




















university student associations. Stu-
dents are now viewed as mere clients.
In its defence of legislating for
freedom of choice’ in the university,
the report concludes that ‘“freedom of
choice is the only basis upon which a
truly representative student organisa-
tion can be built and a new culeure of
student government evolve’ (pl1Y).
This is nothing other than a religious
devotion to client choice in which the
advocates of VSU failed to respect
student membership of the university.
Legislation against the conscription of
students in the mon-academic sphere’
will prevent universities from insist-
ing that students have any academic
mutual obligation to cach other.
This Liberal reconstruction of the
basis of the untversity reveals a dogged
unwillingness to question the com-
mercialisation that has brought the
freedom of association issue into view.
Though this process took off under the
previous regime, the Coalition is
happy to take the next step in the proc-
css of transformation which has
already reached deep into university
classrooms. This is a furcher constraint
justified by radically individualistic
philosophy, a normative orientation
for all of Australia’s state-controlled
universities. Students, as individual
clients, make their own individual
contracts with increasingly over-
worked academic ‘providers’, who arc
employed on a similarly individualis-
tic basis. Clients have no need for any
academic community. Academic peers
are replaced by spurious ‘tecam work’.
The Senate report fudges this aca-
demic reconstruction. It might say it
is limited to the ‘non-academic sphere’.
But it assumes that student interaction
only has individual consequences in
the sanctity of the student’s mind, to
be taken out of the university when
collecting the graduation ticket on
departure. It has not occurred to these
ideologues that ‘student associations’
have anything to do with the scarch
for truth. Any corporate student impact
upon the university’s search for truth
is rendered peripheral, if not totally
irrelevant, to the university itself.
But student interaction, formal and
informal, should be encouraged as
integral to the university. The truth
is that commercialisation and ‘user
pays’ have become the defining char-
acteristics of the university, and the
work of lecturers and students in the
discovery of truth is ignored. The
qualification is the product. Increased
financial reward to the client after
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graduation is the result. Knowledge
and insight have been replaced. In such
a context the associating of students
together to advance the student
vocation as a scarch for truth hardly
makes any sense at all.

A question emerges. Can the
legislation under which cach univer-
sity operates be amended to allow it
to reform its own constitution, and give
itself a legal basis upon which to form
the internal life of its academy accord-
ing to a ‘mutual obligation’ principle?
If universities are required by law and
their own constitutions to respect
‘mutual {academic] obligation’ among
students, then their academics may
find a constitutional basis upon which
to develop the student vocation as an
integral, rather than periphcral, part of
the academy. This may have to be the
way for universities to subvert this
government-led destruction of student
associations. It may have to be via this
legislative route that university stu-
dents rediscover the student vocation.

An unanticipated consequence of
this legislation may be greater dissat-
isfaction with government control
over universities. [t may encourage
further reflection on the possible
bencfits of a non-state-controlled public
scctor within Australian higher
education. Compliance with the con-
stricting ideology of voluntary student
unionism, and not just with the prin-
ciples of freedom of association, will
be a legal requirement for Common-
wealth grants once this legislation is
passed. It remains to be scen whether
this legislation, and its implementation,
allows for the invasion of non-state
tertiary education. Bible College and
Theological Seminary students also
qualify for AUSTUDY. This is Com-
monwealth money and in some ways
AUSTUDY makces smaller non-state
tertiary education viable. Will such
institutions have to comply with VSU?

The Coalition’s failure to be critical
of the rampant commercialisation and
corporatisation of universitics now
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cements a thick layer of ideological
icing on Dawkins’ cake. It will put an
extra obstacle in the way of students’
contributing to the reform of the
academic sphere of the university.
The contribution of student asso-
ciations to the academic work of the
universities fell into hard times when
corporatisation was all the go in the
1980s. Government and university
administrations required it. But the
VSU legislation covers up the Coali-
tion’s complicity in the process and
stringently avoids the real reform issuc
requiring government attention.
Universities are places of and by
students; and student assoclations
need reform, not the ideological
decimation that this legislation by all
accounts will bring about.
Bruce Wearne
Point Lonsdale, VIC

Future at stake

From Ken O 'Haru

How can John Howard go on repeating
his tired old ‘mandate’ theory on the
Liberals” GST proposals when they
only received 40 per cent of first
preference votes, with scores of other
issucs then being voted on as well?

And how can he continue to claim
that it was ‘all fully explained’ in the
clection, when it was only the work
of the main people’s organisations, and
the experts at the Senate inquirics,
which revealed its cssential short-
comings and dangers?

But their set of GST proposals was
suspect from the start, since it was
cooked up in deep secret by a few top
Liberal politicians and advisors, not
even involving their own backbench
members, main people’s organisations,
or the Parliament itself.

Yes, these massive proposals, to
affeet everyone's livelihood, had not
been presented to Parliament before
being launched on the clectorate as
‘Government Policy’, u g our tax
money to pay for this great deception.
How the power of office can go to
people’s heads! What's v ing with a
specific referendum, with full dis-
closure, on such massive changes?

So watch out now for all changes
likely to come from this wreck, for, as
Senator Harradine so wiscly said, the
tuture of our children, our grand-
children, and their grandchildren for
generations to come, is ar stake.

en C  ara
Gerringong, NSW
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Wobbly wheels

-v .VHEN I was Young, L used to be a fan of St Thomas. We studied a philosophy, said to be
his, in Latin. [ had no difficulty in accepting that it gave a true account of the world: I grew
cool towards it only as my interest in rhetoric grew. When 1 tried to write my Thomist
philosophy in English, I could not believe that any imaginable reader would take it
scriously. And so for the first time I became personally involved in the troublesome
relationships between Catholicisin and modernity.

This que on is discussed at a considerably higher level in New Blackfriars {April
1999). A number of Catholic philosophers reply t¢  »hn Haldane’s lucid article on Thomist
philosophy and the futurc of Catholic Philosophy. Haldane argues that, historically,
Thomism has been healthy when it engages with other schools of thought. He regards it
as unfortunate that many Catholic thinkers have seen the post-Enlightenment world as
hostile to fai  and particularly have scparated themsclves from the dominant stream of
analytical philosophy. He argues that serious contact would be beneficial for both.

To a non-philosopher, the responses to Haldane are of interest as much for the
temperaments displayed as for the arguments which they underlie. Some reflect the pain
of working in a field which is often hostile to religion. Others clearly exude delight at broad
catholic exploration of many worlds of philosophy. Others are proudly combative under the
banner of one faith, one baptism, one pope and one Catholic philosophy.

The most stimulating response comecs, as those who admire his work might cxpect,
from Charles Taylor. He argues that the contact will benefit analytic philosophy, for it,
‘like most gins is much better in a cocktail than taken neat’. But while acknowledging that
the fusion of philosophies often leads to innovative thought, he remarks that, because of
their desire for a synthesis, Thomist philosophies have difficulty when accounting for
history or differences. Other philosophical and theological positions are often treated
reductively or patronised in order to be dealt into the synthesis.

In Church History (March 1999), Laurence Moore addresses the relationship between
religious education and modernity in 19th-century North America. He argues against the
common belief that confessional religious cducation was forced on students and produced
conformity « thought. Only when religious instruction in schools was systematised,
tamed and instrumentalised did it induce a lack of interest, Moore asserts. In the early 19th
century, however, exposure to what Benjamin Franklin dismissed as ‘polemical divinity’
encouraged independence of thought. For those communicating the faith so trusted in its
power that they allowed fierce debate.

Among many examples of the power of religious controversy to strengthen independ-
ence of mind, I was particularly taken by Frances Willard. She transformed the Women’s
Christian Tempera : Union into a powerful lobby group for women’s health. Her more
enduring claim to fame, however, is in the history of bicycling. To encourage independence
inother women, at e ageof 53 she learned this then scandalously liberating skill. She was
attended by three men, variously porkpie, bowler and top-hatted, to ensure that she
remained upright on Gladys. On the basis of her learning, she concluded grandly that ‘all
failure was from a wobbly will rather than a wobbly wheel’. My experience has led me to
be less categoric.

Bicycles then were modern. In Modern Believing (April 1999), Adrian Hastings explores
the pejorative meaning of ‘modern’, found equally in Arnold’s ‘strange disease of modern
life’ and in the rhetoric of Pius IX and Pius X. But in Christian tradition, modernity has not
always been scorned. In the 14th and 15th centuries, the devotio moderna was encouraged
as a movement of spiritual reform. It emphasised experience, and valued interiority and
spiritual freedom against reliance on institutional conformity. The emphases of the
devotio moderna found expression in the very different works of Erasmus and of St
Ignatius. Bc  were suspect in their day for emphasising the sanctity of the inner
relationship between God and the human person, the castle of the conscience.

Likeawell-formed and sensitive conscience, modemity keeps questioning. So, appropriately,
a larger than usual  mber of Concilium (1999/1) is devoted to Unanswered Questions.

Andrew Hai n sj tcaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.

12 EUREKA STREET ¢ JuLy/AucusT 1999

Camping is central to the Australian
military experience. Being in the ficld is
called being ‘under canvas’ War is morce
about camping than aboutk  ing. We were
still camping in Korea and Victnam. The
heavy-duck, centre-poled, wooden-floored
army tent remains about as solid a tent as
you can get. You can run up one side and
down the other without causing the slightest
damage. It’s the brick-vencer of tents. In
the housing shortage after the Second World
War, people bought them as first homes.

The arrival of the car ushered in the
period of the auto-tent. This developed into
an annual migration of a large part of the
population from suburban villas to the
scaside. By the 1950s, camping was the
chosen form of holiday-making for most
Australians. Campers took over all the most
desirable foreshores of the castern coast.
Inland, tents were strung like canvas pearls
along the banks of every decent river.

The Golden Years of camping lasted
until the late 1960s. This was camping by
choicerather than necessity. Although there
were designated camp grounds, usually
administered by local shires, many people
preferred to find a quict litdle spot of their
own, away from cveryonce clse. You could
campalmost anywhere. The law was lax, or
rather, relaxed. Thebeach side of the coastal
roads belonged almost cxclusively to the
camp . You won't find many tents there
now. Only ‘No Camping’ signs.

But Australians arc a camping people.
It’s in the blood. When Isct out asa 22-year-
old to cross Asia to Europcon ¢ overland
trail, T carried a tent (as well as a billy, a
frying pan, flourand salt). That was in 1966,
not 1866. I carried my house on my back.
I sleprout. Iwasself-sufficient. That seems
quaint today, but oncc it guarantcced
survival.

Campers pride themscelveson getting by
with as little as possible. This is not a
fashionable attitude. Campingisfor getting
on the cheap what others nay for. That is
heresy in a world that says ¢ best should
be reserved for those who can pay the most.
And c¢ven though it is now possible to
support your camp with all sorts of clever
gasa .dances, the basic experience of camp-
ing remains that of doing without. For tens
of thousands of Australians it is an annual
pilgrimage to celebrate a simpler life.

It goes beyond proving that you can
survive without clectricity. Camping
connects you directly with the carth and
the sky, the vegetation, the animals and
especially the birds. The strength of the
wind; the power of the waves; they
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T'he view from the

= 'S SATURDAY LUNCHTIME, just two days
betore Indonesia’s national election, and
Anggerek Mallisbuzzing. From the packed-
out Pizza Hut to the chaotic whirl on the
glassed-inice skating ring, tenants in South
East Asia’s biggest shopping complex are
doing a roarine trade.

Tt’s a goc  sign,’
says anthropologistand
social activist Bambang
Rustanto. ‘It shows that
people feel relaxed and
safe. It's not norma -
like thisjust before elec-
tions. Usually everyone
stays at home in case
there's trouble.’

‘After all, it was
malls like this that got
fire-bombed during the
riots last May,” points out Bambang’s
colleague, Australian rescarcher Lea Jellinek.,
She takes me to a walkway suspended high
on the fifth floor and we slip behind booths
sclling CDs and perfume so that she can
point out the view. Below us tracts of vacant
green land are sandwiched between the
concrete tlyovers of the airport expressway
and spacious estates where housing is
reserved for senior government officials.

‘A lot of the poor communitics that
lived here have been cleared away,’ says
Lea. ‘It’s like Los Angeles superimposed on
rural Java. Thirty or forty ycars ago the
place was called Kampung Sawah {the village
of rice ficlds) and people describe paddy
fields and trees and a river flowing by’

Not all the remnants of that old world
have disappeared. Clinging to narrow strips
of land are clusters of makeshift dwellings,
some inhabited by original Betawis, natives
of the Jakarta region. Time and again they
have been forced to move on as different
waves of development washed over the city;
their family land long lost to bitumen or
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kampung

brick. In their ramshackle, impermanent
community, the Betawis have now been
joined by migrants from other parts of
Indonesia, especially central Java.

Nestled below the seven gleaming
towers of Anggerck Mall, the community
of Kampung Kemanggisan is
home tosome 2000 of Jakarta's
poorest citizens. Bambang and
Lea have sclected this commu-
nity to set up a micro-credit
scheme, providing seed money
for saving and credit circles, to
help people establish them-
selves in small business or
trade and to help rcebuild
community networks along
with way.

Lea and Bambang have
agreed to let me trade on the
rapport and trust that they have built up
with local people by taking mc on a tour of
the kampung. 1 am secking a
bottom-up view of Indoncsia’s
historic June 7 election.

The inspiration for Lea and
Bambang’s credit and savings
project comes from a woman in
her late 30s called Siti. Siti is a
native Betawi and, since her
husband left her for another
woman, she has brought up
three children on her own,
working in a variety of different
jobs. Currently, she collects
vegetables that fall off trucks at
the market, sorts and cleans
them, then sclls them in the
kampung. Siti has always
ensured that she has enough
money to pay the monthly bills by putting
aside a little of her carnings each day in
scparate tins; one tin for the rent, one for
the children’s education, onc for health
care, one for emergencics and so on. While
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Siti’s three children are voting for different
parties in the election, she herself says she
is bingung, or confused. The right to vote
freely seems to weigh on her like a heavy
responsibility.

‘I'm afraid that I may choosc the wrong
party,” she says. “Then there won’t be any
change.’

Onc of Siti's main concerns is the high
cost of living. She hopes that anew govern-
ment can bring down the price of basic
goods, prices that sky-rocketed in the wake
of Indonesia’s financial crisis in mid 1997.
It is a simple, straightforward and obvious
wish, but one which is extraordinarily
difficult to achieve. It is a subject that has
not been broached by any of the major
partics in the election. In face, all the partics
have vowed to abide by the terms of IMF
restructuring packages provided to
Indonesia, which means that there is no
way that they will be able to introduce new

subsidies to cut the cost
of basic goods.

Siti’s concerns arc
echoed by other
kampung residents. In
anarrow alley awoman
is pounding a whole
head of garlic in a
mortarand pestle while
her neighbours sit
around in their door-

Aways passing the time
of day, children playing
at theirfeet. Ie's easy to
get pcople talking
about the election.

‘Therc’s a big dif-
ference between this

clection and the previous oncs,” says

Siswono, who has lived in the kampung for

10 years and works as a street-trader selling

fried rice. ‘Previously, we were gathered
together in the village and given a lecture















Brought upina Catholic orphanage then
sent to work on farms, Joe graduated to
drive a horse and scoop on the Baroota Dam
site in Port Germain Gorge. Before getting
work for the BHP in Whyalla he was on the

30, a
arrived at

Port s 1ise wasars waring the ‘bull’ days when
men lined up for work and the foremen
picked those who looked strong and active
or those who gave them a sling.

There was something about Joc, a
simplicity and kindness, a child-like smile,
a certain sadness, a great loyalty. The sight
of him, so long ago, remains with me, a big
man in a crumpled none-too-clean brown
suit, leaning over the bar of the Whyalla or
Bay View Hotel yarning good-naturedly.

Looking ecastwards from Whyalla, across
Spencer’s Gult, the heights of Mt Brown
and the Devil’s Peak loomed in the Flinders
Ranges near Quorn. My first glimpse of

n came in the dark in 1945 from a
train c¢n route to Alice Springs. On a

dozen

Mecn mending shoes always fascinate but
Dan had the added advantages of a faint
Irish brogue, a quiet sense of humour, a
great knowledge of the district, and
itoff, he was a poet. His self-publish

of wus, vyour

through, bolstered by the strength of the
Sovict Union, the sprcad of communist
governments abroad and the imminent
‘ctory in China which scemed likely to

/ing the world balance in favour of a

stralian

the Beijing railway station.

of Longing, Lore of the Flinders Ranges,
over 100 pages, ran into three editions and
sold in many thousands over the years. Dan
livednearly all his life in the Flinders Ranges
and loved them.

Wordsworth maintained that poctry is
‘the spontancous ovcrflow of powerful
feclings: it takes its origins from emotion
recollected in tranquillity’. Unemployedin
the Depression, Dan drew upon his love of
theranges, theirhistory and flora and fauna.
In addition, Quorn provided plenty of
tranquillity. That Dan had poetic ability
may be deduced from this portion of a letter
he sent to me when he was 84:

I was born in a farm house on the
Boolcunda Plains on April 14, 1892, M«

ived a lot in the saddle and wall

poorly lit platform a couple of hundred of us
enjoyed a light meal served by a group of
Quorn women. They did this throughout
the war, serving an estimated one million
such meals. Max Fatchen paid tribute:

W were many or few in the trains rolling
through

We were homesick and sometimes forlorn

But they served us in style with a quip and
a smile

The wonderful women of Quorn.

My visits to Quorn always brought
delights. Iboarded the train in Port Augusta,
sometimes the only passenger, and as we

everything except th

chugged slowly up picturesque Pichi |
Pass, craned my neck out the window to
savour the wildness of the wickedly curved
Devil’s Peak. Unusual for an Australian
country town, everything in Quorn appeared
to be built of stone. The bat-wing bar-room
doors of the hospitable Transcontinental
Hotel intrigued and invited, too.

My main contact was Dan Keneally, a
middle-aged cobbler who operated from a
shed in the backyard of his stone cottage.

parents came from Ircland, County C
and County Clarc. They were among the
carliest settlers in that barren land and like
all the others made the tatal mistake of
trying to grow wheat on bluebush and
saltbush country.

It was in a little galvanised schoolhouse
called Castle Springs that 1 was first
initiated into the mysteries of life in a
drowsy world. The summers at the turn of
the century were scorchers and our gentle
lady tcacher had to walk three miles to
school each morning and 1 think I can sce
her now being raised from the ground on a
sultry morning mirage, only occasionally
did her feet touch the
ground. She wore skirts
sweeping the ground, wasp
waisted, a blouse with a

bone-mounted collar, hair done high
ovvi the forchead and a hat pinned on with
murderous hat pins and to top it off an
umbrella which acted as a parachute as she
gyrated and heaved and swayed. She had a
very subservient collection of boys and girls.

-her.

All these people and many others, long
since dead, invested great hopes in the
Chinese revolution. They faced the cold
war blitz against them and their beliefs
with steadfastness. Their faith carried them
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socialist future. Chinese communists were
expected to end starvation and illiteracy,
develop industry and science, overcome
the feudal legacies and eventually put the
people in command; and for some years
there existed a widespread belief that this
was happening.

Australian communists usually knew
little of China but many of us had rcad
Edgar Snow's Red Star Over China (1938}
and Scorched Earth{1941), Agnes Smedley's
Battle Hymn of China (1944) and a few
articles and booklets by Mao Zedong and
Liu Shaoqi, enough to give those leaders
together with Zhou Enlai and the famons
gencerals Zhu De and Lin Biao absolute
status in our ¢ycs.

little as pos

“herefore, imagine the thrills and
amazement with which I received news of
beingselected to spend three years in China
studyingcommunist theory! Thadjust turned
27 when leaving Australia in June 1951,
Not even my parents knew my destination,

and their loyalty to the Party and

to me meant they did not ask.
NEARLY 50 vrars aco the hills outside
Beijing had that smoky-blue look known so
well in Australia. From the train we had
thrilled to breath-stopping glimpsces of the
Great Wall precariously perched on distant
spiky peaks, like pictures out of the fairy-
land we werc in.

And so, a dozen of us, young Australian
communists, arrived at the Beijing railway
station after an almost unbelievable sea, air
and land journey: Sydney, Brisbane,
Singapore, Marseilles, Geneva, Zurich,
Prague, Moscow, and then nine days by
train across the expanses of the Soviet Union
and north-cast China.

We straggled down the platform rather
dazed. We were in the ancient capital of
China, the city of Kublai Khan, where Marco
Polo had been 700 years before. Centurics
laterit was the scene of the Boxer Rebellion,
then occupied by the Japanese for cight
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communists,



years until 1945, now made great again. It
teemed with people and avalanches of
bicycles. Chill snowy winds bedevilleditin
winter and summer heat and dust made
Beiiing dwellers unsurpassed exponents of
the arts of hawking and spitting.

The dust of Beijing is famous. Putnam
Weale's Indiscreet Letters from Peking
(1906) deseribed it well:

The weather is becoming hot ... The
Peking dust distinguished among all the
dusts of the carth tor its blackness, its
disagreeable insistence in sticking to one’s
clothes, one’s hair, onc's very eyebrows,
until a grey-brown coating is visible to
every eye, is rising in heavier clouds than
cver. In the market-places, and ncar the
great gates of the city, where Peking carts,
and camels from beyond the passes—jostle
once another, the dust has become dammnable
beyvond words, and there can be no health
possibly in us. The Peking dust rises,

» walked down the
we didn’'t know

fore, in clouds and obscures the very
sun at times; for the sun always shines in
our Northern China ...

Motorvchicles were notnumerous cnough
todisturb the quictness. Tall buildings were
few. Women with bound feet could still be
scen hobbling about. Forcigners like us
causcd large crowds to gawk in awe,
muttering about ‘the long noses’.

But the politics had changed. Gone were
the foreign soldiers and trading companics.
[Hiteracy and starvation were being tackled.
Bustle and excitement abounded as did an
unmistakable enthusiasm for the future
such as we had not experienced in Praguc
and Moscow. Great things, it seemed, were
in the offing, tor it was less than two years
since Mao had proclaimed the People’s
Republic.

We were mainly industrial workers,
idealistic, naive, cager, typical of Australian
communists but probably more devored
than most. All of us, in one way or another,
believed the communistsin Australia would
go from strength to serength until a socialist
socicty, frec from poverty, unemployment
and wars, ushered in a new life of plenty,
beauty and enlightenment, where everyone
would cnjoy science and technology,
literature and art, where mindless apathy
would be a thing of the past.

Our faith was sccure. After all, China
had been liberated and the largest hunks of
Europe and Asia alrcady had communist
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governments which we believed were good
and just. Back home our comrades led some
of the biggest trade unions and, despite the
consequences of the coal strike, the threats
of Menzies and the unprecedented anti-
communist Cold War atmosphere, we still
sported thousands of members and heaps of
zeal.

Turgenev once wrote that the young
require simple answers cven if they are
illusory. As we walked down the Beijing
platform perhaps it was just as well we
didn’t know what the future held in store.

Sclected to study in China for three
years! A sobering thought, for Menzies had
alerted Australia to be prepared for war in
those same three years. While we travelled
across the world, Australia had waged the
ficrce referendum battle to decide against
outlawing the Communist Party.

We studied the Stalinist version of
’ Marxism-Leninism, as well as

o

1g platform perhaps it was just as well
held 1in

the future
‘the Thought of Mao Zedong’ and the history
of the Chinesce revolution. We shook hands
with and looked in awe at Mao Zedong;
‘cunning as a shithouse rat’ one of our
number irreverently described him later.
We drank a toast with Liu Shaoqi and all
agreed that “his bloody eyes goright through
you'. We were charmed by the poised,
immaculate, handsome Zhou Enlai. We
gawked at Zhu De, the great general who
someonce once went overboard to describe
as having ‘the kindliness of a Robert E. Lee,
the tenacity of a Grant and the humility of
a Lincoln’. These men, together with Chen
Yun, Kao Kang, Chen Yi and Peng Dehuai,
comprised the core of the Chinesce leader-
ship. During our whole time in China I do
not recall ever hearing of Deng Xiaoping,.
Today, all are dead. With the exception of
Zhou Enlai all were to be, at one stage or
another, down-graded, disgraced, jailed, or
[in the casce of Kao Kang) to take his own life.

Who among us would have thought this
when the works of Lin Shaogi were nearly
as widely read as those of Mao, and as we
drank the toasts of Chen Yi when he was
mayor of Shanghai and applauded Marshal
Peng Dehuai when he inspected troops in
Tiananmen Square?

Who of us would have believed possible
the madness and brutality of the Great Leap
and the Cultural Revolution or that Chinese
soldiers would shoot down © monstrating
students and workers? The collapse of the
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communist world and the demisce of our
own Party were simply unimaginable.

Nevertheless, the China of those carlier
years of communist government impressced
most visitors. The country seemed
enthusiastic, full of optimism and
possibilitics. There was a widespread hope
throughout the world that the feudal past
and the legacy of foreign domination could
be overcame, left behind in t - develop-
ment of production and democracy.
Certainly, we Australian communists had
a romanticised view, our prejudices were
well ser, and we failed to sce the fanaticism
and authoritarianism contained in ‘the
Thought of Mao Zedong' and the other
things we imbibed.

Perhaps we were tools. Certainly,
humiliation and shamc gnaw at the guts of
some old communists as the evidence of
the brutalities, crimes and stunning failures
of the communist regimes have piled up.

store.

What will happen in China? Will
capitalism win out completely? Will the
greed and creed of the Bonds, Elliotts,
Packers and Murdochs become the Chinese
blucprint as scems most likely? Will the
present synthetic communist power group
orchestrate this or acquicsce to it? Or is
China sct for violent confrontations?
Perhaps, by some miracle, ¢ ina could
develop a third way, a middle course of
development, marked by sagacity andsanity
providing a balance against the dangerous,
sole superpower new world order which che
USA revels in today. Whatever happens, tor
better or for worse, China will probably
rival the USA economically and as a world
power well within the lifetime of myv
grandchildren.

China does things on the grand scale
andafteets people in the same way. Looking
backwards to it brings me pleasure and
pain: memorics of all those who fought so
hard foranew socicty, the mountain ranges
of dead victims of invasions, wars,
revolutions and oppression, the smoky blue
hills outside Beijing, the Great Wall on
distant pecaks, the industrious, long-
suffering millions, and the dashing of <o
many dreams and cxpectations.

John Sendy held official posts in the CPA
from the ecarly 1940s o 197
relinguished all positions and

in north-central Victoria.
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Skateaway

HITECHAPEL ICE PALACE, but it could be any
tacky ice rink in the world, they’re all decorated along
the same plan. Frayed wet carpet leading into the
lockers, past broken drink machines, video games, the
serving hatch where they dish out the skates. Hand
over your shoes, and get a pair of blunt chipped
‘Superfasts’; pull them on, lace up,
now you're a skater. Sign on tl
wall ‘No running in skates
Running? [ can barely wal
Superfast? Yeah, right.

Finally out at the rin
dazzling white under fluorce
cents, and it’s chockers. Familic
teenage couples, but mainly ki
kids kids, birthday parties, you
groups, playing tiggy, twirling
chains (against the rules), tl
hockey goals and flags of Europe
hanging from the ceiling. Could
be St Moritz, St Kilda, of beloved
memory, but for the girls in full Muslim get-out
swooping round at 40ks an hour, the ends of their
scarves flying behind. Billie pumping out of the sound
system: You're looking real cool, you're looking real
cool. Do you have a girlfriend, do you have a girlfriend?

No to both of those as it turns out, but there’s
Karolina, my Finnish companion, agent of my
induction back into this bizarre Northern activity, last
done at Scott Ballis’ 12th birthday party, where I spent
ten minutes on the ice and the rest of the time
throwing up half a gallon of trifle behind the Space
Invaders machine.

Now I'm more focused and Karolina has been
tcaching me basic moves, i.c. not falling over, and now
demands on-ice companionship while she assuages
homesickness. Good move, bad move. Finns are great
skating tcachers, rotten skating companions. On the
ice from birth, they assume that once you are upright
and moving forward your problems are over and your
mind will have spare capacity to process things like
chat, or breathing. Besides which they have the most
fiendishly difficult language in Europe, with 15 noun
declensions. By the time they’re four they can skate
and talk Finnish at the samc time, which would
qualify most pcople for a senior position in NASA,
but which they scem to regard as par for the course.
At 14 they add their drinking culture to this, which
largely consists of sucking down vodka until paralysis

senior position in NASA.

takes over, and then thosc that haven’t been
chemically blinded get up and skate some more. Still
drunk from Saturday night, Karolina can do a
backward figure cight while declining a noun whose
ending varies depending on whether it is ‘of” (as part of],
‘of’ possessive, or ‘of” as in ‘emerging from’. She can
decline a noun which varies six
ways over the same pattern.
She can decline anything, except
more vodka.

Faced with such mastery Tact
humbly and maturely, and regress
to the age of 12 in a matter of
scconds, sliding around the rink
like a rogue beebic in Satan’s
executive toy, clutching adults,
children, small sickly children as
I hit the cold surface.

Frustrating, cmbarrassing,
injurious, and totally addictive.
Skating calls me back again and
again because T am so transcendentally crap at it that
nothing above actual competence is demanded of me,
and continuing verticality is an achievement. The
activity demands agility, physical courage, trust in
your own body, and an ability to not be distracted by
15-year-old girls in pom-pom skirts coming backwards
towards you tush first, and there is nothing on this

planct T am less constitutionally suited to,
B with the possible exception of breasticeding,

uT I comt Back and I come back and it gets easicer
cvery time and soon you're up and moving forward in
something approaching forward motion. Then you're
in play and focused on staying up and moving forward,
and there’s the big reward: not thinking., The mind
disappears, sinks into the body for minutes at a time.
Move, slide, turn, swerve, stop, and that’s all there is,
and that’s all you are, and it’s only when mind comes
back that you wind up banging into somecthing. So
it’s whoosh whoosh whoosh and ‘hey cute’ and bang!
and whoosh and ‘'must buy bread’ bang, and ‘how does
sociobiology explain delayed child-rearing, given .../,
bang, and Karolina circles and throws mec a Finnish
noun thump and ‘hey still cute’ bang bang thump and
apart from the twitching is your kid all right?

So the sport provides its own discipline, and after
spending more time on ice than Sunny Von Bulow,
you’re starting to be able to steer and actually look
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around you, circling the familics and the hirthday
partics and the whole of it is there really in all its
glorious unfairness, the sleek families in leather skates
and custom tops sliding around hand-in-hand like
trained gazelles, the shorter, lumpier families hobbling
around on rented numbers as if they were being force
marched across tundra at bayonet point, the ice
mothers—in every sense—drilling their sequinned
progeny in figurc-skating moves, the partics with the
lean athletic kids swooping around the rest—the
asthmatics, the rugged up, the kids whose thick
glasses are misting up, the 12-year-old Lioncls and
Berthas shunted along to an ice rink party with a
Ventolin inhaler and a list of foods they can't eat
pinned to their orthopaedic spencers. They stand
bewildered ar collapsing on the ice as the others
circle around them like ferrets on a guided tour of a
bunny farm. Or they abscond to the video games—which
they’re crap at too—and want to be home home home,
gobbling down Mars bars and torturing their pets.
Thinking this while going arse over tit and
hurting a pair of small twins, [ recognised myself
among them, and my heart went out. Adolescence
will be hard enough for these kids before they can
become television comedy writers or parking inspec-
tors and start to get a bit of their own back. To make
them do portions of it balanced on a slippery surface
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at the end of thin strips of metal is a practicc which
should probably be brought to the attrention of
Amnesty International. On the other han I thought,
doing a half-decent twirl and slide brake, and watching
them stand there, picking their scabs a | clouding
up like Volvos in fog, and feeling sorry for themsclves
and superior at the same time, they, I, could have had
a bit of a bloody go instead, just go, kids. It’s not that
hard. Bang.

Still, better late than never. Everything we love
can be saved. Everything we hate too, you think,
gritting ice-chipped teeth as you start up again, and
dodge between the flying families, teenagers, kids
coming back towards you, and you p h on and
assume you  stay up and assume you can get round
that group and assume you can stop when you need
to, and you make enough assumptions, and suddenly
you arc halfway round the rink, past Karolina,
hangover kicking in, ice boogicing (ice boogieing?!)
with some six-foot Rasta, the frayed carpet and the
beeping Galaga machine, past the families, the
twirling nymphettes, the fat kids, the teenage lovers,
and you are flying, just flying, astonished, ambushed
by the achievement of what you were seeking but
could not will, this sudden grace.

Guy Rundle recommends Germolene for bruises.
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all doorways, the dining room, the ablution blocks, quite a bit of both occur naturally as part of orderly
movement. Some people hold doors open for each other, indicate by gesture that ‘you go first’, hold up
the tea towel or dish brush to indicate ‘you can have it now’, make eye contact to establish who is in fact
going to go first, then avert eyes to indicate, ‘not me’. They make eyc contact to accept the food offered
at meal times, use gestures to indicate ‘enough’, ‘more’, ‘too much’ at lunchtime, the main meal of the
day. You can tell from the rate of this gestural and visual exchange who is engaging rigorously with the
tencts of the retreat and who is defining them more loosely. And who is thoroughly absorbed.

Most subtle communication occurs in the meal-time queucs, in the serving of food (done by kitchen
volunteers) and in the dining room. It is both gestural and subtly linguistic. Meal times are the main
secular social events of the day and the frequency of student contact with the female manager, Rachel,

did not seem to vary over the nine
days.{Rachelwas zfemale manager
on the two retreats this discussion is
based on.) As many people seemed to
be asking her questions towards the
end of the courses as at the beginning
and the middle. Speech was, however,
in very low whispers, often done very close together, with heads bent down, suggesting privacy,
confidentiality, and minimising sound. At other times, eye contact was clearly being used to generate
social engagement. It was sometimes through just catching Rachel’s eye that communications such as
‘I want to talk to you’ were made.

There is a rich literature on gesture in communication {see Birdwhistell, Critchley and Poyatos, for
example). Most of it deals with gesture as a paralinguistic feature, an accessory to the main message which
is carried in the words, rather than being the bearer of the meaning itself. And it secms consistent with
all our experience that eye contact, in itsclf, often bears meaning without words. The meaning as always,
comes from the context, and not only the immediate circumstance but from the relationship of the people
involved. Do these gestures and eyc contacts constitute language because of the shared meaning? If they
do, then silence is broken. The absence of verbal language does not constitute silence. Critchley devotes
two pages to gesture in religious communities, but is concerned primarily with the sign-language
developed by the Trappists. That, he says deftly, has been ‘handed down’.

Such signs, to me, are only the most simple kind of silence—non-verbal, but not non-linguistic. They
have been created as symbolic of meanings within verbal language, so are language. People using such
signs are no more silent than the person who writes down his or her thoughts instcad of spcaking them.
They are still immersed in language and the noisce of the meaning of language and community. What they
do achieve, however, is a maintaining of the silence for others. Tom and Dorothy Hopkins discuss an
instance of this behaviour, where an Indian sage, Meher Baba, did not speak from 1926 to 1969, but wrote
down cverything he wished to say. Poyatos gives the place of silence and stillness some attention in
chapter six of his book, but all but one paragraph deals with the paralinguistic silence of discourse and
dialogue. Later he touches on silence in a spiritual context, saying only that he is aware of it. He makes
no attempt to stop and explore what silence represents. The merging of silence with stillness is, however,
important: we see their correlation. ‘The more silent, the mare «rill” and nerhans vice versa seemstabe
an equation worth investigating to see how true it holds.

It surely is an assumption behind silent retreats.

In these retreats, because of the background of silence
and the recognition that there should be no gestures,
when people did make them, they seemed to be done
discreetly, in ‘whispers’: the more silent, the more still.

The principle, ‘no distractions’, had clearly been violated, but the small size ot the gesture kept the
violation to a minimum.

Now to return to the silence: it ‘weighed’ differently in different places. That is, it had a different
quality according to time and place. Where European Australians had expectations of speaking, the
silence was ‘denser’—made more obvious because of the absence of language. In the dining room at meal
times, especially lunch or dinner, people would, in normal circumstances, converse. Not speaking at this
time was the most clear violation of normal social behaviour. In order to avoid the juxtaposing of silence
and eating, people often took their meals outside and sat alone, well apart from others. There would also
normally be ‘chit chat’—formulaic or phatic language—in queues where people arc in one another’s
company, repeatedly and over a number of days. Likewise, in the dormitories, while getting up or going
to bed, one would normally speak to the people with whom one is sharing a room. These times or places
of transition would have been filled with trivial talk to shape the group into one—to make and take
community. Jaworski discusses formulaic talk and formulaic silence in secular settings and recognises
its cultural foundations.
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as having ‘the roundness and gloze of a lapith’s bum’.

In his poem ‘Painters’ Banquet’, written in 1976,
Porter peoples Riversdale with painters and writers
bringing ‘... their gifts of the senses ... Waiting for
heaven to happen .../—happy portent that is now being
realised. This year, the Arthur and Yvonne Boyd
Education Centre opened at Riversdale. The building,
designed and cxecuted by Glenn Murcutt, is set on
Porter’s ‘violin shore’.

I have on my desk a postcard Porter sent me in
1996. It is of Poussin’s Arcadian Shepherds (Et in Arca-
dia Ego). He wrote: ‘Working with Arthur has been

one of the great satisfactions of my literary life. Stay-
ing at Bundanon, as I did in 1985 and 1988 and also at
Riversdale in 1975 was another extraordinary pleasurc.’

Arthur Boyd was a remarkable man, a great artist
and a great Australian benefactor. My friendship with
him has becn an extraordinary pleasure.

Margaret Goldrick has been closely involved with
Bundanon since the Bundanon Trust was set up by
the Commonwealth Government in 1993, and for the
past four years has chaired the Bundanon Local
Advisory Committee.

VoLuME 9 Numser 6 ¢ EUREKA STREET

Above: Another tower,
another time.
Ink-on-paper drawing,
by Arthur Boyd
accompanying

Peter Porter’s poem,
‘Mars Psalm’, in the
Mars, Arthur Boyd
and Peter Porter
collaboration,
published by André
Deutsch in 1988.
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Australia. Through twostints at The Svdney
Morning Herald, from 1986 until 1990 and
thenagain from 1994 until 1998, McDonald
distinguished himself by both the quality
and quantity of his prosc. Although the
standard requirement of a weekly review
means that art critics typically write more
than art historians, Mc¢Donald has been
cxceptional. Since the mid 1990s he has
written more about art than anyonc else in
Australia. More significantly, he has
probably reached a larger audience because
of the size of the Herald’s readership and
his capacity to entice and hold rcaders who
have no particular interest in art.

McDonald got his opportunity to be the
Herald’s senioreritic when Terence Maloon
left for the Art Gallery of New South Wales.
For much of this century, critics who made
this type of move immediately became
gallery dircctors, if only becausc art
muscums had few or no other professional
staff. The Melbourne Herald's art critic,
J.S. MacDonald, became director-secretary
of the Art Gallery of New South Wales in
1928, then director of the National Gallery
of Victoria, before returning to art writing
in 1943 as The Age’s critic. From the late
1940s through to the early 1970s, Lauric
Thomas made even more such moves back
and forth between Grub Street and the
National Gallery of Victoria, the Art Gallery
of Western Australia and the Queensland
Art Gallery. But by 1986, muscums had
become much larger, more professionalised
institutions, so Maloon simply became one
of the New South Wales Gallery’s education
officers, despite five years with the Herald
and, before that, two years with London’s
Time Out.

McDonald’s claim to Maloon’s spot
rested on his contributions to an array of
magazines and newspapers, including Art
Network, the Age Monthly Review and the

Australian criticism: ‘... nasty, brutish and
short, given more to taunts than to
enjoymer  hopelessly vitiated by jealousy,
I dden loyalties and personal vendettas.’
That was Bernard Smith’s view in 1962.
Tim Bonyhady asks, what has changed
since then, and what continues?

Herald itself. While the old jibe, ‘art critics
are failed artists’, was on its way to being
replaced by ‘art critics are failed art
historians’, McDonald was safc from both
taunts, having studied English at Sydney
University. At 25, he was one year older
than Patrick McCaughey when McCaughey
became The Age's art critic in 1966; he was
five years older than Robert Hughes was
when Donald Horne asked Hughes to write
for the fortnightly Observer in 1960, after
sacking its Sydney critic for committing
what Hughes has deseribed as ‘some colossal

goof’—reviewing an exhibition

T without having scen it.
HE CHALLENGE FOR McDonaLp, as for

other critics, was to make his writing
something more than Australian art
criticism had appeared to be to Bernard
Smith and Robert Hughes in 1962, In the
first cdition of his Australian Painting,
Smith maintainced that, because it was the
province of ‘ageing painters soured by lack
of recognition or very vocal young ones
clamouring for it, what passed for criticism
was, like the life of Hobbes’s first men,
“nasty, brutish and short”, given more to
taunts than to e¢njoyment; hopelessly
vitiated by jealousy, hidden loyaltics and
personal vendettas.” Hughes, who was the
prime ‘very vocal young’ artist Smith had
inmind, waseven sharperin the fortnightly
Nation:‘the tools of Australian art criticism
arc the bludgeon, the rusty dirk and the pot
of emollient grease’.

McDonald’s critical standpoint always
started with aesthetics. As he once put it:

The fundamental issue is not whether an
art work is ‘new and innovative’ but
whether it is actually any good. Claims of
political allegiance or theorctical
sophistication arc of minor importance if a
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picce does not provide a sufficient visual
stimulus to encourage the viewer to look,
to linger and contemplate.

Within this context, one key issue was
the breadth or narrowness of McDonald’s
taste. But how he dealt with art which fell
outside his aesthetic canon was at lcast as
significant, given that his position at the
Herald was the key critical platform in
Sydney.

McDonald distinguished himselt trom
the outset by the pugnacity of much ot his
writing. Although he castigated Adrian
Martin and Mcaghan Morris in 1986 as
exemplarsof the ‘eritic or theorvist radically
out of svmpathy with the objects he or she
addresses’, he himself fitted this description
when he set upon what he dubbed the
‘Academy of the Avant-Garde’. While he
acknowledged occasional cexceptions, as
when he admired some of Mike Parr'’s sclf-
portraits for their ‘forcefulness and
integrity’, McDonald maintained that much
‘progressive’ and ‘radical’ art was as
pretentious as it was pucrile. That its
practitioners reccived institutional
recognition only fuelled his outrage. When
he reviewed Perspecta, the Art Gallery of
New South Wales’ biennial exhibition of
contemporary Australian art in 1987,
McDonald dismissed Parras’conscrvative’.
He derided John Nixon’s Malevich-like
crosses as ‘the longest-running and most
boring scrial since Davs of Our Lives'.

McDonald extended this assaultin 1988
by comparing Nixon'’s austere crosses to
the decorative still lives and dalmations of
Australia’s ‘most social’ artist, Patrick
Hockey. Even the most favourable press
about Hockey typically ignored the quality
of his art. Instcad it dwelt on how he sold
paintings to the Prince of Wales and Kerry
Packer, was included in ‘best-dressed’ lists

e EUREKA STREET 35


















Connective

1ssues

Vicurmnamar

AMIRO L T UOINUIO I LR

The people’s death
was as it had always been:
as if nobody had died,
nothing,
as if those stones were falling
on the earth, or water on water ...
nobody hid this crime.
This crime was committed
in the middle of the plaza.
—Pablo Neruda

MELBOURNE, Novemsier 1998, For that month footage from London flashed across
our screens. It showed frosty streets and angry banners and people shouting
outside the High Court. They were Chilean refugees demanding the extradition
of Augusto Pinochet to Spain, to face charges that he had committed Crimes
against Humanity. That same month I received an email from a lawyer friend
who works for a human rights organisation in the Middle East. He wrote that a
Sir Ron Wilson had visited them and told them about the report on the stolen
generation. He asked if all Australians sounded like that {‘he had a funny
accent just like yours’); he also wrote that he had been really shocked by what
he had read in the report: ‘it sounds like genocide to me.’

This is a brief reflection, prompted by the email,
on the great difficulty we have in conncceting.

RUTH COMMISSIONS are cxtra-legal
bodies sct up by the state to uncover the
truth about humanrights abuses perpetrated
by a former regime or as the result of civil
war. These commissions—in which the
survivors and their families testify about
what has happened to them—are very
similar to the recent Australian Human
Rights Commission’s hearing and report on
the ‘stolen genceration’.

Australia has much to learn from the
ways in which other states have attempted
to come to terms with their past. It is
important to look at these other places in
order to understand our fundamental
relatedness. This ‘relatedness’ is not about
drawing crude and direct comparisons, or
attempting to find the perfect justice
program. Rather it ¢ntails recognition of how
similar we are to everywhere else in our
lack of moral imagination, a lack which
leads to human rights abuse in the first place,
and then to a refusal to acknowledge that
such things have occurred: ‘the evil ... is that
they hold for certain they are in the light'.

Recognition is a difficult thing—as
witnessed by the uproar over the so-called
black-armband historians. In the inter-
national arena, we don’t like to think of
oursclves as being anywhere else but on the
moral high ground. The publication of the

stolen generation report should help—it
disrupts the nice, neat suburban history we
have given ourselves and replaces it with a
picturc thatisless thannice. [t bears witness
to Aboriginal pcople’s present pain and
insists on the connection between this pain
and the events in the (not so distant) past.
A few years ago I worked on an
Aboriginal lands council farm. The women
I lived with spent many hours telling me
storics about how the Aboriginal people in
that arca had been dragged off their land in
long chain-gangs. They described their
childhood: being brought up as orphaned
‘mission blacks’ and looked after by the
missionsisters. The tribal elder1lived with
explained it to me like this: ‘You have to
listen because you are here to listen; there
isonly one way for healing to happen in this
country and that is for women like me to
adopt you white girls and tell you what has
happened, and tell you some of our
knowledge. That’s the only way healing is
going to start and the shame job end.’
Remembering (that is, telling the story)
is part of a spiritual lexicon for the
Aboriginal women Ispoke with and it makes
the whole report and the Reconciliation
Conference scem just part of anatural proc-
ess of justice and reconciliation. Yet for me
and other ‘gubbas’ (the Murrumbidgee area
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term for whites), that ‘natural’ reconcilia-
tion process doesn’t come easy. It is also
harder forus to understand that social justice
requires the truth about the past be told.
Our lack of comprehension is summed up
in John Howard'’s refusal to apologise. The
refusal is a real ‘shame job’. Unfortunately,
the Prime Minister, like many not trained
to think in terms of symbols and
connections, cannot grasp the symbolic and
political import of such a gesture. Nor is
there an understanding of apology—'saying
sorry’—as anything other than an admis-
sion of guilt. Yet in this particular context,
‘saying sorry’ is more about acknowledging
the pain caused and the loss endured than
about taking or allocating blame.

Theactive acknowledgement of the past
relates to the act of return. The content of
the word ‘nostalgia’ is almost saccharine
nowadays, but in the original Grecek,
nostalgia meant ‘painful homecoming’.
Such a meaning restores to memory an
intensecly physical and, at the same time,
spiritual quality; remembering some person,
place, event can be as palpable and painful
as the real thing.

In Chile, after General Pinochet had
finally allowed for gencral clections, the
new president, Patricio Aylwin, formally
apologised on national television for the
abuses that had occurred under the military
{thousands had been “disappeared’). Aylwin,
who had no connection or involvement
with Pinochet’s government, nonetheless
understood the need for the people to be
given an apology by the new representative
of the state. To apologise for abuses
committed by a dictatorship that your own

party had toppled—that’s generosity
and depth of understanding indeed.

HiLe’s TrutH and Reconciliation
Commission did not work because it failed
to establish one of the most important
truths: where the dead were buried. Chilean
families needed to know where their sons,
daughters, sisters and brothers had died. Or
if they were still living,

Australia’s reconciliation process will
fail if we continue to pretend that nothing
happened ‘as if those stones were falling on
the earth, orwateron water’. We can pretend
this and not say sorry, or we can agree to our
painful homecoming, and join the rest of
the world. Acthis farend of the 20th centurv
maybe it’s about time.

Kirsty Sangster is a postgraduate student in

Anthropology and Legal Studies at La Trobe
University.
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If I bring the mystery in too carly in my thinking, I'll try and live my life without committing myself
to a loving God or another view of God. It may not work. I'm a limited human being and I have to work
with human language and human attitudes. My attitude to God and my faith in God’s attitude to mc are
part of that. I have to choose. Or I have to recognisc the choice that has somehow happenced within me.

I've got to make sure there is some mystery left at the end of my thinking. Otherwise I've sold God
short. God is God. God is other. Whether we like it or not, God escapes our limited human categorics.
Mystery is not chickening out; it is facing fact.

Archaeology yiclds to palaeontology as, beyond the ncolithic that we know, our imagination recedes
into the ages of oh so long ago. How many generations cxisted between those we might call ‘pre-human’
and those in whom we would recognise our forebears? What was their destiny? For me, it is shrouded in
mystery. It’s been said that in a fcw more thousands of years pcople may look back on our generations
as ‘carly Christians’. A challenging thought that underlines the mystery of human life. Most generations
have thought of themselves as near the end of time. Towards its end, the Newer Testament shifted to

awarcness of itself as the middle of time. What if in fact we arc only near the beginning! The

end may be further out of reach than the beginning.
IH

ERE ARE AREAS THAT I WRAP IN MYSTERY, because I recognise them as out of reach. One of my brothers
was mentally disabled, autistic I think. I believe he lived life as fully as was possible, but it was far from
the rich and full life I wish he might have had. There was a Home of Compassion next to my school, caring
for children with incurable birth defects. I know they were lovingly cared for, but where rich and full
human life is concerned it scems they had been sold short. I believe that God loves them and cares about
them more deeply and passionately than their carers or their dearest ¢ver could. I have to entrust them
to the mystery of God.

A doctor in London enabled my mother to care for my disabled brother. The doctor’s name was
Morgenstern, ‘morning star’. From Vienna, his twin maiden aunts were taken to the gas chambers on their
80th birthday. So many millions have been victims of unthinkable inhumanity. I can only believe in the
immense anger, grief, and pain of God—and that has to be mystery.

Another aspect comes under mystery: the inactivity of God. Some would consider talk of anger and
grief in God to be an absurdity. What’s the point of pain if you have the power to change the sitnation—
and surely God has the power. That is where I differ. My observation says that God does not normally
exercisc that sort of power; my conclusion is that, to all practical effect, God does not have that sort of
power. Arguments can be made for God’s permissive will, allowing things for whatever good reasons. I do
not find myself convinced. The Older Testament has no problem with the expression of God’s anger, grief,
and pain. I experience God as non-coercive, non-violent. If God is deeply loving, as well as non-cocrcive
and non-violent, God is going to feel anger, grief, and pain. And that too has to be mystery.

The price of accepting an unconditionally loving God may be acceptance of the loss of an all-powerful
God. The loss may be already there; its acceptance is a further step. Faced with oppression, some want
God’s justice rather than God’s love. What we want we do not always get. We may have to settle for God’s
anger, grief, and pain. Anger can coexist with love. No believer in God’s love can be dismissive of God’s
anger or God’s grief and pain. Is justice met by oppressors’ eternal confrontation with the truth of their
own selves as well as the truth of a loving God? In claiming divine justice after death, do we ask God to
do for us later what we cannot do for ourselves now? My inclination is to let a future life take care of itself,
but I cannot lcave it there; it determines my attitude to life now. If  demand God’s justice in the future,
do I diminish my acceptance of God’s love in the now? I do not believe that justice, whether in this life
or the next, brings pain to closure. Forgiveness is not merely a charity [ extend to the offender; it is also
and above all a gift I offer to myself for my own healing and my wholeness. Does that make oppressors
any less vicious bastards? Of course not!

Talk of forgiveness raises three questions, provocative but real. In some circumstances at least, can
forgiveness—ours or God’s—open the way to transformation in those who arc forgiven? Are we at times
challenged to accept God’s power to forgive and to love? Do we want to face forever our unforgiving refusal
of our own healing?

We've known, from the outset, that the idea of a loving God is not new to Christian faith. What has
been argued here is the rank or priority to be given to God’s love in our faith. Traditionally, the loss of
God—'the pain of loss’—is said to be acutely felt by the lost. Equally, the loss of those who are loved would
bring grief and pain to a loving God. How often do we weigh God's loss? Or does God refuse to lose, refuse
to be definitively rejected within a world as uncertain as ours? Is the priority to be given to God’s love
paramount? Is God’s love unconditional?

Human language admits to mystery but ought not indulge it with obfuscation or linguistic snake oil.
Mystery does not admit of regimentation. Vision decisions cannot be imposed on others. To run two
metaphors only, if there is a lot of judging and very little loving in the range, I am ill at ease. Does such
an image adequately reflect the Judeo-Christian tradition? I want to say it doesn’t. If the range has a little

Above left: A fusing of
human and divine love.
Michelangelo’s Pieta, in
the Museo dell’Opera del
Duomo in Florence.
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or a price to be paid, pictured as the overcoming of divine alienation. Love does not insist on payment;
love is not alienated from the beloved.

Redemption is liberation from a wretched plight. It can free us to see meaning in life, in the sense of
sceing deeply into the values of life rather than being arrested at the level of the images we perceive or
remember. It can liberate us from captivity to life’s evident pain and misery by challenging us to see and
value what God sees and values in us. [t can set us free by removing the shackles of fear and anxiety,
enabling a radically new context for human living. Redemption can liberate us from the conviction of our
unlovableness before God and set us free to respond to God’s unconditional love. Redemption is the flow-
on from incarnation; its expression needs to grasp God’s love for us and God’s longing to be one with us.

Much traditional expression sits uncomfortably alongside language of God’s unconditional love. A
shift of attitude will often allow the traditional to resonate again with truth and meaning. For example,
the Lamb of God who ‘takes away the sin of the world’ can be richly understood as removing all that blocks
our acceptance of God’s love rather than as paying off the debt of sin.

Emphasis on God’s unconditional love can contribute to bridging once of western Christianity’s
decepest doctrinal divides. Divine grace, so important in the language of Roman Catholic theology, can
be appropriately understood in terms of the activity of God’s love. Love is not earned; it is a sheer gift of
grace. Justification by faith, so central to Reformation theology, can be understood as appropriately expressed
in the language of acceptance in faith of God’s unconditional love. Love is not proved; it is taken on taith.

Most change challenges. Acceptance of an unconditionally loving God may make sense of life; it
demands bigness of faith in God. What we know of life and our world docs not allow for little gods. It
stretehes belief to allow God to be big. We can stretch both time and space. In time, we can look at
Christian faith from the viewpoint of a couple of hundred thousand years rather than the mere couple of
thousand that have passed so far. In space, with more than a hundred thousand million galaxies, if only
onc planet per galaxy were peopled, that would make for more than one hundred thousand million
peopled worlds. Peopled or not, it makes God and the universe as unbelievably big as the world of
subatomic physics is unbelicvably small. In all of this, our faith may be that we are unconditionally loved
by God in the ordinariness of our lives.

It stretches belief; but belief in nothing may be stretching it more. The absurdity of Christian fairh
The cven greater absurdity of anything less.

Antony Campbell s is professor of Old Testament at the Jesuit Theological College within the United
Faculty of Theology, Melbourne. This scries is in process of publication with Paulist Press, New Jersey.

1. For some, evolution goes along with a denial of the presence of God; for others, evolution cocxists with abelief
in the presence of God. For the latter, the evolution of God’s universe may be described as unguided, or guided,
or risked. ‘Unguided’: God creates and sustains an evolutionary universe and leaves it to its own devices.
‘Guided’: affirms God’s creative activity, initial and continuced, and allows for the presence in one form or
another of this divine activity and of evolution, so that the universe is as God wills it to be. ‘Risked’: might
affirm that God took the risk of creating an evolutionary universe, is with it in its evolution {with joy and
sorrow, happiness and painl, but without controlling the process itself.

Poxerov

NDLAY

College Memoir

Come and sit beside the river Sunlight, as many years ago

Listen to the music of silence shimmers through that ancient willow
the silence of wandering Under the tree, the chair is still

In wonder, I discover Too many memories to tell

the strength of quictness Too many facces to count

slipping along the river bank All are written on the white hair

this your shoulders
passing through spring sun, autumn wind
Perhaps only the old corridors know

how many times you have walked back and forth

Only the graduation photos witness
your forever young smile
This poem is inspired by and dedicated And now, you are as calm as a river
to one of my theology lecturers. gentle and endless
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the Ewoksretrospectively, because the furry
suits didn't allow them to pout and make
their cyes wide. {Some—not all—children
in the audience langhed at Jar Jar Binks. But
it was proba - red lollies kicking in.) In
Star Wars, Princess Leia’s car-doughnuts
were an endearing piece of movieana; her
slinky frocks were believable as things to
wear and move in—the look had a weird
alicn credibility. The young Qucen Amidala
dresses as though the Last Empress had a
nasty collision with a Christmas tree. And
the music is dead too: fake Orff for the
action bits; fake Elgar for the soppy bits.
And visual ideas pinched from Dinotopia;
the pod race stolen wholesale from Ben Hur.
Someone should start saying ‘no’ to

Lucas—hc nceds the exercise.
—TJuliette Hughes

Thoroughbred
monster

Gods and Monsters, dir. Bill Condon. There
is not a better performance in current
cinema than Tan McKellen's portrayal of
James Whale, the man who directed the
original Frankenstein films in the carly
‘30s. It 1s a <ad comment on the Academy
Awards thar o did not receive an Oscar for
best actor, for which he was nominated.

Based on the book by Christopher Bram,
the film postulates what may have been the
cvents which led, in 1957, to Whale’s being
found fully clad and dead in his swimming
pool.

The once-famous director is shown
living in elegant obscurity in his fashion-
able Hollywood home. Wickedly predatory,
he is attracted to the new gardener, Boone
(played by Brendan Fraser, last seen in
George of the Jungle!). Whalc seems besotted
by Boone's macho good looks and sets out
to befriend him. Flattering Boone, he
persuades him to pose for a portrait and the
audience settles down to watch a ‘will he or
won’t he’ film, as Whalc inveigles himsclf
inta Boone’s life.

The truth, however, is far subtler than
that. Whalc hasa hidden agenda, directed at
much morc than the conquest of Boone’s
body. Somchow, Boone is to be Whale’s
cscape hatch, but what he is really secking
from Boone is never apparent to his naive
victim or indeed to the audience until the
final scenes.

McKelen’s performance is awesome.
Whether it is by a raised eyebrow, a know-
ing leer, a twist of the mouth or an angled
head, he demands attention. Images of the
past dominated his life. Flashbacks inter-
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weave his Hollywood triumphs and his
working-class childhood.

Acting and script achieve a subtlc
redirection of the film from pointed humour
to gripping pathos. Blessed as they are with
a fluent and coherent screenplay by the
director Bill Condon, the surrounding
performances could never have been
anythingless than firstrate. Lynn Redgrave
(an unsuccessful nomince as Best Support-
ing Actress at the Academy Awards) plays
the devoted housckeeper, never competing
with McKellen, but succeeding in milking
the best out of some very funny lines. Her
beliet that she can sce what Boone can't,
that is, that his body is in real danger, is
high comedy.

Brendan Fraser makes a belicvably
gauche and impressionable Boone, over-
whelmed by Whale’s past fame and
outwitted by his manocuvring. His role is
suitably underplayed in the presence of and
in juxtaposition to McKellen’s formidable
performance. There is only room on the
screen for onc acting leviathan.

Therevelation of Whale’s last hours and
the realisation of the significance of Boone’s
presence in his life, comes with dramatic
suddenness. This is a thoroughbred movie,
beautifully written, well directed and
containing performances which should be
compulsory vicwing forany up-and-coming
actor. —Gordon Lewis

Sane about the boy

The Winslow Boy, dir. David Mamet. What
should a suffragette read when in love? The
Social Evil and the Social Good? Or should
she read Lord Byron! A vexed question
indeed, but tackled with much esprit and
humanity by David Mamet in his film
adaptation of Terence Rattigan’s play, The
Winslow Boy. But this film is not primarily
about the naturc of romantic love or the
politics of suffrage. It is about the emotional
flux of family and the difference between
public and private perceptions of truth.

Based on the real-life story of a young
naval cadetaccused of stealinga five-shilling
postal order, Mamet’s film is a stirring
account of the emotional reserve and tenacity
of amiddle-class British family. Convinced
of his son’s innocence, Arthur Winslow
(Nigel Hawthorne) and his daughter
Catherine [Rebecca Pidgeon) doggedly pur-
suejustice for young Ronnie {Guy Edwards)
and, in an attempt to ‘let right be donc’, the
Winslow family expose much that is rotten
in Britain’s social and legal systems.

JuLy/AucGusT 1999

Lyinginthefoldsofsu  gentle language
as ‘sctting things right’ is a sharply
constructed screenplay that tackles much
more than the straight facts surrounding
the guilt or innocence of a young boy
accused. Mamet, inspired by Rattigan, has
made a film about the cost of holding to a
principle, and the fine line between courage
and intractability.

Benoit Delhomme’s cinematography,
inspired by the paintings of John Singer
Sargent, deserves high praise. The image of
Ronnie, clutching his notice of expulsion,
and halt-hidden by rain and garden, was
nothing short of exquisite.

—Siobhan Jackson

Not enough

The Last Days, dir. James Moll. Some things
are best grasped firmly. It may scem a
preposterous thing to say about a film
documenting the Holocaust, but The Last
Davs isn’t tough enough.

Steven Spiclberg’s Survivors of the Shoah
Visual History Foundation has been
recording the testimony of Holocaust
survivors since 1994, The Last Davs is the
first featurc documentary to come trom the
project, though two non-cinema documen-
taries have previously been released. The
film chronicles the murder of Hungarian
Jews in the final months of World War 11. In
the nine months following German
occupation in March 1944, an c¢stimated
500,000 Jews were killed—500,000 individual
testimonies to the hatred so desperate that
it devoted resources to genocide ahead of
war. In this film, five survivors of that
attack tcll the broader story  rough their
individual experiences. Bearing witness to
the unimaginable, they stop you in your
tracks. These storics deserve to be heard—
dircctly and respectfully. By all means go
and listen.

Butlcan’t help comparing the film with
Shoah, Claude Lanzmann’s ninc-and-a-half-
hour gash of a film recording Holocaust
testimony of all descriptions—from victims,
perpetrators and idle witnesses. The deep
silences, Lanzmann’s questions at once
oblique, minute, brutal and perceptive. The
lingering camera. Onc of the many
indignitics of the Holocaust was that
individual people were treated as numbers,
mere representatives, The recording and
archiving of survivor testimony, while
absolutely essential, runs some risk of
regarding survivors in the same manner.
Shoah avoided this by its length, pace and



tenacity. The Last Days, howcever, is too
polite, too quick and lcaves too many
questions unasked.

In one excruciating scene, survivor
Renée Firestone asks ex-Nazi camp doctor,
Hans Miinch, to explain the record of
medical experiments performed on hersister
in Auschwitz-Birkenau. He had been the
attending doctor. Faced with a man who
may have regarded her sister through a
microscope, she shows him the record and
asks him paticnt, civil questions. He evades
her and the film moves on; she tells us later
thatshe was angry. With the film’s policy of
not including the intervicwer’s questions,
no-onc comes to her aid. This doctor just
sits there and tells her how she should
understand why her sister died, since she
was there herself. And no-one makes him
squirm. Lanzmann would have had
something to say. —Kate Manton

Connery con

Entrapment, dir. Jon Amiel. If anyone clsc
says that Sean Connery is the sexiest man
alive, I think T will be violently ill. The
latest enthusiast to affirm this picce of
Hollywood lore is Catherine Zcta-Jones,
his co-star in Entrapment, a film about
nicking stuff from all over the world.

Okay, so Scan Connery has charisma,
presence, and a funny little upturned smile
in the middle of a face like a comfortable
sofa. He’s got the style to carry off the sexy-
old-fella routine. But he needs help, like
that given him by Michelle Pfciffer in The
Russia House. In Entrapment, Catherine
Zeta-Jones goes through therituals, but her
bouncy adolescent flirtations just make
Connery look silly and out of place.

The disappointing thing is thatitis nice
to watch Connery on the screen even if you
are not the slightest bit attracted to him.
But he is trapped by his own publicity, and
perhaps his own poor judgment—he did
after all play that maniacal meteorologist
in the giant yawn that was the retake of the
Avengers series. And he did take quite a lot
of moncy out of his Channel Islands bank
account and give it away to the Scottish
National Party.

—Jon Greenaway

No go

Go, dir. Doug Liman. {Cast: Katic Holmecs,
Sarah Polley, Scott Wolf, Janc Krakowski.)
So this is what TV stars get up to on their

holidays ... If you get a sense of déia vu on
watching Go, don’t worry, you're absolutely
right—you have scen all this before.

Not only is the latest film from Doug
Liman (dircctor of Swingers) yet another in
the current cycle of self-consciously sclf-
conscious teen flicks starring actors best
known for their TV work (think Scream,
1 Know What You Did Last Summer, Cruel
Intentions), but the structure, the subject
matter and the attitude are taken straight
from Pulp Fiction. All they've done is drop
the age of the lead characters by ten or 15
years and put more contemporary music in
the soundtrack in order to appeal to a hip
youth market. As with Pulp Fiction, the film
tells a series of more or less simultaneous
overlappingstories, following first one group
of characters and then another over the
cvents of asingle night. Unfortunately, where
Tarantino designed multiple points of con-
ncction and overlap between each story, so
that Pulp Fiction offers a single whole made
up of a complex series of interactions, Go
basically gives us four scparate short films
whose only link is that the main characters
all appear together in the first scene.

And what tedious storics they arc. Let's
face it, drugs, sex and guns can only hold
your interest for so long if you don’t care
about the characters (no matter how much
dance music you use to fill in the gaps), and
in this filin they're so sclf-serving and self-
centred that T found myself wanting them
to get their just deserts. Unfortunately,
they didn’t. Tarantino’s tilms, violent as
they are, at least arc driven by questions of
morality and correct behaviour (albeit a
twisted, perverse gangster morality); in Go,
notonly does anything go as longas you can
get away with it, but getting away with it
becomes a moral stance in its own right.
Dull, repetitive, unoriginal and unpleasant;
if someonc asks you to Go see this film, tell
them to Go away.

—Allan James Thomas

The fame flame

Notting Hill, dir. Roger Michell. T thought
suspension of disbelief might be the big
problem with this deftly written romantic
comedy—a good script would be done down
by the anti-climax of stellar casting. Could
Hugh Grant, one half of a couple as tabloid-
famous as Bill and Hillary, possibly play
your ordinary bloke in the strecet with
credibility? Well, the answer is yes. Grant
does William Thacker, hapless bookseller,
withdisarmingstyle, inaflop-hairedrevival
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of the stiff-upper panache (his odd mouth
helps!) that has been the stock-in-trade of
British actors since before Leslie Howard.

He also has more than a little help from
his friends. The script, as you might expect
from Richard Curtis (whosc credits include
Not The Nine O'Clock News, Blackadder,
Mr Bean, and Four Weddings and a Funeral),
is effervescent, and the supporting cast
prodigally skilful-—proof that English
repertory is not just alive but still the
forcing-house of English acting. Take just
one example: Rhys Ifans’ performance as
Spike, Thacker’s unsavoury Welsh flatmate,
explains why Tony Blair countenanced a
scparate Welsh Parliament—anything to
keep their noses out of your fridge. The five
other ensemble actors match Ifans’ virtuos-
ity, and, with Grant, they make the film’s
incidental comedy rich and memorable.

But the central romance? Hmmm. Julia
Roberts, as Anna Scott, the $15-million-a-
movic star who drops like a scone into
Thacker’s Notting Hill bookshop, scemed
to me to be marking her lines rather than
acting them, as though the film’s extrinsic
ironics will carry her. She is at her best
when silent {her odd mouth helps too] but
mute beauty is no great advantage in a film
that runs on words.

Outside the theatre Irealised I could no
longer remember a single word that Andie
MacDowell uttered in Four Weddings and
a Funeral. Nor indeed one scene in which
she featured. Roberts is better integrated
into Notting Hill's sct picces. But if any-
thing lingers it won’t be the film’s two-
dimensional romance: it will the low-tech
car chases, the shambling family meals, the
embarrassments borne with grace, and the
concierge at the Ritz being kissed on both
cheeks by a Japanese businessman who
confuses English lunacy with English ritual.
As well he might. —Morag Fraser

Mini wit

Austin Powers: The Spy Who Shagged Me,
dir. Jay Roach. Op shops the world over
must have a yawning gap in the ‘groovy’
scction following the set and body dressing
for this very silly film. If you've seen the
first Austin Powers, you’ve scen more than
cnough of this International Man of Mys-
tery (‘not’}. The only mystery as far as [ can
sce is how someone can make so much
money out of stale old toilet jokes and
machine-gun breasts. Wavne's World was
genius: this is cynical dross. Damn shame.

—Siobhan Jackson
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