruses. Tiny little machines at the scate of
atoms arc part of the plan, but the correct
way to think about the still-unborn MNT
ficld is this, according to Dr Ralph Merkle,
who works with Dr K. Eric Drexler, pioneer
in the minting ficld: it would be a
manufacturing technology able to fabricate,
with molecular precision, almost any
structurc consistent with physical law, and
to do so inexpensively.

If you have the plans for something—
the computer design describing its
structurc—and the laws of physics don't
forbid it, yvou'll be able to build whatever
you wish ... using molccular assemblers. In
principle, minting can build you a
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skyscraper, or a skijet, or a tube of lipstick
in Blushing Pink, or a diamond tunnel to
China. Every atom will be in the right
place, as specified by the computer program
driving its assembly, tugged and herded
into place by machines smaller than a virus
and many times smarter.

True, you can also cxpect to
manufacture—to nanofacture!—tiny
dedicated computers the size of bacteria to
control the hues of your smart-paint wall,
or photovoltaic cells that pave the street
and provide your juice at very little extra
cost, or surgical gadgets that swim into
your chromosomes and repair the telomerces.
These protective caps tend to fray cach
time a ccll replaces itself, damage that
degrades the cell’s ability to keep track of
its DNA blucprint. It helpe hrine
about death in all compl
organisms. So minting will
certainly have cffects
at thatminutescale. But
really, minting is a way
to remake the world at
our own mcso-scale,
midway between the
atom and the cosmos.

Using diamond-
like matcerials cobbled
together cheaply, carbon
atom by carbon atom, we’ll
sit in chairs with a strengtn- ~____~
to-weightratio 50 times better than
steel. I those chairs include smart nano-
components, little computers rather like
insancly fast abacuses, then sitting in
diamondoid chairs will be a truly sensuous
cxperience, as they mould themselves to
vour best posturc.

Diamond? Build a chairout of diamond?
But you'll be able to mint a diamond, that
legendary icon of incffable beauty,
immemorial permanence, and extravagant
costliness, exactly because a diamond is a
stable arrangement of one of the commonest
clementsin the world. Gold and silver might
rctain their price, because they can’t be
constructed from more plentiful atoms.
Even so, nano-scavengers will float
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cventually in the oceans and locate such
atoms onc by one, popping them into a bag
for later collection at the shore.

Such arc the prospects of material
profusion, of inexpensive wealth, inaworld
suffused by smart machines. But for the
immediate future, nano-scale assemblers
remain on the drawing boards, awaiting a
lot of detailed enginecering, but arguably
ready for the major development push that’ll
yield the new minting technology. ‘As good
as a licence to mint moncey,” clear-cyed
cynics say today of media permits issucd by
governments to radio and television
proprietors. Nanotech promises to make
good that metaphor.

Guided by their programs, nano-
assemblers are the mint itself. If you had
1 nanafacturing system and a

y of raw matcrials,

re’s no obvious rcason

'hy you couldn’t mint

anything not forbidden

by the laws of physics.

Clothing, food, creature

comforts, smart under-

ground pipes to feteh

youwaterin the descert

where land prices arc

dirt-cheap. Once the

echnology matures, you

uld disassemble and

reconstitute garbage and old

refrigerators into steak and maglev

rapid transit vehicles, all with a minimum

of greenhousce emission, powered by cheaply
minted solar cclls.

Arc we smart cnou  to design and
build nano-assemblers, and keep them under
control? Maybe not. Pcople have heen
known to fcar the grey goo catastrophe,
whenassemblers runamok and gobble down
everything in sight, turning radio transmit-
ters and cute babies into amorphous sludge.

Luckily, that kind of  ath by mutated
assembler is fairly easily foiled, or at least
made vanishingly improbable. (It's harder
to ward oft the silly teen hacker, or the
demented terrorist.) But all these noveltics
add together. Early nanotech helps improve
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VER THE LAST 20 YLARS, governments
have proclaimed a raft of measures designed
to make them more ‘democratic’ and
accountable.

We have become familiar with laws
promising ‘frecdom ot information’; codes
of conduct forministers and public servants;
statutory ‘ombudsmen’ or commissioners,
standing apart from the administrative
institutions; regimes for reviewing
administrative decisions. We have come to
expect {and be disappointed in) legal aid.
Qurgovernments have signed and enshrined
international treatics agreeing to protect
civil, political, industrial and human rights
in our laws and practices. We show every
sign of being a progressive nation.

The old ways were for an age when
“frecdom’ was ‘freedom from’ governmen-
tal interference and all that was required
was a bit of distance. The ‘old” bulwarks
against authoritarianism—Parliamentary
scrutiny, and the courts, and fear of the
mob—wecre enough. They were not enough
for the intrusions of modern government.

The state has been quictly reinventing
itself. Government is no longer public
administration, butamarket-place for goods
and scrvices, a network of contracts and
elite competition. This is the result of a
number of factors.

First is the introduction of a manage-
ment culture into our public scrvice—
paymentand performance by ‘results’—and
the loss of an independent public sector. In
this new culture senior public scrvants do
not have tenure: lucrative short-term
contracts are meant to compensate for their
political susceptibility. We even expect new
governments to ‘dismiss’ their predecessors’
Hcads of Department. The practice was
introduced by Labor. It is now a norm:
when Queensland’s new Labor Premier
offered its choice of Department Heads five-
year contracts, Opposition leader Borbidge
announced that when he nexthad the power
he would introduce retrospective ‘term of
government’ appointments laws.

Second 1s the deliberate separation of
government policy-making from service-
delivery structures; and changes in the way
services are delivered. There is a distinct,
bi-lateral preference for privatising,

corporatising and contracting ‘out’ even
fundamental government services such as
water, power and public transport to the
commercial sector. The not-for-profit ‘third’
sector competes for government funding to
provide community services, in exchange
for contracts requiring confidence and
threats to their funds if they criticise
government policy.

Third is the proliferation of government
corporations, and partnerships between
government and private profit-making
interests, whose activities are protected
from public scrutiny by ‘commercial-in-

confidence’ contracts and exemptions from
ombudsman, FOI and other public review.

This is gencrally accompaniced by
dercgulation, or self-regulation by bench-
marks or standards.

What we have then is a change in
government’s dominant paradigm, from the
‘public interest’ to something very like doing
busincess. The shiftalso challenges the basic
assumptions of our ‘accountability’
mechanisms: assuring public information,
explanations, and access to independent
review. On a business model, government
service standards arc set by market
mechanisms, the Corporations Law and
market forces, not individual rights and
freedoms and the publicinterest. The result
is a passive, consumer-oricnted ‘citizen’,
whose ‘rights’ arc his purchasing power.

There are seven well-tried ways for
governments to murder the new accounta-
bility mechanisms.

1. Cripple it at birth.

When an idealistic new government ges-
tates a bright idea, such as FOI, their bureau-
crats slip quietly into the maternity ward.

Most burcaucracies resisted FOI from
the inception, arguing that ‘efficiency’
required confidentiality. Similar arguments
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werc applied when, in the 1970s, Australian
Social Security Appeals Tribunals required
adverse medical reports to be disclosed to
unsuccessful applicants for invalid
pensions. Both the Department and the
medical profession argucd that disclosure
would make for guarded, and less usctul,
record-keeping. Natural justice won out: o
did unguarded record-keeping.

If it manages to slip through, you ensure
that it is linked administratively, and in
funding cycles, to the agency to be reviewed;
under-funded, or funded for two years (when
the ‘baby’ full of promisc has become a de-
manding toddler) thenrequire it to rationalise
and cut-back; through public sector ‘reformy’,
force it torestructure every 18 months [this
keeps the new intant on its tocs.|

2. Keep it a secret

If you don’t tell people that there are
systems, or how to use them, they will
wither away and you can restructure or
abolish them. This ruse can take months to
be discovered, and by then it’s too late!

3. Create complexity.

This is very popular. You can lcave it to
every state or territory to create their own
administrative remedics, specialist
tribunals, equal opportunity and industrial
commissions, and costs regimes. This
means Australian citizens’ rights depend
on where they happen to live.

As government becomes managerial
and commercially oriented it scems
‘sensible’ to ¢reate ‘no go’ zones for com-
mercial enterprise, or‘cabinetdocuments’—
increasingly broadly defined—and ‘internal
working papcrs.” It is a good technique to
instruct the parliamentary drafter to set up
categories or cxceptions into which an
assiduous official might be able to fit what
she orhedoes not wish torelease orexplain.

4. Give it back to the lawyers

If you have had a specialist tribunal, put
it back into the Department completely
{but promise to be ‘fair’) or collapsc it into
asuper tribunal run by a judge or two, or put
it back into the mainstream courts. This is
what has happened to the Human Rights
and Equal Opportunity Commission.

Allow legal challenges. Gradually
introduce pleadings, affidavits, and jurisdic-
tional arguments. Require investigation and
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conciliation to be according to ‘matural
justice’ principles. Real courts understand
the injustice to corporations of having to
answer complaints from cqual opportunity
commissioners. Evcryone can afford a
lawyer, according to the prevailing wisdom.
In case they can, cut back viciously on legal
aid for administrative review.

5. Introduce user-pays, or up the costs
of using the svsten.

This turns the citizen into a consumer,
and a good thing too. The power to buy and
sell is the power to choose. Make them pay
for access to information. The expense of
providing documents or sceking review of a
decision to withhold it is a very effective
barricr to public access. So is the
introduction of costs-follow-the-cvent
rules in ‘tribunals’.

Cut out legal aid for the ‘luxury’ of
administrative review or asserting equal
opportunity claims. If this deters an
individual (who cannot write off her legal
expenscs as a business expensce) from
pursuing a gricvance, then she could not
have had faith in her own case. Market
forces working at their best.

6. Weaken independent decision-makers.

This, too, is increasingly popular. It can
be done quite simply, by limiting their
resources, or by making them report to the
institutions or interests they ‘watchdog’, or

y sacking sclected commissioners, judges,
tribunal members or statutory officers, thus
sending a message to any successors. Or
you can take away their control over their
own officers (as the Victorian government
recently did to its ficrcely independent
Auditor-General.)

Or limit their discretions, so that they
can’t consider “fairness’, if the decision
was in accordance with ‘government
policy’—one of the limits proposed on the
restructured Federal Administrative
Review Tribunal {the about-to-disappear
AATY.

Anotheruseful techniqueisto challenge
each inconvenient decision legally. During
1997 the Commonwealth sought judicial
review of all the adverse decisions of the
Human Rights and Equal Opportunity
Commission. Newly corporatised govern-
mentbusinesses treatregulatory watchdogs
as the enemy. Onc of Victoria’s new privatc
power companics has taken its own
Electricity Ombudsman to the Supremc
Court, to challenge her right to find it
accountable for repeated ‘outages’.

Better yet, after a court finds you have
acted unlawfully orimproperly, change the
law retrospectively.
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7. Narrow the laws and limit the way
the courts may interpret them.

Judges are inherently inclined to
interpret legislation carcfully. If they are
cncouraged to do so narrowly and lose sight
of its objectives, it will losc its intended
purpose.

One counter-mechanism is their usc
of international human rights treaties to
interprct ambiguous laws, fill gaps,
and determince ‘fair’ decision-making
processes. This is part of a respectable
Common Law tradition. It is logical:
governments are presumed to intend to be
bound by their agreements. It is ethical:
Justice Brennan, in Mabo, referring to the
International Covenant on Civil
and Political Rights, remarked that
international law was a ‘legitimatce and
important’ influcnce on the common law’s

‘

development, ‘especially when inter-
national law declares the cxistence of
universal human rights.’

In Dietrich, the High Court saidit would
be ‘incongruous’ that Australia should
adhere to that Covenant’s requirement of
fair trials, unless Australian courts
recognisedit, ‘and Australian governments
provide the resources required to carry that
entitlement into effect.’

In Teoh, Justice Gaudron cmphasised
the UN Convention on the Rights of the
Child’s emphasis on the child’s best
intercsts since it ‘gave effect to a
fundamental value accepted by the
Australian community—indced [she said|
‘Article 3 of CRoC reflects an cxisting
principle of common law.’

After Teoh, another immigration
decision, the Commonwealth legislated this
avenue away.

The Commonwealth changed our
industrial laws more subtly. The Workplace
Relations Act 1996 simply deleted
references to many of the human rights
obligations that appearcdinits predecessor;
and altcred the emphasis where they did.
For example, the former Industrial
Relations Act stated that it was ‘the means’
of achieving the prevention and elimination
of discrimination, where the new Actstates
thesenon-discriminatory principles are just
meant for ‘respecting and valuing the
diversity of the workforce.” The old Act’s
principal object was, ‘ensuring that labour
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standards meet Australia’s international
obligations’: the new Act’s is, ‘assisting in
giving effect to Australia’s obligations in
relation to labour standards.’

The result is to narrow the focus of
‘human rights’ in industrial law, taking
into account local values, not universal
principles, and driving it by the needs of the
busincss.

In a globalised economy, this shift
matters. The courts have shown us how to
do it, by a narrow intcrpretation. In 1997
the High Court decided that former Qantas
pilot, Mr Christie, who was dismissed
because he turned 60 {(apparently unlawful
age discrimination) nonctheless lawfully
lost his job, becausc an intcrnational
aviation Convention allowed other
countries to exclude ‘old’ pilots from their
airspace. Mr Christic could not fulfil the
‘inherent requircments’ of being an inter-
national pilot. Qantas had established
operational requirements basced on the
discriminatory assumptions of other
nations. As Justice Michael Kirby pointed
out, indissent, this has serious implications
for Australian civil valucs. If your company
trades in Saudi Arabia, and they don't fancy
dealing with female, or Jewish, or disabled
executives, ‘business’ considerations may
let you sack them. The government will
allow you.

The culture of our society has changed,
especially over the last five years, and more
than most realisc. ‘Rights’ and accounta-
bility mechanisms and ‘legitimate
expectations’ and due process have given
way to contracts, purchasing power, market
mechanisms and market share.

We were, in retrospect, naive to assume
that, by writing laws we could change the
culturc of public administration. Instead of
anew worldof openness and public interest,
we established a culture of resistance, a
niche legal market for professional tribunal
members and avoidance, and an exccutive
politically committed to the form, but not
the substance, of accountability.

What, then, do we do? It is important to
talk about this, now that rage against
government has erupted in the polls, and
not leave it to the tiny group of ‘roguc’
academics, slightly unbalanced agitators,
or One Nartion supporters who express their
frustration in resentment against their
neighbours.

Accountability is a civic virtue: the
market will not suffice.

Moira Rayner is a lawyer and freclance
journalist {[MoiraRayner@compuscrve.com.






pay for themsclves in their own terms.
That is, by doing what they were designed
for.

Diversification hardly helps: a $500
million ¢ngine production line cannot be
made to pay foritself by making solar panels.
Extensive diversification would be needed
to cope with the capital annihilation
involved. Even a world famous bicycle-
parts maker such as Shimano could hardly
afford 20 pages of advertising in Tinre onits
own, simply because the much smallervalue
of its products would not generate or need
suchabudget. Small, as Schumacherpointed
out 25 years ago, indeed has its virtues.

When we do develop morce fucel-efficient
cars, they will simply maintain or depress
further the already low price of fuel and so
cencourage continued wasteful use.

In the end, a transport cquipment
manufacturer such as Toyota cannot stay
in business if required suddenly to start
producing wind turbines or ¢ven non-
matcrial products such as environmental
and social care. There is of course no market
demand (i.e. political will and soctal infra-
structurel to enable such transformations
at present, and cven if there were, there is
too much inertia in our political cconomy
to enable rapid social change of this scale.

2. Nuclear power is probably an
oxymoron. If one were able to add up the
energy costs associated with the research,
development, construction, maintenance,
decommissioning, and safe storage and
monitoring of (for thousands of ycars) wastes
associated with nuclear power stations and
their fucels (enriched uranium or similar),
we would probably find that morc cnergy is
required by the nuclear power system itselt
than it yiclds in clectricity. Even excluding
such vast encrgy costs as thosc associated
with the Chcernobyl disaster and its
aftermath, the energy cost of the military
defences associated with the world’s exist-
ing fission power infrastructure would
doubtless be equivalent to the output from
a sizcable nuclear power station.
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3. Photovoltaic clectricity also comes
to us with an initial energy cxpenditure
large by comparison with that generated by
the existing world output from these cells.

Unlike nuclear power however, photo-
voltaic cells do have the potential to deliver
nettenergy ... cventually—thatis they have
the potential to work off the energy debt
their development and production incur.
Nevertheless, the energy debt is consider-
able. Initial estimates indicate that 1t will
be years still before we move into the black
of a nett contribution to overall available
clectricity. Nordosolar clectricities (hydro,
photovoltaics and wind} come to us
pollution free. Hydro has notorious natural
cnvironmental consequences, and to reach
industrial socicty output levels, photovoltaics
and wind will have numerous production

and use consequences,
including noise,
aesthetic impact and
cven meteorological
disturbances as we plant
broadacres to 1 MW+
wind turbines.

4. Dairy products
might be fun but they
are alsoare ‘metafoods’—
thatis they are produced
essentially from other
foods. They are certainly

nutrition-added foods, but when mass-
produced as staple foods for humans, they
also cause araft of nutritional, social janimal
exploitation and cultural conflict factors
for example) and environmental problems.
The environmental problems are associ-
ated with the water, land and additives
used to produce them in comparison with
say, the cquivalent soy products.
Afficionados of milk products may object
to the proposal of soy products as alterna-
tives, but that is a separate issue and an
argument for another day. It is, however,
interesting to note a contradiction in
academic values: university course
providers arc routinely blocked from dealing
with the environmental consequences of
mass milk production.

5. Cigarcttes are vilified while still being
smoked actively or passively in a socicty
that not only accepts but idolises a much
grosser polluter: the commuter car. While
two wrongs don’t make a right, the
contradiction (normally never even
recognised, let alone acted upon) helps
undermine the concern over cigarettes.

6. Buying in home help as a form of
cmployment creation is a holdi  action
for, sooner rather than later, such employ-
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ment will be swallowed by automation.
Moreoveritinvolvesaraftof cnvironmental
consequences, not leastincrcased ‘busy-ness’
on the roads. Monash Univcersity geographer
Kevin O’Connor’s point that outsourcing
of ‘many formerly in-housc tasks to private
operators, whose workers travel from com-
pany to company increasing congestion on
roads’ can casily be extended to the
outsourcing of domestic chores. They might
increase business opportunities but they
also increasce traffic. The outsourcing habit
also invades yet another part of home {our
‘Havenin aHeartless World' as Christopher
Lasch put it) converting it into just another
arca of production in the overall
patterns of consumer socicty.

Hest Are contradictions that need to be
tcased out. There are others that are morce
blatant. Here is one clut , all reported in
the press within the space of that same
Kyoto conference week:

e rich Amecricans arc now installing
‘secure’ bunkers to hide from cach other;
meanwhile
e mobile phones sold to help keep their/
our loved ones “safe” arc now suspected of
causing their own health effects and our
National Health & Medical Rescarch Council
is now calling for $4 million worth of rc-
scarch to clarity these concerns; meanwhile
e the marketing of ‘off-the-rack clothes
that protect office workers from clectro-
magnetic radiation emitted by computer
screens, televisions, microwaves and mobile
phones’ is being canvassed in Japan—cexcept
that keeping a mobile in a pocket in such a
suit would render it [cr...) immobile;
meanwhile
e a ncw very fast-growing industry is
developing to counter hacker-g  crated
viruses that ‘compromisc the immunity’ of
microprocessors; meanwhile, your daily
paper will keep you posted with more.
The contradictions in this latter group
are straightforward. Not so straightforward
is the contradiction inhcerent in the
persistence of these and a myriad similar
contradictions. This in  ible mother of
contradictions, or contradiction underlying
other contradictions, has the same basis as
the first six. All arc currently unavoidable
because they are outcomes of the way
society organises thinking about itself and
therefore of how it manages itself.
Explicitly, the contradictions arc
unavoidable and obscured because virtually
no-one has the training to spot them, that
is, the intellectual tools are unavailable.
Consequently, there are nosocial {political,





















Two of Heaney'’s favourite words are ‘acoustic’and ‘vi  ant’. Either, in isolation, might be inadequate
to celebration and its occasions. ‘Acoustic’ can look only to sound’s modalities, to choices from the
tonguc’s and the ear’s repertoire, to manner—to the sheerly aesthetic: ‘vigilant’ can on occasion scrve
only the menaced sclf or community, can bear on peril and its averting. But in ensemble, they may stand
for a more complex keying of the imagination, one in which account is taken of intimate, shifting, and
only partly comprchended relationships between the fertile and the lethal. In the round, the celebrations
at least of adults typically accommodate both good acoustics and appropriate vigilance. A sacral example
of thisisapricst’s ‘celebrating’ the Eucharist or Mass, where the ceremony is impossible without allusion
both to emblems of life and joy—bread, wine, light, water and so forth, and the ‘secret harmonies’ for
which these stand—and to a tale of betrayal, desertion, and judicial murder at the hands of an army of
occupation. The example is drastic: but more commonplace occasions—any day’s countless weddings,
ceremonices of initiation, markings of professional competency, solacing of the bereft—all make room

both for intuited significance and for required endeavour. Celebration is a kind of agora of the
heart, a locale of audition, insight and transaction.

00D THING THAT 1T I8, indeed indispensable for any amply human life, celebration has various
cnemices. I think here not of the people Brendan Behan used to call ‘the begrudgers” in every generation,
and presumably every culture: but of dispositions to which anyone may be subject, and cultural
demeanours to which anyone may consent. One of these is outright cynicism, in the face of which
celebration simply withers. To Heaney’s “Upend the rain stick ... Listen now again’, and to all comparable
invitations, cynicism says cvery time, ‘ohne mich’ (not me!}.

Still, I believe that one thing which has made Heaney’s work, prose as well as poetry, engaging in both
senses of that word is his instinctive readiness to make provision for the voice of the cynic in his own
work. Very few, if any, of his poems arc purcly lyrical: usually, to use another of his words, they are
‘badged’ with the insignia of grief, misgiving, subversion. So, in ‘The Rain Stick’, his ‘"Who cares?’ is an
invitation to continued enchantment, but “the fall of grit or dry sceds through a cactus’ is still vigilance's
concession to sensed implausibility: and the bold gaiety of the last couple of lines still enjoins a new
exertion. Even in the modest circumstances of this poem, there is something of a call to arms to be heard.

We are on somewhat different ground in another of Heaney’s shorter poems, ‘A Daylight Art’, which
is dedicated to Norman MacCaig.

On the day he was to take the poison
Socrates told his friends he had been writing:
putting Aesop’s fables into verse.

And this was not because Socrates loved wisdom
and advocated the examined life.

But hardly Socrates. Until, that is,
he tells his friends the dream had kept recurring
all his life, repeating one instruction:

Practise the art, which art until that moment
he always took to mean philosophy.

The reason was that he had had a dream. Happy the man, therefore, with a natural gite
Caesar, now, or Herod or Constantine
or any number of Shakespearcan kings
bursting at the end like dams

for practising the right one from the stare—
whose deep-sunk panoramas rise and pass

wherc original panoramas lic submerged
which have to rise again before the death scenes—
you can belicve in their believing dreams. —'A Daylight Art/, The Haw Lantern

‘Through the ear of a raindrop’, ‘through the rod’s eye or the nib’s cye’—the confirming, concluding
gesture is one thing which links the poems, and there are other occasions on which Heaney rehearsces the
trope, taken of coursc from Christ’s characterisation of improbable, beneficent accomplishment. I take
it here as a reminder of something critical to all of this poet’s aspirations to celebration, namely the
coming to cases, or to put it a little differently, the declining of the abstract. It is not that Heancy,
especially in his prose, eschews generalisation, or the handsome rhetoric which wears aphoristic
formulation as a sort of tabard. In fact, he does that kind of thing exceptionally well: the mewed voice may
loft at any moment, and docs so often. But he commonly writes as though the particular and its
constraints arc insight’s best warrant.

Joubert called Plato ‘the Rabelais of abstractions’, which may be an important part of justice to the
philosophers’ philosopher. Tt implies, surely, singularity of mind, immensce command of individual
occasions, rclish, and non-stop drama. The fact that the whole original Platonic affair comes to us
couched as drama is far from incidental, signalling as it does the truth that we really have insight on no
other terms. Heaney, who clearly finds thinking relishable, contemplates the great philosopher’s mentor
and messianic figurc as someone who, approaching that most particular of all points, the death-moment,
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poetry, say, or fishing; whosc nights are dreamless;

like daylight through the rod’s cye or the nib’s eyc.
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takes his stand on a new-found art, which requires verse’s precision in the framing of Acsop’s fables.
Heaney has the account of Socrates’ last hours from Plato’s Phaedo. Good translations of the original offer,
variously, that his dream enjoined on him that he should ‘work at music, and composc it’, or that he ‘make
art and practisc it’. There is nothing enigmatic in the contrast, given Plato’s view of the musical as ubiquitous;
and the convergence of the two formulations would be altogether congenial to Heaney, who often writes in
counterpoint to existing staves, and who bids for a ‘music of what happens’ even in the face of melody’s
violation. But he is not cajoled, not seduced, by life’s orchestral insinuations so that he neglects to put
these to the test of the particular. It was, after all, the then-Britannic agents, Edmund Spenser and John
Davies, who wrote with sumptuous fluidity of cosmic harmonies, unalarmed the while by the shedding
of Irish blood. Perhaps Heancy also remembers Elizabeth'’s terse injunction, ‘Hang the harpers wherever
found’, but he is not someone casily beguiled by musics native or foreign. Entertaining gratefully the example
of shapers, pipers and haunters, heis also a Platonic serutiniser, a holder of things, item by item, up to the light.
‘A Daylight Art’ is dedicated to one of Scotland’s veteran pocts, a man whose work has undergonce a
number of significant transformations. The poem may be more than casually complimentary, implying
both that MacCaig kept faith with carly intuitions and that he had something of a socratic readiness to
g0 wherever, appropriately, he was drawn. At all events, the bent of ‘A Daylight Art’ is to celebrate a quality
which Heaney clsewhere identifies in Wordsworth's ‘Resolution and Independence’—a being ‘philo-
sophic in its retrieval of the stanee of wisdom out of the experience of wonder’. [Heancey, in Introduction
to The Essential Wordsworth, Hopewell, NJ, Ecco Press, 1988). This, no doubt, is ‘a natural gift’, but it
has—Ilike fishing—to be excrcised case by casce: the ‘deep-sunk panoramas’ have tobe  yed-up, played-
through, ‘artlessly’ as it may scem, but only after long ‘practising’. ‘Happy the man’, Heancey says, conscious
in so doing that he is echoing a long tradition of celebrating case of spirit, a tradition with its own complex
practices. Airy celebration is all to the good, but gusty celebration goes nowhere. ‘Beauty is something animal,
the beautiful 1s something celestial”: if Heaney {after Socrates) were to agree with the second

half of Joubert’s claim, it would be on condition that the first half is never out of sight.

T THE BLGINNING OF A Midsummer Night's Dream, Duke Thescus, planning wedding cclebrations,
says that ‘The pale companion is not for our pomps’, that pale companion being sadness  death’s shadow,
perhaps. But celebration may have to be attempted in the face of indmidation, which is another of its
enemies, another of death’s agents. Heancey has been badgered from left and from right concerning his
polity, and it is improbable that he has yet said all his say, in verse or otherwise, on the matter. What is
clear is that the presence of intimidation, of terror in fact, is no small part of his matter. Once of his own
‘original panoramas’ is the green and grey corpus of Ireland, but another is that same zone coloured red
and black. Going to singing school requires vigilance as to the heart’s territory.

Whence a poem like “Two Lorries’.

It's raining on black coal and warm wet ashes.
There are tyre-marks in the yard, Agnew’s old lorry
Has all its cribs down and Agnew the coalman
With his Belfast accent’s sweet-talking my mother.
Would she ever go to a filim in Magherafele?

But it’s raining and he still has halt the Toad

To deliver farther on. This time the lode

Our coal came from was silk-black, so the ashes

Will be the silkiest white. The Magheratele

{Via Toomecbridge) bus goes by. The half-stripped lorry
With its empticd, folded coal-bags moves my mother:
The tasty ways of a lcather-aproned coalman!

And films no less! The conceit of a coalman ...

She goes back in and gets out the black lead

And cmery paper, this nineteen-fortics mother,

All business round her stove, half-wiping ashes
With a backhand from her check as the boleed lorry
Gets revved and turned and heads for Magherafelt

And the last delivery. Oh, Magherafelt!

Oh, drecam of red plush and a city coalman

As time fastforwards and a different lorry

Groans into shot, up Broad Street, with a payload

A v the bus station to t and ashes ...
Atter that happened, I'd a vision ot my mother,
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A revenant on the bench where I would mect her

In that cold-floored waiting-room in Maghcrafelt,
Her shopping bags full up with shovelled ashes.
Dcath walked out past her like a dust-faced coalman
Refolding hody-bags, plying his load

Empty upon empty, in a flurry

Of motes and engine-revs, but which lorry

Was it now? Young Agnew's or that other,
Heavier, deadlier one, set to explode

In a time beyond her time in Magherafelt ..

So tally bags and swect-talk darkness, coalman.
Listen to the rain spit in new ashes

As you heft a load of dust that was Magherafelt,
Then reappear from your lorry as my mother’s
Dreamboat coalman filmed in silk-white ashes.

—Two Lorries’, The Spirit Level

N His Noser Lecture, Heaney remarks on what he, and others, have scen as a decisive shift in his
prioritics as a poct. He remarks that, when thinking of

the actualities of Ulster and Isracl and Bosnia and Rwanda and a host of other wounded spots on the face
of the carth, the inclination is not only not to credit human nature with much constructive potential but
not to credit anything too positive in the work of art.

Which is why for years T was bowed to the desk like some monk bowed over his pric-dicu, some dutiful
contemplative pivoting his understanding in an attempt to bear his portion of the weight of the world,
knowing himself incapable of heroic virtue or redemptive effort, but constrained by his obedience to his rule
to repeat the cffort and the posture. Blowing up sparks for a meagre heat. Forgetting faith, straining towards
good works. Attending insufficiently to the diamond absolutes, among which must be counted the
sufficieney of that which is absolutely imagined. Then finally and happily, and not in obedience to the
dolorous circumstances of my native place but in despite of them, [ straightened up. I began a few years ago
to try to make space in my reckoning and imagining for the marvellous as well as for the murderous ...
(Crediting Poetry: The Nobel Lecture, London, Faber, 1996)

‘Two Lorries’, surely, is a pocm which is driven by this newer intent. The break between earlier and
later endeavours is not absolute—few things in poctry arc of that kind—but the ground has shifted
somewhat. “Two Lorries’ is scarved in formality to a degree not often welcomed in the carlier pocetry, even
given Heaney's liking for the sonnet. Still, the sestina is loosencd somewhat, is scrvant and not master
of the questing imagination. It is part of the poem’s affair to celebrate lee-way in human choosing as in
human remembering, and some relaxedness is relevant to both of these.

Thinking of the business of celebration, I want to say that it does aspire to conjunctions, to harmonics,
and to the prizing of beauty. In cultural milicux in which those ancient transcendentals, unity, truth and
goodness, arc automatically discounted, beauty has a harder time still inurgingits cause: but poets cannot
always be attending to intellectual pathology, and must sometimes get right on with making the things
which at least insinuatc excellences decried by the dogmatic. And there is a more important point, so far
as this poem is concerned. Intimidation, demoralisation, and above all terror, ‘blow things apart’. All
thosc many years ago, in Yeats’ nightmare vision of wars to come—a vision founded in part by memorics
of what had alrcady been—it was said that ‘the centre cannot hold ... mere anarchy is loosed upon the
world’. Political terrorism aims to dissever, to atomise and disband; and in varying degrees, so do various
other forces—intimately personal ones, domestic ones, socictal ones—to which anyone may be exposed,
cven in the most tranquil-sceming of circumstances. One strikingly significant thing about ‘“Two
Lorries’ is that, in the harmonics of its development, it re-concerts a world which terroristic explosion
tries to dis-concert.

I should, perhaps, point out that Heaney is quite without illusion as to the power of art—does not
expect too much of it, and docs not ask too little of it. Some of his rcaders have shied at the line which
he has used more than once, and which he had from Yeats, who had it from Coventry Patmore—'The end
of art is peace.’ Heancey, interviewed, has made it plain that he knows all too well that art’s coherings are
always lodged in history’s incohcerences. (I sometimes wonder whether those who salute the majestic
screnity of Dante’s ‘In His will is our peace’ always notice that the pilgrim poct who hears the blessed
say this is to be re-consigned to the bloody parishes of Italy: but it is not a point to cscape Heancy.) The
last lines of the Nobel Lecture put his position clearly:
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Poctic form is both the ship and the anchor. It is at once a buoyancy and a holding, allowing for the
simultancous gratification of whatever is centrifugal and centripetal in mind and body. And it is by such
means that Yeats” work does what the necessary pocetry always does, which is to touch the base of our
sympathcetic nature while taking in at the same time the unsympathetic reality of the world to which that
nature is constantly exposed. The form of the poem, in other words, is crucial to poetry’s power to do the
thing which always is and always will be to poctry’s credit: the power to persuade that vulnerable part of our
consciousness of its rightness in spite of the evidence of wrongness all around it, the power to remind us that

we are hunters and gatherers of values, that our very solitudes and distresses are creditable, in so
I far as they, too, are an carnest of our veritable human being.

1L FORM OF THE POEM’ can accommuodate a number of things. In ‘Two Lorries’, for instance, there is
the fcllowing of the young, sweet-talking Agnew with that taciturn immortal, Death: there is the stanzaic
form, designed both to still and to round a fugitive attention, which itself cyes fleeting enough events:
there is the quadrilateral relationship between mother, son, the bearer of fire’s fucl and the custodian of
residucs: and there are the counterpointings of red plush and silk-white ashes, of drcam and film, of
revenant and survivor. Hovering over it all are the implications of the ‘lorries’, things of a picce with the
other vehicles—fisherman'’s boat, scout-car, bicycle, domestic vehicle—which Heancey has used in other
poems, cach of them at once something solid and an agent of ‘transportation’—which every metaphor is.
Hcaney wants to ‘transport’ his reader, but on terms like those suggested, again, by Joubert: ‘A thought
is a thing as real as a cannon ball’; and, ‘Uproot? No, but transplant.’
‘Hunters and gatherers of values’: the expression may remind us of a double agenda—a cherishing of
as much of the past as possible, and a girding of the moral imagination for future tasks. It is on some such
terms that one may read a final poem, ‘Damson’.

Gules and cement dust. A matte tacky blood
On the bricklayer’s knuckles, like the damson stain
That sceped through his packed lunch.
A full hod stood

Against the mortared wall, his big bright trowel
In his left hand (for once) was pointed down
As he marvelled at his right, held high and raw:
King of the castle, scatfold-stepper, shown
Bleeding to the world.

Wound that I saw
In glutinous colour fifty years ago—
Damson as omen, weird, a dream to read—
Is weeping with the held-at-arm's length dead
From cverywhere and nowhere, here and now.

Over and over, the slur, the serape and mix

As he trowelled and retrowelled and latd down
Courses of glum mortar. Then the bricks
Jiggled and settled, tocked and tapped in line.
I loved especially the trowel’s shine,

Its cdge and apex always coming clean

And brightening itsclf by mucking in.

It looked light but felt heavy as a weapon,

Yet when he lifted it there was no strain.

It was all point and skim and float and glisten
Until he washed and lapped it tight in sacking
Like a cult blade that had to be kept hidden.

Ghosts with their tongues out for a lick of blood

Are crowding up the ladder, all unhealed,

And some of them still rigged in bloody gear.

Drive them back to the doorstep or the road

Where they lay in their own blood once, in the hot
Nausca and last gasp of dear life.

Trowcl-wiclder, woundie, drive them off

Like Odysseus in Hades lashing out

With his sword that dug the trench and cut the throat
Of the sacrificial lamb.
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But not like him—
Builder, not sacker, your shicld the mortar board—
Drive them back to the wine-dark taste of home,
The smell of damsons simmering in a pot,
Jam ladled thick and stcaming down the sunlight. —Damson’, The Spirit Level

If anyone can be said to have title to the word ‘damson’, it must be the Hopkins of ‘dappled-with-
damson west’. Heancy writes of some of Hopkins’ lines that ‘despite the gleam and deliquescence and
intense sufficieney of the verbal art, they are still intent on telling a truth independent of themselves'.
Such waords could be applied with justice to much of Heancey’s own writing, carlierand later: and they have
a special appropriateness when one thinks about celebration and things inimical to it. For if celebration
can be subverted by cynicism, by abstraction, and by intimidation, it is also helpless in the face of
narcissism. Celebration, I take it, is an act of solidarity: the dancers in its ring face outwards. Auden, in
his elegy for Yeats, speaks with regret of individuals’ being jailed within themselves, and invokes poctry’s
ability to ‘teach the free man how to praisc’; Brodsky, at the end of his 40th birthday poem, ‘May 24, 1980,
proclaims that ... until brown clay has been crammed down my larynx, / only gratitude will be gushing
from it.” Neither of these two was unalert to the jungle clement in public reality, and neither without
temptation to live in a mirrored room: but the governing disposition in their verse is to go on making
common cause with ‘the others’.

Those others are primarily other persons, but the reach can be more ample, as is suggested in the title
of Paul Shepard’s book, The Others: How Animals Made Us Human. And since our understanding of
anythingis permeable to our understanding of anything clsc, the salute to one can become a salute to all—
as happens, for instance, in Smart’s ‘A Song for David’, where the stars in their courses move in concert
with ‘quick peculiar quinee’. This is one of Heancy’s veins, alert though he constantly is to violence and
violation, on both of which he has written intently. ‘Damson’ is a poem which, in a thoroughly open-cyed
way, trics to do justice to that world of the palpable which preceded cach of us, and will perhaps succceed
all of us, but which we make our own, and most our own when we are open-handed about it all.

Celebration, in practice, is almost inconcceivable without the evocation and deployment of memories.
Thesc may be assayed, sometimes to test them for spuriousness, but also to determine their yield, their
plenitude. In Heaney’s poem, the small, purple, tart plum is ‘Damson as omen, weird, a dream to read’,
retricved from fifty ycars back, and scrutinised for significance. And so is the bricklayer—'King of the
castle’, as in a children’s game, ‘scatfold-stepper’, as in an heroic poem, ‘shown/Blecding to the world’,
as in countless representations of Christ’s and Pilate’s ‘Ecce homo!” He, like the damson, is at one with
‘the held-at-arm’s-length dead’, with all that may be questionable about such a fending-off. It can, after
all, be excuss of significance in things rememberced that prompts their being put behind us, but our being
so brisk with them can leave us attenuated—preserved, yes, but deprived too.

As the poem unfolds, it becomes clear that Heaney is glad to sce the bricklayer not as larger than life,
but as more full of life than a glancing attention might suppose. And if the trowel is ‘brightening itself
by mucking in’, so is the bricklaycr—once again, a state of affairs remarkably like the one celebrated,
repeatedly, by Hopkins. Ycet for all his proficiency, the workman has wounded himself—one of the
insignia of all our tribe. In that, he cannot be held at arm’s length, is still our omen. Damson’s purple can
stand for all the ways in which we arc imperial, from walking ercet to being master builders to
commanding the language in which such things can be said, but it can also stand for the blood which,

whencever ispected, shows both vitality and vulnerability. Heaney's own language, then, is
‘brightening itself by mucking in’, and this is a large part of its warrant for the reader.

ND THEN THERE ARE THOSE OTHER GHOsTs—disconcerting presences, these. Inhis poem ‘Ghosts, Places,
Storics, Questions’ (whose title might encompass all of Heaney’s work), Vincent Buckley writes, ‘Heatless and
demanding presences,/ I will endure you; but you shall not be my gods./ Arcadia cannot give you flesh;
heaven cannot make you more than spics of hell”. They might have been words for Heaney’s poem, but
only provisionally, since the Odysscan bricklayer is called upon to differ from any Homerie ‘sacker of
cities’ and to give them what is wished for the dead in another tradition—refreshiment, light and peace’.

It is a sanguine conclusion, but if one asks how that particular band of ghosts came to be there at all,
the answer must surcly be that, here as elsewhere, Heaney wants to come to terms with an unbidden
world. A psyche engaged only by the familiar and the congenial can casily stay, as it were, fifty years
younger than its chronological age—can practice the infant strut of ideology or the preening of self-
absorption. But to be met by such archons of otherness as the ghosts crowding up the ladder is to be tested
for ability, and readiness, to grow. And to persist, come what may, in a demeanour of hospitality, itself
sends a man, not a boy, home.

Peter Steele s) has a Personal Chair at the University of Melbourne.
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work’s few rounded characters, and son (‘1'd
go home and get old, beached in
responsibility’). Dictrich sees his physical
condition as standing for the unconscious
in the split subject. He is sometimes
phantasmal, sometimes a classic Australian
pionecr. His condition is even, enigmati-
cally, seen as ‘a story of law that you're
carrying / for all places’.

The plot is intensely episodic, but a
shape does become obscrvable, particularly
as the aspects after the war that initially
scem almost comic (like Sir Peter, the
Quecensland crook who forces Freddy to go
to America) become grimmer, until we arc
back into war again, and Freddy finally
makes it home. The vast array of episodes
seen through Freddy’s cyes sometimes
produce that strange sensc of the platform
moving rather than the train; that is, as if
history moves through Freddy, rather than
the other way around. This is not rcalism,
but neither, thank goodness, is it magic
rcalism (despite one or two incidents).
Things happen, but they do so through a
tund of humour, memorable imagery
(‘Laura’s mother held me out on the end of
her questions / as it after I left she’d have to
fumigate her voice’), and strangely gnomic

moments (‘I've forgiven the old girl
since, without noticing, as you do’}.

ROBABLY THE MOsT notable feature of all
the action is its violence. This is a very
violent poem {on both a‘macro-’ and ‘micro-
historical’ level). But no matter how
indebted to the masculinist fantasies of the
adventure story, this work is not in thrall to
them. Certainly, we cheer when Freddy
crushes a Nazi’s hand over his gun, or when
he keeps fights ‘fair’, but Murray doesn’t
simply peddle stylised violence for cheap
emotionalism. Freddy isn’t always
successful and some people die awful deaths.
And, more significantly, despite Freddy's
heroic actions, the world is simply too big
a place for his deeds to really change
anything. Sometimes they make things
worse. The Jew whom he protects from
Nazi thugs points this out: ‘You have killed
me voung man ... Run now or vou will die
too’. When Freddy suggests that the man
flee, he points out the ever-growing circles
of cffect that Freddy’s actions could cause:
‘he looked an oldman’slook / like up through
deep water. That would expose my family /
and students to my punishment, he said’.

Freddy’s cexploits, while undoubtedly
heroie, occur in a context sufficiently like
the world for them to have little real effect:
the poem illustrates again and again how

ideology is the antithesis of heroism {and
not, certainly, its source). Wars go on, men
continue to fight one other, police remain
free to harass the unemployed and the
different, regardless of heroism or bravery.
If Australia is relatively free of these
abhorrences it is not through any essential
difference: ‘If Russians could do it, my own
folk could. There or here. / If Turks could,
so could both my own. I'd always known
that / since the burning women.’

In a sense, however, this lack of large-
scale effect ecmphasises the importance of
acting on a human scale, which is an
individual scale. As Murray writes in ‘A
Working Forest’, communitics preserve
their history not through pattern orideology,
‘but with the living quiddity of cach person,
cach being, cach thing'.

The violence of the poem is also
concerned with its representation. Any
thoughtful writer must at some point
wonder how much stylised violence is
complicit with actual violence. Australian
history (Twain’s ‘beautiful lics’) has long
been drawn to violence: in war, the convict
past, bushrangers, sport, and the landscapce
as a form of stylised violence paradoxically
beyond the aesthetic domain. Thesce
historical features occur repeatedly in
Australian literature: think of Robert Drewe’s
dandificd Ned Kelly, with his tweeds and
magenta cravat, in Qur Sunshine; or Patrick
White’s picking away at the scab of artistic
creativity as a sublimation of violence; or
Thomas Kencally’s use of stylised violence
as part of a grand drama of self. And lest we
think this is altogether a male thing, there
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is Henry Handel Richardson’s The Fortunes
of Richard Mahony with its great sweep of
time book-ended by images of the Australian
land ‘consuming’ men.

Indeed, Freddy is probably unique in
Australian literature in his lightness; he
almost floats off the ground like the
Zeppelin he worked on. He is not burdencd
by a heaviness that forces the male character
to either submit, die, or leave. Instead, his
lack of sensation scems to be a rather more
daring metaphor. It is hard not to sce some-
thingbiographical in the condition, keeping
in mind Murray’s comments in 1996 ahout
his depression. But more generally, the
metaphor of Freddy’s body, divided against
itsclt, is an interesting metaphor for ‘the
Australian cxperience’ (if we can speak so
grandly}.

This sensc of division as a national trait
is most obvious in the potentially
scandalous character, Sam, who is both a
Jew and an Aborigine. Freddy asks: ‘How do
vou know somuch. Sam!—We are studious
people.— / We Jews or we blackfellows!?
Both.—First vou're one. then the other— |
And | always will be. Surely vou would
know about division?’ To which Freddy
answers, ‘No. The world’s divided'. This
sense of division is most strikingly healed
in what couldonly be scen as the Australian
(malc} as everyman:

There’sa common-human level you can
strike with any people

if you don’t impose on them, or scare
them, or sound strange.

On their own ground works best, and
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Justin ‘Harry’ Madden. Even maniacal
Collingwood supporters whoregard Carlton
with the same affection a mongoose saves
for a cobra would soften at the mention of
his name.

In his two books, Harry: The Words and
Wisdom of Justin Madden and Real
Footballers Don’t Cry he credits this pheno-
menon to the fact that he was more human
than other footballers. He never possessed
the ethereal skills of Gary Ablett or the
intuition of Paul Kelly; he was merely a
208-cm dinosaur lumbering around the
ground managing to put in his fair share
cvery week. The beer-gutted fan in the
stands could more casily dream about
making it in league footy with him as a
reference. When asked in 1995 how he felt
about notching up 300 league matches, he
replied that he regarded it as an indictment
of the game.

[rememberafew years ago I was driving
with a mate up Elgin Street in Carlton on my
way to cricket training in Parkville. As we
topped the rise near the Clyde Hotel, Justin
Madden was waiting for a break in the
traffic. He was on his way to pre-scason
training at Princes Park, loading his huge
frame on to one of those small collapsible
bikes suitable for circus clowns. He was
wearing a shirt and tie and suit pants neatly
tucked into long black socks, squinting back
at the peak-hour traffic with an over-sized
bowl-helmet atop his crown. “Who's that
goose?’ my friend asked before we both
cruptedin hysterics, not quite believing the
answer.

Two things distinguish Justin Madden's
writing from that of other former football
greats. One i1s a wit that does not rely
entirely on player shenanigans during ¢nd-
of-scason footy trips, but instead satirises
the whims and insanitics of modern football.

(He does, however, give ahighly
amusing account in the latter
of the two books of the time he
and a couple of tcam-mates
appeared before a magistrate in
Hawaii for writing theirinitials
in wet cement.) The other is
his pragmatism—a pragmatism
that saw him bargain with the
AFL forabetter deal for playcrs
during his time as president
of the Players’ Association and
also made him look on
football asajob. Hisstarry-cyed
days cnded when he realised
that the dream of playing for
the side he barracked for as a

kid, Essendon, was

over after 45 games.

HERE MapDEN 18 quite ruthless in
demystitying the religion of Australian
Rules Football, Clinton Walker in
A Football Life gives it all back as any good
footy fan should. What he offers is esscen-
tially an autobiography as written through
football—the story of the many tcams his
father played for in Melbourne and country
Victoria and the story of his own years as a
junior footballer. It’s an ambitious effort
which falls down a little where he tries to
document a history separate from his own
experience. These passages lack the
liveliness he displays when talking about
the difficult relationship with his father as
filtered through football and how growing
up is measured by achicvements on the
ficld.

He hints that the arrogance he displayed
as a callow youth could be traced back to
the young boy who in the terraces fell in
love with St Kilda, the glamour team of the
'60s. For Walker the team seemed to have a

message, told best by the brash
baby boomer and ‘New Austral-
ian’, Carl Ditterich:

My mother adored him for his
animal sexuality as much as any-
thing. Even my father, whoclearly
disavowced his apparent lack of
discipline, couldn’t deny his
excitement, or effectiveness. To
me, he was just a big blond god.
He was a true Aryan superman.
And that was the thing about
St Kilda in the early '60s: they
were very exciting ata time when
most everyone clse scemed con-
tent to mark time, or ¢lse didn’t
know how to move forward.
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When he gets the wind up in such
passages he scems to enjoy the thrill of
writing about sport outside the narrow
parameters of back-page reporting. Then he
approaches the supplencess of Gideon Haigh
on cricket and the sense of romance Martin
Flanagan always scems to conjure from the
ordinary with his observations of football
on and off the ground.

Walker is also brave. He freely admits
that he completely forsook his beloved St
Kilda tor the Sodom and Gomorrah boys,
the Sydney Swans, during the 1980s. Not
only is he open about his complete lack of
taste but also admits that he passced over a
much more sustainable option of supporting
Brisbanc, where he played his footy and
spent most of his teenage years. He also
dismisses Rugby League as a pestilence
(and Rugby Union as well T would guess,
given the parochialism of the pure Aussie
Rules fan who cannot differentiate
between two games that arc as far apart as
the poles).

Perhaps the problem Rugby League has
is thatitisnot well-served by poets. Thomas
Keneally tried with his biography of Manly
great, Des Hasler, but failed. Maybe if some-
onc had stood up in the late '80s and early
'90s and had written about it in a way that
took it to other places then the glue might
havebeen there tostop greed and sclfishness
from tearing the game apart.

If only the Australian Rugby League
plugged for Mr Curly instcad of Tina Turner
as their great promoter.  wonder if Michael
Leunig is a League fan?

Jon Greenaway is Eurcka Street’s South

East Asia correspondent, a Richmond
supporter and sometime rughy union player.
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journey) traversed by both parties in the
pursuit of the reconciliation hinted at in
the play’s final song. The staging cnhanced
the notion of judgment inherent in the
play. On one level, the songs of the title are
sung ostensibly to Pakeha judges grouped
at onc e¢nd of the space; but the judges’
songs (and those of the military supporting
them)} are judged by the indigenous
characters opposite them and ultimately
by the audience ranged on both sides of the
action.

But the traverse staging also adopts the
style of Marae theatre (increasingly
practised since the late 1970s} which in
turn follows the traditional practice of
public debate in a clear space between two
blocks of listeners. Songs to the Judges is a
reminder of the continuingstruggle between
opposing cultures and of the extent to which
reconciliation can be advanced by inter-
cultural theatre productions such as these.

Intercultural performance of a very
different kind was also prevalent in the
Festival, especially in the influence of the
Japanese Butoh dancc form on local culture.
A casein pointis Lo'Omatua (The Ancient
Mother), by Lemi Ponifasio & MAU, a
performance troupe from Auckland.
Ponifasio is a Western Samoan who has
studied Butoh in Japan and his picce was
very skilled in its execution, gorgeously lit
and extrcmely beautiful to watch; his
exploration of Polynesian folk legends in
Butoh-style dream-form is about as
cross-cultural as you can get.

Lo’Omatua opens with a white-
powdered, semi-naked authority-figure
{Ponifasio himself} sounding a wake-up call
for his people {or the spirits of his past) on
aconch shell. Slowly, three similarly attired
male figures—artfully reflected in the
mirror-surface of a shiny dance-floor—
appear as if from nowhere to enact a ritual
from the past. They are followed by a solo
piece on a high platform to the left in which
the ancient mother of the title invokes the
cnactment of further ritual action below.
Meanwhile, a huge pearl shell glistens
overhead, alternating from phosphorescent
green to red or gold, depending upon the
mood of the separate sections which follow
cachotherinan almost hypnotic succession.

Lo'Omuatua is one of the most cffective
Butoh-inspired performance picces I have
scen since Chapel of Change’s The Descent
in Mc¢lbourne in 1996.

Not to be outdone, Richard Huber from
the University of Dunedin in Otago
presented a solo Butoh piece entitled The
Bookshop. If Lo'Omatua is Butoh at a slow

tempo (let’s say moderato), Huber’s piece is
Butoh molto lento. Here, a young woman,
naked from the waist up and powdered
white all over, is revealed squatting at the
base of a cruciform layout of books,
burdened by the weight of a huge book on
her shoulders. She gradually rises, plucks
the offending tome |the complete works of
Shakespeare) from her back and
triumphantly holds it aloft. She then moves
up the trunk of the cross and takes an
opened book toits proper place at the right;
she then shakes a couple of times and
finally raises two half-opened slim
volumes from knec-height to another
triumphant overhead position. And that’s
it. The whole piece took an excruciating
45 minutes to execute, but Helen Colston’s
disciplined mastery of the style made it

very engrossing and strangely

beautiful to watch

A.T THE orrosiTE end of the spectrum

was Social Climbers, by the prolific Roger
Hall in a production by Hamilton’s leading
amateur Creative Theatre Company. Hall
is something of a cross between David
Williamson and Alan Ayckbourn and he is
best-known in Australia for plays of social
comment couched in formulaically
entertaining structures like Flexitime (about
office workers) and Middle Age Spread
{about marital conflict).

Social Climbers takes five well-
differentiated female high school teachers
{and, reluctantly, the art-school daughter of
oncof them}onavacation mountain climb.
On their first night out, they are marooned
in their log-cabin by torrential rains and a
washed-away bridge and their enforced
incarceration dislodges many skeletons {and
clever one-line gags) from the collective
closctof an embattled contemporary school
staff-room. It is casy to see why this highly
engaging and entertaining play has enjoyed
long sell-out seasons all over NZ since its
premiere at Dunedin’s Fortune Theatre in
1995—and why the City of Hamilton (as a
major sponsor) insisted on its inclusion in
the inaugural national Theatre Festival.

Allfestivalshave theirdisappointments,
but it was all the more disappointing that
this one’s should come from the legendary
Red Mole, NZ's oldest alternative theatre
collective. Based in Wellington, Red Mole
has been continuously active at home and
abroad since 1974, including a long stint in
the US and a briefer one in the Netherlands
during the 1980s. The current show, entitled
The Navigators—Historia von Dr Ray
Humbabby,isaslow-moving, over-wrought
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but under-developed remake of the Faust
legend couched in a contemporary context.
The ageing-hippy Faust figure (played by
Red Mole co-founder Alan Brunton) is a
‘wannabe’ rock star lured into his contract
with the devil by a talk-radio hostess {played
by the other, still impressive, co-founder,
Sally Rodwell) but the piece gains nothing
from the modernisation or from the liberal
inclusion of excerpts from some of the
company’s other recent shows, shorn as
they are of their original and informing
contexts. The young Russian-spcaking
members of the collective don’t do much
for the piece cither.

I might have caught Red Mole on an off
night, or in a new ‘team-building’ phase,
but—on the c¢vidence of The Navigators—
there certainly is rebuilding to be done.

Nonetheless [and bearing in mind that
[ didn’t have time to catch several other
shows, like a deconstruction of the Robinson
Crusoce legend in the torm of a ‘Lapsarian
Mass’ and an intriguing dramaentitled New
Zealand Lamb) 1 thought FUEL a
pronounced success. Let’s hope it can he
repeated.

Geoffrey Milneis head of theatre and drama
at La Trobe University.

VO0th Anniversary Concerts
24 & 20 September, 30 October
27 November, 18 December

Hildegard of Bingen
1098-1179

Viriditas performs
the 900th Anniversary Series

A concert series dedicated
to presenting all of Hildegard's
music during 1998
2 september “The Crowned Branely
206 september Eeclesia the Beloved”
Spm at St lgnatius” Church.
320 Church street Richmond, VIC
Tickets $20 or $15 concession
Enquires 03 9482 2680
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