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Respecting
memory

ORGIVE AND TORGET. The alliteration is somchow
reassuring. It lulls us into thinking the two things
actually belong together, but few things could be
further from the truth. To ask for or to grant forgive-
ness is to acknowledge that something trcasured has
been damaged or even destroyed—some trust, some
relationship, perhaps even a whole litetime of
triendship or, worse, life itself.

Forgiveness (whether begged and granted, or
offercd and accepted) is not pretending that the status
quo ante has been restored and we can all get back to
business as usual. Rather it is a commitment to
rebuilding, from scratch if need be. It relies not on
forgetting but precisely on remembering the joy and
the beauty of what once was, so as to recover it or to
create something new that will honour the memory
of what cannot be recovered. Forgetfulness is the
enemy of forgiveness because it refuses the hard work
of rebuilding. It wants to go back and live on the top
floor without a thought for the foundations that have
been damaged or perhaps no longer even exist.

The solemn penitential action that took place in
St Peter’s Basilica on 12 March was not a plea to forget
the past but an ctfort to remember and a commitment
to carry that memory into the next millennium lest
we merely continue on the same path.

It was a moving sight: the once robust and
buoyant, now frail Wojtyla, himsclf almost hanging
from the cross against which he leaned. It was made
even more stark by its setting. It is often not the
vastness of St Peter’s or its beauty that leaves many
people breathless, but rather its sheer triumphal
assertiveness, even its arrogance. (There are plaques
on the floor with the lengths of other churches just to
remind the visitor how much longer this one is.) Here
amid the self-glorifying tombs of past popes, whose
cffigics make them look as though they had never been
wrong or even considered committing a sin, Pope John
Paul II and his cardinals enumecrated the faults of
Christians over two millennia. That's a lot of sins to
confess and so it was necessary to summarise. In spite
of that, and in spite of the occasional heavy qualifica-
tion {‘If in certain periods of history Christians have
at times .7}, it didn’t entirely losc its edge. Cardinal
Ratzinger could hardly have helped but hear the voices

of his own critics as he prayed that ‘we will recognise
that cven men of the Church, in the name of faith
and morals, have somctimes used methods not in
keeping with the Gospel in the solemn duty of
defending the truth!
But this confession also
turncd out to be an occasion of
temptation. It brought out the
worst in many of us because we
immediately began wondering
how sincercly it was meant, or
whether its implications were
even fully understood by thosc
who made it. Did these prelates
really include themselves in the
category of ‘the Church’s chil-
dren’ or did they just mean the
likes of us? We scanned the list
to find whether we had been
included and whether our hurts or
pet peeves had been recognised
explicitly enough. The New York
Times welcomed the move but,
with chutzpah bordering on the
offensive, opined that the confes-
sion would have received a better
mark if the Pope had apologised
tor not being in favour of abortion!
To stand back and evaluate
the penitents in this way is to play
the part of the officious pricst in
everyone’s worst nightmare of the
confessional. This was not just
their confession; it was ours. Even
if we don’t belong to the Catholic Church, whether
we are believers or not, we can still recognise ourselves
in those few stark paragraphs that pledge to remember
the sorry history of our world—its divisions, crimes
and injustices—in the hope that the future will be
different.
This is assuredly not the time to heat the peovle
making confessions, but to join them.

Daniel Madigan sj tcaches Islamic studies at the
Gregorian University, Rome.
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Judging the law

UDGES OF THE highest stature (former Chief Justices
of the High Court, Gibbs, Mason and Brennan, for
cxample] have criticised mandatory sentencing.
Across Australia, judges, magistrates, solicitors and
barristers of all political persuasions have been
protesting against these laws. Professor Alice Tay, the
Federal Government’s own appointment to head the
Human Rights Commission, points out the inconsist-
cncy in applying UN standards in Asia but not at
home. This has attracted little direct comment from
the Federal Government.

On 18 March, the Svdney Morning Herald
published a letter from four NSW Supreme Court
judges which raised their concerns about mandatory
sentencing. The day previously, the Herald ran a front-
page story about the letter under the heading ‘Judges
lash Howard’s “clever politics”’.

In fact, there was no direct reference to the PM
in the judges’ letter. Rather, the judges criticised as
simplistic the notion that ‘democracy is merely the
majority will’. They stated:

Racism and injustice are evil, particularly when they
have popular support. It is unjust to imprison offenders
without regard to their personal circumstances ... or
other, more suitable, sentences. It is racist {and
cowardly) to enact and implement laws which apply
most harshly to a disempowered minority. It might
be thought to be clever politics but it is not leader-
ship to pander to ignorance and prejudice.

The judges said that the failure of the national political
process to achieve reconciliation with indigenous
Australians and to terminate mandatory sentencing
regimes provided a ‘disturbing insight’ into the short-
comings of Australian democracy.

The Federal Attorney-General, Mr Daryl
Williams, immediately issued a statement that the
judges were out of order because they were interfering
with ‘politically contentious issues which are properly
the domain of the democratic political process’. The
PM has reiterated this argument on ABC Radio.

Although we are not privy to what is going inside
the government, it would be easy to surmise that what
the Attorney (and probably the PM) took exception
to on 17 March was not so much what the judges said
in their letter to the Herald (because it had really all
been said before), but the headline.

In recent years we have seen politicians making
some astounding assaults on the judiciary. The
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unrestrained ad hominem attacks on High Court
judges by Queensland Premier Borbidge, then-Deputy
PM Fischer and others after the Mabo and Wik
decisions were probably unparalleled in our lcgal
history. More recently we have had the spectacle of
the Attorney-Ge  ral of the NT being forced by the
Chief Justice of the NT to apologisc for labelling the
judiciary in the Territory as ‘corrupt’. Both sides of
politics do it when it suits.

The Attorney and the PM claim that the judges
have stepped out of their own domain into the
political  alm. The PM says that if they want to be
politicia  they should go into politics. He implies
that it is a breach of the separation of powers for the
NSW judges to have written their letter. That is a
scrious accusation. Is it justified?

The difficulty with this issuc is that the political
and judicial realms overlap, and they overlap because
the WA 1d NT politicians have encroached on the
judges’ domain—they have brought politics into
sentencing. The Federal Government refuscs to apply
UN Convention standards to Australian state legis-
lation {at least in this instancce). Thus it acquiesces in
that politicisation of the sentencing process in a way

which most honest commentators recognisc
effeetively targets Aboriginal people.

BY OUR CONSTITUTIONAL conventions, judges always
have a right to criticise such encroachments on their
independence. They also have the right to protest
against bad laws, and against breaches by the other
branches of government of the laws or policies,
conventions and standards we apply in our legal
system. And it follows that if judges do criticisc laws
they should say v y. This means that from time to
time they will say things which have political
implications.

Judges will not ordinarily enter political contro-
versies. © ¢ four NSW Supreme Court judges have
abstained from partisan involvement, despite the
Herald’s headline. The rarity of their intcrvention
shows how significantly they regard this problem.

Mandatory sentencing is an issuc which goes
beyond party politics. If judges, whose job it is to apply
sentencing laws on a daily basis, cannot tell politicians
when thev are b ndering with people’s lives, what
point is  erc to their independence?

Hugh Dillon is a SW magistrate.



Caught in the wedge

HEN Paul KeaTinG practised wedge politics, it did not
s¢em so unattractive. A master polariser in any event, he was
sometimes a specialist in finding the issue which would make
the Coalition writhe while Labor stayed safely united on the
side of the angels. The best dead cat in the ring pitched the
Liberal moderates against the party’s social conservatives, but
just as effective were issues which exploited divisions between
the centrists and the federalists, or which set up visions—say
of republics or reconciliation—that pitched the conservative
instincts of mainstream Liberals against those who feared it
would make them seem backward-looking.

But there arc two ends of a wedge. A key tactor in Keating’s
doing himself in was that the Coalition was able to promote an
image of him, and his party, as obsessed with
second-order issues and divorced from the main
onces. An image of a leader who governed for
the lobbies. And of a leader who was obsessed
and out of touch with the concerns of ordinary
Australians. These were all buttons which,
when pressed, sent powerful signals to those
who were susceptible to such cues.

The support of those who are susceptible
is well worth having, as Pauline Hanson's initial
success demonstrated. Yet Howard has rarcly
benefited even in the medium term from
pressing the buttons or from refusing to
denounce those who do so. The reason is that
there are as many voters—and supporters—who
arc alicnated by such tactics as there are who
arc prised away from the other side.

The Pauline Hanson revolt itself was
sparked by Howard’s need to dump her on election eve in 1996.
Traditional liberals, particularly in Victoria, are scandalised by
the use of the politics of resentment. There are substantial
constituencies, not least among people of Asian descent, who
sce the employment of such politics as a coded attack on
themscelves.

Business gets worried about the signals sent out by coded
appeals to xenophobia and race. And, in the long term, the group
among whom the appeals work most effectively—older,
working-class voters of only middling education and skills, the
group most left out by the cconomic and technological
revolution of the past 20 years—are a declining force
compared with a younger, better educated and more socially
liberal electorate which has little time for the politics of
resentment.,

That emerging clectorate may also have little time for old
Labor images of big government and the all-cmbracing helping
hand. The new workforce is less unionised, particularly in the
private sector. It has fewer expectations of government and less
faith in its capacity to causc change. The shift away from a
dole culture to phrases about mutual responsibility—where it
is the Liberals who are ahead in the popular mind—is in part a
reflection of a new working environment in which old macro-
solutions are not scen to work.,

That does not mean that crude appeals to the resentment
which low-income ‘battlers’ feel as they sec some groups getting
what they see to be tavoured treatment, work in the same way
on the emerging class. Indeed it is the very crudity of such

appeals which reinforces Howard’s primary
political problem—that he is scen as mean-
minded and backward-looking.

Australia, morcover, does not have the
sharp divides which, for a while, gave wedge
politics such power in the United States.

Beazley, with a very strong focus on
cducation, is better poised to appeal to emerging
groups of voters who are far less likely to vote
on class or traditional lines and have more of
an car cocked for generally appealing noiscs.
Labor is better poised on the compassion side
of the equation, to seem the party which will
look after’ those who everyone agrees have been
left out. It is also, of course, well poised to take
advantage of the resentment and chaos of the
implementation of the Goods and Services Tax.

Labor’s problem is, however, that its own

veneer is very thin, The vagueness about policy is not mere
strategy: those of Labor’s idecas that are not in shape often
contradict other idcas still in play. The party itself is still
entirely unreformed since the revolution of which it hopes to
take advantage, and its own corruptions and undemocratic
processes inhibit its capacity to adapt to the changing
demographics and structure of the workforce. It would be very
difficult to argue that the new clectorates see their interests
and outlooks reflected by Labor instincts. A mere avuncular
decencey and some pessimistic words about how the tertiary
system is not being adapted for change may not be enough to
rebuild confidence and trust in politicians and the political
framework.

Jack Waterford is cditor of the Canberra Times.
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Cyclonic
variations

A\' Cycront Tesst bore down on the

North Queensland coast on Sunday night,
2 April, the manager of Townsville’s
Scaview Hotel told an inquisitive local radio
station that none of his customers was
worried. ‘The wind’s howling and so are
they.” Some may have been consoling them-
selves about the defeat, a few hours before,
of the Crocs at The Swamp (the local
basketball team at its stadium in a national
semi-final). Others were enjoying the final
of the Belly Flop Competition, which
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enticed big men to fall into a small rubber
pond to sec who could make the biggest
splash. Two weeks earlier, in the heats, a
truckic walked straight out of his illegally
parked rig to victory.

By the next afternoon, the pub had gone
quict. Torrential rain still fell {almost halt
a metre in a day), but the cyclonic winds
had passed. From sca to sky, Townsville
was monochromatically grey. Thousands
of fallen trees had blocked roads and
brought down power lines, so a darker
night loomc¢  Inscar of abeer, I trudged
down the lower slopes of Castle Hill to
Scavicew. Soon 1 was heartened by an
anchored sign that promisced Takeaway
Beer in Public Bar. Inside, in the gloom,
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desperates with their stubby-holders clus-
tered by candlelight. The pub’s strongest
illumination, a hurricane lamp, had been
deployed in the urinal.

[ emerged into nacrcous light to sce the
masts of a beached yacht pecking above the
level of the road. All along the recently and
cxpensively revitalised Strand, trees were
trashed and uprooted. The Mayor would
deftly explain that months of ncar-record
rainfall had made them “wet-footed’, hence
ripe for collapse. Palm fronds and branches
lay everywhere. Thinking of the screaming
winds last night that had followced hours of
malevolent calm, I was naturally put in
mind of Wordsworth: “There was a roaring
in the wind all night/The rain fell heavily
and fell in floods.” At that point a wild,
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closc-cyed man, a Wordsworthian solitary,
accosted me: ‘Pub open ay?!’” After my
reassurance, he thanked the Lord profancly
and added: ‘Beer and fags ay!’

Tessi, a friend obscrved, started in the
backyard, on Saturday morning, not far out
in the Coral Sca, and was on us next day.
Another, an asthmatic, to whom Ispokc on
Sunday, said that she could feel that a
cyclone impended by the cffect on her
bronchial tubes of changes in barometric
pressure. Supcrmarket shelves emptied—
but not until the cyclone had passed (it
crossed the coast at Bambaroo north of
Townsville before weakening into a rain
depression). Residents were wise after the
event, although Cyclone Vaughan was
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already on the way, breaking loosc from the
sca off New Caledonia and intensifying
morce quickly than Tessi had.

Nevertheless, Tessi brought Townsville
its worst damage since Althea in 1971,
Thirty thousand houscholds had no power
for at least two days. Magnetic Island had
neither power nor watcer. Bitumen blistered
and broke as streams forced their way up
through it. Waterfalls courscd down hills
and roads, although this time there were no
repe . of whecelie-bin surfers heading for
the sca. The relentless persistence of the
wind, the strange shifting and snapping
sounds comingout of rained-in black night,
the uncertainty about how long one’s house-
hold watch would last, mcant that before
long anxicty bested curiosity.

af

Repair and damage reckoning began on
Monday, but that cvening there was a
disa  ous, foreseeable, but unexpected
conscquence of the cyclone. Parts of Castle
Hill slipped down on to houses beneath.
Four hundred residents were evacuated.
Some buildings, including the mansion of
the owner of the Crocs’ franchise, were
badly damaged. Huge boulders tectered
above the landslide. The city’s hold on its
slice of coast can seldom have scemed more
tenuous. But folk memory was prematurely
active, setting Tessiinits already notorious
place in frontier history well before the last
chainsaw had fallen silent, or insurancc
clair  seen settled. “We get some weather
up here, ay’. —Peter Pierce



The art
of war

IN LATE 1944, the Australian Government
tried to protect the first prisoners returning
from captivity at the hands of the Japanese.
‘Give them space,’ the government told
the people. ‘They’ll need to find them-
selves hefore they can tell us what it was
like.” But within a couple of days the
letters starting pouring in from all over
Australia to cach of the men: ‘Did you
know my son?’; ‘Can you tell me if my
husband is alive?” One of the survivors told
me that he had received ‘about 4007 of these
letters.

John Walker’s fathcr—only 19—was
badly wounded in fighting on the Somme
and was brought home, useless any longer
to a war that was unlike any other. His
motherdressed this soldier in his uniform—
he couldn’t dress himself—and propped him
up in a chair outside the front door, Women
queuedup to hear from him what the official
letters really meant when they said that a
husband orson was missingin action or had
been killed.

They may have come back from the
tront, these survivors, but they cannot tell
us much about what they have seen and
known. They do not have the words;
anyway, they want, in kindness, tohide the
story from us. But that story, even untold,
travels further than we might imagine.
Interviewing the sons and daughters of
former prisoners of war has proved to me
that their war never ended. ‘My father was
a prisoner for three-and-a-half years,” one
told me, ‘my mother for 53 years.’

Artist John Walker was born in 1939,
more than 20 ycars after his father had
returned from the Somme, but even 51
years later, in 1998, he was still using that
war and his father to tell us something that
he knew perhaps before he could talk: that
his father was a shell, a husk; that service
on the Somme had stripped away essential
aspects of his personality.

John Walker’s Passing Bells was on show
at the National Gallery of Australia until
afew days before Anzac Day this year. The
Gallery owns the 27 etchings. Perhaps
they could be put on display each year
around Anzac Day to tell us what an
awful evil war is.

There is nothing bold or heroic in this
son’s view of his father’s war. Ratheritisan
intimate examination of the disintegration
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Epoch of the e-packrat

IT'S ALL THE COMPUTER’S FAULT. I now hardly use my car at all. 1 no longer commute
to work and almost all of the publishers and printers, libraries and government
bookshops T used to go to, I can visit clectronically. Driving now is mainly
confined to ferrying children and grocerics.

There are so many similar stories about the impact of computers—the parent
who spends the evening downloading information from the web for a school
project, the builders who can hardly remember being without their chip-driven
mobile phones, and the business people surgically attached to their laptops.

Up until now, most of these life-changing applications of computers have
resulted from their speed of calculation. But I'm beginning to think that the
other major advantage of computcrs—thcir capacity to store and retrieve almost
limitless amounts of information inexpensively—could stimulate changes that
arc even more profound.

According to Alistair Moffat, associate professor of computer scicnce at
the University of Melbourne, it is now a waste of time and cnergy to cull and
file our emails after we've read them. Motfat leads a tcam which is developing
softwarc to index such material automatically and store it in a compressed form
for future reference. All of it. ‘If you receive something, it might be because you
are going to need it.” Moffat has entire hard disks full of old information.

In fact, he is the ultimate clectronic hoarder. He talks of the potential of
computers to act as a ‘personal prosthetic memory’, where every document per-
taining to our lives—birth and death certificates, books we have read, reminders of
dental appointments, letters we have written, music to which we have listened,
parking tickets we have received—is indexed and stored, so that it can be casily
retrieved. ‘"When people discover old newspapers, they get very cxcited. Perhaps
within a few years we will be doing the same with old electronic documents.’

That idea seems to strike at the very heart of the ancient quasi-religious
dictate of keeping things neat and tidy—'a place for everything, and cverything
in its place’. Order was necessary when humans had to search for information
and memory was limited. Now, that imperative to spend time culling and filing
documents has been superseded by the capacity of computers to run away and
find whatever is needed, almost instantaneously.

There are other signs of this trend. Think of all the CDs of archival
recordings of great musicians now available. Many contain several previously
unreleased versions of the same tune, so that the listener can compare different
moods or instrumentation.

Where will it end? Will it affect the way future generations think, organise
and administer things? Will such a plethora of information and such a range of
alternatives make people more woolly in their thinking and indecisive in their
actions, or will it increase flexibility and promote better analysis?

The argument has already started in the computer world. Today’s computer
programmers, for example, produce software which is much more comprehen-
sive but also much sloppier than that produced in the era when disk space was
tight and memory expensive. Which is ‘better’?

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer. timth@optusnet.com.au
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Eartaly Jerusalem

F THEOLOGICAL READING 18 A HORsE that helps bear the burdens of the world, it
has been carrving top weight this month.

The load—of government ministers travelling around the world to flog
Australia’s mean attitude to refugees, and of others at home claiming that all is
well with Australia because the stolen generation is really not a generation and
because the United Nations Committee on the Elimination of Racial Discrim-
ination is maverick—would tax any beast.

The theological nags on offer are a motley lot: an account of conferences
about China, retlection on Jerusalem, and a treatment of gratuity in ministry.

A Birmingham Conterence on religion and socicty in China and Europe,
reviewed by John May in the Irish Theological Quarterly (Winter 19991, explores
different approaches to human rights. In China, God’s mandate has  wvays been
scen as subordinate to the Emperor’s celestial mandate from heaven. God's
business and claim for humanity has to fit in with imperial business. In Europe,
the future has been seen to belong to God. Governments have therefore been
judged by their respect for human beings who are made tor a higher destiny. In
Australia, the Chinese way is gaining support, as shown by the insistence that
human rights arc a domestic matter that is not subject to external interference.
The mandate of the great gods of money and power override humanity.

The great image of the future which historically has inspired resistance to
tyrannies is of Jerusalem, the new city coming down from heaven. Sibley Towner
{Interpretation, JTanuary 2000} looks at the way in which Jerusalem has been
presented in the Judaco-Christian tradition, claiming that even the earliest desc-
riptions are of an idealised city. Jerusalem today has been shaped by the succes-
sive religious traditions for which it has been a symb: For that reason, accounts
of pilgrimage to Jerusalem have always been touched with disillusionment.

The vision of Australia as a hospitable, just and reconciled nation, too,
always exceeds the actual landscape. Disillusionment, therefore, breeds the
resigned thought that Canberra, the site of Treasury and the Deparoment of
Prime Minister and Cabinet, is the true celestial city. Against such despair, the
Aboriginal Tent Embassy keeps alive the hope of a better city.

How to encourage dreams about a just city? In Manresa, the Spanish Jesuit
magazinc (September 2000}, Andr¢ Brouillette claims that Ignatius Loyola was
captivated by the verse of Matthew’s Gospel, ‘“You have reecived freely, so give
freely.’ His original hope was that Jesuit ministry should be without charge and
depend on alms. As economies became more complex and education began to
be transformed into a commodity, his practical vision became an ideal.

It is an idecal whose time may have come. When all relationships come to
be thought of as goods and services, some of which are admittedly exempt from
taxation, even the encouragement of larger dreams will be seen as a commodity.
Is it time to return to a vision of ministry which begins with the principle that
there will be no fees and no payments, and makes practical arrangements
accordingly? A ghtweight thought, no doubt, but what Christian horse cver
gained dignity by having gold put in its saddlebags?

Andrew Hamilton sy tecaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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of personality and humanity as men were
overpowered by amechanised war that took
human action and engagement out of the
cquation, The soldier’s head is gradu y
transtormed into the skull of a sheep. Men
goins np to the frontline would make sheep
sour , a caption (perhaps unnecessar 7
tells us, just to tet the brass know that they
knew who they were and what was happen-
ing to them.

Yet by the seventh of these small and
intimately lit etchings, as the sheep image
takes over, the soldier begins to be two
pers  s—perhaps the person who knows
about war and the person who will hide all
he has learnt about war fi 1 others.

In the 27th etching the artist himself
appears, sheep-headed too. ‘A sign of loving
identification with his father’, the caption
tells us. T don’t think so. T would suggest
that  an Walker is telling s that wars do
notc lforthose caughtupin them, directly
through lived experience or indirectly in
the life of someone who did know but could
not:

Pussing Bells was an exhibition for
Australia’s Anzac Day. The victims and
survivors of war are not only those who are
in the march and at the reunion.

—Michael McKernan

Thiirovi o v

Here we
stand

L.»\x‘r YLAR A SIGNIFICANT event took place
in Augsburg, Germanvy.

On what Lutherans celebrate as Refor-
mation Day {31 October), representatives
of the Vatican and the Lutheran World
Federation signed a Joint Declaration on
the Doctrine of Justification. This is the
greatest achievement of an international
dialogue that has been going on for decades.

Parallel to this international develop-
ment is the production and signing of a
Common Statement on Justification, the
result of three years of dialogue between
Ron 1 Catholics and Luthcerans in
Australia. In recent months members of
both communions have celebrated these
two agreements in packed cathedrals in
Ade de¢, Melbourne, Sydney and
Palmerston North, New Zealand, and at a
function at Banyo Theological Seminary in
Queensland.






Di rided

ON A RAINY DAY in the Torres Strait two

women sat grieving together. In the after-
noon they had buried Bishop Ted Mosby on
the island where he was born 51 years ago.

Six hundred mourners gathered on Yorke
Island {population 300) on 22 March for the
funeral of a man committed to the unity of
his people but who unwittingly became an
agent of division.

The Federal Member for Leichhardt,
Warren Entsch, was there. Metropolitan
Archbishop Peter Hollingworth was there
with the Bishop of North Queensland, Clyde
Wood. And Bishop Dave Passi was there
with three priests of the Church of Torres
Strait—which split from the Anglican
Church of Australiafollowing Ted Mosby’s
consecration.

Ted Mosby's appointment in 1997 as
assistant bishop responsible for Torres Strait
congregations in the Diocese of North
Queensland had far-reaching consequences.
Spiritual leaders are ighly influential in
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the Torres Strait. Moshy, still too young for
cldership, had reservations about taking up
the pastoral staff. Other Torrces Strait
Islanders were not happy with his appoint-
ment, including the Reverend Dave Passi,
elder of the traditional high pricstly family
from Miriam Islands.

The Anglican Church found itsclf
trapped in a wrangling cross-cultural
dialogue which would not conform to the
sometimes cqually sanguinary procedures
of canonlaw. By Christmasitendedin schism.

The causcs of this parting of the ways
were complex. Disgruntlement among the
ticreely independent Torres Strait Anglicans
arising from a history of frustrated aspira-
tions. The High Court’s decision in favour
of Eddie ‘Koiki’ Mabo, which strengthened
political will to achieve self-determination.
Resentment that decisions about Torres
Strait Islanders’ spiritual lcadership were
being made outside the islands. Whatever
wood had been laid, the consecration of Ted
Moshy set a match to it.

In December 1997, the Bishop of North
Queensland was startled to hear on a radio
program that a significant number of his
Torres Strait Islander priests and deacons
had decamped to form an independent
indigenous church. A new con-
stitution ratifying the Church
of Torres Strait was signed on
14 December. In April, Dave
Passiand another Islander priest,
Gayai Hankin, were consecrated
by bishops of the USA-based
Traditional Anglican Commun-
ion as leaders of the Church of
the Torres Strait. Several bishops
and 52 priests of the Anglican
Church of Australia sent
greetings to the assembly.

Bishop Passi, a veteran of the

)

’ Torres Strait Islander struggle

for independence, was a litigant
in the historic Mabo case. He
remains strongly critical of what
he describes as the ethnocentric
Anglican Church of Australia.
Bishop Gayai Hankin had
campaigned for a Torres Strait
diocese ever since he took part in
the independence celebrations
of the Church in Papua Ncew
Guinca. But his patience with
the Anglican establishment ran
out after what he described as
‘82 years of no progress’.

The two bishops’ desire for
tl N T % to retain
Anglo-Catholicrites and develop
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indigenous liturgy. Integration of Torres
Strait culture and spirituality into new
indigenous liturgies would chart a new
course—onc fraught with perils without
the vast theological resources of a main-
stream denomination.

Because religious affairs in the Torres
Strait remain intimately related to political
and cconomic life, there can be no such
imir ityfrom conflictin the church there.
Church land is mostly lcasehold and an
amendment to the Quecensland Land Act
has ceded control of leases to local councils.
Wra  ing began over sites of worship.
Bishop Passi argucd that his grandfather
gave the land to God, not to a church. ‘We
will 1l give the same land for God to use.
This giving has an eternal quality about it,
generation after generation.’

A nublic community meeting on Badu
Islar  declared the Anglican Church of
St Mark’s the pro-cathedral of the Church
of Torres Strait. The declaration was
resc ded by the Bishop of North
Queensland for ‘as long as even one family
remained on Badu Island who wanted to
belor o the Anglican Church of Australia’,

Haggling over church property and
buildings remained the primary point of
cont : between the Anglican Church of
Australia and the Church of Torres Strait
until the time of Bishop Ted Moshy’s sudden
death at his home on 16 March.

In death Bishop Mosby succeeded in
doing something he had not achicved in
life—his funeral brought togetherin worship
bish' sof the Anglican Church of Australia
with ciergy of the Church of Torres Strait.
Although Bishop Gayai Hankin could not
come, his wifc Anna was there, keening
with Mary, the wife of the late bishop. Ted
was  na’s cousin. The eulogy on Masig
(Yor Island) described Ted Moshy as a
true ‘ilan’ person. He held on to his
traditional and cultural values and through
this he influenced others. i vision was
for vty and forgiveness for the whole of
Torres Strait. His departure leaves both an
opportunity and a question mark.

—Maggie Helass

This month's contributors: Peter Pierce 1s
head of the School of Humanitics, fames
Cook University; Michael McKernan’s
study of returning Australian prisoners of
war will be published next ycar; Vie Plitzner
is hc  of Biblical Studies at the Luther
Seminary, North Adelaide, and Chairot ¢
Commission for Theology in the Lutheran
Church; M ie Helass is a Brisbane-based
journalist.
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Oil could float Chad out of its post-colonial, post-war doldrums.
But just try getting it out of the ground—or getting the World Bank to help.
Anthony Ham reports.

N N’Djamena on weekends, a
deliciously hedonistic ritual with a
profitable edge takes place. Unique to
Chad, pari-vente is a neighbourhood party,
the organisation of which is the sole
prescrve of women. They rent out an
entirc bar, invite all their friends and
anyone else who wants to come, and set
out to make money by selling drinks at
inflated prices. It is invariably a lucrative
undertaking. Onc woman recently made
more than A$1800 in a single night—
more than twice the average annual
income in Chad. Financial windfalls aside,
pari-vente partics are vibrant and energetic.
Youneed to be decidedly fit to keep pace with
the rhythm and the town locals as they dance
the night {and much of the morning) away.
Undoubtedly, this is the place to be in N'Djamena,
come nightfall.

Perhaps because of the rapid and intoxicating pace
of events like pari-vente, N'Djamena does not, at first,
teel like the capital of one of the world’s poorest
countries. After decades of war, the city’s peace
dividend has come in the form of an optimism which
only those who have known war can fully appreciate.
N’Djamena was devastated in the fighting which
spared no-one—some shops are still known by the

names of their former owners

who were killed; the Restaurant
Etoile du Chad will be forever
haunted by the ghosts of snipers
who enjoyed fresh fruit juices as
they scoured the street below for
targets. Legend has it that one
American ambassador abandoned

his post and swam across the Chari

River (no mean feat) in a bid to save
his life.

A bewildering array of home-grown
factions, aligned with French and Libyan
personnel and hardware, wrought havoc on
the country’s infrastructure and the life
expectancy of its citizens. But there are few

visible scars, few reminders of the time when
Chad was a byword for meaningless destruction. Only
a few bullet-ridden facades remain, including the
elegant pastel shell of the old Ciné Etoile which stands
forlornly under the mango trees. The impressive
reconstruction of most public buildings spcaks
eloquently of a desire to move on, a desire to forget
the past.

This rejection of the past is not always entirely
healthy. While I was in Chad, a court in Senegal
indicted Hissence Habré, the former Chadian dictator.
Facing defcat, Habré had unleashed his troops on a
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Fear and loating
in the Law Society

aw SocieTies are widely accused of
being both conscrvative and Clubs for
Old Boys.

Since I graduated in law 30 ycars ago,
the legal profession has changed. Its
protessional bodics, however, have been
slower to adapt. Legal practice has
become to some (not to me) a business,
and would be much like any other were
it not for the ‘conservatives’” old-
fashioned practice of imposing ¢ ical
obligations upon it. A thorough knowl-
edge of the law privileges the holder, and
imposcs duties upon him (or her] to
promote the common good and the high
purpose of the common law. Thesc dutics
are greater than and different from those
assumed from a thorough understanding
of QuickBooks and the Income Tax
Asscssment Act and imposed upon, say,
accountants and stockbrokers.

When I studied law in the 1960s,
women were relatively rare in the
profession. It has since become common
for the majority of law undergraduatcs to
be women. Women are, nonetheless,
grossly under-represented in the upper
cchelons of the law, as partners, judges
and office-holders in their professional
associations. There is no doubt that
sexism has played a part in this. Women
who have reached those outer galaxies
pay quite a price to get there. As Justice
Mary Gaudron commented, when she
launched the Australian Women Law-
yers” Association four years ago, women
lawyers of her generation (and mine) were
inclined to practise law as ‘honorary
men’. The lcgal profession has been
diminished as a result.

So it is good that women are taking
up these positions in numbers. But when
I landcd in London a few weeks ago, a
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full-scale scandal was blowing. It
concerned, first, the ‘behaviour’ of one
such pioneering woman and, sccond, the
investigation into her conduct, with
accusations and counter-claims of
threats, bullying, intimidation, sex
discrimination and outright racism.
Courts and tribunals will ultcimately
determine the truth of the matter. But
this talc is a telling one. It shows how

. .
women practise law, how legal profes-
sionals manage legal practice, and how
ditficult cultural change is to manage—
harder than herding cats.

Kamlesh Bahl was born in Nairobi
nearly 40 years ago and is—now, was—
the first woman, the first ‘black’, and the
youngest candidate to be elected as vice-
president of the Law Society, in 1998,
Before that she had a distinguished career:
chairwoman of the Equal Opportunitics
Commission and corporate legal practice
{Greater London Council, British Steel,
Texaco and Data Logic). In 1997 she was
awarded a CBE, honorary degrees from
three universities, ar the Guardian
described her as one of the 50 most
powerful women in Britain.

But on 15 March this ycar, a report
was tabled that investigated complaints

May 2000

that Bahl had bullied staff of the Law
Socicty. The author, Lord Griffiths, found
that Ms Bahl had created an atmosphere
of fear and confusion in the Law Socicty.
Staff were reduced to tears, subjected to
verb  Hnslaughts and publicly humiliat-
ing treatment including, on one occasion,
what he called ‘beastly behaviour’.

Bahl was due to become president of
the 80,000-membership Law Society this
year. The report sounded the death knell
for these plans. She replied that she had
been denied natural justice; that she had
been ambushed by these complaints,
some made many months before; that the
com ints had been ‘stockpiled’ by those
resis 1t to her reform agenda; that she
had been targeted for retribution by an
organisation which was determined not
to reform its bureaucracy; and that she
had been treated poorly because of her
race and her sex. The report recom-
mended that Bahl be expelled from the
Socicty’s Council. Instcad, she chose to
resign but not quictly. She made formal
com ints of sex and race discrimina-
tion, briefing Cheric Booth QC {the
feminist, human rights advocate who
happens to be married to the British
Prime Minister) to act for her. She is
pursuing those complaints, and it is
getting very nasty.

Where does the truth lie? As cver, in
the eye of the beholder. In 1998, an
independent management consultant
reviewed the Law Society and said that
it just didn’t work, that its structure
prevented cffective decision-making.
When decisions were made, there was
way to ensure their implementation. Its
regulatory arm was overwhelmed with a
backlog of complaints, and the government
was t ratening to take its self-regulatory



powers away. Claims on its indemnity
funds against negligent or defalcating
members had outstripped the fund
considerably, and many of its members
were both embarrassed and fed up with
it. To this august mess Kamlesh Bahl was
elected, with a mandate to sort it all out.

Did she overplay her hand? Perhaps,
but there is a ring of truth in her claim
that what would be ‘firm and direct’
management style in a man, was ‘aggres-
sive and frightening’ from a woman, and
a young, dark-skinned, forcign-born one
at that.

Bahl complained that Law Society
officers had not warned her about the
growing complaints about her ‘style’, and
that the complaints were stockpiled and
allowed to fester, for nefarious reasons.
She pointed out that a previous presiden-
tial candidate—a male—had been taken
aside and ‘spoken to’ when he was found
to be what the Guardian described as a
‘serial groper’, and allowed to resign. She,
on the other hand, was subjected to a
formal, external report and a public
inquiry report into her conduct, and
escorted from the premises. Yet, a former
press officer at the Equal Opportunities
Commission wrote to the Guardian that
when Bahl had been appointed as
chairman of that Commission in 1993
the staff had been thrilled, but ‘imagine
our horror when our heroine turned out
to be a power-mad bully ... If Kamlesh
Bahl plays the race card in her dispute
with the Law Society it will be an
insult to those thousands of black

people who really do face
discrimination at work.’

IHEY MOVE sLowLy, Law Socicties, but

they do (and must) adapt, or they
disappear. [ know what I'm talking about.
Five years ago [ was clected to the
Council of the Law Institute of Victoria,
and for my last year [ was a member of
its Executive. Cultural change comes
slowly, and its agents may casily become
frustrated, shrill and shabbily dismissed
as agents provocateuses. Involvement in
professional affairs is thankless, for every-
onc hates lawyers. Governments do not
like being criticised by them and find it
convenient to dismiss them as ante-
diluvian or sclf-interested. Consumer
groups decry their sometimes incffectual
sclf-regulation. Our own members
become tired of the clubbish amatcurism

A Thought from Isaak Walton

Two lutes being strung and tuned together,

One being played—the one put by

Will in some sort, reply, reply.

That onc, laid distant on a table,

Will answer with the faintest sound

As does an echo in a round.

And some there are will not belicve

Two souls may join in sympathy

Though distant each from each may be,

So Isaak Walton wrote. He held
Visions and miracles appear

And souls respond to those most dear

As does the answering unplayed lute.
Reading, I do believe this true
And think, unknowing, of those two

Their marriage overturned by death,

Pairing from which I was begot—

Their music long forgot, forgot.

that still hangs around their hallowed
halls. Major firms, to whom the law is
just a business, see the professional
organisations as irrelevant to their
business contacts. All of which makes
Law Societics and Institutes and Bar
Councils and professionalism that much
more important.

None of this necessarily means that
Kamlesh Bahl was a victim of sexist,
racist discrimination, or that she adopted
the worst characteristics of bullying,
masculinist managers. When an ‘out-
sider’'—an aliecn—enters a ‘traditional’
workplace culture, the organisation
responds as the body does to an intro-
duced organism. Its antibodics attack the
unfamiliar and possibly dangerous
intruder.

In the Law Society casc, the saddest
outcome of all is not that Bahl resigned,
burt that the Society chosce to send out the
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Rosemary Dobson

40-page report to its members anyway,
that not onec of the lawyers involved
thought it sensible to resolve this dispute
through mediation, and that it is now
headed for the courts and tribunals and
months, or years, of point-scoring,
excoriating, expensive litigation. There
are ways of resolving disputes other than
trench warfare. Lawyers arc too slow to
take up the new tools of the conciliator
and the negotiator. The 800-year-old
adversarial legal culture has survived; its
proponents have embarled on their Punic
excursions, and ncither side can win
anything but a Pyrrhic victory.

Moira Rayner is a solicitor and former
Human Rights and Equal Opportunity
Commissioner. Since March 2000, she
has been the Director of the Office of the
Children’s Rights Commissioner for
London.
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Margaret Coady

Program Manager in Professional Ethics at
the Special Research Centre in Applied
Philosophy and Public Ethics at the
University of Melbourne

MY EMPHASIS 1S ON groups and in

particular those groups so important in
public life—-the professions. My argument
is that we ought to be more aware of the
cthical dangers of groups. It has become
somewhat fashionable to decry the
individualism which is traced in Western
thought to the Enlightenment, and to
point to the way in which human beings
arc constituted by the communities in
which they live. While acknowledging
the importance of groups, we need also
to be aware that these groups can them-
sclves be corrupting influences.

The Genovese ctfect, a popular topic
in business management courses, was
named after Kitty Genovese, who was
stabbed to death in New York City in
1964 with many people hearing her
scrcams but nobody going to her aid.
Why was this? Was it because of the
anonymity of the big city, the
individualism of the US which denied the
possibility of altruism? The subsequent
rescarch of Latane and Darley showed
that individualism was not to blame and
that in fact an isolated bystander was
much more likely to go to the aid of a
victim than were members of groups of
bystanders. Other writers on the cthics
of business suggest that the very
individuals who refuse to support
uncthical decisions when consulted
alone will agree to such decisions when
they are part of a collective.

But does the same kind of group cor-
ruption occur in groups like professions?

One of the distinguishing marks of
professions has been that they have codes
of cthics. Are codes of ethics a way of
making professionals less criminal and
more ethical? If past history is our guide
the answer must be ‘no’. This is not to
say that individual professionals have not
been in many cases good, even heroic,
people. Professional associations too, while
being rightly blamed for much of the
uncthical behaviour of professionals, have
on occasion demonstrated exactly the

values which should be expected of them.

But codes of ethics are only a small
part of the ethics stew. The most corrupt
organisations can have codes of ethics.
They even boast of them. The question
which needs to be asked is: what are the
ways of changing the cthos of the
professions and of organisations where
professionals are employed? There has
been much discussion about whistle-
blowing and giving legal protection to
whistleblowers. This is important, but in
some ways it is too late, and the whistle-
blower and many other innocent

boast of them.

bystanders will be injured if the only way
to solve cthical problems is through
whistleblowing,.

Can anything be done to prevent or
counteract the kind of group-think or
group corruption described carlier?

In arecent study, “How Organizations
Socialize Individuals into Evildoing’,
John Darley gives graphic and detailed
case-study descriptions of several organ-
isations notorious for their involvement
in corruption. Darley holds that it would
be a mistake, at least in the initial stages
of the corruption, to explain the harm by
reference to the decisions of evil individ-
uals. In the initial stages of a process
which lcads to disastrous harm there is
often no clear victim and no individual
who decides to commit an evil act, but a
number of factors which in hindsight
can be seen to have contributed. These
include, in Darley’s analysis, the exist-
ence within the organisation of certain
fears, the fear of losing profits and the fear
of losing jobs. Other factors relate to
management by objectives where these

objectives are defined solely in
terms of profit.

AN IMPORTANT DANGER sign is the

existence in the organisation of ethically
dubious practices which are alrcady well-
established. Darley gives the Saloman
Brothers casc as an example. In this case
the stockbroker firm moved off poor
quality bonds to its least sophisticated
customers, and gave larger bonuses and
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promotion to those salespeople who
successfully ‘got rid of’ these useless
bonds to clients whose interests the
company was meant to be serving. The
unethical actions of the stockbrokers
resulted in a loss of life savings for many
clderly customers. Though the person
who initiated this practice left the
company, the practice grew and spread
to other companies. It became part of the
culture of scveral stockbroking firms and
new members were socialised into it.
There are no easy answers to these
problems. Codes of ethics and cven

But codes of ethics are only a small part
of the ethics stew. The most corrupt organisations
can have codes of ethics. They even

courses in cthics can just be hypocritical
tacades if they do not address the
temptations which cxist in cach of the
professions.

These temptations need to be faced.
For the police they are often connected
with their ability to usc physical force;
for doctors with their power over life and
death, and with the history of paternalism
and secrecy in the profession; for judges
with their relative immunity to criticism.

In revising codes of cthics and
preparing courses in professional cthics,
professional bodies should address these
temptations, but they should do so with
the assistance of people outside the
profession. This outside contribution is
important not only because it gives some
representation to the client, but because
itis very hard to identify the mote in your
own ¢ye.

Perhaps T am being carried away in
using words with biblical overtones such
as mote and temptation. Ethics courses
often discuss ‘dilemmas’ rather than
temptations. ‘Dilemma’ implies that an
interesting conflict of principle is
involved. Such dilemmas are often
intellectually challenging and possibly
for that rcason regularly form the basis
of academic classes in professional ethics.
While it is important to discuss such
difficult cases, in real life what ought to
be done can frequently be determinatively
settled, and the guestion that needs to
be looked at is what are the forces which
lead the professional from that path.
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Geoffrey King

Canon lawyer and Principal of Jesuit
Theological College, Melbourne

oHN Menabut offered us some helpful
criteria for judging when to keep silent
and when to ‘blow the whistle’ in the face
of apparent injustice.

What about injustice in the church?

I believe that there is injustice in the
Catholic Church, including, these days,
significant abuse of authority. And
I think that we—mysclf included—
choose too often to keep silent rather
than blow the whistle.

I am encouraged to proceed by the
recent acts of repentance made by the
Pope and the Australian bishops. If we
admit failings in the past, it would be
naive or arrogant to think that we can be
immune from them in the present.

Let me say first what I mean by abuse
of authority. Then let me explore some
of the reasons for silence.

I am thinking mainly of interventions
by central church authority to imposc
certain views or ways of acting. It is not
simply that I disagree with the views
being imposed, but rather that I disagree
with the way in which authority has been
used to impose them. What we are seeing
is in part a central church bureaucracy
out of control in the declining years of a
long papacy, something for which there
arc several historical precedents. And [ do
not think that this perception is contra-
dicted by the remarkable lcadership that
the Pope has shown in his public apology
and in his words and actions in Israel.

A much-publicised recent example is
the intervention of the Congregation for
the Doctrine of the Faith to forbid the
Sisters of Charity’s involvement in a safe
injecting room program in Sydney. Here
the Congregation was excecding its
competence-—both in the technical sense
of legal competence (there was no issue
of faith or morals that was in dispute)} and
in the ordinary sense of ability (how could
they make an informed practical
judgment from so far away?}.

Then there is the way in which Rome
has dealt with the question of the

ordination of women. Whatever one
thinks of the substance of the case, one
ought to have doubts about the way in
which the ‘impossibility’ of women's
ordination has been declared to be as
close as it is possible to get to a defined
doctrine. This is hard to square with a
tradition that has seen defined dogma to
be about matters that lie at the core of
our faith. It seems to put ordination and
gender on the same level as the divinity
of Christ, or the real presence in the
eucharist.

Next, [ note anomalies in the appoint-
ment of bishops. At least two fairly recent
appointments were made with what
appears to have been indecent haste. Such
haste that it is difficult to see how the
process of consultation called for by
canon 377 could have been carried out.
On the other hand, some episcopal
vacancies take more than a year to fill.
The secrecy of the whole procedure
malkes it impossible to judge whether
there are any good reasons for these
discrepancies. Even if justice is being
dong, it cannot be seen to be being done.

Then there is the effective suppres-
sion of the Third Rite of Reconciliation.
Central authority has acted here on the
basis of a very restrictive interpretation
of the relevant provisions of canon law.
It scems to be a case of the law meaning
what the central burecaucracy says it
means, even though that executive lacks
the power to give authoritative inter-
pretations. Even more disturbing is the
way in which one’s attitude to the Third

Rite has been made almost a

S litmus test of orthodoxy.

ELECTIVE CONSULTATION, Secrecy,
neglect of the tradition, neglect of
subsidiarity, failure to follow proper
procedure, intervention beyond compe-
tence. The litany of complaints could go
on. But, enough already for our present
purposes. The above and other abuses
provoke, of course, much privately
expressed criticism in the church. Some-
times a piece of carefully coded criticism
is published. But therc is rather little
plain-spoken public criticism. Why?
John Menadue has reminded us that
whistleblowers often lose their jobs or are
marginalised, considered ‘high risk’ or
‘poor team players’. The same factor
certainly operates in the church, at least
for clergy, for many religious, and for lay
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people employed in church agencies. And
loss of job takes on an added sharpness,
when it is a matter not only of livelihood
but of vocation.

There can be a real dilemma here—to
speak out and risk being marginalised, or
to keep one’s head somewhat down and
work quietly for change from within. The
latter option need not come simply from
timidity.

Another dilemmma is posed by loyalty.
Loyalty is pretty deeply ingrained in at
least clerical church culture. At its worst,
it can be like patriotism at its worst: the
last refuge of a scoundrel. But not neces-
sarily always so. In an ideal world, church
authority should have nothing to fear
from honest criticism. But ‘going public¢’
on problems within the church, cven
specaking the truth in love, can in fact be
genuinely damaging to the church.

There is another factor connected
with loyalty. The person whom we
perceive as abusing authority may be
someone for whom we actually have
respect, perhaps someone whose personal
fragility we appreciate, even on occasion
a friend. While such a relationship docs
not justify silence, neither is silence
necessarily a cowardly putting of relation-
ship ahead of justice. The relationship
itself may make some just demands.

Finally, and my previous point alrcady
suggests it, the issues themselves are not
always absolutely clear. The people in
authority may be c¢xceceding their
competence, may not be following proper
procedures, but still have some right on
their side. Abuse of authority is not
always blatant. And rightly enough we
accord the person in authority some
degree of benefit of doubt.

These arc genuine dilemimas. But my
concern is that we—I—too often resolve
them in favour of public silence. Even
more disturbingly, I suspect that some of
the factors that I have tried to list are not
dissimilar to factors that led to silence,
or to failure to see the evidence, with
regard to cases of sexual abuse—fear of
damage to the institution, some degree
of personal rclationship, respect for the
vocation of the other. And, as the Aus-
tralian bishops have recently reminded
us, sexual abuse and abuse of authority
generally are closely related. This does
not mean that we should always speak
out, but it should disturb us if we alwavs
choose the way of silence.
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but we can infer that his bitter experiences
in government in Ireland had soured him
against Labour parties in general. In 1995,
taking his unionist vicws to their logical
conclusion, he joined the United Kingdom
Unionist Party, a hardlinc group that
opposcs the mainstream Ulster Unionist
Party because it was prepared to
negotiate with Sinn Féin.

1S MEMOIR COIMMeENces in arresting
tashion:

The first sound 1 can remember is a series
of hooming noiscs which woke me up. The
causc of the noise was the bombardment of
the Four Courts Dublin, beginning at
4.07am on Wednesday, June 28, 1922 Twas
then four-and-a-half years old. That
bombardmentis generally considered to be
the beginning of the Irish Civil War ...

The first main theme of his lifc is thus
established—the violence of romantic
nationalism. The second great theme is
religious authoritarianism. His father was
anavowed agnostic and anti-clericalist. His
mother was a practising Catholic. He
reports, ‘A few days after my father’s death
Jin 1927] I noticed on the table beside my
mother’s bed a Catholic devotional work,
In Heaven We Know Our Own, by a certain
Father Blot SJ. When I saw this, [ knew it
boded no good, cither for my mother or for
myself.” His mother was subjected to
emotional blackmail by clergy and tamily
to send Conor to a Catholic school. She
refused to do so. This set him against the
Irish Church for life.

He came gradually to regard with
particular horror the creation, by Patrick
Pearse, of a republican movement devoted
to the propitiation of the ghosts of dead
generations by blood sacrifice. And he secs
the compound of religion and nationalism
as an atavistic force which incvitably leads
to irrational bloodshed, beyond the power
of pragmatic politics to restrain. There is
much to admirc in his analysis.

Nevertheless, since the carly ‘70s,
O’Brien has been regarded by many in
Ireland as a maverick, a curmudgeonly
ecccentric with increasingly shrill and
extreme views on Northern Ireland. Many
of those sympathetic to the substance of his
views on the North were repelled by his
expression of them. As Terence Brown
remarked in his freland: A Social and
Cultural History:

A mind capable of severity and astrin-
geney on other matters became markedly

sclf-indulgent on this issuc ... Indeed it
may have been his paradoxical fate to have
protracted the life of a geriatric ideology
[1916-style nationalism]beyond its natural
span, so objectionable did many find his
attacks upon a respected ancestor.

The Australian parallel is the casc of
Geoffrey Blainey. If there is good sense and
acute observation in many of the things
that O’Brien (and Blaincy) says, it often is
lost in ad hominem argument and in the
vortex of controversy he stirs up. The last
two chapters of O’Brien’s book arc a case in
point. The whole tone of the book changes—
from a smooth purr, like a Rolls-Royce
engine idling, to a shrill screeching, as
though a brick had been jammed on the
accelerator. Yet one cannot help at least
respecting his consistency—he is a
courageous precursor of a modern post-
nationalist Ircland in which the links
between church and state have been greatly
loosened, liberating each institution from
the grip of the other.

So passionate is O’Brien’s loathing of
the IRA, Sinn Féin, Gerry Adams and John
Hume [the leader of the major non-
militarised Catholic party of the Northl,
that he lumps them all together and accuses
them of conspiring to get Britain to dump
the Union without consulting the unionists
themselves.

He creates an entity he calls ‘Adams-
Hume’ and charges it with responsibility
for this outrage. In his last chapter, he
suggests that the Union itself, through the
perfidy of ‘Adams-Hume’ and the British
Government, has become a threat to
unionists. His solution is for them to join a
united Ireland and use their voting power
to enter a coalition with parties in the
republic to challenge church power and to
sccularise the country. He sces the Irish
‘peace process’ (he always inserts the
quotation marks around the phrase) as a
fraud on unionists.

This proposal astonished the national-
ists, and his unionist colleagues and friends
cven more so. It encouraged the Ulster
Unionist Party, which had been scourged
by O'Brien for sitting at a table with Sinn
Féin, to give himadose of hisown medicine.
They forced his resignation from the UKUDP
in November 1998. He remained doggedly
unrepentant.

It is casy to agree with O'Brien that the
IRA and Sinn Féin arc untrustworthy
murderers of innocent people {and T would
include in that description the hundreds of
young working-class Scots, English, Welsh
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and Irish men and women in uniform they
have mercilessly killed) without drawing
the hysterical conclusion that the ‘peace
process’ is a sham and a fraud, and that
John Hume is Sinn Féin's cat’s paw. [t is
also easy to concede that the unionists’
wish not to be incorporated into the
Republic ought be respected, without
regarding them as victims in the
process, as O'Brien does.

HE LAST TWO CHAPTERS unbalance, but
not to an irreparable degree, what is other-
wise a witty and urbane account of a
principled and honourable life, devoted to
public scrvice in the best sense of that
phrasc. O’Brien’s great hero is Edmund
Burke, supporter of liberal causes including
the emancipation of Catholic Ireland and
the American Revolution, but whose
castigation of the French Revolution led to
his own denunciation by his former allics
and friends. O’Brien undoubtedly sces
himself on a parallel course with his icon,
unjustly treated for standing up against an
ideology (rcligious nationalism)and a party
(Sinn Féin-IRA) which are woven into the
fabric of Irish mythology.

Christopher Hitchens once said of him,
‘There’s nothing vicarious—nothing
armchair—about the politics of Conor
Cruisc O'Brien. He is, and always has been
an engage.’

It is casicer to criticise his excesses,
perhaps, than to grapple with his ideas, but
he smooths that task of thinking about his
thinking by the fluency and clegance of his
prose.

He is also a gifted, humorous dramatist.
He recounts an attempt to negotiate with
an otficial from the Department of Justice
{(which controlled immigration) during the
1956 invasion of Hungary by the USSR, to
obtain the admission of a number of
refugees. ‘We don’t accept applicants from
Communist countries,” said the official.
O’Brien pointed out that they werc all anti-
Communists, which was why they were
refugees. ‘Idon’t care what sort of Commu-
nists they are,” said the man from Justice,
‘We don’t want them here!’

Isaiah Berlin has said in another context,
‘To realisc the relative validity of one’s
convictions and yet stand for them
unflinchingly is what distinguishes a
civilised man from a barbarian.’ That could
stand as an ¢pitaph for Conor Cruise O'Brien.
No-one interested in Irish politics from
1916 should miss this engaging hook.

Hugh Dillon is a NSW magistrate.
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HE FinaL RerorT of the Common-
wealth Government’s Major Performing
Arts Inguiry (the ‘Nugent Report’, delivered
last December) focuses on 31 major
performing arts companies, ranging from
the Australian Ballet, Opera Australia and
the pit orchestras, to Circus Oz and eight
theatre companics (the four state theatres
plus Bell Shakespeare, Playbox Theatre
Centre, Company B Belvoirand Black Swan).

Its ramifications for the theatre compa-
nics [and on others ot considered in the
Report] arc what [ am interested in here.

In many ways, the Nugent Report makes
a valuable and timely contribution to
sccuring the future of the companics it
cxaminges, and if—as reported in the press
late in March—an cxtra $67 million of
government money stares to flow into those
organisations, starting in next May's
Commonwealth Budget, then some of its
real impact will soon be felt. Burt it still
nceds to be stressed that this is ultimatcly
a limited account of performing arts in this
country, given the huge volumec of activity
that the Report does not consider—all of
the companics presently funded by the
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Australia Council’s diminishing Theatre
Fund, for example.

It is certainly admirably detailed and
reveals a willingness to tackle real issues,
great ar  small. In 13.1: Scheduling, for
example, the report recommends that major
organisations get theiract together to avoid
the tedious habit of clashing opening nights
while Recommendation 10.2.6 urges them
to bite the bullet and ‘be required as part of
their funding agreements to demonstrate that
they have artistic succession plans in place’.

On the other hand, the issues of
co-production and buying-in of shows
among major companies, and the recom-
mendations relating to national and regional
touring, are more contentious.

Discussing the imperative for our major
companics to ‘provide access’, Recommen-
dation 11.1.1 stipulates that these
‘companics should continue to provide the
current overall quantity of ... product in
regional and rural arcas ... because a trend
is cmerging for regional and rural touring to
be reduced, including to capital cities such
as Hobart and Darwin’. Another, 7.1.5,
exhorts the Commonwealth Government’s

May 2000
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regional and national arts touring agency,
Playing Australia, to provide triennial
funding to those ‘major companies which

tour within Australia as a core activity’.
While the extent of regional touring by
major organisations may have declined a
little when comparing 1997 and 1998 (as
the Inquiry finds), it is still much more
prominent now than it was prior to the
advent of Playing Australia in 1993. The
currc  tours of Beautv Queen of Leenane
and Secret Bridesmuaids® Business certainly
‘provide access’ in the ways called forin the
Report, and there are robust and vigorous
local organisations in placc to capitalisc on
any increased availability of Playing
Australia funds. Both of the above
productions, by the way, arc going to Hobart,
but ncither is going to Darwin—very few
productions do. It would presumably take a
lotof extraincentives to fulfil this objective.
So, on the face of it, the Report’s touring
recommendations would appcar

sound enough.

UT IT 1s NOT ONLY the major companices
which tourin regional Australia. Whatis to



become, for example, of La Boite’s regular
toursoutside Brisbane? Or of Barking Gekko’s
extensive Western Australian regional tours?
Are the cutting-edge, smaller-scale produc-
tions presently toured by Performing Lines
still to be supported? The Report is silent
on these matters. More worryingly, it also
has nothing to say about the impact of
head-office touring on the regional theatre
companies, like Railway St Theatre, Theatre
South and Riverina Theatre Company in
NSW. This scctor’s fortunes have declined
badly through the 1990s. Some of these
companies face an cven more anxious future
in the wake of Nugent.

Recommendation 12.2.1 proposcs a
continuation of co-production among the
major companics, ‘with a view not just to
reducing costs, but also to improving
quality, by being able to invest more in
higher quality productions and being able
toaccessrecent ... international repertoire’.
12.2.2 further recommends that major
companies buy in productions from cach
other to ‘round out artistic seasons’ and
‘because a broader product range can be
provided for audicences; production costs
can be amortised over a longer run; and
employment for artists, particularly in the
less populous States, can be increased’ (my
emphasis). A crucial rider to this recom-
mendation is that ‘Sydney and Melbourne
companies in particular are encouraged to
[buy in|innovative product from companies
based in Brisbane, Perth and Adelaide’.

Actually, co-productions and buy-ins
have been achieving greater prominence in
the national repertoire for quite some years.
In 1986, for example, the four state theatre
companices (Mclbourne, Sydney, Queens-
land and South Australia) totalled
51 productions between them, with just
two buy-ins. By 1990, the same four staged
a total of 44 productions, including four
co-productions or buy-ins from among the
Confederation of Australian State Theatres
(CAST)network. However, in the five ycars
from 1994 to 1998, the trend towards greater
co-operation and fewer productions
accclerated markedly.

Over that time, the CAST companies
staged some 216 productions between
them, including the STC’s commercial
co-productions and New Stages shows and
some 27 buy-ins or co-productions from
CAST colleagues. But if we further discount
buy-ins from outside the CAST network
(for example, from Playbox, Company B,
Black Swan and Griffin) the actual number
of new productions mounted by the state
companies falls to just 177: an annual

average of just 35.4 productions. In other
words, the statc theatres are now producing
14 fewer plays annually than they were in
the mid-1980s.

A shrinking repertoire is one obvious
outcome of this trend, which is also followed
tosome extent by other major organisations
like Playbox in Melbourne and Black Swan
in Perth, while Bell Shakespeare’s yearly
repertoire is actually expanding.

Last year, the same trend was discern-
ible in such projects as the tour of
Company Band Black Swan’s Cloudstreet
(which was presented in Melbourne by a
consortium of Playbox, the MTC and the
Victorian Arts Centre Trust and in Adelaide
by the Adelaide Festival Centre and STSA),
Company B’s The Judas Kiss {which
appeared variously as an ‘MTC’, an ‘STSA’
and an Australian Presenters’ Group
production in various citics) and in the
QTC/Bell co-production of Long Day’s
Journey Into Night. In a picce of
mathematical sleight-of-hand, these three
actual productions thus add up to more
than ten presentations among the major

organisations’ and others’ annual
programs.

N TANDEM witTtl a shrinking repertoire,
this co-production and buying-in spree has
cqually clearly shrunk the opportunities
for work among performing and other
creative artists. True, the actors lucky
enough to get a gig on a touring show enjoy
a longer period of employment, but with
fewer shows getting up (and with evidence
to suggest that average cast-sizes are
shrinking over time as well) there are fewer
gigs available. The same is true for designers,
playwrights, dircctors, sct-builders and
costume-makers and practically everyone
except backstage crews, publicists and
others in administration.

In recommending an c¢ven greater
exploitation of this system in the short
term by the major organisations, the Nugent
Report seems to be condoning this rather
expcdient diminution of activity and
employment opportunity—in direct
contradiction to part of its own Recom-
mendation 12.2.2 and much of the material
published in its previous Discussion Paper
of July 1999. That paper’s section 6.2:
Artistic performance adversely affected
clearly identifies all of the problems | have
mentioned above (plus others, like less
investment in the development of creative
and performingartists), but the Final Report
still countenances a system that ensures
their continuation.
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But it goes even further. Given that the
statc theatres staged 11.5 per cent fewer
new productions from 1994 to 1998 but
received 11.4 per cent more subsidy from
the Australia Council over the same period,
and that the Report recommends even more
subsidy for the sector, it would seem to
suggest that we should continue to pay
these companies more and more for doing
less and less. Or is the longer-term aim of
increased funding to enable them to start
doing more again and employing more
artists? Let us hope that the latter is the
outcome.

Let us also hope that some of the other
recommendations are adopted, such as the
riderto 12.2.2. Apart from a couple of recent
collaborations between Company B and
Black Swan and the semi-national tours of
the indigenous musicals Bran Nue Dae and
Corrugation Road from WA, and sevcral
QTC productions of plays by David
Williamson which have had southern tours,
most of the touring traffic is one-way: out
of the south-east corner of the country. If
pressure can be brought to bear (or funding
provided) to reverse this flow, then there is
some hope of an improvement in work
opportunities for artists working in the less
populous states, many of whom arc still
Meclbourne- and Sydney-based. There may
even be a chance for more locals to get
work.

In summary then, the Report does go a
fair way towards making life casier for the
major theatrc¢ companies (which are
evidently earmarked as a kind of protected
species) and it might even go some way
towards making the futurc for some of
their creative artists more securc. But
I remainunconvinced of its benefits for the
often more cxciting and genuinely
innovative but underfunded smaller and
middle-sized companies, and for the young
people’s, regional and community theatre
companies in which the Inquiry was not
interested. They, of course, were not in its
brief from a government which is only
interested in what happens at the top end of
town.

Only when a decent proportion of the
proposed new performing arts money—and
alotof serious hard thinking—finds its way
into the non-major companies (with a
healthy top-up of the Theatre Fund for a
start) will many of us feel more secure
about the future of the performing arts as a
whole.

Geoffrey Milne is head of theatre and drama
at La Trobe University.
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Bar Mars

Mission to Mars, dir. Brian De Palma. Eureka
Street can be a dangerous place to work.
Onc chance allusion to the putative
inhabitants of the Red Planet in Watching
Brief and I find myself dispatched to report
on a movie which will very likely by the
time you read this review be heading for
your local video store where it will provide
a uscful alternative to booze, dope and
Moggics for insomniac youth.

Because it's S L O W. Apollo 13 slow.
Rip Van Winkle slow. Days of Our Lives is
a mad, breathless caper compared with it.
It's two hours long and feels like an entire
24-hour sci-fi marathon at the local arty
fleapit, where it will doubtless be pro-
grammed at the end when everyone'’s
snoring amid the piles of thrown popcorn
and Fantale wrappers. You stumble out of
Mission to Mars, brushing cobwebs off your
face, wondering just how many dialoguc-
and-plot clichés a single film can contain
before critical mass happens and the
audicence crupts in ugly riots. And when
[ say ‘audience’, the 6pm screening
I attended consisted of me, and a chap in a
wheclchair with three attendants who'd
obviously given him no say in the matter.

The ‘plot’? Well, try 2020 (certainly not
vision, artistic or otherwise) as astronauts
vie for the first Mars mission, American of
course. And their lives and loves unfold
betore us like sands through the hourglass,
these are the days of our li... Sorry, I'm
dropping off again.

AndMartians look like Lladrofigurines *
and becausc they’re so wise and benevolent
they set you tricky intelligence tests and if
you fail you get sucked up into this giant
vacuum hose (Oh, the humanity!) that
comes out of that big face on Mars, presum-
ably from up its nosc.

AND there’s atoken cute marricd astro-
naut couple who should have a bucket of
water thrown over them for cgregious
exhibitionist snogging, just so’s we know
What A Happy Couple They Are So It’s All
The More Poignant When ... AND there’sa
token cute black. AND a token cute nerd.
AND a token cute widower who was con-
sidered dangerously emotional because he
took some time off when his wife died. He
is, of course, the cutely bravest of the brave
and ends up being taken off to another planet
and he gets sucked up into this cute long tube
thing just like the Bugs Bunny Mars cartoon,
which was Einsteinian compared with this.

I've told you the ending so you won't
have togo. No, don’t thank me, it’s all right,
I'm working out my karmic balance. Next
incarnation I'm gonna be Pope.

*Unless, of course. Lladro knows sonie-
thing we don't, in which case Lladro
figurines look like Martians, which is good
becausce it's one bit of kitsch that human-
ity can't be blamed for. On the other hand,
think of Jeff Koons ... No, don't.
—Juliette Hughes

Far, far away

Galaxy Quest, dir. Dean Parsiot. Once, in a
ratings scason long, long ago there was a
program called Galaxy Quest. It didn’t do
that well. Twenty years later, ithasbecome
acult classic. Time and again, the stars put
ontheirold costumes and turn up to‘Galaxy
Quest’ conventions where they shake hands
and trade trivia with pcople who devote
themsclves to living within an claborate
but sterile fantasy. They sign autographs
for $15 a throw. There is no shortage of
fanatics willing to pay. For the old actors,
it’s a living. A living, but not a life.

The opening of Galaxy Quest is one of
the most effective satires of contemporary
entertainment and leisure to turn up for a
long time. It targets more than just the Star
Trek junkies of this world. It playfully sticks
out its tongue at the commercial interests
which pigeon-hole imaginations and feed
obsessions. It indirectly mocks the lives of
those who buy a new Manchester United
jumper cvery time the team has a new one,
which is about twice a year. It implicates
the people the Australian cricket team call
‘tragics’, the ones who know more about
the statistics of a player’s career than the
playerhimself. Galaxy Quest tells of people
lost in a very narrow space. It might be OK
for teenagers. But what about the ones who
don’t move on?

Galaxy Quest itself does move on. It
never loses its energy or sense of humour.
The roles, particularly that of Alexander
Dane (Alan Rickman), a Shakespearean
actor who has been frustrated in his carcer
by being typecast as Dr Lazarus, continue
to grow. But the film is happy, after a time,
to move away from the poignant world it
has been creating and play just for fun.

Some of those dressed up at one ‘Galaxy
Quest’ convention just happen to be real
aliens, Thermians. These remnants have
only been able to save their civilisation
because they have intercepted broadcasts
of ‘Galaxy Quest’ and used them as
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‘historical documents’. They have built a
battleship like the one on the show. Now
they need the actors to take it into battle.
Which, of course, they can only do with the
help of nerds on planet Earth who know
more about the craft than they do.
—Michael McGirr s;

Class set-up

Erin Brockovich, dir. Steven Soderbergh.
This is a socially committed drama
confronting corruption and abuse of power
in corporate America, or clse it’s a pacan to
the power of big tits, big hair, short skirts
and lcopard-skin prints. Well, actually,
it’s both—a rousing affirmation of the power
of cleavage, 8" minis and 3" heels to take on
amulti-billion-dollar corporationand win.
And it’s all truc {well, kinda sorta).

The plot, based on a true story, goes
something like this: Erin Brockovich {Julia
Roberts), loud-mouth white trash ex-beauty
queen and unemployed single mother of
threce, brings $28-billion corporate giant to
its knees, and delivers justice to the little
people poisoned by its toxic cffluent and
criminal negligence.

Ultimately, the film isn’t really about
Erin vs the corporate giant, however, or
courtroom dramas of duclling lawyers.
It's about the little people of this world vs
the big ones with all the moncy and power
and status {and that includes the lawyers
Erin draws into the casc)—the kind of
populist drama Frank Capra would have
understood.

Soweseeall sorts of scenes of Brockovich
putting snooty lawyers in their place with
her common sense and sharp tongue, scenes
contrasting her empathy for the people
suffering at the hands of the corporation
with the coldness and indifference of the
lawyers, scenes showing us her blunt and
carthy humour {asked by her boss how she
managed to finagle sensitive documents
out of the local water board, Brockovich just
looks down and replies, ‘They’re called
boobs, Ed’).

This is all very charming and fun, and if
the real-life Erin Brockovich is anything
like the film version, she’s smart, deter-
mined and gutsy as hell, not to mention
being a hoot to boot. Butit’s hard not to feel
a bit cynical when a corporate giant {Julia
Roberts’ films alone have grossed over
$2 billion) decides to make its money by
selling the image of people power back to
the people at $12 a ticket ($9 concession).

—Allan James Thomas
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_l.uz Grear Americany Quiir has started again on Foxtel. It
has cause no dissension in the house this time because it's on
at 2.30pm on Sundays when most pcople are out or doing the
garden. Previously it would evoke from the menfo ¢ tirades
cqual only to those about Keeping Up Appearances {Channcel
Seven, 5pm weeknights). Hyacinth Bucket inspires terrified
hatred in men, which gives rise to naughty but satisfying
Schadenfreude inme. 'ove her, and take a horrible satisfaction
in the way she always bounces back, her lunatic optimism and
stecl-plated snobbery shielding her from reality and retribution.
To call her self-centred is like calling mandatory sentencing a
bit unfair, but she wouldn’t be funny if she had real feelings.

The Great American Quilt was made in 1991 but never
loses its fascination; I watch it in something like a Zen state:
colour, structure, balancg, skill are all contemplated in a strong
historical perspective. The presenters, three women and a man,
are all quictly intense about their subject: occasionally as
I watch I think how lovely it would be to have no greater cares
than the correct placement of a patch or whether T should do
log-cabin or wedding-ring. Two of the women, Laura Nownes
and Diana McClun, wrote a book whosc title Quilts! Quilts!!
Quuilts!!! saysitall. That title’s enthusiasm is, well, morc about
life under a quilt, surcly. (Yes! Yes!! Yes!H)

Countless parasangs away at the far end of the TV spectrum,
sits The Footy Show. Irang my sister, who barracks for Geelong,
and asked her what she thought of it. When I say she barracks,
I'm talking of 1 woman whose children edge away from her at
matches and pretend to be orphans because she can’t help
encouraging her team from the sidelines.

Tt’s sheer unmitigated blokery,” she said. ‘T only watch it
every few months or so, and then [ always have to go away and
be sick because of something Sam Newman's said.’

So T watched it, the whole thing, not just for ten appalled
minutes. It scems to be close to an old-style Tonight show of
the kind that Graham Kennedy used to host, except that the
studio audience are well-oiled and strictly controlled for boos,
cheers and laughter. Eddic McGuire is token Homo sapiens in
the chair, with Trevor Marmalade as some sort of servile
wisecracker in the bar. There are guests who are brought on for
various reasons—the night I watched, Shane Warne was on.
Warnc's not much of a footballer, T thought, but the show isn’t
really about football. 1t’s really all about Sam Newman.

Ncewiman is a man in his 50s, with a very smooth face. He
has vigorously denied persistent rumours that he has had a
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facelift. He read a transcript of a spcech that had been made in
the South Australian Parliament, criticising his alleged facelift
and the way he makes fun of pcople in his strect-talk segment.
You could hear the audien  holding its breath (watch him go
after this one, Wayne). You could see that Newman occupics
the position of the pub philosopher, the one who uscs Big Words,
whose speech rhythms are enough of the ruling class to cow
the proles, whose half-baked articulacy is cnough to awe the
dumb. He did not disappoint them as he launched into a diatribe
of the “You, sir, are a pig’ varicty. The audience hooted its
approbation: go to it Sam. He's a character, he is. Ooh
he can really let ¢t m have it with his Dry Wit.

HEY ALSO BROUGHT ON  me women to demonstrate that
football isn’t scxist any more, but I looked in vain for evidence
that would have proved this. Not onc of the women was a club
president, coach, or AFL  mmissioncer, so how they fig
bringing on the ladies was going to prove anything but the
contrary is a puzzle. One admitted cheerfully she’d been hired
as a ‘token blonde’.

Maybe the women who go to The Footy Show arc just nice
women who fancy othallers, but how they put up with Sam
Newman is anyonc’s guess. Some people get their kicks from
being kicked. It’s just an extension of foothall, really, I supposc.
It’s a popular show, always rating in the top 20, which tends to
prove that you never lose money by underestimating public
taste. It shows a vast gult  ween the sexes, to do with taste
and gender-politick. T know that not everyone would be
riveted by American quilt culture, but the male fear a |
loathing of Hyacinth Bucket has got something to do with
her being fat, 50 and bossy; forget the snob thing—it's very
confronting to see her ordering all those men around.

Maybe this is all a men-from-Mars-women-from-Venus
thing. What would the Martians think of The Footy Show?!
[ always imagine Marti. s as sagacious, hyper-cvolved
Renaissance-persc, with cthical systems that T now sadly
identify as Dag Hammarskjold’s rather than Kofi Annan’s. Bring
back the cool Scandinavian ideal humanism of the mid-20th
century, I say: that century that all the kicking and scrcaming
was about, as politics and money actually dragged our wills,
effectively and quictly, into something very like the carly 19th
as our bodies groped untidily into the 21st.

Juliette Hughes is a freclance reviewer.
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