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C OMMENT: l 

M ORAC FRASER 

At issue 
L .c WAS NOT Moen T<Mc fm 

silent pondering during the week 
that saw the conclusion of the 
World Economic Forum (WEF) in 
Melbourne and the opening of the 
Olympic Games in Sydney. 

Here are two quiet moments 
that did not make it into the daily 
media- not v iolent enough , not 
strident, and not a burnt effigy to 
be seen. 

This month we look at some 
of the social, economic and ethical 
issues raised during the Forum, 
both inside and outside the Crown 
Casino. But not via a h igh -powered conference or dem on 
stration. Instead our medium is a comprehensive n ew text
book (yes, a textbook!) on economics, written by an original 
and persis tent Australian thinker, Hugh Stretton. For Mark 
Cully's provocative, illuminating review of w h a t could 

become a new way of accounting for the world, see page 18. 
The WEF did focus attention on what is called the 'digital 

divide '. On Eurel<a Street's n ew website this is an equ ity issue 
that we will pursue in coming months. Meanwhile do check 
out our site, and note that we now include articles not just 
from our current magazine but also background pieces on 
the issues that will not go away. This month it is Peter Mares' 
July/August analysis of Woomera and Australia 's policy on 
asylum seekers. -Morag Fraser 
Photographs by Stephen Rooke (top) and Christopher Deere. 

www.eu rekastreet.com .au 
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COMMENT: 2 

P ETER M ARES 

The ones that 
don't get away 

A T T>ffi <ND m AucusT the fedeml government 
announced the results of its review into the UN treaty 
committees. It was the day after riots had been quelled 
at the Woomera detention centre in South Australia. 
The timing was coincidental, but apposite, and 
Immigration Minister Philip Ruddock seized the 
moment to throw out a challenge to his critics. 

'Th ere h as been an absolute distortion of 
priorities,' he said, in reference to the 1951 Refugee 
Convention. 'We spend, along with other developed 
countries, something like ten billion dollars a year 
dealing with half a million asylum seekers, most of 
whom will not sustain refugee 
claims. The United Nations High 
Commissioner for Refugees has one 
billion dollars to look after the 
world's 21.7 million people who are 
refugees and people of concern. In 
any other circumstance, serious 
commentators would be writing 
about how obscene that is, they 
would be focusing on the privileged 
with money who exploit our systems 
and the needy who are left behind .' 

Of course the minister neg
lected to paint out that developed 
nations do not spend those lO billion 
dollars to advance the welfare of 
asylum seekers. In fact most of the 
money is spent trying to k eep 
asy 1 um seekers out: screening, 
rejecting and removing those who 
do not measure up to the Conven
tion's definition of a refugee. In 
Australia, unlike most other 
nations, we also spend a lot of money locking asylum 
seekers up in desert camps while their claims are 
assessed. In the 1998- 99 financial year, the cost of 
locating, removing and detaining people who had 
arrived in Australia illegally was $128 million. The 
cost of assessing refugee applications (not including 
court costs) was around $35 million. This compares 
with Australia 's annual contribution of about 
$20 million to the humanitarian endeavours of the 
United Nations High Commissioner for Refugees. 

Nevertheless the minister has a point. The 1951 
Convention has no worth as an international 
instrument of protection unless it does discriminate 

between refugees and other migrants . In order to 
comply with the Convention, Australia and other 
Western nations require a sophisticated (and therefore 
expensive) refugee determination mechanism . 
Otherwise the Convention simply becomes a 
backdoor to migra tion. 

But there is another, larger problem at the heart 
of the system. It is one identified by British Hom e 
Secretary Jack Straw at a public forum in London in 
June, around the time that 58 Chinese migrants 
suffocated in the back of a lorry while crossing the 
English Channel. As Mr Straw pointed out , the 

Convention gives people facing persecution the right 
to claim asylum, but does not oblige any nation to 
admit them through its borders in order to make that 
claim. The consequence of this ambiguity, as Jack 
Straw admitted, is that refugees are forced to break 
the law in order to escape the threat of persecution in 
their home country. 

'There is a need for us to develop a more rational 
system for how we entertain asylum seekers,' said 
Mr Straw 'so that those fleeing from countries from 
which asylum seekers are likely to come would apply 
"outside country" without having to go through the 
hurdles they face at present. ' 
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entitled 'Still in Chai ns', 
was drawn by a person 
w hile in Australian 
immigration detention. 
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In other words we need an international system 
which offers protection to refugees at their point of 
departure, without driving them into the arms of 
people smugglers. Much as Mr Ruddock likes to portray 
asylum seekers arriving in Australia unlawfully as 
'queue jumpers', the reality is that there is no queue. 
As his British colleague Mr Straw is obviously aware, 
the current international system of refugee protection 
offers no realistic alternative to the people smugglers. 

A refugee who spent more than two years in jail 
in Afghanistan said to me recently: 'Why would people 
pay so much money and come in a dangerous way if 
they believed that they had a chance to come the legal 
wayl Everyone wants to come the legal way-' 

The government's response to the Woomera riot 
and its review of the UN treaty system signal a tougher 
approach to asylum seekers. For example, in future 
the government may ignore UN requests to delay the 
removal of 'failed' asylum seekers from Australia 
pending the outcome of inquiries by bodies such as 
the Committee Against Torture. In this, the govern
ment not only thumbs its nose at the UN, it also 
flaunts the recent recommendation of the Senate Legal 
and Constitutional References Committee. After a 
year of detailed inquiry, the Committee called for the 
government to 'examine the most appropriate means 
by which Australia's laws could be amended so as to 
explicitly incorpora te the non-refoulement [non
return] obligations of the CAT [Convention Against 
Torture] and ICCPR [International Covenant on Civil 
and Political Rights] into domestic law'. 

Australia has signed the 1951 Refugee Conven
tion, but successive governments have been irritated 

by its obligations and reluctant to provide sanctuary 
to thos e who knock on our door uninvited . The 
bipartisan policy of mandatory detention for asylum 
seekers who arrive unlawfully is cruel and expensive 
and sets the conditions that lead to events such as 
the Woomera riot. 

Toughening our response even further will only 
increase the level of conflict within the system; it will 
require h igher, stronger fences, more tear gas, more 
water cannons and a harder heart. In short, the more 
we seek to deter refugees through harsh treatment, 
the more Australia will come to resemble the 
repressive nations from which they fled in the first 
place. 

The Refugee Convention is an imperfect 
document. Born out of World War II to address a 
specific European situation, and later massaged to suit 
the ideological requirements of the Cold War, it was 
never a blanket declaration of protection for those 
fleeing persecution . Nevertheless, it is the best 
embodiment that currently exists of the humanitarian 
impulse to offer aid to those in need and to nurture 
human dignity and decency. 

I would like to believe that Messrs Straw and 
Ruddock were serious about building an alternative 
sys tem of international protection for refugees. The 
first step should not be to undermin e the one 
instrument that currently exists. • 

Peter Mares presents the Asia Pacific program on 
Radio Australia and Radio National. He is completing 
a book on asylum seekers, to be published by UNSW 
Press. 

COMMENT: 3 

JoHN FERGUSON 

Chewing over welfare 
L "'cwnoN THAT Au,t<ali• low' g<owing •nd 
entrenched culture of welfare dependence has been 
so strongly promoted that the average hard-working 
taxpayer may now be feeling aggrieved at having to 
underwrite what Minister Jocelyn Newman describes 
as a 'self-indulgent welfare mentality'. 

In public debate, there is a perception that welfare 
recipients are slack and dependent. There is also a 
popular, but mistaken, belief that individuals can, in 
all situations, achieve economic stability and personal 
fu lfilment. This juxtaposition of perceptions has 
gen era ted support for the 'tough love' variety of 
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welfare reform. This variety increases individual 
responsibility through more onerous terms and 
conditions on benefits. 

While the processes of welfare reform in all 
advanced democracies over the past decade have 
displayed this common feature-what in Australia is 
called 'mutual obligation'- there are significant 
differences in the reforms introduced in each country. 

In the United States, 'Personal Responsibility 
and Work Opportunity' legislation was introduced 
in 1996 to combat unemployment, 'children being 
bam out of wedlock', family breakdown and prolonged 



dependence-all regarded as consequences of uncon
ditional entitlements. The punitive initiatives 
introduced under this legislation include time-limited 
benefits, compulsory participation in 'workfare' 
programs, and the right to deny benefits to unmarried 
teenage mothers and assign them to the care of 
government-appointed guardians. 

In contrast, the United Kingdom 'New Deal' 
reforms place greater emphasis on job creation, wage 
subsidies and the provision of education and training. 
These policies have a 

support recipients-including single parents and 
disability support recipients, but it is not clear what 
justification there would be for this move. Also, while 
on the one hand the McClure recommendations for 
increasing activity requirements for individuals are 
concrete and specific, on the other hand most of the 
suggested obligations on government and business are 
less sharply defined. Government and business 
obligations remain within the realm of discretionary 
philanthropy. 

Promising McClure 
proposals include: strong regional develop

ment focus and encourage 
the private sector to assist 
the most disadvantaged in 
retun1 for business invest
ment provided by the 
state. The activity require
ments on young job
seekers have now been 
increased and extended to 
all income-support recip
ients of workforce age, 
but they are underpinned 
by programs and services 
that enhance individuals' 
long-term prospects . 

"' ~~~N ON~ DA~ 1. R~ALIS!;.D ft:OPLe 
.nl~1' PIPN 'f VAuJt MI./ "ENDL£-SS, 
~fZA"fUIIDV~ l(;NOI<.ANI OPI~IONS
So -r 6UI\Mf A (DN~lJ1;1AIIl1 AN.i> 
C.ttAIZl.f.D IH€M foR If ( 

• service delivery 
arrangements geared 
to individual need; 

• some support for the 
transition from wel-

If the US approach is 
focused on eradicating 
dependence by clearing 
recipients off the welfare 
rolls, then the UK reforms recognise that unemploy
ment and social exclusion are often beyond the control 
of the individual. They require the additional efforts 
of government and business to create the 
opportunities for increased participation. The 
difference between these approaches establishes the 

parameters of welfare reform to be adopted 
in Australia. 

U TIL THE RECENT release of the McClure Report 
(named after Patrick McClure, Chair of the Welfare 
Reform References Group), there was every indication 
that Australia would follow the US in adopting the 
'big stick' approach to reform. The concept of mutual 
obligation has been skewed against the individual and 
backed up by anti-welfare rhetoric . People have been 
faced with the increasing threat of penalties and a 
significant expansion of low-cost compliance-based 
programs like Work for the Dole. 

The McClure Report has restored some balance 
to the debate. 

It asks that government and business take 
responsibility for their side of the mutual obligation 
equation. If they provide a level of resources, jobs and 
opportunities, then individuals will be more able to 
meet their side of the bargain . But some questions 
rem ain. For exampl e, McClure recommends 
extending activity test requirements to all income 

• 
fare to work; and 
the introduction of 
financia l incentives 
and 'in work' benefits 
to reduce effective 
marginal tax rates on 
some payments. 
There i s also som e 

recognition that initia 
tives to increase social and 
economic participation 
will require additional 
revenue. 

But the Report can 
be challenged on three counts. 

First, its analysis of the past decade 's high 
unemployment rates and reliance on income support 
can be read as an adverse reflection on the welfare 
system. This diverts attention from broader inequities 
in the operation of the economy. It may also allow 
the government to take the easy option of dealing with 
the consequences rather than the real causes of n eed. 

Second, the general lack of detail in proposals for 
reform (other than suggestions of a new service 
structure and increased requirements for all recipients) 
may still pave the way for the government to adopt a 
US style of reform. Such reform would focus largely 
on the compliance and monitoring of individuals . 

Finally, too little attention is paid to encouraging 
the corporate community to generate jobs and there 
is no recommendation for increases in public inves t
ment. The lack of initiatives in these areas suggests 
that employment creation is not as high a priority as 
is warranted, given the current emphasis on reducing 
welfare dependence. 

The McClure Report leaves Australia at a fork in 
the welfare reform road. The government's formal 
response, to be delivered later this year, will give a 
clearer indication of the path we are to take . • 

John Ferguson is Acting National Director of the 
Australian Catholic Social Welfare Commission. 
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Jack Waterford Experience no advantage 

Boe McMuccAN HAS TA''" ue Labm's responsibility fm 
Aboriginal affairs-a task one of his colleagu es has likened to 
cleaning the toilets on the Titanic. One would have to look back 
to 1975 to find a minister as well fitted for the job. McMullan 
lacks close knowledge of Aboriginal politics and programs and 
has no background in the area. It might seem ironic to suggest 
that broad ignorance is a positive virtue, but the history of 
Labor's relations with Aborigines illustrates the point. 

The truth is that Labor has been letting down Australians, 
particularly Aboriginal Australians, for a long time. Two decades 
ago, for example, Labor conceived the notion that all problems 
could be resolved by national uniform land rights legislation 
and that it could and would deliver this. In fact, the range of 
Aboriginal living conditions made that delivery highly unlikely. 
In any event, Labor had no policy or programs for the conversion 
of land into a base for Aboriginal economic development. 

Architects of that policy, such as Susan Ryan, but particularly 
Clyde Holding, had es tablish ed reputations fo r sympathy with 
Aboriginal affairs. When Labor came to power in 1983, almost 
every worthwhile program went on hold for several years while 
Holding struggled to ge t political consent to national land 
legislation. He failed, primarily because of Labor opposition in 
Westem Australia and also because of Prime Minister Bob Hawke's 
unwillingness to use his political capital to push the issue. 

There was an earlier model for Clyde Holding in Gordon 
Bryant, a decent man with a long background in the Aboriginal 
struggle, particularly as a result of his 1960s involvement with 
the Federal Council for the Advancement of Aborigines and 
Torres Strait Islanders. His relationships compromised him, as 
did his compassion wh en told of em ergencies in communities 
whose poverty he knew at first hand. 

Of Bryant's Labor successors, Les Johnson was most in the 
mould of Bob McMullan- he was calm, focused on getting order 
back into increasingly chaotic service delivery, and he kept a 
weather eye on public opinion. He developed relationships with 
Aboriginal political leaders based on respect and give-and-take, 
rather than on any repressive tolerances. 

Ian Viner, the first Fraser Aboriginal affairs minister and, 
probably, the best, had no background in Aboriginal affairs . 
There was ample reason to be suspicious of him and of the Fraser 
Government, not leas t its Country Party rump. At that stage, 
Malcolm Fraser wanted to have the Aboriginal issue neutral
ised and to have the portfolio deliver its share of the general 
government cos t cuts he was promising. Viner, economically 
and socially conservative, but a lawyer, took the job as a brief, 
but progressively becam e a convert . But the detachment, and 
the high suspicion with which Aborigines treated Fraser (at least 
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as great as the distrust between their su ccessors and John 
Howard), m eant that Viner made his own relationships, ones 
untrammelled by guilt or old histories. 

Most of Viner's Liberal successors, such as Fred Chan ey 
and Peter Baume, went into the portfolio with backgrounds of 
identification with Aboriginal issues. But by the end of the 
Fraser era, there was not only a reasonable bipartisan approach 
on most Aboriginal issues (though one would never have guessed 
it from Labor propaganda) but some solid progress on the health 

and housing front, and some hopes in the education 
and employment fi eld . 

D URING HOLDING's PERIOD the bipartisan consensus began 
to collapse, primarily because Labor did not h esitate to use 
Aborigines as a stick with which to belt the Coalition. At the 
same time, Holding's incapacity to deliver was creating a critical 
Aboriginal constituency. The caravans parked around the offices 
of backbenchers such as Gerry Hand contained m any who had 
fall en out with Holding (often for reasons to his credit) . When 
Hand became minister, there was a n ew, but not necessarily 
more legi timate, ascendancy in Aboriginal affairs too. 

After Holding and Han d, Bob Tickner, another minister 
with a long background in Aboriginal affairs, put all in the 
reconciliation basket. Had i t been more than fine feelings, it 
would have been wonderful. But the vacuum within is nicely 
demonstrated by the fact that the most pressing issues of recent 
years-native title legislation and the ques tion of saying sorry 
to the stolen generations-were not even issues at the time. 

John Howard h as insisted that real progress means work 
on the ground in material things- though his refu sal to get the 
symbols right has made m ost of his work useless. Achieve
m ents , so far as they go, have come from David Kemp in 
education and Michael Wooldridge in health. 

The Labor style of opposition in this area- passion without 
policy or progress, from decent but marginalised Left spokesmen 
such as Daryl Melham- has m eant that H oward h as 
increasingly seen inaction and mean-mindedness as a workable 
stra tegy. Kim Beazley seem s to respond by running for cover 
whenever Aboriginal issues surface. 

Bob McMullan knows his Labor m ythology and knows 
where Labor's instinctive sympathies lie in Aboriginal affairs. 
But as one whose focus has been economic, and who is 
unencumbered by much of the rhetoric which passes for policy, 
h e might find it better to regard his ministerial vista as an 
Augean stables, ra ther than the sewerage system on a ship. • 

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canbena Times . 



Premature raptures 
From Ken O'Hara, Unemploym ent Networking 
Before we get carried away with Howard and 
Costello's hyperbole on the recent .03 per cent 
fall in unemploym ent, most to only part-time 
jobs, we should not forget th at the statistics 
still record a mass ive 610,000 without any 
paid work at all, and some researchers say the 
number is nearer double that. 

So about 1,000,000 people are sidelined, 
with the government 's m ain response being 
tightenin g th eir sh abby li ttl e gos pel of 
'mutual obliga tion' against the victim s! 

But w h at about socie ty's obliga tion 
towa rds brothers and sisters in distress? 

An d it 's no t, n or h as it eve r been 
'Governmen t Money' that 's involved, for the 
government has no m oney at all , excep t that 
which society entrusts to it to be used for the 
good of the peop le, including those t rapped 
in the terrible impasse of m odern unemploy
m ent, that is, operating real 'mutual obligation'. 

When will our government and people 
start to act decisively on this fundamental 
requirem ent? 

Ken O'Hara 
Gerringong, N SW 

Stacks on the Mill 
From Dr fohn Howes 
I agree with John Ha nner !Eureka Street, June 
2000) that the kind of liberalism which has 
charac terised the H oward Governm ent is 
seriously defective, and tha t government 
policies ought to promote participation in and 
for the common good.!Isn ' t that a better term 
than 'social capital'?) 

I agree, t oo, tha t th ose who discuss 
Australian social policy 'need to reconsider 
its roo ts' . When we do so, however, let us be 
fair to one wri ter, learn from him, and learn 
also from another who complem ents him in 
liberal theory. 

H anner tears four words from Chapter 
One of Mill 's Liberty out of their context 
when he writes 'His conclusion, though not 
without nuance: " the individual is sovereign".' 
It is a m ere sop to one's conscience to slip in 
the word 'nuance' when Mill 's sentence is, 
'Over himself, over his own body and mind, 
the individual is sovereign.' Nor is even that, 
as Hanner's reader might be led to think, 
Mill's 'one very simple principle' concerning 
' the dealings of society with the individual', 
but a corollary of it . 

Mill's Liberty deserves to be read as a whole, 
and in its mid-Victorian context of a stultify
ing tendency to conformity, against which he 
is protes ting. His emphasis on freedom of 

LETTERS 

Eureka Street welcomes letters fro m its 
readers. Short letters arc more likely to be 
published, and all letters may be edited. 
Letters must be signed, and should include 
a contact phone number and the writer's 
name and address. If submitting by email, 
a contact phone number is essential. 
Address: eureka@jespub.jesuit.org.au 

thought and exp ression and indiv idual 
development is always relevant, and compat
ible with a strong communitarianism . 

There is an explicitly communitarian 
liberal, T.H. Green 11 836-82), whose en1phasis 
on posi t ive fr eedom !for which h e was 
un justly slighted by Berlin ) is very similar to 
that of feminists on empowerment . A central 
them e of his political philosophy is that 'it is 
the business of s ta t e ... to m ain tai n th e 
conditions without wh ich a free exercise of 
the human fac ulties is impossible' . It is 
chara cteris tic of h im to include wi thin a 
lecture on an abs trac t th em e t he sharp 
question,' Are not [all m odern states] allowing 
their os tensible m embers to grow up under 
conditions which render the development of 
social capacity practica lly imposs ible?' 

Anyone who wishes to read and know 
more of Green m ay like to consult my article 
in L.C. Becker's Encyclopedia of Ethics, which 
has the first quotation above and a reference 
to the notable public lecture from which it 
comes . Th e second, and Green 's typical 
phrase, ' the removal of obstacles', belong to 
Part M of the Lectures on th e Principles of 
Poli tical Obligation. 

John Howes 
Brunswick, VIC 

Ju ly/August 2000 
Book Offer Winners 

L. Ande rso n, Sunbur y, VlC; C. Ambrose, 
Goolwa, SA; D. Banks, C leveland, QLD; 
). Barker, East Mal vern, V1C; S. Crock, South 
Frem antle, WA; G . jenkins, Burwood East, V1C; 
S. Kendall , Battery Point, TAS; P. Kent, Went
worthville, NSW; M. Martin, Lismore Heights, 
NSW; L. Moseley, Glebe, NSW; P. N owlan, 
Woodend, V1C; E. Robinson, Morphett Val e, SA; 
M. T hornton, T oowoomba, QLD; ). Walshe, 
Essendon, VIC; Y. Wate rs, C lifton Hill, V1C. 
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Greenhouse gases 
or solar energy. 

Armaments or 
community 
enterprise. 

TRUSTS 
Investors 
can choose 
Through the AE Trusts you 
con invest your savings 
and superannuation in 
over 70 different 
enterprises, each expertly 
selected for its unique 
combination of earnings, 
environmental 
sustoinobility and social 
responsibility, and earn o 
competi tive financial 
return. For full details 
make o free co li to 

1800 021 227 
Im ·eslm ents in tbe Australian Etbical Trusts can 
on~v be made tbrougb tbe current prospeclus 
registered witb tbe Auslralian Securities 
Commission and attai/able f rom. 

Attstraliatr Ethical brttestment Ltd 
IIIIi/ 66. Ca 11berra IJ11siness Centre 
Bradfield St. Do11'11er ACT 2602 

V OLUME 10 N UMBER 8 • EUREKA STREET 9 



~ 
The Mo~Qth's Traffic 

a 

Festive 
writes 

M ELBOURNE Writers' Festival was 
something of an artificial cons truct when a 
group under the chairmanship of Mark 
Rubbo put together the first tentative 
offering in 198 7. I suppose it was part of that 
general m ovement for every city to do its 
own th in g. Now it i s som e kind of 
institution, though aspects of it leave one 
wondering. 

The price to hear the keynote speaker, 
Patrick Dodson, on opening night was steep. 
Indeed, much on opening night seem ed 
contrived to confound the audience-and 
the organisers. When John Button cam e on 
stage to introduce Dodson it took minutes 
for the lighting person to find a spot for him . 
Having finally found one (and th erefore 
mercifully for Dodson, who was approp
riately illuminated throughout the course 
of an impressive political speech) he then 
lost i t for Margaret Scott, who was chairing 
The Age li terary awards. I don ' t know what 
pacem aker of theatricality thought that 
smoke would be an appropriate stage effect 
after an Aboriginal speaker but the upshot 
was that we had haze battling with 
invisibility. Scott was driven to say, 'Here 
I am'-where?-'hovering through th e fog 
and filthy air '. She said she had n ever had 
to do anything like this before, but added 
that she had once had to launch N ational 
Incontinence Week, a stra y thought that 
might have indicated her mood at that 
mmnent. 

Scott, it should be said, was a marvellous 
chair of The Age awards and it was a 
marvellous thing to see Amy Witting receive 
not only the fiction but the general award. 
She was there, like the old trouper she is, 
cracking jokes and drinking wine and 
muttering with regre t about giving up 
smoking at the age of 80. 

As to the Festival proper: this year's 
program included one young writer at the 

first height of her fam e. Zadie Smith, the 
English novelist who seems to show the 
influence of Rushdie and Martin Amis, was 
an unpretentious young woman with a 
down-to -earth r esp ect for h er p eers , 
incl uding th e younger postmo dern 
Americans such as David Fos ter Wallace. 
I think Smith was precisely the right sort of 
person to invite here-som eone empower
ing, by virtue of her very ordinariness, for 
any young literary people who had the price 
of admission . 

I was aw ed by the professionalism of 
Michael Ca thcart as the chair of the 'How 
Australian is it1' session and charmed by 
the agnosticism of my co-panelist Robin 
Wallace-Crabbe. It was also very impres
sive to hear Ihab Hassan , an academic heavy
weight, ta lk with a genuine erudition and 
range about this literature of ours with 
which he has fallen in love. 

Hassan, the man who invented the 
workable definition of postmodernism, took 
part in a session on the subject with Marshall 
Berman and Dennis Altman, which was 
most notable for the fact that none of the 
sp ea k ers were sy mpath e ti c t o post
modernism in that new er sense of academic 
post-structuralism. 

Berman, th e m an wh o wrote Every
thing Solid Melts in Air, and has written 
a book about the continuing validity of 
Marxism , turned out to be something like 
a wonderful teach er. I' ll not forget what 
h e made of th a t o ld rock-song line, 
' different strokes fo r different folks ', or 
the fact that Rodney King had quoted it 
afte r th e r io ts th a t fo llow e d the 
exonera tion of the policem en who had so 
savagely bea ten him . Berman said you 
have to have an idea of 'folks' before you 
can talk about 'different strokes ' . It was 
som ehow so much clearer and wiser than 
if h e h ad said pluralism and cultural 
difference depend for their coherence on 
the idea of a unitary polity. 

Amon g th e other sess ion s, I was 
impressed by H enry Reynolds and Stuart 
M ac intyre, l oo king like a tiger of 
m oderation, discussing the plight of the 
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universities, under the again reliable 
chairmanship of Michael Cathcart . 

Before that I'd had to discuss Proust 
with Alain de Botton, who is easy and 
graceful, and Gerald Murnane, who, against 
all predic tions, did not perform in his 
elabora tely cadenced fictional persona, but 
instead spoke off the top of h is head like a 
man from Bendigo who had an impassioned 
and luminous sense of why a great writer 
mattered. 

One possible moral from the whole 
experience was that we migh t try letting 
young writers and readers into the Writers' 
Festival for nothing, or at any ra te at a 
significant discount . We should also get rid 
of the absurdity of a fes t ival that runs over 
two weekends. Thursday to Monday makes 
a good deal more sense in anybody's book. 

-Peter Craven 

Museums are us 
Or so it seems. 

Last month Eureka Street in troduced readers 
to Dawn Casey, director of Canberra's new 
Nationa l Museum of Austra lia. Thi s month, 
we take a look at the new Melbourne 
Museum. 

But w ith a difference. 

Vi sit ing the new site, photographer Bill 
Thomas was struck by a chance fus ion of 
o ld and new Victo ri an architecture. The 
photograph (ri gh t) shows w hat he saw: the 
dome of M elbou rne's grand Exhibition 
Buildin g, bui l t for the In ternat ional 
Ex hibit ion of 1888, reflected in the 21st 
century steel and glass structure of the new 
Melbourne Museum. 

Ovedeaf, he has captured another piece of 
in spired b lend ing-the profi le of the 
Ex hi bi tion Bui lding jo ined to the signature 
blade of the new Museum by the great trunk 
and ca nopy of a suga r gum that has been 
there for longer than any of us. You see it all 
best at dusk. I recommend a slow walk past. 

The Mu seum, des igned by architects 
Denton Corker Marshall , w il l be opened on 
21 October. -Morag Fraser 





1 a e 

Not listening 

ST AuGUSTINE ONCE REMARKED that in any conversation, we would all tacitly 
ask ou r partner, 'Why do you speak to me unless you make me better? ' In any 
seriou s conversation, both parties will be open to change, however slightly, 
their opinions, perspective on the world and way of living. Conversation 
threa tens a tight control over our world. 

This is true especially of conversations about faith. In Asia, Christian 
interest in dialogue with the great religions has grown in recent years. An already 
tiny proportion of Christian s has grown ever smaller in predominantly Hindu, 
Buddhist or Muslim countries. It bears witness to the failure of one-sided talking 
about faith. If Christianity is not to be the religion of a Westernised minori ty, 
Chris tians n eed to enter into conversation with those of other faiths to find at 
what points Jesus Christ will bless them. In this conversation Christians have 
also found th emselves made better. They have been challenged to understand 
and live their faith in Jesus Christ in deeper and n ew ways . 

This conversation provides the context for understanding an interesting 
recent document of the Congregation fo r the Doctrine of the Faith, Dominus 
Jesu s . It states the presuppositions which Catholics must share when they enter 
such conversations. The document, like most of its kind, is Eurocentric, in that 
the relativist position s which it condemns are caricatures of those Western 
attitudes that hold one religious view to be as good as anoth er. Those committed 
to good conversa tion do not espouse this kind of relativism, because it avoids 
in principle any risk of having to change one's own views or life. 

The Congregation declares that God has one plan for humanity, and in tha t 
plan all salvation is through Jesus Christ, whether we know it or not. Faith in 
Christ is a divine gift; other religious beliefs are fallible fruits of the human 
striving for God. While God may save people ascribing to other religions, and 
they may find help in these religions, the revelation of Jesus Christ is th e one 
way which God has shown. Furtherm ore, faith in Jesus Christ is that handed 
down by the Apostles, guarded by the magisterium, and lived fully only in the 
Catholic Church. Other Christian bodies have elements of church , but only 
through their relationship to the Catholic Church. 

N ow, w hile all the statem ents of this document can be correctly under
stood, their rhetoric and the repeated insistence that each thesis is to be firmly 
believed, ensure that it will be read as dismissive of the value of other religions, 
churches and non-Christians . It rea ds as a claim to possess all truth and an 
effort to control all believers. Faith h ere is not a journey but a fortress. 

How would you advise a Buddhist monk, say, to respond to a Christian 
partner who adopted, not only the positions, but the rhetorical stance of this 
docum ent ? Most likely we would advise him politely to decline conversation, 
as we tend to do with those door-to-door evangelists who are preoccupied with 
telling us what they believe and are too insecure to listen . In this conversation, 
neither partner would be made better . 

That would be a pity, of course, because in open conversation both the monk 
and the Christian might find the Gospel to be uncontrollable good news. • 

Andrew Hamilton SJ teaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne. 
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Sold over 
and out 

L ERE IS SOMETHI NG shameful about the 
deliberate destruction of a national treasure. 
That is no doubt the reason why most 
federal government ministers have said as 
little as possible about the sale of Australia's 
short-wave transmitters to the private 
British evangelical company, Christian 
Vision. For an unknown amount of money, 
the government has sold off a sta te-of- the
art broadcas ting facility, des igned and 
constructed to serve Australia's renowned 
overseas radio service and paid for over 
decades by Australian taxpayers . 

Th e go ver nm ent shou ld also be 
ashamed of its hypocrisy. For this is the 
Liberal- National Coalition which declared, 
in the election campaign of 1996: 

Radio Australia has a proud place in the 
ABC. It has been providing overs as services 
for half a century benefiting not only 
Australian expa triates but also the nationals 
of many countries, particularly those in 
our region. The Coalition is strongly 
supportive of Radio Australia 's exis ting 
services and will ensure that they are not 
prejudiced or downgraded in any way. 
(B e tt er Communi cations : Liberal eJ 
National Parties · Policy 1996). 

The story of the Coalition's betrayal of 
this and all other promises regarding the 
well-being of the ABC is widely known in 
the community. The 12 per cent budget 
cut, the loss of 20 per cent of staff, the 
refusal adequately to fund the move to 
digital broadcasting, the appointment of 
political friends to the ABC Board- all these 
onslaughts direc tly or implicitly negate the 
Coalition's solemn commitm ents. But for 
many people there remains a puzzled fury 
about the government's treatment of Radio 
Australia. 

This is the international voice of Australia, 
established by Robert Menzies, the man 
who also founded the Liberal Party and who 
declared on his 80th birthday in 197 4: 

I am confident that Radio Austra lia will 
go from strength to strength, and that 
Australia will be the better for it, and that 
the knowledge that other people have of us, 
and of events in our country, will be 
singularly enriched. 

This is the overseas broadcaster publicly 
supported by everyone from Jeff Kennett 



and Bruce Ruxton to th e ACTU, from 
leading busin ess fi gures to the prime 
ministers of Papua N ew Guinea and 
Cambodia. Whatever th e colour of its 
politics, why would a responsible Australian 
governm ent cripple the single most effective 
diplomatic, trade and cultural bridge 
between Australia and the countries of Asia 
and the Pacific? 

To understand the government's actions 
it is necessary to consider the congruence 
of the views of 'dry ' right-wing thinker 
(who regard Malcolm Fraser's years in office 
as a wasted opportunity to reduce public
sector spending and increase privatisa tion) 
and the concerns of powerful regimes in 
Indonesia and China . 

A rep res en ta ti ve sampling of these 
thinkers presented their views about the 
role of government in Australia-including 
its relationship to the ABC and Radio 
Australia-in a book published in 1987. 
Mandate to Govern: A Handbook for the 
Next Australian Govern m ent is refresh 
ingly frank. Those who contributed to 
Mandate, by writing sections or volunteer
ing ideas and comm ents, included David 
and Rod Kemp, John Hyde, Ray Evans and 
John Stone. 

The unattributed authors of the section 
on Radio Australia acknowledge that ' the 
respect accorded to .. . the BBC World Service 
and Radio Australia was ea rned by years of 
steadfast hones ty and independence and 
could be lost by comparatively little 
gover nm ent int e rference .' But th a t 
independence from government 'includes 
freedom to act in ways that embarrass the 
Government ... [and contribute] to the 
difficulti es in Australia 's relationship with 
Indonesia in recent years.' 

Solution? 

The Prime Minister, Foreign Minister and 
Minister for Communications should have 
a cosy chat with the senior management of 
Radio Australia about matters of freedom, 
responsibility, the national interest, and 
budget problems. If this does not work (and 
the first test will be the manner in which 
Radio Australia reports the discussion), 
the Government should close Radio Aus
tralia and save the taxpayers' money. 

There we have the gam e plan, clearly set 
out in 1987: Radio Australia must submit 
to (covert) government direction or suffer 
dem olition . And government policy since 
the 1970s has included a placatory, even 
submissive relationship to both Indonesia 
and China. There was never any doubt that 

the autocratic rulers of both countries were 
profoundly opposed to their citizens hearing 
independent views via the ch eap and 
therefore ubiquitous transistor radio. 

So in 1997 the Australian government 
obliged its own ideologu es and th e unhappy 
neighbourhood despots by shutting down 
the short-wave transmitters on the Cox 
Peninsula. Imm ediately, Radio Australia 
fell silent in most of Asia . Senator Alston's 
much -trump e t ed ' alt ernative ' u se of 
satellite and the internet by Radio Australia 
allows access only to that tin y segment of 
the population of Asian countries who can 
afford a sa tellite dish or a computer. 
Broadcasting through local Asian stations
another supposed remedy- is a grace-and-

favour operation, depending on the good 
will o f th e particular regime and it s 
preparedn ess to h ost an independent 
broadcaster. It is no surprise to learn that 
Radio Australia is not available on local 
radio in most of Asia, from India and 
Pakistan through western and central China 
to Thail and and Laos, and that those 
countries which do permit some access 
generally exclude Radio Australia 's news 
and current affairs program s. 

But the best laid schemes of mice and 
m en-and governments-gang aft agley. 
Having crippled Australia's most powerful 
and effective means of communicating with 
its neighbours, the government fo und itself 
scrambling and ill-prepared as the Asian 
economic downturn helped trigger social 
unrest from Cambodia to Kashmir and then, 
most seriously, in Indonesia and East Timor. 

No-one in government wanted publicity 
given to the humiliating circumstance 
w h ereby endangered Au s tralian s in 
Cambodia had to rely on the BBC World 
Service to relay Australian government 
advice, n or to Radio Australia's cos tly 
renting of two hours a day of short-wave 
tran smiss ion in Taiwan in order to 
communicate with Australian citizens in 
East Timor. In Foreign Affairs there were 
red faces and angry words. Business, farming 
and military leaders who had previously 
lobbied unsuccessfully now found some 
government m embers m ore receptive to 
their arguments for the res tora tion of Radio 
Australia's short-wave reach into Asia. 
Coalition MPs holding marginal sea ts 

nervou sly rem embered the sackfuls of 
letters received about the funding cu ts to 
the ABC and to Radio Australia in particular. 

We must wait for 30 years, or a fortuitous 
Cabinet leak, before we can find out exactly 
what persuaded th e gove rnm en t to 
announce, on 8 August this year, that it 
would provide $8.4m over three years for 
Radio Australia to be able to pay for short
wave and sa tellite transmission into Asia. 
The weight of public opinion, and the 
replacement of the Suharto regime in 
Indonesia with a more open and democratic 
governm ent, are certainly likely reasons. 

However, this belated funding, though 
welcome, should not obscure the continuing 
difficulties which beset Radio Australia. 
This money will not re-establish Radio 
Australia's pre- 1997 annual budget of 
$13.5m, now barely half that amount; it 
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will not reinstate the 68 specialist staff lost 
as a result of the funding cuts; and it will 
not restore the programs in Cantonese, Thai 
and French which on ce drew t en s of 
thousands of listeners. Compared with the 
funding provided to its international 
competitors broadcasting into Asia, Radio 
Australia continues to look anorexic. 

Staff at Radio Australia are confident 
that the ABC will be able to negotiate an 
agreement with the new owners of the Cox 
transmitters, and continue to broadcast on 
the same short-wave frequencies as before. 
They may also broadcast from transmitters 
in Asia. For the first time since July 1997, 
the ABC will be going some way towards 
fulfilling its Charter obligations' to transmit 
to countries outside Australia broadcasting 
programs of n ews, cu rrent affairs, 
entertainment and cultural enrichment' . 

But there remains the embarrassment
at best-of a Christian evangelical company 
owning Australia's most powerful short
wave transmitters and broadcasting to 
Indonesia and other religiously fraught 
Asian nations evangelical sermons in order 
to 'promote Christianity ' and 'bring about a 
measurable change within [these nations]', 
in the words of Christian Vision's website. 
According to The Australian's religiou s 
affairs editor, James Murray, this company 
'is so convinced of its righteousness that it 
consigns those who do not accept Jesus 
C hrist to wha t i t ca ll s "everlasting 
con sciou s punishment", and says their 
"names are not written in the Book of 
Life" .' (The Australian, 6 June 2000) 

It is reasonable to assume that our 
n eighbours will not be pleased. 

-June Factor 

Netting 
the net 

R ECENTLY, a US diplomat stated: 

If IBM had simply counterfei ted the DOS 
operating system, we might be in a different 
world today and Bill Gates might not have 
been a household name. But in that case as 
well, we would all still be writing DOS 
commands on our 286 machines and have 
never heard of email, much less the 
internet. 

This kind of statement suggests that we 
owe the digital revolution en tirely to large 
m ega-profit-driven corpora tions backed by 
strong intellectual property laws. In inter
national discussion about the growth of the 

Information Economy, this kind of thinking 
is common. This is how we get new stu ff, 
the argument goes, and anyone who 
questions thi s model is a luddite or worse. 

But is this really true? The underlying 
assumption in the quoted statement is that 
the money which flowed from IBM to Bill 
Gates when Gates licensed DOS to IBM 
allowed Gates to make grea t leaps in soft
ware development . He built the early clunky 
DOS into bet ter versions of itself, later 
developing a Graphical User Interface (GUI) 
in the form of Windows. Som ehow this 
dragged us on to the internet and into the 
future. (Oh, and the computer hardware all 
this ran on made great strides too, prodded 
forward perhaps by the new things that 
Microsoft could make it do.) 

But let 's take a closer look at what 
actually happened. The creative leap from a 
Command Line Interface (CLI) to a GUI 
owed little to Gates. (A CLI is an interface 
requiring users to type in commands at a 
prompt; DOS, perhaps the m ost well-known 
CLI, is difficult to master and, in the tactful 
language of IT teachers, is 'unforgiving'.) 
The first GUI was invented by Xerox at 
their Palo Alto Research Center in the '70s. 
However, Xerox was unable to market its 
product successfully . 

The first commercially successful GUI 
was the now-famous Macintosh, released 
by Apple in 1984. Microsoft 's competing 
GUI, Windows 1.0, did not find its way to 
the marketplace until 1985. Apple sued 
Microsoft upon the release of Windows 
2.03 for copyright infringement. It was 
alleged that Mi crosoft had copied the 
Macintosh's ' look and feel'. Happily, Apple 
lost. 

Ironically, Apple was later sued by Xerox. 
According to Xerox, because of its earlier 
copyright registration of its GUI-based 
workstation, it had ' the right to control the 
future of graphic user interfaces in the 1990s 
and beyond'. A victory here might have 
given one company a monop oly on 
representations of data as pictures. Had 
intellectual property laws been 'stronger' 
(intellectual property laws must always be 
'stronger', it seems), Microsoft 's growth 
might have been significantly curtailed (no 
comment). 

As for the fact that we might have been 
typing DOS commands 'o n our 286 
machines', this is also highly ques tionable. 
Intel, the creator of the x86 microprocessor 
chips (later developed into the Pentium 
line when the penny dropped that you 
couldn ' t tr ademark a numb er ), su ed 
com p e ting chip -making companies , 
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including AMD (Advanced Micro Devices ), 
for infringing its 'microcode'. Microcode is 
a very low-level set of instructions tha t 
makes a chip function. Intel 's competitors' 
microcode was very similar to its own for 
the simple reason that it had to be in order 
to make a compatible chip. You'll have a 
hard time competing in any IT market if 
your new product isn' t compatible with the 
dominant product. 

Intel lost the case and today is competing 
fiercely withAMD, with each having abou t 
40 per cent of the microprocessor market. 
Chip speed has undoubtedly benefited as 
these two companies race to outpace each 

other. Had Intel won, it would have wound 
up with a virtual monopoly over the 
computer chip market, hardly a guarantee 
of faster and better computing power. 

Finally, however, the attribution of 
em ail and the internet generally to the good 
works of Microsoft Inc. is perhaps the biggest 
stretch of all. The internet was originally 
developed by the US military as a network 
that might survive nuclear warfare (even if 
many of the taxpayers who fu nded it would 
not ). Major US universities were the first to 
be conn ected, along with a number of 
government agencies such as NASA. The 
early internet was used by computer experts, 
engineers, scientists and librarians. 

The backbone of the internet, even 
toda y, i s th e Transmi ss i on Contro l 
Protocol/Internet Protocol (TCP / IP, which 
also includes the m ain em ail standard, 
Simple Mail Transfer Protocol). The source 
code for TCP/IP was freely and widely 
dis tributed so that everyone would be 
speaking the same language, as it were, 
thus making it easy for the US Department 
of Defense. 

In 1983, the military functions of the 
internet were hived off to another network 
and the n et grew as a community of 
academics and researchers . In 1986, the US 
National Science Foundation beefed up the 
n e t ' s infras tru c ture sti ll further and 



expanded th e 'acceptabl e use ' policy, 
allowing the network to be used for anything 
except commerce. 

But the internet only really exploded 
into most people's consciousness after 1989, 
when Tim Berners-Lee of the European Par
ticl e Physics Laboratory created the 
ingenious Hyper Text Mark-up Language 
(HTML) . This new protocol (which sits on 
top of TCP/IP) was given away freely and 
then built upon by others, resulting in the 
birth of the world wide web. Suddenly the 
world flocked to be part of this new kind of 
internet. 

In 1994, 25 years after the internet was 
created, businesses finally began to move 
on to the net in force and 'e-commerce' 
suddenly somehow became its reason for 
existence. 

Many of these businesses have since 
clamoured for ever stronger intellectual 
property protection in the online environ
ment, suggesting that the internet will 
wither and die without it . As Edgar 
Bronhnan Jr (Vice-Chair of the newly merged 
US$100 billion content giant, Vivendi 
Universal) put it: 

If intellectual property is not protected
across the board, in every case, with no 
exceptions and no sophistry about a 
changing world- what will happen? 
Intellectual property will suffer the fate of 
the buffalo. 

My central belief [is] that the protection 
of intellectual property rights is vital to the 
prosperity of the internet ... The internet 
does not exist, and cannot prosper in a 
world that is separate from our civilized 
society and the fundamental laws upon 
which it is based. 

This is increasingly the view of many 
governments and large corporations around 
the world. Without ever stronger intellec
tual property laws, without new ideas 
chained securely to their 'owners', the 
internet will 'crack, crumble and collapse' . 

But perhaps someone should break this 
news to the internet ? It 's being doing very 
nicely for 30 years by a voiding just this very 
approach . . . -Nick Smith 

This month 's contributor's: Peter Craven is 
currently editing Best Australian Essays 
2000; June Factor is a writer and was national 
pokesperson for Friends of the ABC from 

1996 to 1999; Nick Smith is Executive 
Officer of the Australian Digital Alliance 
and Copyright Advisor for the Australian 
Libraries Copyright Committee (www. 
digital.org.au). 

Pay for it or pay for it 
IN late August and early September, the Federal Government received two 
commissioned reports on research and development. The first is a review of 
science capability, The Chance to Change, from the Chief Scientist, Robin 
Batterham. The second is a report on how to foster innovation, Unlocking the 
Future, from the Innovation Summit Implementation Group (ISIG) . 

The two reports have been carefully interwoven and form a concerted thrust 
from the science and industry constituents of Senator Nick Minchin's portfolio . 
Both reports argue that the right culture is required to generate ideas which can 
be commercialised as innovation. They both draw attention to the poor state of 
Australia's education in science and mathematics, call for a doubling in the 
funds provided to the Australian Research Council, and argue for the provision 
of a system of 'incubators' to assist fledgling technology companies. 

The science review set the scene by pointing out how little Australia is 
currently spending on science, engineering and technology compared with other 
countries: 'In the latter half of the 1990s, many countries, including the US, 
Japan, Germany, the UK, Canada, Singapore, South Korea and other Asian 
economies, have all provided extra funding for R&D, despite competing budget 
priorities. The nations that are excelling in innovation are the nations that are 
building a globally competitive knowledge-based economy.' 

As if on cue, between the release of these words and the ISIG report, out 
popped embarrassing figures from the OECD, showing Australia to be one of 
only two or three countries where the spending on R&D as a proportion of GDP 
has fallen in recent years. To reverse this trend, Robin Batterham calls for 500 
scholarships for students of science and science education, double the number 
of post-doctoral research fellowships, an increase in spending on national research 
infrastructure and expansion of the Co-operative Research Centre program . 

Taking up the baton, the ISIG report argues for a national education program 
on business, innovation and entrepreneurship, an increase in the R&D tax 
concession from 125 to 130 per cent, with a bonus for those businesses which 
increase their R&D by more than 10 per cent, and an increase in government 
encouragement and co-ordination of industry start-ups. Without these m easures, 
the report argues, Australia will rapidly become a 'branch office' economy. 

The ISIG report estimates that its recommendations alone would cost more 
than $2.5 billion to implement. As next year's election Budget is put together 
over the next couple of months, Senator Minchin must develop a policy that 
will guide Australia into the growing international 'knowledge economy', while 
competing for funding with other government concerns. 

Batterham has made it clear that he believes the current drop in the 
Australian dollar is more than a little to do with the fact that inves tors think of 
the Australian economy as resource-based, not knowledge-based. He argues that 
the upshot of doing nothing about research and innovation will be a dollar worth 
som ething like 30 US cents within two or three election cycles. Perhaps those 
are terms which this government, dominated as it is by considerations of finance 
and economics, can understand. • 

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer. 
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THE CHURCH: 1 

D AN M ADIGAN 

Holding the keys 
In Rome, it's dance one day and declarations the next. 

I' '00 TO,NW oow the 'ound da<ing we'te in di<t<e"; encnU<•ge u' when we office of Pctct '0 tlut it m•y be ' mote 
the coverage of World Youth Day in lose heart. Offer us hope; give us a vision. positive force in the ch urch and less of 
Rome recently, you were more likely to Dance with us. an obstacle to our uni ty? 
getthepointofitall.Theoccasionprovided Even if they were too man y, the N o-one gave much thought in those 
endlessfootageofpersonableyoungpeople pontiff's words were nonetheless well h eady days of August to the salvo of 
singing, dancing, praying, weeping, ch osen. Here was the Chris tian message Roman pronouncements that was about 
embracing, going to confession, receiving pared down to its core, without the to be fired off in September. Rome's old 
communion, being tenderly embraced as theological h airsplitting or the moral style, it seems, was not about to change 
they wept on the Pope's shoulder. carping we so often associate with Rome. substantially. Both barrels were already 

It was not so much all the photogenic 
faces that were the point, but rather the 
gestures, the expressions, the symbols. It 
was the very fact of m ore than two 
million people ga thered together from all 
around the world- making do with what 
was available, ge tting along as best they 
could in s t rai t ened circumstances, 
struggling to find a common language, 
opening a space for one another, making 
a home together. They were celebra ting 
the possibility of som ething new. 

Nor was it the over-long homilies and 
some times ill-judged ca tech eses that 
provided the essential eloqu ence of these 
days. T he chanting millions repeatedly 
interrupted the Pope's preaching, and the 
point was not lost on him. 'You 're doing 
that because I've talked too much,' he 
told them at one point with a wry smile, 
but then went on to belabour the point 
for another four pages. At the end h e 
thanked them for having made this 'a true 
dialogue' . Whether he was being ironic 
was hard to tell, but for an yone really 
listening to this 'dialogu e' the message 
from the crowds was clear: turn down the 
sound. Cut down the words. We want you 
to be a ga thering point for us; bring us to
gether; welcome us. Embrace us when 

Unless I am much mis- loaded: the bea tification of Pius IX had 
taken, the large majority been schedu led for 3 Septem ber, and 
of the millions enthusias- Dominus Jesus, a rather blunt declaration 
tically cheering this frai l from the Congregation for the Doctrine 
but indomitable man had of the Faith (CDF) on questions of the 
not com e to him looking uniqueness of Christ and the status of oth-
for a uthoritative s tate- er religions, was already in the hands of 
m ents on morals and the bishops, embargoed tillS September. 
dogm.a. They had little The faithful s tayed away from t he 
intention of letting him beatifica tion ceremony in droves-even 

determine the more intimate aspects of th e local dignitaries who could have been 
their lives. They looked to him for some- relied upon to turn up for three sons of 
thing only he could offer, both because the soil were pointedly absen t. 
of the office he holds as well as because Some who would gladly have celebrated 
of his personal history. It had to be some- the qualities of John XXIII were not about 
thing universal in its scope, yet also to be co-opted into applauding the 
grounded in his own experience of the claimed virtues of Pius IX, whose 
struggles of a human life. And it had to bea tification has caused such scandal 
speak to people young enough, som e of around the world. It is difficult to see it 
them a t leas t, to b e his great-grand- as anything but the old Rome striking 
children. What they heard was indeed the back. The assertions of his sain tliness 
Good N ews: the call to es tablish a new so und hollow in fa ce of the da mning 
civilisation of peace based on love and evidence of his disas trous choices. It is 
human solidarity. It was the challenge to said that declaring him ' blessed ' was 
be ready to commit life itself as Jesus had intended to undo the injustices meted out 
to the project of God's Kingdom. Stirring to him in his lifetime. If he is indeed a 
stuff, and it certainly resonated with the saint, Pope Pius would surely just as soon 
hearers. pass misunderstood into oblivion than be 

What I found most moving was that a cause of scandal to so many. 
h ere for all the world to see was the The CDF declaration deals with 
Perrine office exercised as it could be complex issu es that are among the most 
always. A relatively simple ministry in pressing in contemporary theology. Such 
service of unity and community, a interventions in the theological debate 
ministry of hope and vision, of encourage- can sometimes be helpful in focusing the 
m ent and gentle care. If what took place question more precisely, but they are 
in those days was 'a true dialogu e', then phrased in a way that seem s unaware that 
Rome had an opportunity to hear answered they are being read anywhere but in the 
by wild acclamation the question John theological academy and the episcopal 
Paul put to the world in his letter Ut chancery. The CDF knows very well-
Unum Sint : how bes t to exercise the and it u ses press co n ferences and 
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websites to make sure of it- that its ideas 
on this hot-button issue will be discussed 
all around the world. If it wants to have 
a constructive voice in such a broad 
forum, it needs to find more sensitive 
ways of expressing its concerns. Perhaps 
again the m essage is : turn down the 
sound. If you want people to accept, for 
example, the unique salvific importance 
of the church, then you n eed more than 
an assertion accompanied by a pastiche 

of scriptural and ecclesiastical authorities. 
The words need to become flesh . Until 
they do, the claim merely sounds 
arrogant. 

World Youth Day and the Pope's style 
there have shown the possibility of a new 
way forward in Rome. So far it remains 
the road less travelled. • 

Dan Madigan SJ teach es Islamic studies 
at the Gregorian University, Rome. 

THE CHURCH : 2 

M ARYANNE C ONFOY 

Placing women 
T osc WHO ARC wonde<ing w hot 
happened to the 1999 research project 
into the participation of women in the 
Catholic Church in Australia, Woman 
and Man: One in Christ Jesus, will be 
h eartened to read Th e Australian 
Bishops' Social Justice Statement for the 
Year of Jubilee. 

A major part of the bishops ' State
m ent is th e cont extualising of that 
proj ect. It also serves to remind those 
who may have forgotten the origins of the 
five-year Woman and Man initiative, or 
who were not part of it, of the background 
and history. 

What becom es clear from the State
m ent is that Woman and Man met the 
concerns of the Catholic bishops for 'a 
sound information base for theological 
reflection, pastoral planning and further 
dialogu e with women and women's 
groups on particular issues' . To read 
about the volume of 'contextual papers, 
written submissions, public hearings' and 
large-scale sampling of church attenders , 
Catholi c organisations as well as 
targe ted groups, is to realise the great 
size of the proj ec t and the interes t that 
it gen erated. 

The background to the four k ey 
ques tions integral to the Woman and 
Man research is spelt out in the bishops' 
Statem ent. These questions were designed 
to elicit responses about possibilities for, 
and barriers to women's participation in 
the Catholic Church , and about the 
support women receive and ways of 
increasing their participation. 

In the Statement the bishops articu
late the problem they face in having to 
be both orthodox and responsive-that is, 
committed to the t eachings of the 
Church 'on any m a tter despite th e 
difficulty som e respondents h ave had 
with som e elem ents of the Church 's 
teaching' while simultaneously respond
ing to the call of Vatican II ' to satisfy the 
concerns of others'. They 'are willing to 
dialogu e with women about these 
matters for the sake of mutual under-
standing and in a spirit of Christian love' . 
It will be interesting to 
see if the results of such 
dialogue, and the practical 
steps and decisions pro
posed by the Australian 
Catholic Bish ops Con
ference (ACBC), will 
increase or decrease the 
tension expressed here. 

The bi shops' r ecommendations 
encompass a wide range of poss ibl e 
actions. If implemented, at bo th the 
macro and micro levels of church life, 
they will have significant consequ ences 
for both parish and diocesan structures. 
There are nine decisions with sub
divi sions and 31 mor e t entative 
proposals 'which bishops might wish to 
consider for possibl e action in their 
dioceses'-these form the conclusion of 
the Statement. The tenor of these recom-
mendations, including the decision to 
appoint a Commission for Australian 
Catholic Women, is an indication of the 
appropriateness of the choice of Social 

Justice Sunday for their promulga tion. 
D ecisions include the setting up of 

program s addressing the nature of 
ministry, and particularly women's and 
lay ministry. There are guidelines to be 
developed on lay preaching, inclusive 
language and rituals to be u sed by the 
laity in the absence of a pries t- impor
tant in a church with an ageing and 
numerically diminishing priesthood. 
There i s al so research proposed into 
liturgical recognition, welcoming and 
integration of cultural expressions of the 
Catholic faith, especially that of indigenous 
people. The concern for the provision of 
'pastoral and spiritual support for those 
suffering the pain of fail ed marriage or 
divorce and those who have entered into 
another marriage' is a welcome one for 
those who, in the Report, expressed their 
experience of alienation so poignantly. 
One vis ionary decision is to foster 
research in 'ecclesiologies, and their 
theological, catechetical and pastoral 
implications', and in ministry. 

Also prominent is commitment by 
the ACBC to work tow ards a better 
balance of 'm en and women, clergy, 
religious and laity on existing councils, 
organizations and advisory bodies at the 
national level', and of men and women 
in leadership and professional roles. At 
present the number of women in leader
ship roles in the Australian Catholic 

Church is minimal. If this initiative is 
undertaken seriously both by women in 
leadership as well as by the various org
anisations, it will have far-reaching con
sequences for Catholic community life. 

If embraced at all levels, and across 
the present divisions in the church, the 
proposed initiatives could h elp bring 
about the transformation of the Austral
ian Catholic Church. Thi s is the hope 
that the Woman and Man: One in Chl"ist 
Jesus project stirred. It is the promise that 
the bishops' Statement holds out . • 

Maryanne Confoy usc teaches at Jesuit 
Theological College, Melbourne. 
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Anew economics 

18 

After Samuelson ... Stretton ? 
Mark Cully asks w hat fresh ideas might be factored into our economic 

thinking by Hugh Stretton 's monumental new textbook. 

Economics: a New Introduction, Hugh Stretton, University of New Sou th 

I 
Wales Press, 1999, ISIIN 0 868 40498 5, RRI' $50 

T WAS THOMAS CARLYLE, old sourpuss, who first has gazumped Stretton. It is not as if there is no market 
dubbed economics the Dismal Science. Since then he for a 'new' (read 'alternative') textbook. There are 
has been mimicked by a hos t of others, most too critics ap lenty of orthodox economics, from the 
feckless to think of anything more precise or useful rech erch e to the goofy. The profession itself also 
to say. tolerates a fair amount of dissent from within its 

Economics is neither dismal, nor a science, ranks . The core of the project, however, the tales 
according to Hugh Stretton, who has at last realised passed down from elders to initiates, is still, despite 
his- let m e call it-'twilight' project of first finishing some fractures, solid. The introductory economics 
and, more daunting, finding a publisher game enough textbook is the chief means of transm itting these 
to punt on an 852-page introductory textbook for tales. 
economics students. This by a neophyte in the field. Paul Samuelson 's Economics, firs t published 50 
Were they mad ? Has Stretton lost the plot? years ago and now in its 16th edition, is the exemplar 

The book has been 15 years in the making-an of introductory texts . According to Stretton, 'i t is 
early version of the first three chapters appeared in orderly, clear, lively, engaging, humanely intended, 
Political Essays ( 1987)-and, remarkably, its defining and useable' . Many alternatives already exist, but 
purpose has in the interim gone unchallenged. No-one th ese differ in much the same way as washing 
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powders: they all get your clothes white. Samuelson 
has spawned one diatribe, or antidote, depending upon 
your view: the four-volume Der Anti-Samuelson by 
two German Marxists in the 1970s, which dissects 
the original, chapter by chapter. But no-one has done 
what Stretton has : he has rewritten an introductory 
textbook from scratch, one which is centred around 
what for sh orthand can be called ' ins titutional ' 
econmnics. 

In Economics (and Foundations of Economic 
Analysis, addressed to his peers) Samuelson redefined 
the field . Gone were the 'animal spirits' of Keynes 
and Marshall 's folk -spun wisdom; instead we were 
introduced to economic man and woman, Max U and 
Minnie C. It could be shown hypothetically, and 
proven mathematically, that given ration al, self
interested agents with ordered preferences and access 
to full information, unhindered competition would 
produce a Pareto-optimal level of social welfare
m aximum 'utility' at the minimum cos t , where 
no-one could be made better off without another 
becoming worse off. 

The result i s blackboard economics. As one 
progresses through a conventional economics degree, 
there is less and less of an en gagem ent with 
institutions and history, and almost no empirical 
observation of what companies or unions or govern
m ents ac tually do. There is a phased process of 
inculcating habits of th ought . When students begin 
their degree, the noise and fuzziness of the world we 
inhabit is the reality they are seeking to understand. 
In their second phase, these real events become 
illustrations of the theory applied. By the third stage, 
they are properly trained to regard reality as the object 
to be am ended to make it better fit the theory. What 
type of economist does this process churn out ? One 
American survey of wannabe professional economists 
at graduate school level showed that just three per 
cent thought it 'very important' to know anything 
about the way the (Am erican) economy functioned. 

At the University of Adelaide, Stretton's place of 
work for the past 46 years, there are around 500 
students annually who take Economics I. Multiply 
these numbers across the Australian higher education 
sector, and you begin to see the poin t . Several 
thousand people each year have their heads stuffed 
full of Samuelson. Tens of thousands walking the 
streets know that scissors drawn on the blackboard 
represent supply and demand ' curves'. They know that 
tariffs subsidise inefficient firms and raise prices, that 
payroll taxes cost jobs, that government borrowing 
crowds out private investment- it 's in Samuelson . 

This, I gu ess, is what sociologists m ean 
by hegemony . 

M ALTHUS GOT ECONOMICS its tag of dismal, at a 
time when 'wants ' could not all be satisfied, when a 
potato blight could cause famine and death. For the 
rich democracies this is no longer the case. But if it is 

no longer dismal, economics retains the potential to 
be dangerous: bad economics of the crudely applied 
Samuelson kind, Stretton says, 'can cause as much 
suffering and death as bad medicine or engineering 
can'. 

What Stretton is on to, what Samuelson realised 
50 years ago, is that battle must be joined at the point 
of entry and that it begins anew with each generation. 
If the bright 18 to 20-year-olds studying economics 
for the first time read Stretton rather than, or even in 
companion with, Samuelson, there is a reasonable 
chance that n ew recruits to Treasury a nd the 
departments of Finance and Prime Minis ter and 
Cabinet will be intelligent, public-spiri t ed and 
conscious of their powers and their limitations-in 
short, a chance they will think seriously about, and 
take responsibility for, the consequ ences of their 
advice. 

Like many in m y cohort, I served m y time in 
Canberra, m y tenure roughly coinciding with Michael 
Pusey's investigation into the econocra t's coup d'etat, 
the takeover of policy advice in the public service. 
Witless as I was, even I could see the intrusion of bad 
economics into policy-making. My favourite story 
from this time is of a Business Regulation Review Unit 
proposa l to wind back occupational licensing. One of 
its discussion papers on the topic put forward a case 
for abolishing pilots' licences: passengers could assess 
for themselves th e bona fides of the airline and pilot
' you pays your dues, you takes your chances'. Even 
the author was gracious enough to concede that this 
one was obviously not going to fly. After all, those 
with their feet firmly pinned to the ground had not 
been factored into the acceptable risk equation . The 
expected value of a plane landing on these unwitting 
souls not party to the deal is sm all, but non-zero. 

But I can also recall the debate over whether to 
impose a minimum one-dollar charge on all prescrip
tions-to dissuade m os tly elderly people from 
stockpiling expensive drugs on the Pharmaceutical 
Benefits Schem e, the cost of which had risen above 
on e billion dollars. At the time, pensioners, as well 
as other welfare recipients, got all prescribed drugs 
for free. This gave them no incentive to, as it were, 
economise, whereas a small charge meant they could 
no longer be indifferent about whether to have the 
drug or a m orning out at the bingo hall. The beauty of 
the proposal was that even if pensioners were fully 
compensated for the additional cost, the savings to 
the Pharmaceutical Benefits Sch eme would be 
enormous because of the much-reduced demand. 

A Stretton-taught economist would also have 
inquired about the cost of fretting, discomfort, pain 
and n eedl essly premature death suffer ed by 
pen sioners (which marginal analysis, properl y 
applied, would have predicted). He or she would have 
looked at who was prescribing the drugs, why cheaper 
alternatives were not considered by these doctors, the 
links between pharmaceutical companies and general 
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pract i ti on ers, and who w ere the benefic iaries of 
the consid erable largesse di s tribut ed by those 
companies. 

What went wrong h ere, and there are countless 
o ther exampl es in St re tton 's book- m os tly 
anonymised to pro tec t the guilty-is that policy 
advisers trained in orthodox economics substitute the 
rationality of Max U and Minnie C for common sense. 
What seem s to elude them is that Max and Minnie 
are fictional. If only the world was m ore like them , 
they say, then i t would be a better place. Stretton, on 
the other hand, says fi rst you must describe the world 

you want to inhabit, then you must work 
ou t how to attain it. 

DOES STRETTON MEAN by ' ins titution al ' 
econ omics? H e describes it thus: ' its fo cus is on 
economic life and workable w ays of understanding 
it, rather than any one body of theory'. Despite the 
fact that I have som e misgivings abou t the len gth of 
the book, what most readily distinguish es Stretton 's 
approach from a convention al introductory text is 

typical ' firm ' are a 'black box' to economists. By 
contras t then, the household is an utter void. Stretton 
devo tes four ch apters t o the topic, covering the 
changing balan ce of m arket and non -market work 
between husband and wife since m edieval times, how 
housing is financed and the capital for it provided. 
There is a separate chapter on children, which focuses 
on the household division of labour and child care, 
and the consequences of our choices as children grow 
in to adulthood. There is also a chapter on people as 
pro ducers. Orthodox econ omi cs declares the 
consumer to be sovereign, but largely neglects our 
twin role as producer, except as the provider of the 
earnings to buy the goods w e produce. Work n eed not 
be a 'di su t ility'. It m ay be trite to say, but this is 
economics as if people m attered. 

Rela tedly, the non -m arket economy is given 
serious consideration . This gets a token nod in most 
tex tbooks, but then it is straight down to business, 
literally. Stretton succeeds in making it cen tral to the 
analysis. Here is but one example he discusses: Meals 
on Wheels, a fantastic illustration of the interdepend-

fom t erec ere e ot egoo . T E 
a so to erat sa air ount o di s~ 

passe own rom1~ ers o 1n1t1ate~ 
some ractures, so 1 . 

20 

what it includes-or, properly stated, what orthodox 
economics leav es out. H ere are fiv e areas where 
Stretton 's contribution is sufficiently novel and 
important en ough to warrant its u se in training 
economists. 

First, we get the by now familiar argument of the 
social sciences that values inform the choice of facts 
to be selected, ques tions to be inves tiga t ed and 
theories to be believed. Stretton devoted a whole book 
to this topic in Th e Political Sciences over 30 years 
ago, but age has not wearied its force. In m y economics 
degree, such arguments were saved for students in the 
Honours (fourth) year of study, as if by coming any 
earlier i t would cause too much befuddlement in our 
delica te minds. It almost goes without saying that this 
sec tion , the open in g seven ch apters, sh ould be 
prescribed reading for all first-year students. 

The second area is the household. It has long been 
rem arked that the internal workings of the pro to-
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en ce of households, government, market exchange and 
volunteer labour, which does a power of good to some 
old fo lks' well-being and only a fraction of that good 
is valued in GDP statistics. 

A fourth area is how public enterprises work. 
Most orthodox texts discuss 'firms' as if all goods and 
services emanate from priva tely own ed, for-profit 
enterprises. Aroun d on e in three Australian s in paid 
employm ent do n ot work for fi rms of this kind
they work in charities or hospitals or museums or 
the like. T he concept of effi ciency, wh ich can be 
elegantly shown for commercial en terprises to be the 
point w here the increm ental profit of an additional 
widget falls to zero, does not apply in non -commercial 
enterprises. The qu estion, Stretton says, needs to be 
rephrased as 'efficient a t wh at ?'. (This is a kernel 
which statis ticians have also been un able to crack : 
'output ' is m easured by the earnings of em ployees, 
which means that productivity growth is always zero. 



Try running that past a Department of Finance 
official the next time th ey seek an 'effici ency 
dividend'.) 

Finally, there is a serious examination, more than 
100 pages, on the distribution of wealth and income. 
This is a topic mostly neglected in standard introduc
tory texts, les t the parting of the veils of positivism 
be seen to expose too much fl esh, be too impolite. 
There is a chapter, for instance, on taxation which 
distinguish es between 'squalid' and 'respectable' tax 
policies. The former are those advocated with self
int eres t in mind- the government's campaign 
manager who wants to soak the rich and the poor, to 
buy off middle-income earners in marginal electorates
while the latter pay due regard to where the tax burden 

ultimately falls and the associa ted redistrib-

G 
utive effects. 

TVEN THE BOOK's gestation period, one might have 
thought that Stretton would have had the odd quiet 
moment to stray a bit outside economics and acquire 
som e knowledge of other areas, like graphic design . 

fox economic 

~nt ro w1t 1n 
~wever t e ta es 
;, is still, espite 

It is rare these days to find a new textbook without 
colour, but here it is. There are hardly any figures or 
charts. There are precious few numbers either: the 
first table is not sighted till Chapter 8, which is then 
followed by a 189-page gap till the second. 

What we get is words, oodles of them, in what 
looks like Times 10-point on two columns per Crown 
quarto page (250x 190mm). That comes out at roughly 
800 words a page, a total book length in excess of 
600,000 words. Surely any editor would ask if this 
were not a trifle indulgent. Elsewhere, Stretton has 
apologised for this: 'a m ore prac tical, historical, 
institutional text with less simplifying abs traction, 
less deductive theory, and more detailed trea tment 
of diverse industries and m arkets and n a ti on al 
economies, has to be longer' (m y emphasis). Ah, it 
was the unorthodoxy wot did it. 

Fortunately, there are saving graces in those 
words. We are once more trea ted to Stretton's plain-

speaking style, which some find beguiling, some 
exasperating; others, like me, hold both views in equal 
m easure. He is intemperate but passionate, rambling 
but never dull, imprecise but pedantic. There is 
repetition aplenty, but there is at leas t one gem per 
page, where the freshness of perspective causes you 
to pause ... and think . 

All lecturers would like to flatter themselves that 
they connect with their students, that knowledge and 
understanding was transmitted and the cogs began to 
turn. Stretton has a better chance of realising this than 
most. Most of the chapters end with a provocative 
exercise. Take the crowding-out thesis m entioned 
earlier, which Stretton says you can hear in any pub 
or Cabinet room across the country: 'The private 
sector is the productive sector. Governm ent spending 
simply diverts resources from productive investment.' 
If you disagree with that proposition, you are asked 
to distinguish your real reasons for doing so from the 
reasons you think might persuade someone who does 
hold this view to agree with you. This is deft stuff
cloaked in scientism it may be, but economics is 
ultimately about the art of persuasion. 

There are liberal dashes of gentle humour. A 
section on executive pay is followed by one on income 
earned from crime-'plunder', lawful or otherwise, 
being the link. E.H. Carr chose a suitably important 
historical moment to make his point that all facts are 
selected, that hundreds of thousands have crossed the 
Rubicon both before and after Caesar but it is he 
whom we note. Stretton makes the same point by 
asking us to consider Mr Gordon Sumner: according 
to one's tastes, an Englishm an in N ew York, an 
ex-school teacher, or an environmental activist with 
a taste for duff jumpers. 

Even a lapsed economist like m e takes umbrage 
at points. The references to other works are selective 
and often idiosyncratic. Take minimum wages as an 
example of the former. This is standard Economics I 
territory. If my babysitter will take $5 an hour for 
watching TV while my daughters sleep, and the 
Workers Advocate says, 'No, you must pay $10' then 
I stay at home and watch TV instead. Multiply that 
by whatever halfway plausible number you can find 
and several thousand young girls can no longer afford 
to buy the latest Sive CD, record shops will go broke 
.. . stop, stop, I'm beginning to sound like Bob Ellis. 
Stretton rightly draws attention to the work of Card 
and Kreuger, pioneers of the so-called 'new economics 
of the minimum wage' , who examine a series of 
'natural experiments' (whoa, scientism) where the 
minimum wage was raised in N ew Jersey but not in 
neighbouring Pennsylvania. Contrary to the predic
tions of the theory, employm ent went up by more in 
N ew Jersey, including in the places most affected by 
the change-fast-food outlets. But Stretton doesn't tell 
us about Card and Kreuger's critics, of whom there 
are plenty, nor of other studies which com e up with 
opposite conclusions. 
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New Highlights 
The Enterprise University 
Power; Governance and Reinvention in Australia 
SiMON M ARGINSON AND M ARK C ONSIDINE 

Th is is the first research-based 

study of the crisis in Australian 

universities since the Dawkins 

studies of 1988- 90. It draws 
on interviews w ith a number 

of vice-chancellors and senior 

university adm in istrators and 

the au thors propose novel 
policies and new direction s 

for Austra lia's higher 

ed uca tion system. 
October 2000 
052179448X PB $34.95 
0521791189 HB $99 .00 

Lionel Murphy 
A Political Biography 
JENNY H OCKING 

Jenny Hocking's political biography of barrister, 

politician and High Court judge Lionel Murphy created 
a se nsa tion when it was first published in 1997. Now 

ava ilable in paperback, this new version includes an 

epilogue in which Hocking reassesses Murphy's place in 

the recent political and legal landscape. Th e release of 
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He is too generous to his colleagues and friends, 
citing them frequentl y. References to these and other 
works are mostly outside economics. This is no bad 
thing of itself, but one gets the impression that, 
besides one or two areas where he h as a special 
interest, such as public finance, Stretton is not as up
to-date with developments in economics as he might 
be. One consequence of this is that he does not do 
enough to acknow ledge the able work of established 
orthodox 'insiders' who have a wider purview and who 
chivvy the profession to lift its game-Bob Solow or 
Deirdre McCloskey in the United States come to 

mind, or closer to home, Bob Gregory at the 

0 
ANU's Research School of Social Sciences. 

RTHODOX ECONOMI CS ha s lost its way. Like 
Ptolemy's wheels within wheels, every critique 
accepted as valid becomes a further augmentation to 
the model, to 'save the phenomenon' (to pirate Arthur 
Koestler's famous phrase). It is beginning to fragment 
into narrower specialisms as these intrusions come 
closer to the core. What if, as experiments in game 
theory show, people are motivat ed as much by 
altruism as self-interest? (People trained in economics 
are one of the exceptions to this finding- they are the 
outliers of the human panoply.) As the process of 
fragmentation con tinues, the orthodoxy will unravel, 
and so too with it the need for an introductory 
economics textbook. Stretton's project, first conceived 
when orthodoxy's star was in the ascendant, may 
already have passed its use-by date. 

To judge this, an orthodox economist would say, 
the book must meet the market test. If it is any good, 
it will become prescribed reading and sell. In fact, the 
prediction is not at all obvious: Max would enjoy it, 
Minnie would find it too much hard work. More 
broadly though, if we turn the mirror and reflect the 
gaze of the market test, it is the economics profession 
which is itself found wanting. Dwindling numbers now 
do 'pure' economics degrees, more and more opt for 
degrees in commerce and business studies instead. Just 
as there is no single economic theory which fits the 
facts, there is now no single book which fits the student. 

For all that, Stretton's book is long overdue . It is 
written with wisdom, grace, humour, compassion and 
a due regard for eco nomics to be applied with 
prudence. As career preparation for a policy adviser 
or government minister, a union official or an industry 
lobbyist- indeed, anywhere where the cut and thrust 
of economics is played out-it could hardly be 
bettered. My instinct, and hope, is that there are 
sufficient 'heroic' economists in university depart
ments who will stipulate a chapter here, a section 
there, and a money-well-spent recommendation to 
their students . • 

Mark Cully is a Senior Research Fellow at the 
National Institute of Labour Studies, Flinders 
University of South Australia. 



I T WAS MOUNO THe Mmmc of the cloy when we hmd the news 
they were coming. We left what we were doing and quietly 
walked to a large open area in the community . There we sat 
down and waited. 

A few weeks previously, a number of our young people 
had gone east to a neighbouring Aboriginal community for a 
sporting weekend. After the weekend some of them had visited 
relations in another community. There had been a car roll-over 
on one of the dirt roads and a young girl, one year old, had di ed. 
The parents were now bringing her home. 

We knew they would come home eventually. There had 
been an autopsy. Then there were ceremonies to perform back 
in the community near where the accident had occurred. Now 
was the time for a 'sorry meeting' with the grandparents and 
other relations of the family. The funeral could not occur until 
this had happen ed. 

According to the age-old custom, we ga thered as one and 
prepared to m eet the returning party by putting white ochre on 
our foreheads. Some of the m en put it on their chests and some 
of the women on their breas ts. We sat and waited, talking 
quietly, men and women in separate groups. 

Finally they came. The convoy of vehicles entered th e 
community slowly and deliberately. They stopped a few 
hundred metres from us. There the group disembarked after 
their trip of several hundred kilometres. They too put ochre 
on, and divided into m en and women groups. The ceremony 
began with the usual m ovements of formal recognition . Senior 
m en, armed with boomerangs and shields, approached on e 
another then moved back. Some m en and women, tilitia or 
kinship brothers or sisters of the deceased, came forward to 
lead the ceremony. Then the groups cam e together. As one group 
of m en m et another, so did the women. People would com e in 
their various kinship groups and according to their relation
ship to the deceased young girl and her family. There was much 
wailing, hugging and crying and occasionally som eone would 
cut themselves on the head with a rock and then be gently 
restrained. Forwards and backwards the people m oved, certain 
people directing and guiding the various groups. Tears were shed 
as the community wailed its loss. 

The ceremony took about an hour . After it had finished, 
the main relations of the yo ung girl gath ered and sa t and talked 
about her funeral. 

It was important that the 'sorry ceremony' happened first . 
The community needed time to express sorrow for its loss. It 
also needed time to show the extended family that it shared in 
their sorrow. There was no talk of blame about who caused her 

Sorry 

dea th and who should be punished-this might happen at 
another time. This was 'sorry time'. This was a ceremony to 
show grief and share sorrow with the family and relations, 
especially the young father and mother of the child. 

I remember this day for two reasons. I was the only 
non-Aboriginal person present and I felt keenly th e absence 
of other staff from th e community on that day . It also 

show ed m e so s t arkly th e importance and 
value of these ceremonies. 

M ORE RECENTLY, I was at Corroboree 2000 in Sydney with 
a group of young adults from this sam e desert community. On 
the eve of the m eeting at the Opera House I asked them about 
th e word 'sorry' and whether they thought the Prime Minister 
should say 'sorry'. One of them answered: 'He should say orry 
to show he cares about Aboriginal people.' For her it was as 
simple as that. 

'Sorry time', 'sorry business', 'sorry ceremonies'-all those 
English words u sed to describe elaborate and traditional rituals 
convey simple and strong realities. They are about sharing sad 
and tragic times with others to show we care for them but also 
to allow ourselves to express our own feelings. It is more than 
using words or telling people we are sorry for them. It is in the 
showing and sharing with them our feelings that the h ealing 
for all begins. 

I am not sure what the community or family felt abou t the 
absence of other staff that day. Perhaps they have got used to 
feeling that some white people do n ot care, or, if they do care, 
they do not know how to sh ow it. 

Surely this is the dilemma in any 'sorry ' business. We each 
have learnt ways of showing we care for others in their grief, 
but we are often being invited to learn new ways. And, perhaps 
as we get older, there is a gift in learning new and richer ways 
of sharing our own fee lings and sadness with oth ers. Different 
communities, different tragedies, different families. But loss, 
pain and sadness are similar and common to us all. 

If we do not learn the ways of showing we are 'sorry ', we 
run the risk of giving the impression that we don't care, even if 
we do . More seriously, if we don't learn how to show we are 
'sorry', we might begin to wonder if we care at all. That would 
be the greatest tragedy of all, if we were to lose the gift which 
'sorry business' offers. • 

Brian McCoy SJ has lived with indigenous people in the north 
of Australia for 21 years and in the Western Desert country for 
the past seven. He is currently studying indigenous health issues. 
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TRAVEL 

R oBIN G ERSTER 

Changing identities 
Is democracy a natural medium for Taiwan? 

'Yu'cc "" TNwAN.' I w.s being 
advised by the huge tattooed Australian 
who h ad sauntered into Economy from 
Business Class shortly before the Ca thay 
Pacific jet began penetrating the toxic 
skies enshrouding Taipei. We were 
coming in from Osaka, where the 
Australian-who introduced himself as 
'Butch'- had been doing a spot of work 
for his employers, some sort of debt 
collectors agency. Brave fellow, taking on 
the hard noses of yakuza-infes ted Osaka. 
One of the last of the knucklem en, Butch 
apparently earned his living by putting 
the frighteners on people-one Australian 
approach to regional relations. He was 
not a man to be argued with. 

But it is a very old-fashioned notion, 
this 'liking' a country. We live in the age 
of the jaded, jaundiced traveller, w hen 
it is m ore common to lam ent than 
celebrate the act of catapulting oneself 
into fore ign places. We're all bloo dy 
tou ris ts, however we try to dissociate 
ourselves from that despised breed; all 
' just visitors in other people's countries', 
as a charac ter remarks in one of Inez 
Baranay's Bali fictions . Perversely relishing 
these gloomy notions, I had rem embered 
to pack Keath Fraser's anthology, Worst 
fourn eys, full of emergency plane land
ings in France and hellish drives through 
the Australian outback . I was able to 
justify this indulgence because the reason 
fo r this visit to Taiwan was an academic 
conference on travel writing in the 
southern city of Kaohsiung. (Another 
reason to reflect on the good sense of 
staying at home was the fact that I was 
travelling with an ebullient two-year-old 
son.) Travel writing has been picked over, 
probed and decons tructed to reveal a 
host of incriminating compulsions and 
'discursive hegemonies'. One can't go 
anywhere these days without feeling 
uneasy or downright guilty. 

Robin Gerster argues that it is . 

My own anxiety was compounded by 
that most tenacious of Australian terrors, 
fear of getting caught up in an Asian 
conflict . Ch en Shui-bian's elec tion as 
President of Taiwa n h ad reignited 
tensions with the m ainland and ' the 
cross-s trait thing' was a burning issue 
once again. 'Make sure you avoid those 
Chinese missi les,' Butch said with a 
snigger as he m oved through the curtain 
back into Business to belt up for the 
descent. (He was en route to Hong Kong.) 

The plane landed safe ly. Before 
climbing on to the bus for the long, hot 
trip into Taipei, I picked up a local paper. 
One of the lea d stories concern ed the 
'optimistic' forecast of a T aiwan ese 
Foreign Affairs official, in an ar ticle 
enti tled 'Conflict Unlikely for at Least a 

Year'. I made mental preparation 
/A for m y own 'worst journey'. 

~PROVINCE OF China or an independ
ent nation- Taiwan is an island in search 
of its identity.' Thus Lonely Planet begins 
its Taiwan edition, revealing at once how 
the country is rarely taken a t face value, 
as a country to be enj oyed or indeed 
disliked. Who, after all, goes there except 
on business? The issu e of identity crops 
up again and again in writing about the 
renegade is land. 'What is Formosa? ' 
W.G. Goddard asks in his standard study, 
published in 1966, when in the West the 
au tocra tic Chiang Kai-sh ek was held up 
as a paragon of anti-Communist virtue. 
It is a qu es tion that m any Taiwanese 
th emselves seem unable to answer. 
Several of the local academics to whom 
I spoke at the conference expressed their 
own confusion on the 'w ho are we?' 
matter, one or two of them giving vent 
to a sense of frustration at it never being 
properly resolved. 'Don' t worry, we 're in 
a similar posi tion in Australia,' I told 
them , blithely ign oring the fact that 
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Australia doesn't have an acquisitive China 
eyeing it off fro m a matter of miles away. 

Taiwan h as lon g suffered to hav e 
oth ers granted the powers of its own 
representation . The mo st famous 
'Taiwanese' in English literature, a man 
whose History of Form osa caused a stir 
in British Orientalist circles when it was 
published and widely translated around 
1700, was George Psalmanazar, act ually 
a Eu ropean who pretended to be 
Formosan and w h o n e ver ventured 
anywhere 'East ' at a ll. 

The Taiwanese are much more 
assertive these days . The aboriginality of 
a large number of the population (nearly 
two per cent of som e 22 million) is being 
emphasised, becoming fashionable in 
elements of the coun try's vigorous 
popular culture. But the boast of a unique 
identity for today's Taiwan is m ore a 
matter of ideology than ethnicity. Since 
Chen 's election, many Taiwanese have 
gloried in its new image-polished and 
promoted by the American media as a 
model of Asian democracy, as a valorous 
an ti-China ('BRAVE NEW TAIWAN', 
scream ed the post-election Newsweek). 

Democracy seem s a natural m edium 
for Taiwan. It struck me as a convivial, 
participatory kind of place. At the 
Martyrs' Shrine in northern Taipei, 
which commemorates those who gave 
their lives for the Republic, they even 
allow tourists to march in company with 
the changing of the guard. It wouldn't 
happen at Buckingham Palace. I was able 
to avoid thi s tempta t ion, al tho ugh 
everywhere we travelled the salu tations 
were warm and seemingly genuine. This 
is a country that desires friends, not 
merely client . Travelling in company with 
a two-year-old helped . The enthusiasm 
with which the Taiwanese regard their 
own children transla ted easily to the 
foreign family. D oors were opened, 



problem s were solved and advice gladly 
given, along with food, umbrellas and 
other useful appurtenances . A small child 
in Taiwan- nature's Amex card . 

Ye t the essential Chinesen ess of 
Taiwan is inescapable, especially in its 
capital city. Paul Theroux has noted the 
'nightmarish ' qualities of Chinese cities, 
qualities that h ectic, grim y T aip ei
a dystopia in grey concrete and bitumen
has in abundance. There is a superb n ew 
subway sys t em th a t goes la rgely 
unused . M eanwhile, the s t ree t s (and 
pavem ents) reverberate with the scream 
of motor scooters beyond number. Those 
pedes trians with the tem erity to ge t in 
their way by darting across the road risk 
the abuse of outraged traffic attendants. 
If the m otorcyclists don ' t ge t you, the 
poison ous atmosphere will. My ho tel 
provided m e with a pamphlet delineating 
a m ap of the v icinity fo r joggers
a suicidal project if ever there was one. 

T aiwan m ay be 'w ealthy' in basic 
econ omic terms, but the living environ 
m ent for the average person isn ' t good. 
Conditions in its overcrowded cities are 
much m ore salubriou s than their 
counterparts in China, but that is not 
saying much . The term s 'Asian tiger ' 
and 'Asian dragon ' are tropes glibly 
employed by finance journalists who 
ra rely venture outside the extra
territorial bubble of the boardroom 
or the international hotel, and who 
m easure life in graphs and spreadsheets. 
As in Japan, the natural beauty of much 
of Taiwan 's landscape has been ruined by 
the m ania for construction, especially 
down the densely populated w es t coast . 
The fi ve-hour train journey fro m Taipei 
to Kaohsiung reminded m e of the 
depressing trip from Tokyo to Kyo to. 
Faraway in the distance were tantalising 
signs of the voluptuous landscape that 
apparently awaits those fortunate visitors 
able to escape the cities. The Taiwanese 
will tell you their country is still 'La Ihla 
Formosa', ' the beautiful island', as first 
appreciated by Portuguese sailors. I will 
have to take their word for it . 

For the visitor, who doesn ' t have to 
live there, Taipei is not without enchant
ment. There is a vivid street life, especially 
in the night markets loca ted around the 
city. I n aturally gravitated t o th e 
n o toriou s, if touris ty, ' Snake Alley', 
loca ted in Wanhua, the oldes t surviving 
part of th e city. H ere, just around the 

Chinesen ess of Taiwan- as w ell as i ts 
ambigu ou s rela tionship to the m ain
land- is the Nation al Palace Museum, 
located in the steep green hills of Taipei's 
well-to-do northern suburbs. Here lie the 
arti stic rich es of China 's history, the 
treasures of Imperial Beijing protec ted 
first from the rampaging Japanese in the 
1930s, and la ter from the Communists
a collection so vast that much of it at any 
one tim e is secre ted away in vaults 
tunnelled into the surrounding slopes. 
The National Palace Museum makes all 
but the very greates t museums look like 
K-Marts. It induced in this visitor a severe 
case of th e Stendhal Syndrom e-an 
urgent need to flee the galleries and catch 
som e fresh air. Admittedly, this state was 
exacerbated by overh earing on e of m y 
countryw om en opining that a gorgeous 
piece of embroidery 'would make a nice 
beach bag for Beryl'. 

In their museum and their outstand
ing language schools (to which foreign 

students of Mandarin flock ), and in their 
m ainten an ce of tradition al art s fro m 
calligraphy to kung fu, the Taiwanese see 
their country as a living repository of 
Chinese culture. Yet they also suffer their 
own kind of cultural cringe, a sense of 
being second-h and and h en ce second
ra t e. To an Au stralian , this can take 
familiar fonns. After the conference dim1er 
at Kaohsiung, a group of us determined to 
ex tend the evening' s pleasantries by 
exploring the vaunted nightlife of this 
sultry tropical city. This turned out to 
be a collection of dodgy bars with nam es 
like 'Ooh La La' and 'Bottom s Up ' . In the 
latter, a local scholar muttered to m e that 
the ubiquitous n ational brew, 'Taiwan 
Beer', was dish wat er com pared with 

Tsingtao, the great beer from the 

S 
m ainland . 

TOPPING OVER IN Hong Kong On the 
way back to Australia, I had time to 
refl ec t on the tenuousness of Taiwan . 
Loud voices in the local legislature had 
condemned Taiwan's pro-independence 
push and it was clear that Hong Kong was 

having trouble balancing its sympathy for 
its sister island with its own incorpora
tion into the M otherland . The Vice
President of Taiwan, Annette Lu, h as 
used the 'M onkey King' an alogy to 
illu s tra t e h er country ' s plight- the 
'Monkey King' being the fabulous figure 
of Chinese legend who, despite i ts ability 
to perform marvellous feats, is ultimately 
unable to escape the control of its master. 
Hong Kong had tried and fa iled. 

In the 'D evil 's Advocate', one of the 
places in the Wan ch ai dis trict which 
ca ter to Old Asia Hands w ith 'Happy 
H ours ' tha t seem to go on all day, 
I n oticed a familiar, immen se figure 
standing at the bar. Butch recogn ised m e 
too. 'H owd'yago in T aiwan ?' I had to 
admit i t hadn ' t been su ch a bad trip . 
'Yeah, liked it,' I said, and unhesitatingly 
ordered a Tsingtao. • 

Robin Gerster t eaches a t M on ash 
University. 
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THE NATJON 

MoiRA R AYNER 

UN-doing 

I NTCRNATIONAC CAW became '<eal ' the 
moment that Chilean despot Pinochet 
understood that he could not rely on his 
own pardon for his crimes against 
humanity, even if h e committed and 
forgave them while he was 'king '. 
Civilised nations have standards and 
people have human rights and there is an 
international rule of law to protect both. 

International human rights treaties 
can ' t be enforced unless countries pass 
laws to implement them. Some do. The 
Council of Europe demands domestic 
recognition of its human rights Conven
tions as a condition of m embership . The 
European Convention on Human Rights 
becomes part of British law on 2 October. 
Australia has minimally implemented 
UN human rights obligation in sex, race 
and disability discrimination laws. 

The UN has six treaty bodies that 
evaluate government self-reports on their 
compliance with treaties dealing with 
civil and political rights; economic, social 
and cultural rights; race discrimination; 
discrimination against women; torture; 
and the rights of the child. Individuals 
ca nnot approach these committees 
unless there is a protocol attached to the 
particular treaty, which their country has 
signed, and after they have exhausted all 
dom estic rem edies. Then they can ask for 
a declara tion tha t their nation is in 
breach . There was no such protocol for 
the Convention on the Elimination of All 
Forms of Discrimination Against Women 
(C EDAW ) until 1999. There are (and 
Australia has adopted them) protocols to 
the race discrimination convention and 
the covenant on civil and political rights 
(ICCPR). Seven years ago, two Tasmanian 
gay men successfully sought a declaration 
that a law criminalising their consensual 
homosexu al act ivities at home was a 
breach of the ICCPR. The Common
wealth then used its constitutional power 
to override the offending provisions. 

That was a different age. 
On 28 August, the Howard Govern

ment announced it was withdrawing 
from co-operation with the UN commit
tees; that no UN human rights inves
tigators would be permitted to enter the 
country, and that we would also not sign 
the optional protocol to CEDA W. On 
that day , Saudi Arabia signed the 
CEDA W protocol, as has Indonesia 
(despite Timor) and, a few days later, 90 
other countries . 

The announcement came three days 
before an expected damning report on 
indigenous h ealth and migrants . The 
government had already smarted under 
UN committee criticism of its treatm ent 
of Aborigines, native title, asylum 
seekers and mandatory sentencing. The 
latter triggered a sour review of Australia's 
participation in the UN committee 
system in March. In August, Attorney
General Daryl Williams' hasty and 
flawed amendments to the Sex Discrim
ination A ct 1984 were (domestically) 
condemned as a breach of our treaty 
obligations (the SDA was enacted to 
implement CEDAW) . 

At th e pres s conference, Daryl 
Williams, Alexander Downer and Philip 
Ruddock performed. Foreign Minister 
Downer suggested women would not 
miss an optional protocol they never had, 
and sang the virtues of the Common Law. 
Ruddock, Minister for Immigration and 
Multicultural Affairs, unfortunately then 
described a full Federal Court decision on 
a refugee determination as made by 
'people who have no responsibility in 
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relation to these matters in one-off cases' . 
Williams, straight-faced, said Australia 

was withdrawing from UN com
~ mittees, to strengthen them. 

l.HESE ARE THE government 's six 'good 
reasons' for the announcem ent . You 
judge. 

The first is democracy. 'Treaty com 
mittees are unelected, unrepresentative 
bodies.' They are nominated and elected 
by governm ents, including Australia. 

The second is a whinge. 'Australia has 
been unfairly singled out for criticism.' 
UN committee criticisms of other 
countries just don ' t ge t reported in 
Australia. The only reason UN commit
tees considered three Australian reports 
this year is because our reports were late. 

The third is bias. 'Serious abuses by 
other countries are ignored.' This isn ' t 
true. UN committees have investigated 
East Timor atroci ties, outrages in Bosnia, 
Rwandan genocide and torture in China. 

The fourth is de minimis: 'Criticisms 
of Aus tralia are trivial .' Williams 
claimed that thanks to ' well-resourced 
NGOs in democratically elected cow1tries, 
the focus seems to be on minor, marginal 
issues in those countries, and not on 
major human rights breaches in countries 
that don ' t have democratically elected 
governments .' Asked to define which of 
Australia's human rights deficiencies he 
considered ' minor' he said: 'Well, if you 
are comparing it with arbit rary arres t, 
detention and execution, and having your 
arms chopped off for belonging to the 
wrong political party, then almost every 
issue in Australia seems to pale into 
insignificance. ' So stolen gen erations, 
dispossession, deaths in custody and 
asylum seekers aren't serious ? 

The fifth was chauvinism. 'They are 
intnzding into om domestic affairs.' 
Williams argued in favour of ' the primary 
role of democratically elec ted govern-



ments'. In Hanson-speak this is, 'telling 
foreigners to stop telling us what to do'. 

As Geoffrey Robertson pointed out in 
Crimes Against Humanity, the whole 
history of human rights is about the 
stmggle of principle against 'sovereignty' . 
Pinochet / Saddam Hussein / Sloboclan 
Milosevic/SLORC/Pol Pot/Taliban will 
always demand that we not intervene in 
the internal affairs of nation states. 

Anyway, all these committees do is 
assess whether treaty obligations are met, 
and make non-binding recommendations. 
The fulfilment of these obligations is a 
legitimate international concern. 

The last was a lie. 'NGOs have been 
given a favo ured position.' Williams 
claimed that because of staff shortages, 
the UN committees 'tend to deal with 
the highly contentious issues on which 
they receive representations from active 
NGOs. We don't see the principal role of 
the United Nations treaty body commit
tee system to pick up the domestic agendas 
of NGOs and mn with them at the inter
national level. ' lraCb China and the former 
Soviet Union have also been keen that 
NGOs not challenge the official version. 

In fact, the committees can only act 
on the written government report and 
their answers to oral questions. NGOs 
can only brief on ques tions to be put to 
government representatives. They have 
no right to speak or take part in those 
formal proceedings. 

Beryl Beaurepaire, femme formidable 
of the Liberal Party, came out swinging 
against the failure to ratify the CEDA W 
protocol. HREOC President, Professor 
Alice Tay, and Sex Discrimination Com
missioner, Susan Halliday, w ere not 
consulted and condemned the SDA 
amendments, the government's failure to 
consult its own human rights watchdog, 
and the Cabinet decision. If, as Williams 
claims, our human rights protection is so 
good, why has it been sidelined, and the 
courts excluded? 

A country which does not protect its 
own citizens' rights is unlikely to respect 
the 'sovereignty' or rights of others. How 
bitter that, in the mill ennium year, 
Australia and Burma agree that when it 
comes to their citizens' human rights they 
are the best and only judge, and the rest of 
the world can mind its own business. • 

Moira Rayner is Director, Office of the Chil
dren's Rights Commissioner for London . 

BUSH~ 

< 
~ 
~ None so blind • • • 

R EGULAR READERS OF THIS COLUMN m ay have the impression that I wallow in 
tragedy. Not so. Courts are not fun-houses, but they have their lighter m oments. 

A doctor was being sued in a m edical n egligence case. He was representing 
himself against a very experienced QC. Both were small, fiery m en. Annoyed 
by the asperity of the QC's cross-examination, the doctor began to reply in 
kind. The judge was about to check him when the QC asked, 'And what charm 
school did you go to, doctor? ' The doctor was quick: 'The one you dropped out 
of, MrH ... ' 

Late one afternoon, I was sitting in court hearing bail applications. Prisoners 
came and went. In the lull between applicants I let m y gaze fix on the dock and 
daydreamed. I was still staring at the dock when my reverie was shattered by the 
prisoner calling out, 'And what are you lookin' at, Finocchio?' You had to laugh . 

As a law student, I came across a life of English barrister, F.E. Smith (later 
Lord Birkenhead) . He is still hated by some in Ireland for the manner in which, 
as Attorney-General, h e prosecuted Sir Roger Casement for treason. (Casem ent 
had attempted to mn German guns into Ireland in support of the 1916 Uprising.) 
He was an unpleasant man, but fast on his feet. 

On one occasion, a judge told Smith that he had read the papers in theca e 
and was no wiser than when he had started. 'Possibly not, m y Lord, but far 
better informed,' Smith retorted. On another occasion he appeared in a personal 
injury case for the defendant tram company. The plaintiff was a boy who alleged 
he had been injured because of the company's negligence. At one point the 
judge suggested that the boy be placed on a chair so that the jury could see him. 

Smith: Perhaps Your Honour would like to have him passed around the jury box? 
Judge: That is a m ost improper suggestion. 
Smith : It was provoked by a most improper suggestion . 
Judge: Mr Smith, have you ever heard of a saying by Bacon- the great Bacon

that youth and discretion are ill-wed companions? 
Smith: Has Your Honour ever heard of the saying by Bacon- the great Bacon

that a much talking judge is like an ill-tuned cymba[/ 
Judge: You are extremely offensive, young man. 
Smith : As a matter of fac t we both are. The only difference between us is that 

I am trying to be and you can' t help it. 
To lighten up the lunchtimes at court, I som etimes read an American email 

newsletter on 'Weird Law', from the Findlaw website. Here is one find: in Egypt, 
a lawyer sued President Clinton for libel. He said his last name, Babby, sounded 
so much like Clinton's dog, 'Buddy', that h e'd become the butt of jokes. He 
wanted five million dollars in compensation . The court threw out the suit, 
holding that the alleged infringement of Babby's rights took place outside the 
country and was therefore beyond the court's jurisdiction . 

Finally, my lucky door prize goes to the deaf man who, when being 
questioned in court one day, said he couldn't hear anything much. He asked for 
his glasses to be passed to him. 'How will they help you hearl' asked the cross
examining barrister. 'They won' t- but I'll be able to see who it is I can' t hear-' • 

Seamus O'Shaughnessy is a country magistrate. 
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f OREIGN C ORRESPONDENCE 

ANTHONY H AM 

We, the people 
'Governments ... sit in delusional sp lendour, the only ones bel iev ing their own 

propaganda, certain that they represent the will of the people from whom they are as 
separate as they are from reality. They have not wa lked the streets I have.' 

IN THe ROGue STAT>S of J,!,m, all ;, not oppo'i tion, tmtmed <eal and pmei ved On the '"dace, what "em' to be 
as it appears. opponents, left indelible scars upon required is a fundam ental di stinction 

Iran, Sudan and Syria are among those ordi n ary people with names like between governm ents and the people 
who remain firmly entrenched on the list Mohammed, Maryam and Ali . At the over whom they rule. 
of states supporting or sponsoring sa m e time though, as a s tud ent of Nowhere is thi s distinction more 
terrorism. Despite a process of creeping Middle Eastern politics, I understand evident than in another rogue sta te, Iraq. 
libcralisation under way in each country, the call by analysts such as Edward Said The Iraqi people are punished terribly for 
th eir reputations for militant anti - to denounce the misrepresentation of even minor indiscretion by w hat is 
Western sentiment at a government level Islam and Muslims. arguably the m ost repressive s tate 
are well -earned. apparatus in the world. But the 

Since the Islamic Revolu- international comm unity, in an 
tion in Iran in 1978-79, Iran has attempt to punish the Ba'ath 
provided a focal pointfor West- Party regime, has ended up 
ern fears of an aggrieved Islam. punishing the sam e Iraqi people. 
It has offered compelling-if In the m eantime, the elite build 
decontextualised-evidencc for palaces. 
such fears: the sponsoring of In Iran, Sudan and Syria, you 
armed opposition movements are confronted daily with 
aim ed at exporting revolution- evi den ce of this el i vide. In all 
ary Islam; the fatwa agains t three countries, official mouth-
Salman Rushdie; the oft-h eard pieces expound successes: the 
refrain of 'Marg Bar Amrika' revolution (Ira n ); the struggle 
(Death to America). against the en emies of Islam 

In Sudan, the imposi tion of (Iran and Sudan); or stead-
the strictest dictates of sha ria fastness against the Zionist 
law and unflinching support enemies of the Arab nation 
for the Iraqi Government of (Syria) . Ordinary ci tizens strain 
Presiden t Saddam Hussein under the repressive states in 
have earned it the hostility of charge of such ' successes'-
the West and moderate Islamic supposedly won in their names. 
states alike. Syria has thus far The same govemments proclaim 
been unwilling to make any Islam to be a religion of jihad or 
public concessions in the name perpetual holy war. Meanwhile 
of peace with Israel, taking anything-but-ordinary citizens 
pride in its isolation as a badge demon strate Is lam to be a 
of honourable righ teousness. religion of religious tolerance 

I have spent significant and hospitality to strangers. 
periods in each of these 'rogu e Much of the encounter with 
states' in the past two years. this street-level society of rogue 
As a former refu gee lawyer states is intensely rewarding. 
who has represented asy lum It is also moving and depress-
seekers fro m each of these ing. For brief moments, i t is 
countries, I can understand- possible to w1derstand impotence 
and som e tim es share-th e in the face of state power and the 
h os tility towards these states. almost incomprehensible disen-
They h ave s il enced a ll franchisement this entails. 
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The litanies of sad stories and hapless 
entrea ty are as frequent as the offers of a 
m eal or a bed for the night . While I write, 
a hotel worker in th e southern Iranian 
port city of Bandar-e Abbas has knocked 
hesitantly on m y door and asked how he 
can get a visa for Australia. It clearly hurts 
his sense of dignity to be asking, but his 
desperation is patent: 'Iran is my prison .' 

In tea houses and public parks, from 
the banks of the River Nile to Emam 
Khom eini Square in Isfahan, individual 
Sudanese, Syrians and Iranians whisper 
their silent protes ts . Their increasingly 
bold statem ents are a release valve for 
fru trations they dare not yet ac t upon . 
Som e speak as if gripped with a nos talgia 
for a life they have never known and 
probably never will know. Others seem 
wearied by terrible know ledge . Som e 
stoic souls refuse to admit defea t, carry
ing their documented requests for a new 
life around in old plas tic bags, attaching 
them selves to Westerners as to a flim sy 
tali sm an of belonging. They w ant 
solu tions yet simultaneously they want 
to hide from them selves the certainty 
that their lives are a tapes try of loose 
ends. Old wom en sit on street corners 
waiting to die. 

In the m eantime, governments, the 
self-appointed guardians against freedom, 
sit in delusional splendour, the only ones 
believing their own propaganda, certain 
that they represent the will of the people 
from whom they are as separate as they 
are from reality. They have not walked 
the streets I have. 

Articulating this separation between 
governments and their people may a sist 
in an alysis of a region we know only 
through m edia soundbites. It m ay even 
fo s ter a deeper level of local under
standing. But when the social contract 
between individuals and their states is 
damaged on such a scale, the implications 
are global, and manifested most obviously 
in significant mov em ent s of asylum 
seekers. Clearly, dem ocracy does n o t 
exis t in an y fo rmal sen se in these 
countries, with the limited exception of 
Iran . In a country like Australia, it is 
difficult to unders tand how an over
whelming maj ority of a country's 
inhabitants can be kept under the control 
of an elite few so clearly acting contrary 
to the will of the people. 

The first pillar of oppression is oft en 
the m anipulation of icons. In Iran, the 

definition of orthodox Shi 'a Islam has 
b een under th e s tri c t interpre ta tive 
control of conservative clerics convinced 
of their divine right to rule. So powerful 
and so certain have they been of their 
own infallibility that alternative, liberal 
interpre ta ti ons have been deem ed 
blasphemy. Their governing ra tionale is 
simple: our edicts com e from Go d; 
oppo e us and you oppose God. 

Allied to this highly effective strait
jac k et of control i s the uniting of a 
country behind a government fighting a 
common enemy. Western states have not 
them selves been averse to such patriotic 
urging, as eviden ced in the United States 
during the Cold War or Gulf War. In 
Syria, the ques tionable legitimacy of the 
authoritarian President Hafez al-Assad 
was founded on the bedrock of historical 
confli c t with Israel and the n eed to 
remain strong and united in a decades
long battle of wills. President Assad's 
regime thrived on the assertion that unity 
was essential to national strength. That 
the majority of the population m ay not 
share any actual h ostility towards the 
'en em y' i s immate rial. Nationalis t 
demands for unity are often as 'sacred' as 
adherence to offi cially defined religious 
orthodoxy. Both are based on the 
cultiva ted purity of the elite and demand 
ab olute loyalty. Opposition is treason, 
tantamount to supporting the enem y. 
Thus do the people endure, les t they 
them selves become the enemy. 

In Sudan, a country consumed by a 
war against its own people, the govern
ment routinely imprisons and tortures 
perceived opponents without trial as a 
warning against dissent. In that sense, 

they are worthy allies of the Iraqi 

A 
Government. 

CAINST THE BACKDROP of this Oppres
sion, however, you can trace an informal 
dem ocratic process at work . Ordinary 
Sudan ese, Iranian s and Syrian s find 
m eaning in the triumphs of survival, in 
petty daily subversions masked by public 
loyalty. Governments are too blinded by 
their own rhetoric to read the clenched
teeth smiles of ubservience. Individuals 
take refuge, and often grea t delight, in the 
community of solidarity which operates 
in the n egative space of governm ent 
control. 

These communiti es hav e oft en 
reinterpreted the nature of an 'Islam of 

the people'. From their Friday pulpits, 
ageing mullahs pronounce Islam to be a 
religion of asceticism, vigilance against 
enemies and anger against the world . The 
shad ow societies of Islam yea rn for 
m oderation and engagem ent with the 
world, and practise the Quranic imperative 
of hospitality to the trangers in th eir 
midst. 

On the day of my first arrival in the 
Middle Eas t, I was overwhelmed on the 
streets of the Syrian capital with cries of 
'Welcom e t o D am asc u !' M y fi rs t 
evening was spent sharing a m eal with 
the al-Ghiyab family fo r whom Islam was 
a community in which all were welcom e. 

Theirs is not a dem ocracy of the ballot 
box, but of the people. On on e of the 
occasions I was in Syria, Richard Butler 
was reviled throughout the Islamic world 
as the public face of an internation al 
effort to punish the Iraqi people. When
ever I told people, initially with som e 
nervousness, that I was an Australian, the 
first response was, 'Ah, Richard Butler', 
rapidly followed by, 'You are welcome in 
m y country.' When I asked Tariq, a Syrian 
fri end, about this response, h is answer 
was simple: ' It 's all right . We Syrians 
know better than anyone that you are not 
the same as your government. ' 

The dem ocracy of the rogu e states' 
communities of solidari ty m ay not be 
fo rmalised in elec toral processes. But 
they do lack the insularity of our own, 
and they can chas ten us with their hard
won lesson that it is 'undemocratic' to 
stereotype peoples on the basis of their 
governments or the actions of a militant 
few. 

When communis t regim es across 
Eas tern Europe began to collapse under 
the weight of people pow er, Germ an 
dem ocracy ac tivis t s coined an all
en compassing slogan which becam e a 
simple anthem of freedom : 'We are the 
people' . 

In the Islamic World, that cry is still 
a whisper. But it is unmistakable, defiant 
and strong. On my own tentative pilgrim
age through Islam 's rogu e sta tes, I've 
reached one conclusion : we will not build 
a n ew relationship with the people of 
Islam until our response mirrors that 
other German rallying cry, 'We are one 
people.' • 

Anthony Ham writes on the politics and 
culture of the Middle Eas t . 
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BooKs: l 

P ETER PIERCE 

'This Sodom of misery 
and epitome of vice' 

Painters have rendered it heroic. Writers have branded it gothic. And history has called it hell. 
Tasmanian Peter Pierce takes issue with some recent-and not so recent-impositions on the Island. 

English PasscngNs, Matthew Kneale, Hamish Ha milton, 2000. JSIIN 0 24 1 14068 4, RRP $35 
Wainewright the Poisoner, Andrew Motion, Faber and Fa ber, 2000. J ~ llN 0 571 1940 1 X, RRI' $4S 

I N ~ >eC,NT, p<ei,J Au'~ 
tralian issue of Granta, Peter 
Conrad writes of 'The N ew N ew 
World', that is, of this country as 
the place of allure and promise 
that England had once been for 
Australians like him. 

For Conrad, this is anoth er 
stage in the (always partial and 
temporary) return of the native. 
Execrated by many in Tasmania 
after the publication of his 
Romantic au tobiography, Down 
Home ( 1988), Conrad would later 
receive an honorary doctorate 
from his old university. In July 
he was in Hobart to give the keynote address 
at the annual conference of the Association 
for the Study of Australian Literature. While 
the Granta essay was primarily autobio
graphical, it also asserted a wider interest, 
among some British authors, in revisiting 
and in some ways reclaiming the Australian 
part of the old, lost empire. This year two of 
them went to Tasmania, on literary mi s
sions at once revisionist and reversionary. 

Matthew Kneale's English Passengers 
tells of how the Reverend Geoffrey Wilson, 
agitated by the challenges of science to his 
Chris tian faith, forms the belief that som e
where near the heart of the prison island of 
Van Diemen's Land may be fou nd the 
Garden of Eden. 

He joumeys there on the chartered vessel 
Sincerity, w h ic h is crewed by Manx 
smugglers on the run fro m customs. Wilson 
and his companions arrive at that time in 
the history of the penal colony which has 
always seemed ripest for historical novelists: 

the Lieutenant-Governorship of George 
Arthur, who ran Van Diem en 's Land from 
1824 to 1836. 

If readers, not least Tasmanians, may be 
enchanted as well as surprised to find 
Paradise within those shores (no relation to 
the place with postcode 7306 ), they will be 
familiar, the Australians among them at 
least, with the representation of the colonial 
history of the island as a gloomy, blood
stained pageant. Here are the prison hells of 
Macquarie Harbour and its successor, Port 
Arthur, mos t m emorably evoked by Marcus 
Clarke's His Natural Life (18 70-72); here 
the doomed mission to save the Aboriginal 
peoples of Van Diem en 's Land by their self
styled Protector, George Augustus Robinson 
(whom Kneale calls Robson). 

In his first novel, Th e Savage Crows 
( 197 6 ), Robert Drewe wrote of Robinson. The 
governorship of Arthur, and the coincident, 
difficult formation of a civil society, was 
central to Roy Bridges ' distinguished series 
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of hi s t orical n ovels that 
appeared steadily through most 
of the fir st half of the 20th 
century. 

Kneale's novel moves back
wards and forwards between the 
1820s to the 1860s, so that he is 
able to record the dwindling of 
Aborigines almos t to the point of 
what would soon be ca ll ed 
extinction. They are driven relent
lessly beyond what they know as 
the boundaries of ' the world'. He 
includes the notorious episode 
in which the corpse of the last 
Tasmanian male, Woureddy (who 

died in his room in th e Dog and Partridge 
Hotel in Hobart in March 1869), was 
dismembered in the name of science by 
Dr William Crowther. Tha t and other tales 
have been retold in Tasmania so often that 
they have the patina of legend more than 
the shock of history. But fo r Kneale, they 
are imbu ed with novelty. He is beguiled by 
episodes of colonial history that the former 
imperia l power had long forgo tten. 

Respectfully, with a near antiquarian 
diligence, he seeks to re-imagine mental 
worlds similarly long lost: Aborigina l 
apprehension of whites; the Manxmen 's 
recoil in to their own language and super
stitions in wary defence against the hostility 
of the rest of the world; Wilson's dream of 
proving th e truth of Genesis in th e 
Tasmanian Highlands; and the more sinister 
designs of Dr Thomas Porter, the eugenicist, 
the classifier of races and their hierarchies, 
who accom pa nies him. Linking these 
s trands of the n ovel is a threnody for what 



h as been los t and a sense of the futili ty of 
all these people's endeavours, however 
ingeniously and earnestly they strive. In 
English Pa ssen gers , t h e vi ta l life of 

Tasmania is felt to be all to do 

W 
with the past . 

NEW RIGHT THE P O ISONER, by Andrew 
Motion, the biographer of Larkin and Kea ts, 
and m ore recen tly Poe t Lau rea t e, is 
trenchantly ti tled. His subject is a m an now 
little remembered, an artis t who painted 
Byron 's portrai t and was an art critic for the 
London Magazine. He enjoyed a wide circle 
of artis tic and literary acquaintance, which 
included Henry Fuseli, William Blake and 
Charles Lamb, John Clare, William Hazlitt, 
Thomas de Quincey and- briefly-John 
Keats. A dandy who lived (as the euphemism 
used to go) beyond his means, Wainewright 
ran through his inheritance, obtained large 
sums by forgery and insurance frau d and 
had the good fortune to see three of his 
relatives die in suspicious circumstances 
(another euphemism briskly dealt with in 
Motion 's title). In 183 7 h e was sentenced to 
transportation for life to Van Diem en ' s Land, 
for forgery, rather than murder. He died in 
Hobart ten years later. 

Motion 's narra tive m ethod is to com 
plem ent and complicate Wainew right 's 
self-serving story of hi s adventures, his 
purpor t ed ' Con fess i on ', w ith len gthy 
interpretative notes. This was a character 
who ' lived half h is life close to the centre of 
the Romantic revolution, half in exile and 
disgrace'. He combined 'a life in culture 
with a life in crim e'. Obscured at times by 
legend, Wainewright also 'falls out of the 
hist orical record so often ' that much of this 
'experiment' in biography is necessarily 
conjectural. For Motion, this is the chance 
t o deba t e and r eh earse ' q ues tion s of 
biographical forms' which h e h ad n ot 
permitted to surface in, or influence his 
work on other writers 'who lived more 
importantly than Wainewright in the public 
mind '- Larkin, that is, and Keats. 

What the Foreword does not address is 
the T asm anian burden of the book. For it 
was there that the poisoner ended his days 
in in fa m y, th en obliv ion ; there tha t 
purportedly he wrote his 'Confession '. 
Wainewright the Poisoner is, implicitly 
then, to do with the peopling of Tasmania, 
with the impact upon it of the strange birds 
who found their way there, willingly or 
o therwise, and of the ways in which 
succeeding generations have rem embered 
them . What else was Bryce Courtenay doing 
in The Potato Factory (1995) in which a 

number of characters arrive in Van Diemen 's 
Land as convict t ra nspor tees, th ere to 
con tinue English feuds? One of them is the 
infamo u s fence Ikey Solom on, w hom 
Courtenay would like to think-as oth ers 
have- was the model for Fagin in Charles 
Dickens' Oliver Twist (1837-38). Others 
are Mary Abacus, Sperm Whale Sally, the 
decidedly un identical twins Tommo and 
H awk. They soo n supplant the 'real ' 
h istorical figures wh om Courtenay also 
brings on stage. Arthur appears once, on a 
black stallion , to be m ocked for his rigid 
fo rmality and shortness of leg. There is a 
cam eo fo r William Lanney, or Woureddy, 
called Billygonequeer in the eccentric idiom 
that Courtenay confec ts at will for his 
fic tion . But they are bit players beside 
Courtenay's own crew. 

In Motion 's book, Wainewright floridly 
seeks to write himself ou t of possible 
obscurity, with solipsistic conviction . His 
language has notable stylistic likenesses to 
that of Hal Porter, wh ose novel, The Tilted 
Cross (196 1), told the story ofJudas Griffin 
Vaneleigh, thus enlis ting Wainewright for 
fiction and Van Diem en ' s Land for m annered 
Gothic. Wainewright's project, in Motion 's 
reckoning, will be the remaking of his own 
history, out of the tatters of the public 
record of his shame. The T asm anian 
setting-site of Wainewright 's punish 
m ent- will also be the place where his 
rehabilitation will be effec ted through 
literature. This is a perversely benign 
version of the possibilities which the prison 
island might afford . While Motion care
full y evo k es W ainewrigh t ' s m a teria l 
circumstances in Hobart- h is hard labour 
on a road gang, the easier work as a hospital 
orderly, the conditional re-admission to 
bourgeois society as a portrai t painter-his 
interest is in an ego to which they are 
essentially irrelevant . And, one also feels, 
the Tasm anian setting, indeed his subject 's 
lives, are perhaps less important than the 
experiment in constructing them to which 
Motion is committed . 

N on etheless, Wainewright 's initial 
response to the landscape of the island is 
significantly ambivalent . As h e nears Van 
Diem en 's Land, on the convict transport 
Susan, Wainewright apprehensively recalls 
'how oft en m y blood had frozen at rumours ' 
so that h e could not suppose 'Van Diem en 's 
Land to be a real and palpable place before 
I had seen it with m y own eyes' . The ship 
passes the T asman Peninsula (and, h idden 
fro m view, Port Arthur) and enters Storm 
Bay. Mount Wellington's ' shaggy slopes ' 
rear up and then- close to shore-m en are 

Spring 
into 
reading 
-with Peter Pierce, w hose 

home island is in grave danger 

of becoming a literary site 

-with Jim Davidson and 

Graeme Davison keening 

for history 

-with Andrew Hamilton 

w riting on fellow -Jesuit 
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j esus: Symbol of God 

-with Kate Ll ewell yn, 
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Kim M ahood's non-f icti on 

pri ze-winner, Craft for 

a Dry Lake 

-and with Juliette Hughes, 

w ho is confident that reading 

Harry Potter won 't harm the 

parents who have pinched it 

from their kids. And it won't 

turn any of us into witches. 
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at work while chimney fires smoke as at 
hom e. Wainewright's disconcertment is 
complete. Soon he is assailed by 'another 
and differently disturbing notion ', for 'This 
island, this Sod om of misery and epitom e of 
vice, thi s satellite of humanity, wh ere 
inhumanity flourished: it was beautiful! ' 
He has found in the netherworld a prospect 
for painters and poets, a landscape that 
could be assimilated within the tenets and 

the art of Romanticism . Yet he has rr come there as a felon, exiled forever. 

.l.HE SAME AMBIVALENCE was discernible in 
a pri soner who arrived in Van Diemen 's 
Land a few years later than Wain ewright. 
This was John Mi tchel, one of the leaders of 
the Young Ireland rebellion in 1848, who 
was transported- together with several of 
hi s colleagues-as a politica l prisoner. Their 
s tory has recently been the subj ect of 
Thomas Ken eally's monumental Th e Great 
Shame ( 1998), while Mitchel is the basis for 
the political exile, Michael Devereux, hero 
of Christopher Koch's Out of Ireland ( 1999). 
The book is constantly aware of Mitchel's 
narrative, which an ticipates Devereux's 
fulminations against 'Briti sh gentility, 
British hypocrisy!', the poignancy of his 
separation 'away fro m all that was civilised, 
known and loved' and his reluctant, but 
steadily deepening enchantment with th e 
landscape of the Tasmanian Highlands. 

Hobart is given the sam e bad nam e that 
Motion 's Wainewright had heard used of 
it-'Sodom ', 'th a t college of crime and 
abominations'-but Devereux comes to 
beli eve that somewhere in the island's heart 
li es Breotia, ' the country of [Hesiod 's] Works 
and Days'. One thinks of the dream of 
Kneale's Reverend Wilson. With a pardon
able vulgarity, Koch has Devereux wonder 
what Rousseau or Wordsworth would have 
thought of these Antarctic landscapes: 

Suppose your Wordsworth bad wandered 
on this roof of Van Diemen 's Land- among 
mountains whose dead craters are like 
entrances to Hades? Would he have found 
here those ' huge and mighty forms' that 
gave him such consolation at Grasmere? Is 
Lake Sorell anoth er Windermere? 

What had Mitchel himself said, posing 
and answering similar qu es tions to 
Devereux's as, incidentally, in doing so, 
he prepared for th e romanticisation of 
Tasmania, a project that would have more 
peculiar consequences than he might have 
wi shed for, or expec ted? 

If at first he felt himself cast into 'regions 
of outer darkness'; exiled to ' an island of the 

unblessed', Mitchel's responses to th e 
physical features of the place becam e 
increasingly sympathetic. He loathed what 
man had made there, snobbishly recoiling 
from common felons and wishing to breathe 
'a ir untainted by the lungs of l ags'; 
demonising 'a small, misshapen, trans 
ported, bastard England; and the legitimate 
England is not so dear to me that I can love 
the convict copy'. Yet he could write, again 
by analogy, of a Highland river, that ' not 
cooler or fresh er was the Thracian Hebrus; 
nor purer were Abana and Phaspar; not 
more ancient and venerable is Father Nil us'. 
More than 20 years before C larke's 
apprehension of the 'Weird Melancholy' 
instinct in the Australian bush, Mitchel 
had begun a late Romantic appropriation of 
those parts of it which he knew, and in 
particular the Highlands region. As he 
declared Lake Sorell more beautiful than 
any other on ea rth , Mitch el also noted the 
good fortune of the loca lity for what it 
lacked: 'Not so berhymed as Windermere is 
this Antarctic lake; neither does th e 
Cockney tourist infest its waters, as he 
infests Loch Lomond or Killarney'. Mitchel 
promised that 'Some sweet singer shall 
berhyme thee yet ... every bay will have its 
romance . .. the glancing of thy sunlit, moon
beloved ripples sh all flash through the 
dreams of poets yet unborn. ' In this 
harmonious, Romantic vision of Tasmanian 
poets-to-be inspired by wild Nature, Mitchel 
has spirited the present political order of 
Va n Diemen 's Land away. 

For about th e convicts, Mitch e l's 
ambivalence is palpabl e. At times, when 
engaged in rural labour, they can resemble 
Devereux's longed-for Breotians, 'like human 
husbandmen and simple Arcadian shepherds' . 
Yet when Mitchel gazes on th em without 
benefit of analogy, it is 'with horror, as unclean 
and inhuman monsters, doomed long ago to 
the gallows-tree and oblivion'. Breaking his 
parole, Mitchel escaped in the brig Emma, 
from whose deck he had a last glimpse of 
th e island, the Bay of Fires . He reached for 
a magisterial, even-handed farewell: 

Adieu, then, beauteous island, full of sorrow 
and gnashing tee th- Is land of fragrant for
es ts, and bright rivers, and fair women!
Island of chains and scourges, and blind, 
brutal rage and passion 1 

Lea ving Van Diemen 's Land, Frank 
McNamara ('Fra nk the Poet') had been more 
terse, if also of mixed feelings: 

Farmers' glory, prisoners ' heJII 
Land of bugge rs, fare thee well! 
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Mitchel understood to a degree hi s 
Romantic role as discoverer of the poten
tial artistic riches of Van Diemen 's Land . 
Yet h e had been in exile in an Arcadia 
which was sullied by th e presence of felons 
and the operations of th e Bri tish sys tem 
which had consigned them there, together 
with the likes of him and his fe ll ow 
political prisoners. Th e dark historica l 
contours of Van Diem en 's Land were 
antipath etic to th e beauties of the land
scape. This was the fruit ful incongruit y on 

which Clarke would insist in His rr Na tural Life . 

.l.HE CASE OF THE PAJNTER William Piguenit 
is also instructive. Writing of the High
lands , hi s p ro se w as respectful a nd 
orotund-' wi ld it is true, but of such variety 
of outline and of such wealth of colour as to 
make the Wes tern Highlands one of the 
most charming of the many beautiful 
landscapes to be found in Tasmania'. This 
is the language of the tourist brochure, in 
this century one of the m os t familiar 
expressions of the impositions on, and 
interpretations of the scenery of the island. 

Pigu enit 's distinctively Roman tic use 
of Highland and Lake Country landscapes 
is to be found in his painting, not his prose. 
In a series of monochrome oils on cardboard, 
he portrayed vertiginous rocks, domineering 
mountainsides, the movem ent of clouds 
over water, scenes was hed in a pale blue 
Antarctic ligh t which ceri ly transports them 
from the mundane specifications of place 
in their titles . The paintings purport to be 
views of the Arthur and King William 
Ranges, of Mount Cell and Mount Olympus, 
based on sketches Piguenit had made on 
visits to the Western Highlands in 1871, 
1873, 1874 and finally 1887. 

In his remarkable oi l (h eld in the 
Tasmania n Museum an d Art Gallery, 
Hobart ), 'A Mountain Top, Tasmania 
1880s', Piguenit 's standing rocks constitute 
an antipodean Stonehenge. The impulses, 
conscious or otherwise, to find hi storica l 
traces where they cannot have been and to 
es tablish continuities with a European 
past in th e new land, were evidently 
irresistible . And they suggest som ething of 
the essence of an Australian Romanticism 
focused with special cla ri ty in such approp
riations of Highland vistas as Mitchel's an d 
Piguenit 's. 

Thei r heirs are harder to find . Mitchel 
had looked to future poets to celebrate 
Tasmania and may have applauded Les 
Murray for 'Bent Water in the Tasmanian 
Highlands '. Later genera tions of prose 



writers, whether British or Australian, who 
have made Tasmania their subject, have 
almost all turn ed t o th e pa s t . Rolf 
Boldrewood's The Ghost Camp (1902) fore
shadowed the development of the West 
Coast as a tourist region and provi ded a 
silver mine whose riches enable the hero to 
buy back the los t ancestral acres in the old 
country (in the colonial wish-fulfilment 
pattern es tablished by Henry Kingsley's 
The Recollec tions of Geoffry Hamlyn , 
1859) . William Gosse Hay, Bridges and 
'G.B. Lancaster' wrote historica l fictions of 
old Tasmania in the first half of the century: 
the first two were committed to a revisionist 
reading of colonial history, 'Lancaster' to 
the cos tume drama sugges ted by the title of 
her bes t known novel, Pagean t (1933). 

In the last few years the literary returns 
to the Tasmanian past have been more 
problematic. Kneale and Motion seem 
exercised by the possibilities of what they 
discerned as a 'brave new world ' in the past. 
They explored the nature of the country 
from which the Australian colonies were 
settled as well as responding to what are, 

for them, the unexpected treasures that the 
history of Van Diem en 's Land in particular 
affords . Three local works of fiction, all 
published in 1999, trea ted the island's past . 
Hea ther Rose's White Heart and Julia 
Leigh 's The Hunter imagined the rediscov
ery of the Tasmanian tiger. The third, Tom 
Gilling's The Sooter kin, described how-in 
a dank Hobart winter in the 1820s
a woman could give birth to a seal pup. 

Various assumption can be teased from 
these works- m ost direly, that what is of 
pecu li ar int eres t in th e Tasmanian 
experience has already been lost, because it 
belongs irrevocably to the past. The last 
Tasmanian tiger in captivity died in the 
Hobart zoo in 1936. N one has been defi
nitely sighted since. There have been no 
road kills . Th e Tasmanian past-i n 
Christopher Koch 's extravagant formula
tion, the 'wound scarring the whole inner 
li fe of Tasmanians', caused by its origins as 
a penal colony- is full of Gothic resonances 
and frissons. Lost worlds, lost species evi
dently have more promise and certainly 
afford more literary opportunities than the 
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depressed Tasmanian present . This has been 
regarded as exploitation, for instance when 
Leigh (a mainlander ) came under attack at 
the Melbourne Writers' Festival in August 
1999 for presuming to write of Tasmania. 
Worse, she had revived the Tasmanian tiger 
only to kill it off before her book's end. The 
caprice of this fictional manoeuvre-the 
retrieval of an essential (because lost) part 
of the Tasmanian identity only to dispose 
of it again-gave particular offence to some. 
Leigh and Gilling, besides Motion and 
Kneale, have had international notice for 
their books. Evidently the Tasmanian exotic 
has commercial as well as literary currency, 
but not, perhaps, for the struggling and 
exploited native Tasmanians. For them, 
every literary appropriation, indeed every 
Tasmanian joke, might be thought to speak 
the doom of a place where everything of 
value is assum ed already to be extinct, of 
the past, gone. • 

Peter Pierce is Chair of Austral ian Litera ture 
and Head of the School of Humanities, 
Jam es Cook University. 

Total recoil 
The Use and Abuse of Australi an History, Gracmc Davison, Allen&. Unwin, 2000. 
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HE TITLE HAS A familiar ring, but the 
ideas in Graeme Davison 's boo k are 
remarkably fresh. It argues that history in 
Australia is in a state of crisis. Looking 
beyond the proliferation of preserved 
buildings, local history societies, the work 
of genealogists and other ways in which 
th ere appear to have been increased 
anchorings to the past , hi story as an 
academic discipline or a nco-scientific mode 
of inves tiga tion has becom e much weaker. 
One indication has been th e dramatic 
decline in enrolments in the final ch ool 
year. As has been pointed out on more 
than one occasion, whereas in 19 72 one in 
every three people who sa t for Matricula 
tion in Victoria did history, the comparable 
figure in 1995 was one in ten . 

As Davison notes, such figures may be a 
manifes tation of a seismic shift in the 

culture. For one thing, the powerful force of 
managerialism is generally hos tile to the 
past, which it sees as irrelevant, and is often 
bent on destroying institutional m emory, 
which it finds obstructive. Rather-whether 
running an opera house or a fowl house-it 
seeks to impose universalist principles. If 
interested in history at all, it is history of 
the broadest, validating kind, rather than 
the analysis of the particularities of any 
given situation . Then there is the impact of 
the computer and the internet, with infor
mation overload and laterality, of multiple 
op tions rather than traditional linearity. 
Kn owl edge is bei ng orga nised-and 
a similated- in new ways, more amenable 
perhaps to rearrangement, but more 
susceptible also to closure. There is less 
room for refl ection. N o wonder then that 
tenses are disappearing, and that many 
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students seem to have a very flattened view 
of the past. 

People now feel less and less connected 
with it. (Certain Christians are not alone in 
wanting to be bornagain.)Untila generation 
ago, history was often seen as providing the 
best training for people bent on a career in 
adm inistration or politics. Traditionally it 
had allied itself with the liberal outlook, 
with its somewhat patrician belief that 
social problem s were, after suitably rigorous 
analysis, capable of am elioration. Implicit 
in this was a sense of continuity with the 
past, for one of the effects of the long 
European hegemony in the world was to 
induce considerable respect for traditional 
modes of procedure. 

Since connection with the past is no 
longer assumed, and cherished only in 
particular contexts such as fami ly or local 
history, the authentic is now less important 
to many people than the experience. Last 
year it was revealed that Buckingham Palace 
and the Tower of London had both dropped 
ou t of the list of the ten top British tourist 
attract ions: whereas their historic function 
would once have sufficed to validate them, 
now they are seen to be not entertaining 
enough. As Davison notes, 'In a television 

age, the primary signifier of historica l 
authenticity m ay not be intrinsic-the 
antiquity of the objects on display-but 
experiential- the success of the museum 
in evoking for its patrons the look and feel 
of the past.' Museums have in fact been 
gutting their displays, streamlining them, 
replacing them with more interactive 
installations. The initiative now lies with 

historical theme parks su ch as 

C 
Sovereign Hill. 

UL TURE, AS DEFINED by culture prac
titioners, is no longer about memory: how 
could it be, when even the British Library 
has taken to turfing out books-som e of 
them possibly the only copies left in the 
world ? 

Yet , in what is probably the m os t 
interesting chapter in th e book, Davison 
discusses the contradictory attachment that 
many Australians have to a local church . 
He points to the case of Healesville, where 
a timber church hall was earmarked for 
replacement, but when plans became known 
for its demolition, there was a public 
campaign to save i t . Apparently it had once 
been the first church in th e district. In this 
way the immediate interests of a Chris tian 
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congregation and the broader ones 
of the general community can 
so m e tim es b e oppos ed . For 
believers, the church is primarily 
the people, n ot the fabric. But for 
the locals the building is the 
thing, a symbol of community 
and co ntinuity. Th e spec tre 
which haunts m any is an empty 
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church with overturned pulpit 
and smashed windows, a parable 
for other losses and injuries 
susta ined by declining commu
nities. Th e result m ay be a 
muddled pi e ty or a for m of 
ancestor-worship, but it is real 
nonetheless. 

Heritage, on the other hand, 
has come ever more sharply into 
focus. Davison-having served 
on th e Victorian Historic Build-
ings Co uncil- has a grea t deal to 
say about it, and how the word 
has gradually shifted in m eaning. 
Once it indicated the intangible 
elem ents of a continuing culture, 
whereas now it denotes not only 
relics of the past, but their repli
cation: ads can be found for a 
'two-year-old colon ial home
stead', or a 'brand-new Victorian 
townhouse'. He points out, too, 
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h ow the word 'historic' has been subject 
to a certain am ount of di sputation between 
archit ects, who perceiv e buildings 
essentia lly in terms of their particular style, 
and historian s, who are m ore concerned 
with their social context. But something 
might also have been said about the way 
the same materialism has become evident 
here: partly beca use our sense of history 
has become so broad e ned , or demo
cra t ised, the word 'his toric' has come to 
be applied s imply to things that are old, 
rather than to places where something 
significant happened. When a newspaper 
recently referred to ' the histori c dance 
floor ' of the Richmond Town Hall, it must 
have been referring to its age, or restored 
condition . Presumably no future prime 
minister was conceived imm ediately after 
a canter on it . 

This book sounds a number of alarm 
bell s. One piece, written as a response to 
the rise of Hansonism, points to the false 
nature of the claim tha t it is a basic 
Australian right to have a gun (by which is 
really meant a semi-automatic rifle) . While 
quite sympathet ic to coun try peop le's 
feelings about the everyday importance of 
guns to them, Davison nonetheless shows 
that this spurious claim is yet another 
example of the raging Americanisation of 
our lives . It is made possible, of course, by 
the declining hold that his tory (as distinct 
from the histori c) has on our imaginations, 
impoveris hing a sense of citizenship. 
Hence the concern even of the Liberal 
governmen t to res tore a measure of history 
to the school curriculum-even if this is 
prompted by so m e thi n g of the old 
conservat ive notion of seeing it as a way of 
intensifying patriotism. 

A sense of history may not even be 
much in eviden ce at the centenary of 
federation-since all such celebration s are 
becoming increasingly carnivalesque. As 
we becom e creatures with less and less 
collect ive memory, we also become more 
manipulable: Marquez demonstrated in One 
Hundred Years of Solitude that it was their 
co mmun a l amn esia wh ich made the 
citizens of Makondo so exploitable. Hence 
the sinister twist implicit in Davison 's 
reflection on 2001: 'The symbolic void at 
the heart of libera l democracy is an ever
increasing one, and history is not the on ly 
force bidding to fill it. ' • 

Jim Davidson is co-author with Peter 
Spearritt of Holiday Business: Tourism in 
Australia Since 1870, to be published by 
Melbourne University Press in November. 
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Brought to book: 
Jesus: Symbol of God, Roger Haight, New York, Orbis, 1999. ISBN 1 57075 247 8, RIU' $55 

A rrm '""''"'Nc /e<m Symbol of 
God in 1999, Roger Haight, a United States 
Jesuit, has been suspended from teaching 
while his case is investigated by the Sacred 
Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith. 
The event poses two questions: the first 
about Haight's theology, and the second 
about the procedures instituted against him. 
Jesus: Symbol of God is a comprehensive 
treatment of the significance of Jesus Christ, 
offering sustained reflection on theological 
m ethod. The book is clearly written and 
argued, and reveals Haight to be a good and 
genial teacher. 

As the title suggests, Haight describes 
Jesus Christ as the symbol through which 
Christians find God. Haight argues that we 
cannot know God directly, but only through 
the objects of our experience which function 
as symbols. So, his discussion ofJesus Christ 
concentrates on those aspects ofJesus Christ 
which we can experience and on the 
qualities of our experience. 

Haight also accentuates the difference 
between our experience and the ways in which 
we think and speak about it . Our words will 
always be provisional and shaped by our 
historical and cultural context. His theo
logical interest is to reflect on Jesus Christ 
within the cultural categories of our day . 

The aspects of contemporary culture 
that most engage Haight are those identified 
with postmodernism, and particularly the 
pluralism which is instinctive to it . It is 
axiomatic for Haight in his engagem ent 
with postmodernist culture that no single 
approach to reality will be uniquely 
privileged. 

Together, these emphases lead Haight 
to make a strong separation between what 
can be known historically of Jesus Christ 
and the way we respond to him, on the one 
hand, and the mystery of God and God's 
action on the other. So, in treating the 
Resurrection, he grounds the belief in Jesus 
Christ' s life and the impact that he m ade on 
the di scipl es, to the ex t ent that they 
discovered the living God in remembering 
him. He h esi tat es to desc rib e the 
Resurrection as God's action in raising Jesus. 
This kind of analysis needs to deal with the 

tradition that speaks of Jesus' words and 
actions as those of the Son of God. Haight 
registers such a description as one among 
many strands of New Testament inter
pretation, and locates it in a limited 
historical culture. H e understands that 
doctrines, such as the divinity of the Jesus 
Christ and the Trinity, illuminate the 
nature, not of Jesus Christ or of God, but of 
our access to God through Jesus Christ. 
Thus, when we say that Jesus Christ is truly 
God and truly man, we mean that it is really 
God whom we reach in Jesus Christ, and 
that it is through the truly human Jesus 
that we find God. 

What is to be said of Haight 's argument? 
There is much to admire: his modesty in 
speaking about God and his respect for the 
poetry of faith. But ultimately, in m y 
judgment, his m ethod dissolves what is 
distinctive and powerful in Christian faith : 
the conviction that God has joined our 
world in an ex traordinary way. This 
conviction finds expression in paradox: that 
God has shared our suffering and misery 
and that we are taken into God's life. Such 
paradoxical convictions do not easily find 
reasonable explanation, but they resist easy 
resolutions that keep God and Jesus in their 
separate compartments. They also insis t 
that in Jesus Christ we know God, and 
therefore that Trinitarian language says 
something more about God than the formal 
and faceless figure which Haight's method 

leaves to us. For all the writer's geniality 
and genuine devotion, this method which 
makes strong divisions between the human 
Jesus, God and doctrine, is a dead end 
because it sucks Christian faith dry of its 
distinctive energies. 

I am not convinced, however, that the 
procedures directed against Haight are 
appropriate. While I take for granted that in 
the church we have the responsibility to 
en sure that faith is proclaimed and 
communicated in its integrity, I wonder if 
suspension from teaching and shaming 
within the church community are necessary 

or justifiable ways of exercising 
,.,..., this responsibility. 

.l.HOSE WHO SUPPORT such trea tment argue 
that th eo logians hav e always been 
disciplined by the church, and that strong 
discipline is necessary if the church is to 
remain faithful and ordered. They say that 
it is right, therefore, for errant theologians 
to be pursued, shamed, and withdrawn from 
positions of influence. 

Within the contemporary church , 
however, so much is published and it is 
received so critically, that prompt loca l 
scholarly and pastoral response to books 
which cause concern can normally be 
trusted to vindicate faith. Books from 1999 
are 2000 land-fill , unless popular interest in 
them is fanned by controversy. Drawn -out 
attacks on their writers usually disseminates 
their ideas. 

Nor am I persuaded by the argument 
that without punitive discipline the faith 
and order of the church will be threa tened. 
This case has also been argued for jailing 
adolescents, beating schoolchildren and 
putting villagers in the stocks. In those 
contexts, the practices themselves seem ed 
to foster a climate of control in which any 
order based on trust seem ed inconceivable. 
People were genuinely surprised that 
schools could be orderly without strap or 
cane. Might not the sam e be true of the 
church? • 

Andrew Hamilton SJ teaches at the United 
Faculty of Theology, Melbourne. 
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Living at the centre 
Craft for a Dry Lake: A Memoir, Kim Ma hood, Anchor, :woo. 
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E"" NOW AND TH<N-•nd not my 
often at that- there comes a work that 
changes forever our understanding, alters 
the way we see ourselves and 
our country. For exa1n ple, '... 
Patrick White's The Tree of 
Man, Miles Franklin 's My 
Brilliant Career, Chris tina 
Stead's Th e Man Who Loved 
Children, The Summer of the 
17th Doll by Ray Lawler, and 
the poetry of Judith Wright. Here 
is another. 

This is a big claim, and while no 
review that I've seen so far has given any 
hint of the importance and impact this 
book can have, I'll lay money that, if it 
weren't non-fiction, it would join the others. 
(Even though non-fiction is beginning to be 
taken as serious literature, it's probably too 
la te for this boo k.)' 

This is why I think so. First, it deals 
with black/white relationships in a way 
that eschews romance or cynicism and takes 
a square look at how the two races lived 
together in the writer's desert childhood, 
and at how th ey live now. It has insights 
only available to one who has lived close to 
both, while being 'skin ' (kinship group) to 
one and belonging to the other. Second, the 
book delves deep into a daughter's love for 
her father, her grief at his death, and it uses 
her willingness to die for him as a starting 
point. Her attempt to make a life as an artist 
in the city, away from all that th e man 
values and approves, contrasts with her life 
as favoured daughter working beside h er 
father on his cattle station. At one point, 
when the girl sees her first Van Goghs; 
overcome with their greatness she thinks, 
knowing her father's reaction to modern 
art, 'I can never tell him .' 

The famil y, with the landscape they 
named after themselves- Mt Tracey, for 
th e writer's sister, Kim's Bore for th e author 

and so on-have an emotional life on a scale 
to match . The writer is Antigone, her sister 
Tracey Ismene to the fath er's Oedipus. 
Then, when th e writer takes his ashes for 
scattering in the desert, the father becomes 
Polynices to the girl 's Antigone, buried and 
grieved for in a scorching scene. 

While Coonardoo by Katharine 
Susannah Prichard and We of the Never 
Never by Mrs Aeneas (Jeannie) Gunn enter 
the cou ntry this text s talks, neither comes 
anywhere near it in insight. 

Nor could they, given the time in which 
they were written and the way the races 
lived with each other then. It is wrong to say 
Europeans can 't have a spiritual relationship 
with this country. They can and do, but 
Aborigines have thousands of years of 
spiritual history in this place. Th ose who 
don't agree might change their mind a£ter this 
book. It can make your hair stand on end just 
as spirits made Sam, the writer's dog, howl. 

Th e explorer Arthur Davidson, who 
surveyed the country this journey follows, 
is quoted from time to time, as are the 
journals of both the father and the writer. 
This adds a depth and scope, plaiting the 
present and th e past, as each surveys the 
country through his or her own eyes and 
expertise. It would have been good to see 
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acknowledgment of the source of this idea. 
Th e book is a description of a journ ey to 

the Tanami desert and to the people of the 
writer's chi ldhood. Alone in her truck 

with her dog , M a hood goes on 
pilgrimage to pay homage to her fa-

ther, Joe Mahood, who died in a 
cattle mustering h elicopter 
accident. She goes to lay his 

ghost. 
She uses, cleverly, the de

vice of the third person when describing her 
own childhood. Mahood grew up on the
at that time-most remote cattle station in 
the world, Mongrel Downs. Later she trained 
as a visual artist. Earlier, the family lived at 
Finke, on the edge of the Simpson Desert, 
where her father was a stock inspector. If 
you cutout a piece of cardboard in the shape 
of Australia and balance it on a nail at 
Finke, it will not fall. 

I went like a fu gitive among my father's 
papers, finding the maps and journals which 
were used on that first trip he made through 
the Tanami. 

Among them I found a scrap of paper on 
which he had drawn an ea rly map of the 
station ... Holding the fragment of paper in 
my hand, I cou ld feel myself disappear into 
a wilderness of spinifex and claypan and 
mulga. My father's voice reached out and 
took hold of me as it had always done. The 
place and its story seemed to blot out my 
life, as if nothing had happened to me 
before or since. And the irony of it was that 
so little of it was my story. 

Describing her childhood, the author 
says of her third-person self: 

She had two mothers, the white one who 
had borne her and the black one who named 
her and dreamed for her. The one who 
dreamed for her, her skin mother, gave to 



the child the dreaming of Pinta-Pinta the 
Butterfly and named her for her own child 
which was never born. The child imagined 
the intensity of the light on the rust
coloured slabs of stone, the heat radiating 
out, butterflies clogging the hot air and 
covering the shallow edges of the tea
coloured water. She remembered nothing 
of the black woman's words, she had no 
idea what this totem conferred on her. All 
she had of it later was a sense of loss, 
especially piercing at the sight of butter
flies, which blundered out of the scented 

gardens in the heavy summer 
air and settled on her. 

W N A ' big women's business 
ceremony' begins across the border in W A, 
the writer, reluctantly, shyly, claims the 
rights and privileges entailed by being 'skin', 
and attends. Afterwards, one of the elders 
gives permission for the ceremony to be 
described. The book gives insight into 
women's lives in the outback, where black 
and white meet-with all the joy they 
someti m es bring, and the painful 
complexity . This is possible because of a 
searing self-examination and (one feels it) a 
longing for honesty. Truth is hard. All 
societies have taboo subjects: sometimes 
they are so deep they are not even visible or 
known. Almost everybody 
has a plaster over their 
mouths and a bandage over 
their eyes. The interface of 
Aboriginal lives and those 
of whites, especially in the 
outback, is full of silences. 
Few can see and few dare 
to. As a result, the taboos 
grow fetid, flourish and 
cause bizarre behaviour 
which prevent the truth 
from being seen or spoken. 
Here is a book that enters 
this t erri tory with a 
courteous scalpel. 

During the pilgrimage through th e 
Tanami desert, the day com es when the 
father's ashes are released into the bed of 
the dry lake. 

Suddenly it is first light and I am sharply 
awake. The smoke from the fire has spread 
across the lake and waves into the ti-tree 
on the far shore, more than a kilometre 
away. I co llect the container with my 
father's ashes and am up and following the 
path of smoke on to the lake bed before 
I have had time to think. This is the time 
and place. I walk far out onto the lake 

surface, the smoke curling and drifting 
around my knees. I am wading knee-deep 
in smoke. On the lake bed bizarre small 
succulent flowers grow ... towards the 
middle of the lake I open the container and 
shake the ashes into my pa lm .. . 

My father's spirit departed a long time 
ago. This is a symbol for me to use for my 
own purpose. I scatter the ash carefully in 
a circle around me and then step outside it. 

Afterwards, there is an event describing 
rage, grief, honour, despair and sexuali ty 
that I cannot think of anything in our 
litera ture to match. Scouring herself in ash 
and red ochre, the woman covers her naked 
body and, in a dance of death, imprints her 
body on to her square groundsheet within a 
circle of his ash. 

Her fa ther represented the country, its 
spirit and its holiness. The woman loving 
him and the country, becomes-in this 
exhausting act of self-abnegation, art and 
grief-part of him, part of the country. 
Paradoxically, in doing so she releases 
herself from some of the clamp of grief. 
Afterwards she writes: 

Today I fell down on the lake, and did not 
wake for many hours. I dreamed that it 
stretched to the horizon in all directions. 
I was alone, and the surface on which 

I walked was made up of the bones and 
feathers and fur of creatures. Across this 
blighted landscape a figure approached, and 
as it came nearer I was afraid, for I recog
nised myself, walking inwards from the 
blind horizon. I turned to avoid this meeting, 
gripped in the helpless lethargy of dreams, 
and saw the same figure approaching from 
the way I had come. I turned and turned, 
and from every direction the figure came 
inexorably on, a crowding apparition from 
which there was no escape. 

She has stepped once again, as she did in 
childhood with her brother, into a boat on 

a lake, now dry, then full of water. This is 
the brilliant image on the cover, where she 
salutes, almos t in a worshipping attitude, 
the horizon, the space, the eternal spirit of 
the great dry lake. (If only the title had been 
Boat for a Dry Lake. Craft gives quite the 
wrong image.) 

What is water but life, and what is aridity 
but grief and death? What is love but the 
paying of attention? The woman on the 
once-filled lake attends to her father in life 
and death by paying the fullest attention 
imaginable. She creates a work of art of and 
for him (literally with his ashes) using her 
own body and her deepest imagination and 

creativity. No father ever had a rr more beautiful, original tribute. 

.l.HE FACT THAT THE women in this book 
are largely shadowy figures while the father 
and the country are the focus, deserves 
comment . But if it were any other way the 
book would not have been written nor the 
journey undertaken. 

Few girls sweeping the stairway to 
heaven towards their father don't airbrush 
their mother away into a vague wisp at the 
edge of consciousness and history. And who 
can blame the girl for choosing a life as little 
like her mother's as she can or for her panic 
when she sees (unless she is able to make 
the most scalding of choices) how like her 

mother's her own life has 
grown? 

The author's obsession 
with her father , whose 
faults she can see as she 
matures, the struggle she 
has with grief, and the 
courage she shows in facing 
it-her willingness to lie 
in mud and ash-are 
homage to her love of her 
father, her country and her 
art. 

Books like this knock 
back the boundaries of who 

we are and what we are allowed to become. 
A great book wreaks havoc. They should 
not be taken up, reviewed mildly and tucked 
under the long wide skirts of polite society. 
T his book, if translated, will alter the way 
the world sees us , ou r country, our 
spirituality, our dilemmas, ambivalence and 
ri~~- • 

Kate Llewellyn 's latest books include 
Bmning: A fomnal and Sofala eJ Other Poems. 
·This review was filed only a few days 
before Craft for a Dry Lake won The Age 
non-fiction award for 2000. 
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BooKs: 5 

JULIETTE H UGHES 

The uses of enchantment 
Harry Potter and the Goblet of Fire, J. K. Row ling, Bloomsbury Press, 2000 . 

E .. N Now, every 'o often you 
com e across som eone who hasn't 
heard of the Harry Potter books. 
They've probably just come out of a 
co m a, or perhaps th ey've been 
yachting solo arou nd th e Equator for 
a twelvemonth. Or perhaps they arc 
just not readers. Harry Potter frenzy 
has subsided to a lively si mm er in the 
months following the extraordinary 
scenes that accompanied the launch 
of Harry Potter and the Goblet of 
Fire, the fourt h book in the series, but 
is set to bubble up again next year 
when the film is released. In the mean
time the backlash has been ga thering 
force. There had to be one; some 
critics are suspicious of joy and distrust 
delight. 

In the weeks leading up to Goblet of 
Fire's July release, there was some tutting 
from commentators on Bloomsbury 's 
nefariousness. Their sins were venial, an d 
consisted of being mysterious about the 
title and refusing to give out review copies 
to leak the plot before the em bargo date. All 
we were told was that Harry would be 
experiencing the first twinges of adoles
cence, that the book was to be twice as long 
as, and more dark and complex than the 
previous one (each book in the series has 
been longer and more complex than its 
predecessors, reflecting the protagonist 's 
own growth in years and understanding) 
and that a friend would die. There wa 
resentment, but Bl oomsbury could hardly 
be blamed for hyping its salvation. 

For a long time Jo<mnc Rowling had 
been given a dream run in the media as the 
underdog who had made good. The legends 
abounded : how, like the Brontes, she had 
had to hide the fact that she was female. 
(She did it behind initials as did the brilliant 
American writer S.E. Hinton, author of The 
Outsiders and That Was Then , This Is Now.) 
Rowling even had to borrow the 'K' from 
her grandmother's nam e, as the publishers 
felt that not only would boys not buy the 
book if it were obviously written by a 

ISBN 0 7475 4624 X, 1\RP $35 

woman, but that a double initial would 
look more convincing. It is also part of 
legend that the first book wa written while 
she was very poor, support ing a small baby 
on her own. She says that sh e did, as the 
stories have it, write for a couple of hours at 
a time in cafes, u sing the light and warmth 
to get away from her drab, chilly flat in the 
Edinburgh gloom . One article I read recently 
waxed rather expansively on that snippet, 
having Rowling scribbling her story on 
paper napkins. And now that the back
lash fro m such glorification has started, 
the inaccuracies in commentary do not 
stop with Rawling's life-story; the books 
arc now frequently criticised for having a 
male protagonist, for being monocultural 
and for being escapist and unrealistic. 

All these cri ti cisms seem to me to be 
fat uous or just wrong-headed: Harry is a 
genuine creation, as full of life and interest 
as any character who has become real to 
author and reader. The creature of Row ling's 
imagination happens to be male: why don' t 
those discontented by this write their own 
books, with female protagonists ? And 
Harry's friend Hermione (a whole generation 
is going to grow up able to spell and 
pronounce that name) is such a strong and 
attractive character that it's merely silly to 
complai n that the book title isn't Hermione 
Potter. In a recent interview in The Times, 
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Rowling sa id that Hermione was 
based on herself, and that she hated 
to make characters to order: 

'What irritates me is that I am 
constantly, increasingly, being asked, 
"Can we have a strong female charac
ter, pleascl" Like they arc orderi ng a 
side order of chips. I am thinking, 
"Isn' t Hermione strong enough for 
you?" She is the most brilliant of the 
three and they need her. Harry needs 
her badly. 

'But m y hero is a boy and at the 
age he has been girls simply do not 
figure that much. Increasingly, they 
do. But, at 11 , I think it would be 
extrem ely contrived to th row in a 

couple of feisty, gorgeous, brilliant-at-maths 
and great-at-fixing-cars girls.' 

And an Australian commentator who 
praised the book faintly before deploring its 
la ck of black chara cters had perhaps 
forgotten Angelina Johnson, a senior student 
and excellent Quidditch player, cause of 
some rivalry among Harry and his friends 
as they cast around for partners in the 
school ball. (Harry and his best friend Ron 
end up double dating with twins Parvati 
and Padma Patil, although Harry has hea rt
burnings about the girl he really wants to go 
with, Cho Chang.) In other words, Hogwarts, 
th e wizards ' boarding school, has about the 
same admixture of cultures as any average 
British school, and Rawling's inclusion of 

foreign-sounding nam es never 

A 
looks clunky or token. 

NO AS FOR THE books ' being COnsid
ered shallow or escapist, to read any one of 
them, particularly the last two, is to be exposed 
to a mind of refreshing, often humorous 
honesty, that creates a world very like the 
'real world' that some librarians seem to 
want to rub children's noses in but that also 
happens to contain enchantment, both of 
the wizarding and of the joyous kind. 
Rawling's witty tak es on governmen t 
bureaucracy, media, education and class 
arc politically very literate and genially 



sceptical. And her moral centre (unlike 
Roald Dahl's, with whom she is often 
compared) is firm: the evil characters in her 
books are mainly characterised by racism, 
cruelty and lust for dominance. Her crea tion 
of Rita Skeeter, the tabloid journalist, will 
immunise millions of young minds against 
the kind of lying rubbish that gets written 
in magazines and newspapers about the 
unfortunate famous. 

As for escapism, Tolkien wrote half a 
century ago in his lecture 'On Fairy Stories' 
that escape was not such a bad thing after 
all-if you are a prisoner of war it is the 
right thing to do. He went on to argue for 
th e acceptance of mythic reality, the deep 
dreaming that underpins our being. The 
Gradgrinds were around then too, demand
ing their brand of dreary faux-realism as the 
standard fodder for young minds. 

The problem with it all seems to m e to 
come down to the traditional librarians' 
hatred of books that people actually want 
to read. Rawling's books are this genera
tion 's N arnia, its Faraway Tree, almost its 
Middle Earth. There was a void and she has 
begun to fill it . But the 2000 arnegieMedal 
(awarded by the British Library Association), 
in what was for the reading public around 
the world the year of Harry Potter, was 
awarded to Aidan Chambers' lat es t, 
Postcards From No-Man 's Land, a book 'for 
14-year-olds and over' with a 17-year-old 
protagonist, that dea ls with adultery, 
euthanasia and sexua I confusion . Harry 
Potter and the Goblet of Fire was not even 
commended. It was a fairly hefty rebuff, not 
only to Rawling, but to the millions of 
people who had bought the book and 
pronounced it good. The Carnegie judging 

panel of 13 librarians said of Postcards that 
it was ' the kind of book that gives you hope 
for the future of literature for children and 
young people, the kindofbookwe all wished 
we had been able to read in adolescence.' 
For me, that seem ed less of a comment on 
the Chambers book than a snipe at the 
Potter phenomenon. 

When there is such a serious rift in 
judgm ent between such a body as the Library 
Association and the reading public, it gives 
cause for wondering exactly how that body 
perceives itself . Not to have awarded 
Rawling the m edal may have been under
standable since the third Potter book won it 
the previous year. But to exclude Goblet of 
Fire from any form of commendation what
soever argues that the Library Association 
is at best somewhat out of touch with what 
young people really want to read, and with 
what might actually get them- bored and 
overstimulated as they are with television 's 
nightly dose of sleaze, violence and greed
to learn the joy that can be had when you 

are so deeply involved in a book that 

S 
you literally catmot put it down. 

N JPPET : In the early '80s, when I lived in 
an inner suburb of Melbourne that has since 
become too expensive for me to move back 
to, I suddenly had a yen to reread som e of 
the old favourite of my youth, so I went to 
the local municipal library, ensconced in 
late Victorian stone beside the town hall. 
I searched for Anne of Green Gables or any 
other L. M. Montgomery books; there were 
a few in the catalogue but they were not on 
the shelves. Thinking that they must be 
lent out, I went to the librarian 's desk to 
reserve them. I was asked to wait. After 

about 15 minutes a fresh -faced young 
woman arrived, not to take down m y details, 
but to ask m e why I wanted the books. 

'I just want to read them again,' I said . 
She replied som ething to the general 

effect that, seeing I was a mature thirtyish 
sort of woman, she'd get them for m e from 
their closed storage, whence they had been 
banished along with the Susan oolidge 
Katy books. I was too surprised to reply, and 
she went on to say that such books were no 
longer kept on the open shelves because 
they were very bad for young girls who 
might feel they had to become housewives 
or som e such thing if they read them . I asked 
if she'd read them . She suddenly looked 
cagey and said yes, but she'd been younger 
and had been very bored by them. I told her 
that L. M . Montgom ery books had lots of 
heroines who were writers, not housewives 
at all . She looked at m e pityingly and went 
away to extract me m y filth from the 
forbidden stack. Montgom ery had joined 
Enid Blyton and Richmal Crompton on the 
Librarians' Index Librorum Prohibitorum. 

A few years later the Anne of Green 
Gables film cam e out and the resulting 
demand for Montgom ery books has made 
its substanti al contributi on to keeping 
librarian s in work and bookshops in 
business. The Harry Potter books have kept 
them even busier. I bought my copy from 
the little local shop. They couldn 't afford to 
discount it to $19.99 as hadK.Martand Target, 
but loyal customers gave them a welcome 
mid-year boost that would probably cushion 
them from the GST and ge t them through 
till the Christmas rush. • 

Juliette Hughes is a freelance reviewer. 

Men of hospitality 
Living and proclaiming God's hospitable love 

As lived out by StJohn of 
God over five centuries ago, 
our voca ti o n is to give of 
o urselves co mpl e tely and 
freely; to be a bro th erl y 
presence; a symbol of hop e 
for th e wo rld ; proclai min g 
God's hospitable love to 
all. 

advocacy and reconciliation 
for those marginalised by our 
society. 

Our core of hospitality 
com pels and urges us to 
depth o ur relatio nship with 
Go d , o urse lves and with 
those whom we share o ur 
li ves, comm unity and 
ministry. 

Will you dare to accept God's 
invitation to a life dedicated 
to hospitality? 
If so please contact: 

Br. John C legg OH. 
Vocatio ns Direc tor. 

PO Box BN 1055 , 

Burwood orth . NSW 2 134 

Australi a. 

T elephone (02) 9747 1699 

Facsimi le (02) 9744 3262 W e are call ed to a 
chari sm of hospital ity and 
love that promotes healin g, 

W e are th e: 'Broth ers of 
StJohn of God.' 

Email provincial@stjohn .com.au 

W ebsite: www .stjohn .com.au 
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THEATRE: 1 

G EOFFREY MILNE 

The importance of being on TV 

A cco•n>Nc TO C u noncy 
Press's Entertaining Australia: An 
Illu strated Histo ry (ed it ed by 
Katharine Bris bane, 1991 ), Oscar 
Wilde's plays m et with mixed success 
when they were first performed in 
Aust ralia. T he Brough-Boucicault 
Comp any gave th e Australian 
premiere of Wilde's 1892 hit, Lady 
Windermere 's Fan, in 1894 in Sydney. 
The first of his plays to appear in this 
country, it encountered hostility for 
its' faint odour of tired-out cynicism'. 

By the time Brough and Boucicault 
introduced An Ideal Hu sband to 
Sydney in April 1895, Wilde had 
already been convicted of hom osexual 
offences and Sydney newspapers 
refused to print his name in advertise
m en ts. The public stayed away . In 
August of the sam e year, Brough and 
Boucica ult staked their fort unes on 
The Importan ce of Being Earnest at 
the Princess Theatre in M elbourne
only six m onths after its London 
premiere-and even the colonia l gov
ernor thought it safe to attend, with 
his wife . The Age approved of its 
' innocently amusing sa t ire upon 
London fas hionable life' and fo und it 
as difficult to describe 'as to bottle a 
sun beam'. Notwithstanding these 
propitious om ens, the play was a flop . 

In th e century or so since then, Wilde 
has become a staple in Australian repertoire. 
He is now ' safe' and generally very bankable. 
Sin ce World Warll, and especially since the 
network of Australian state theatre companies 
began to take shape, Wilde has vied with 
N oel Coward for the position of leading 
exponent of Bri tish wit on Aus tralian 
m ainstream stages. 

A revival of The Importan ce of Being 
Earnest by the M elbourne Theatre Company 
in 1990 made it th e most fr equently 
produced play in the then 3 7 -year history of 
the MTC. 

That memorable 1990 production was 
direc ted by Simon Phillips and was striking 

in many respects, not l east for Tony Tripp's 
ingenious design- a large backdrop inspired 
by Aubrey Beardsley's Yellow Book. For the 
change of acts its pages were turned by 
Frank Thring, who played both butlers, 
Lane and Merriman, and almost upstaged 
the res t of the production . Not only did the 
set evoke something of the raffish era of the 
play, but Thring (replaced by Gordon Chater 
for the remount) was dressed and made up 
to resemble Oscar Wilde himself in the first 
act and a rather lugubrious, broken-down 
portrait of Dorian Gray thereafter. 

But the most striking presence was Ruth 
Cracknell as the most domineering and 
acidulous Lady Bracknell I've seen on the 
Australian stage. 
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The production toured widely and 
was a wild success. Wha t endeared it to 
m an y people at that time (if not to 
Anglophile purists) was its high 
theatrical energy and irreverence as 
well as its outstanding ensemble 
playing. The 1990 remount opened in 
Sydney in September and featured in 
all of the s ta te thea tre compa nies' 
seasons for the next year. No doubt, a 
year of playing for easily anticipated 
laughs had soften ed i ts cutting edge. 
But it was still a production rich in 
ideas and inventiveness . 

Another curious production going 
by the nam e of The Importance of 
Being Earnest also did the ro unds in 
1989. This was an English show starring 
the then well-known female imper
sona tors Hinge and Bracket. The 
conceit of th is play was that Dame 
Hilda Bracket is trying to produce a 
performance of Earnest. in her country 
esta te drawing-room but she is let down 
by the actresses wh o are to play 
Gwendolen and Cecily, who don ' t turn 
up until the third act. So Dame Hilda 
en li s ts the support of h er fri end 
Dr Evadne Hinge and, between th em, 
they m anage to play the girls as well as 
Lady Brackn ell and Miss Prism. The 
ga rdene r is pressed in to service as an 

unlike! y Dr C has uble. Again, fun , in a 
thea trica lly en ergised and 

W 
irreverent k ind of way. 

C H BRINGS us to the presen t. Almost 
exactly 105 years to the day after the 
Australian premiere of The Importance of 
Being Earnest, th e Princess Thea tre in 
Melbourne wa s home to anoth er new 
production: an Anglo/Australian remount 
of a C hich ester Festival production first 
seen in 1999, co-produced by Duncan C. 
Weldon (UK) and International Concert 
Attractions (Austra lia) . 

The concept of the Anglo/ Australian 
co-production is interesting (one of the m os t 
interesting things abou t the production ) 



and I suspect it will do very well, especially 
given its principal drawcard and selling
point . 

This, of course, is the distinguished 
British television (and stage) actress, Patricia 
Routl edge, who pla ys Lady Bracknell. 
Weldon (who has more than 250 West End 
productions to his credit) makes no bones 
about his rationale: 'My productions are 
usually driven by the star, otherwise there 
is too much risk. ' (The Age, 23 August .) In 
other words, if the star Routledge couldn' t 
do the show, there would presumably be no 
show . Obviously, then, the whole project 
(from its Chichester Festival origins to its 
current revival and enterprising tour) 
depends on its potential appeal to viewers 
of British TV shows like Keeping Up 
Appearances and Hetty Wainthropp 
In vestigates as much as it does to anything 
Oscar Wilde might bring to it in the 
centenary year of his death. 

What we have got here, then, is a 
perfectly competent, but also rather staid, 
orthodox and even old-fashioned produc
tion. Few if any new ideas about the play, 
English society or production styles are 
brought to bear on what is essentially a 
museum-style reading. Admittedly, there 
isn' t a standard trio of box sets, but the 
flown-in back wall and side-stage entrance
and-exit structures are essentially reduced 
versions of the Victorian box set for touring. 
Act 2, for example, is set in John Worthing's 
Wool ton garden, where an outdoor furniture 
setting is surrounded by boxed flowers and 
benches with croquet m alle t s leaning 
against them. On the floor are croquet hoops. 
At the rear is a latticed garden wall with 
climbing roses and to one side is the entrance 
to the manor house itself. Once Miss Prism 
has gone and Algernon arrives, Cecily 
amuses herself by playing croquet-only 
with a mimed ball and off-stage clicks. It is 
all a shade twee, recalling Hinge and Bracket 
more than any other recent version. 

The four young male actors are generally 
sound enough, although the Australian girls 
run rings around their Anglo beaux. Essie 
Davis ' Gwendolen, in particular, manages 
to tread very confidently the delicate line 
between her 'butter wouldn't melt in my 
mouth' behaviour and her none-too 
carefully-concealed sexual desire when only 
she and Jack are on stage together. By 
contrast, Theo Fraser Steele and Alistair 
Petrie seem to be conceived according to 
narrower and more strait-jacketed English 
Rep models . But there are a couple of 
fascinating performances from Melbourne 
stalwart Beverley Dunn (Miss Prism) and 

NZ e mi gre Jonathan Elsom (Canon 
Chasuble). The butlers are adequate and 
self-effacing-as they should be in this kind 
of reverent production. N one of the brash, 
scene-stealing antics of a Thring or a Chater 
here, thank you! 

So what, then, of Duncan C. Weldon 's 
star, Patricia Routledge? Well, not terribly 
much, really. She's a rather diminutive 
presence: physically and vocally. That 
everyone else in the cast (bar Beverley Dunn) 
towers over her in height is no great problem; 
when she first ent ers , everyon e else 
imperceptibly shrinks down a couple of 
inches and back a couple of feet in deference 
to Lady Bracknell 's force majeur and an 
impression of stage presence is thus deftly 
created by one of the older tricks in the 
director 's book. But no tricks can disguise 
the fact that we really have to strain at 
times to hear the whole of her circum
loquacious speeches, many of which are 
also unusually attenuated in their delivery . 
Lovers of Wilde's wit around me in the 
audience had finish ed m outhing Bracknell 's 
inimitable lines under their brea ths long 

before Routledge. This is a performance with 
its energy tempered by, or geared to, television. 

There is a frisson of cross- t ex tual 
interes t-social climber Hyacinth Bucket 
pronouncing on the vagaries of upper-class 
Lond on socie ty-that transcen ds th e 
theatrical shortcomings of the performance 
to some extent . But I did sense, at the end of 
the night-and a slow, long and tame night 
it is-a 'faint odour of tired-out cynicism' 
about the project. Selling live theatre as an 
adjunct to th e telev isual experience
whether using Routledge or Ruth Cracknell 
as th e selling poi nt (re m e mb er th e 
'Cracknell is Brackn ell ' co mm ercia ls 
associated with the MTC's production ?)
seems to m e to be selling the theatre, and 
Oscar Wilde, a bit short. • 

Geoffrey Milne is head of thea tre and drama 
at LaTrobe University. 
Th e Im portance of Being Earnest can be seen 
in Auckland until 14 October) and then in 
Sydney 's Th eatre Roya l (18 October-
12 November) . Following the Australian tour, 
the show is slated for a London season. 

THEATRE: 2 

P ETER CRAVEN 

Bare-board Bard 
L ""' AND cw,wA ,, Dne ShAke
speare play which almost justifies that old 
category, the problem play. It represents 
Shakespeare in quasi-historical mode (going 
over the ground he knew from Chapman's 
Iliad), but it does so with a depth of verbal 
complexity and a remorselessly cold-eyed 
perspective. The steeliness is all the more 
surprising given the presence of two young 
lovers, and the play's combination of what 
sounds like a relentless nega tivity in the 
midst of famously heroic combat. The latter 
is represented in something like th e 
ensemble style of the histories (i.e . with 
maximum realism and absence of stylisa
tion) and makes for an unusually tough 
piece of Shakespearean dramaturgy, one 
that resists obvious verbal splendours and 
much in the way of anthologisable poetic 
realisation. 

The main exceptions to this are Ulysses ' 
speeches, which seem all the more serenely 
philosophical in their discussions of degree 
and time because this-for once in Shake
speare-is the sort of state of war Hobbes 
would have acknowledged. 

It 's not the most characteristic move in 
Shakespeare 's career that he should have 
made this plague-bed of antiheroism out of 
the shadow of Homer-the Iliad is more 
'Shakespearean' than Troilus and Cressida 
if by that we mean tragic or magnanimous. 
But there is something very Shakespearean 
about the way Troihz s and Cressida tears 
up any charter of expectations and presents 
a vision which is raw, scarifying and 
unconsoled . 

It 's a play in which typologies walk 
through the dust of history-Thersites the 
railer, Pandarus the bawd, Ulysses the sage-

V OLUME 10 NUMBER 8 • EUREKA STREET 41 



only for the dramatist to individualise the 
itch of particularity tha t drives a personality 
to reduce itself to a type. Shakespeare's 
humanism seems impacted, a t war with 
itself, as if no-one in the play drew out his 
sym pathy as more than a 'charac ter'. 

Troilus and Cressida, not surprisingly, 
ca ll s for miracles of ensemble acting 
beca use th e cas t h as to endow th ese 
sketch es, beyo nd and below H omeric 

embodiment, with a ' life' which rr remains low level. 

.lHIS BELL SHAKESPEARE production does 
not achieve the miracle (by a long shot ) 
tho ugh it is one of the m ore interesting 
productions this company has put on . It has 
raised high hopes because it is directed by 
Michael Bogdanov, the man who worked 
with Peter Brook and who ran the English 
Shakespeare Com pan y wi th Mich ae l 
Pennington and was therefore responsible 
for the production of the whole of Shake
speare's history plays which toured here in 
1987, as well as the subsequent tour of 
Coriolanus and The Winter 's Tale. 

Bogdan ov's work is famous for its 
eclec ti c mod ern dress and u se of TV 
monitors and rock music, but more 

particularly for the fac t that he does not let 
these things get in the way of a 'natura l' 
interpretation of the plays-at leas t in 
theory. His cycle of the history plays was as 
classically delivered as a recording by 
Gielgud and although the performance was 
full of leather jackets and shaved heads 
there was no whiff of the sort of directorial 
gimmickry that says, 'Let's do it as Israelis 
and Palestinians.' 

I'm not sure why this Troilus and 
Cressida doesn't work, though the fact that 
Bogdanov is m aking do with a m akeshift 
s tagione company of Australian actors 
probably doesn 't help (even though the 
company includes som e of our better known 
thespians). At times-as in Steven Berkoff's 
Coriolanus for Bell a few years ago- the 
level of the verse-speaking among the old 
hands is a good deal higher than usual, 
though this contrasts-clangingly-with 
the younger players (most notably Toby 
Truslove's formally woebegone Troilus) . 
There's som ething in Leon ard Radic 's 
gloom y remark of a few years ago-it was in 
praise of Bogdanov's English Shakespeare 
Company I think- that Australians tend to 
make too much or too little of Shakespeare. 
They either miss the target by a mile and 

fall into a kind of m aladroi t 
naturalism that does violence to 

"Truth and power are interlinked. They define who's 
in and who's out. For the people I know at University, 
the Church's claims about truth and power are such a 
barrier that they are never going to consider engaging 
with them. They are too ft.rmly drawn." 

the language or they flounce and 
prance as if in the presence of the 
Empire's best . In this production 
they do a bit of both. 

TobyTrusloveandBlazeyBes t 
as Cressida look bearable with 
their clothes off but that is, alas, 
the mos t bearable thing about 
th e m . Trusl ove has a not 
unattractive voice over which he 

Monash Student Matt Bell in dialogue with 
Archbishop Peter Watson 

"I bought the red outfit with the metalli c embroidery, 
which I keep tell ing myself is not ri ght for Mother 
of the B1i de but will be fine for another occasion 
(possibly when I play the lead in a mini -series on the 
li fe of Boadicea)." 

Award-winning humorist Beryl Rule 

The Melbourne Anglican 

1998 winner of the Gutenberg Award for Excellence 
in Religious Communication 

Mention this ad for a free sample copy of TMA 
Phone: (03) 9653 4221 

or email: tma @ melbourne.anglican.com.au 

I''' 

has no control at all, and Best can 
'act ' but mousil y, small-scale. She 
needs to be wonderful here and 
she is not- the performance has a 
diminutive efficiency that fails 
to do the trick. The support for 
this least lus trous pair of lovers is 
variable . Vic Rooney is an adept-
enough Agamemnon at the level 
of rhetoric, though the perform
ance is not inward. Bille Browne 
is a 'brilliant' camped-up Pandarus 
and the legion who admired his 
Oscar Wild e las t year will 
probably like the desolate arthritic 
fina l image of the old procurer, 
but the whole thing looked like 
applique pantomime to m e. Peter 
Sumner had authority as Aeneas, 
Pete r Carroll clucked around 
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skilfull y as N estor (though growing m ore 
m annered in the second half) and Luciano 
Martucci looked as though he might have 
m ade a fairer fist of Troilus than Truslove 
did. 

There was no a priori reason to object to 
the representation of Achilles (Marcus Eyre) 
as a kind of biker queen and Patroclus 
(Derren Nesbitt ) as a very femmy homebody, 
nor to their drag show at the end of the 
interval, but the conception was closer to 
the stock image of these things than to any 
individualising swerve to find the human 
face, whether sympathetic or alienating, 
within the type. This was just a bald hulking 
bull of a man, m outhing grunts in the 
vicinity of Shakespeare's lines, an d a fussy 

wuss of a m an wh ooping abou t rr like a footnote or a decoration. 

.lHROUGH ALL OF THIS, fi tfully, there were 
mom ents when you could see how the 
director was aiming for the contemporary 
convention that would release the satire of 
the ancient mask, bu t time after time it 
eluded h im . It was as if the Australian 
idiom (the heaviness of the acting, not the 
accent) reduced this play (of all plays) to the 
mechanics of its rhetoric. And in a play 
where there is nothing but the glitter of the 
rhetoric this tended, too often, to sink things 
like a stone. 

N one of which is to deny that the older 
Australian actors kept their ends up, in the 
absence of a unified style. John Bell gave an 
efficient, not-inelegant vignette of Ulysses 
as a staff officer. 

And there was at least the suggestion of 
magic, even as it fled, in this production. 
Bogdanov's best work is miles better than 
this, but at least this Troilus and Cressida 
was full of interesting angles. It relaxed or 
concentra ted th e eye and showed what a 
supple place the theatre is, how it can, 
through styli sa tion, effect with the m erest 
spo ts and shadows things that film can only 
achieve surreptitiously. 

There were moments where a bare body, 
or a clothed one, had enough reality, was 
sufficiently angled and alive, to suggest the 
migh t- h ave -been in this talented but 
unachieved sketch of the way a director of 
w eight might d o a grea t piece of 
Sh akespearean disgruntlement in the 
antipodes. • 

Peter Craven is currently editing Best 
Australian Essays 2000. 
The Bell Shakespeare Troilus and Cressida 
will be showing at the Sydney Opera House to 
28 Ocrober. 
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GOT THAT GAGGED FEELING? 
For five years, Free Speech 

Victoria has drawn attention to 
attacks on free speech. We have 

helped those who have spoken out . 
In 1999, we awarded the 

outspoken Victo rian Audito r
Genera l, Ches Baragwanath , our 
first Voltaire Award. If you are 

interested in Free peech Victo ria, 
contact T erry Lane, PO Box 93, 

Forest Hill VI 3 13 1 

GRAPHIC ARTIST 
Lucille Hughes charges very 
reasonable rates for superior 
graphics. Also speciali ses in 

portraiture. Tel : 0 3 9499 6840 

OLD FINE & RAR E BOO KS 
bought and so ld . 

Loue lla Kerr & Lorraine Reed , 
139 St Johns Rd 

Glebe NS W 2037. 
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Email: lnlbooks anzaab.com.au 
Cata logues issued , or browse 

through our entire stock on o ur 
website: www.anzaab.coin.au / 

- lnlbooks 

FINE FUR ITURE 
Made to orde r by meticulous 

craftsman. Library stands, revolving 
bookshe lves a specialty. Australian 
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CO-PURC HASER WANTED 
for semi -attached house, 

Croydon Pk., Sydney, 
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Phone Juli e or Mary on 
(02) 9642 5361 

PSYCHOLOGIST 
Julie Houniet 

(B.A., Dip . App. Soc.Psych., 
MaPs.S. , Member of A.P.S. and 

clinica l member o f V .A .F . T.) 
Individual/ marital/ famil y therapy; 
anxie ty; depress ion; re lationship 
diffi culties; phobias; compulsive 

di sorde rs; addiction . 
Te l: (03) 948 1 7836 

THEOLOGY & SC IENCE I 
CONVERSATION 

an introductory workshop 
26 3 1 January 200 I . 

Luther Sem inary, Adelaide. 
This worksho p is an introduction 

to science/theo logy dia logue, 
focusing on cosmology and 

biologica l evolution. Contact 
Workshop Director, Hilary Regan. 
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hregan@ camtech. net .au 

POLITI CS IN THE PUB 
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Acid reign 
Up at the Villa, dir. Ph ilip Haas. Don 't be 
deceived by the title-this is not more 
Tuscan pastoral in the Franco Zeffirelli 
mode (Tea With Mussolini). Yes, th ere is a 
small squad of American and English ex-pats 
sport ing hats an d gloves and fanning away 
the Florentin e days of 1938 while muttering 
'Munich ' under their brea ths like a charm 
that migh t ward off the in evi table. But th e 
script and plot (this film docs have one, all 
twists and surprises too ) are acid. Th ere is 
enough residue of W. Somerset Maugham's 
novell a of the same nam e to make you 
uneasy just as you are on the brink of being 
cha rmed, or seduced. The film shares 
a n oth er Mau gham ch arac t eri s ti c-it 
insinuates itself into the private corners of 
its characters' em otions so that, like an 
accidental voyeur, you end up seeing m ore, 
thinking you know more, than you might 
care to. 

The story begins conventionally. Poor, 
virtuous, beautifu l English widow Mary 
(Kr is t in Scott Tho m as, above) finds 
temporary haven in a borrowed Florentine 
villa and is offered marriage and luxury by 
the Governor-elect of Bengal, Edgar. (James 
Fox plays Edgar, twisting his stiff upper lip 
into such full facial contortion that he looks 
like a Picasso in progress. Fox is m arvell ous-

n ever quite staying on th e safe side of 
burlesque. And Scott Thomas matches him .) 

Enter Americann1.arried libertine (Sean 
Pen n ), lu sh Am erican Pri ncess San 
Ferdinanda (Ann e Bancroft) doing Pandarus 
in carmine lipstick, Jeremy Davies as the 
Austrian refugee Mary first befriends and 
then patronises, and Massimo Ghini as the 
Fascist- and you have all th e makings of 
scandal. 

T he score alternates between reassur
ance and foreboding, the cinematography is 
tight and the acting exemplary. Derek 
Jacobi, in sandals and eye makeup, plays 
the English fool som ewhat lost in Florence. 
It would be enough jus t to watch him as he 
waddles down a Renaissance corridor, 
reminding us with every twitch of his hips 
how close pathos is to tragedy. And how far 
away. -Morag Fraser 

Degrees of 
diplomacy 

The Diplomat, dir. Tom Zubrycki . A few 
days after its opening, th ere were half a 
dozen people in the cinema to see an evening 
session of this documentary. It 's a pity. It 's 
grea t stuff. Tom Zubrycki decided to spend 
a year shadowing Jose Ramos Horta, th e 
East Timorese independence activist and 
joint winner of th e Nobel Prize for Peace. It 
could have been just another year in Horta' s 
relentless but lonely and futil e work of 

44 EUREKA STREET • O CTOBER 2000 

touring the world trying to s tir interest in 
the cause of East Timor. He'd been treading 
the same weary path for over two decades. 
Yet soon afte r filming began, Indonesian 
President Suharto resigned and President 
Habibie introduced a new attitude to East 
Timor. The events of the 18 months tha t 
followed are well kn own. Zubr yck i 
happened to be in the right place at the righ t 
time. 

The result is not just a candid portrait of 
Ramos Horta, although we certainly ge t 
that. We see archival footage of a young man, 
newly appointed as the foreign minister for 
th e Fre tilin Governmen t , leaving his 
country in 1975 as the Indonesian troops 
arrive. We see a human being talking abou t 
the brea k-up of his marriage. We see Ramos 
Horta 's e lderly m other, N ata lin a, the 
unexpected star of the film, leafing through 
photo album s in her brick veneer home in 
the wes tern Sydney suburb of Liverpool. 

But more significant than any of this, 
th e docum entary presents a rare portrait of 
th e effect of political pressure and change 
on one of the most passionate protagonists 
of that change . Ram os Horta appears 
without the benefits of sp in doctors. Indeed, 
he appears wi th few benefits of any k ind. 
One of the most memorable sequences in 
the film shows him holed up in a bed-and
breakfast in Auckland last September, trying 
to secure a meeting with President Clinton, 
as he follows the disturbing news of the 
devasta tion of East Timor by militia. He 
yells over a m obile phone at the flunkies of 
Cardinal Sinn who are delaying the Cardinal 
speaking to him . Worse than that, he needs 
to find $800 to pay part of h is phone bill 
before the phone is cut off and h is link with 
East Tim or goes dead. 

-Michael McGirr SJ 

Plies don't 
Centre Stage, dir. Nicholas Hytner. The 
preview I a ttended was obviously a special 
aim ed at ballet schools as much as critics, 
and the cinema teem ed with slender elves 
carrying dustbin-sized popcorn, mega cokes 
and choc-top icecreams, presumably to keep 
body and soul together for the 11 5 minutes 
of the film . 

This made for interesting viewing that 
went beyond the confines of the m ovie: 
som etimes the whole cinema would explode 
with laughter at a scene which the non
dancer would find m erely mildly amusing. 
(But they do say dancers are so busy that 
they don ' t get out much.) They all clapped 



Cooper Nielsen (the well-thewed main male 
dancer, played by real ballet s tar Ethan 
Stiefel) when h e did som ething particularly 
springy and show-offy. And good on him
there's a lot going on in the lad 's pants, and 
he's not a bit ashamed of it . 

H owever, the plot and dialogue were 
s trictly schoolgirl-comic-of-the-'SOs passed 
through a 90210 filt er . This is a sad surprise 
coming as it does from the crea tor of Th e 
Madness of King George. Exposure to the 
glamma rays of Hollywood have turned the 
hapless Hytner into Aaron Spelling's geeky 
younger brother. And there were, unfor
tunately, som e racis t elem ents: subtle, but 
definit ely there. It's a very thin, cut-to-the 
bone plot . (Which teenager gets picked ? 
That's all, folks.) In this stripped-dow n cast 
there are tokens galore: only one anorexic 
chucker (hello!) and one eater: out she goes, 
for ignoring the implicit 'N o Fat Chicks' 
sign that hangs over ballet company doors . 
In such a squeeze as this the two token 
bla cks had t o be loa ded with o ther 
signifiers-the young man is also the token 
gay, the girl is also the token feisty rebel. 
The gayness of the young black m an was 
unremarkable until it becam e apparent that 
he was to be the blonde leading girl's partner 
in a dance tha t has ero tic moves. That 
would never do in H ollywood, would it ? So 
yo u n ever see him in rehearsa l with her, 
only Ethan Stiefel 's dem onstra tion and 
coaching ('Grind your hips closer to hers, 
Ericl'). And of course the plot com es to the 
rescu e: just before the performance, the 
nice unthrea tening gay black guy has to 
sprain his ank le to m ake sure we never have 
to see an O thello- ish scenario. 

And the final dance spec tacle is cringe
ma kin g: a pinnacle of banal awfulness . It is 
supposed to be m odern and cutting-edge 
and all that , but the choreography is faux
Balanchine m arried to Cats and has never 
heard of Isadora Duncan let alone Tharp. 
Your teenage balletom ane w ill love it . 

- Juliette Hughes 

Slash and gag 
Scary Movie, dir. Keenen Wayan s. Parody 
movies are a mixed bag. They can be 
incredibly bad (Police Academy VII, VIJI, 
whatever ?) or m em orable classics like 
Blazing Sa ddles and The Naked Gun . 

Scary Movie is a gem of the genre. As 
ribald sa tire, the film thumbs its nose at 
political correctness and what passes as a 
plot is a pas tiche of lampooned scenes from 
almos t every thriller or teen -thriller in the 

past 20 years . Just sit there and tick them 
off . Scream I, II and III, Nigh tm are on Elm 
Street, Halloween , Th e Blair Witch Project, 
Matrix, The Sixth Sense, There's Some
thing A bout Mary, I Know What You Did 
Last Summer, etc ., with a swipe at Th e 
Usual Suspects to round things off . 

Scary is directed by Keenen Wayans 
(not rem embered for that classic, Don 't Be 
a Men ace to South Central While Drinkin ' 
Yo ur Ju ice in the Hood), who has combined 
with his brothers (two of whom also appear 
in the film) to produce a m ovie tha t opera tes 
perfectly at two levels . 

At a basic level, it is the ultimate parody 
riddled with m emorable visual gags and 
hilarious one-liners . At another level, it is a 
contemporary social sa tire, homing in on 
such ques tions as colour discrimination, 
with the much -quoted gag of the police 
reacting to the call 'whi te wom an in trouble' 
(a busty high school beauty who is severely 
s tabbed in the implant ). 

In an interview, Wayans reluctantly 
concedes that the film was reh earsed for 
two weeks, but quickly emphasises that 
m os t of the bes t scen es w ere 
impromptu . . Among those scene 
is a swipe at the ultimate horror
the filmgoer who crunches pop
corn, rattles papers, talks in a loud 
voice and continues to use a m obile 
to annoy everyon e aro und her. In 
this sort of m ovie she gets the 
punishment tha t we all think she 
deserves. 

Agains t a background of sex, 
ex traordin ary gen i t a lia and an 
occasional explosive ejaculation, 
the you ng cast is almos t unrecog
nisable. I say 'almos t ' because I did 
recognise the body of Shannon 
Elizabeth, who plays Buffy-she 
spent m ost of her time totally nude 
in American Pie. Wayan s reassures us that 
Elizabeth go t the role of Buffy for her 'finely 
honed acting skills'. 

The plot is irrelevant, but for what it 's 
worth th ere's a crazed slasher in a funny 
m ask loose on the high school campus. The 
cas t gives the impression that they are 
having lo ts of fun , and why not ? Wayan 's 
world is a very funny place. 

-Gordon Lewis 

Redeeming feature 
Jesus' Son, dir . Alison Maclean. It 's been a 
long time between drinks for ex- N ew 
Zealand director Alison Maclean (now based 

in the United States). Her 1989 comic/ 
horror short Kitch en Sink still s tands out as 
one of the m ost effective pieces of short
form cinema I can think of. It was followed 
up in 1992 by Crush , a fea ture-length project 
produced in N ew Zealand, after which sh e 
headed to the United States. Since then it 
seem s that all of the fea ture film pro jects 
she's tried to develop have fallen through 
for one reason or another. Apart from som e 
direct ing fo r television (Sex and the City, 
Homicide: Life on the Streets), we haven ' t 
seen much from her, until now, w ith her 
new film, Jesus' Son. 

Adapted from a series of short stories by 
D enis Johnson, Jesus' Son is structured as a 
series of elliptical fragm ents, strung together 
by the slightly addled narra tion of Billy 
Crudup 's character (below), FH (short for 
'fu ckhead', so nam ed becau se 'everything 
he touches turns to shit '). FH's narra tion is 
addled at least partly because he's som e
thing of a junkie-that is to say, he'll take 
anything he can get his hands on . Characters 
come in and out of focu s, stories ramble 
back and forth, s trange obsessions take hold 

and just as quick ly evapora te-even he 
adm its that there are tim es when his life 
seem s to have wandered into som eone else's 
dream . D espite the so rdid and often bleak 
circumstances of his life, FH seem s to re tain 
an almos t simple-minded innocen ce of 
spirit, even in the hallucinatory dep ths of a 
bender fo llowing the dea th of h is girl 
fri end . Whether or not this innocen ce 
m eans tha t the title of the film is m eant 
to apply to FH or not is ambiguous; certainly 
th e id ea of r e d empti o n , o r at leas t 
redemption through faith in a world that 
n evertheless n ever seem s to quite fit 
together properly, seem s to be wh ere the 
film is trying to take us. 

-Allan James Thomas 
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L Am v TV HAS BEEN so AWeuc th.t I've been thinking I should 
put in a claim for a stunt TV-watcher who can just tell m e 
what's going on. In the days before I had to write about it and 
therefore take full notice, I always used to do something else 
while watching. I still do when not on duty, as it were. Knitting 
has its uses and they go beyond the construction of gorilla-armed 
jumpers: recently I preserved at least 14 neurones from rage
induced burnout simply by not having m y eyes on the screen. 
Alerted by sounds of nausea from the rest of the family, m y 
first thought was to preserve the dogs. 

'Blindfold them again, sweetheart/ I said. 'Or they'll start 
chewing the electricity cord and fuse all the lights like last time.' 

'Bless th em / he said emotionally, calming a foam-flecked 
Jack Russell. 'They're only trying to save us. Dogs are so loyal ... ' 

He says he's going to start a self-help group for Spouses of 
People in Dangerous Occupations . 

But recently, in the face of all recent precedent, decent 
drama has resurged. SeaChange led the charge, and has been 
joined by a really exci ting new three-part series from the Beeb. 
Shooting The Past (ABC) will screen at 8.30pm on three Friday 
nights (6, 13 and 20 October). Written and directed by Stephen 
Poliakoff, it won the 1999 Prix Italia and the 
Royal Television Society's award for Best Drama 
Serial and is the best thing I've watched since 
Denis Potter's h eyday . The story concerns a 
publicly owned photography mus eum of 
uniquely English unwieldiness and seeming 
inefficiency. It has of course been sold to an 
American entrepreneur who is going to establish 
a school of business. The gigantic collection of 
10 million photographs is to be sold off piece
meal, having first had the 'eyes' picked out of 
the collection-the images that will attract large 
prices from collectors. The rest are to be sold as 
a u seless job lot or trashed. 

To tell you the story would be unfair, so I'll 
simply say that Timothy Spall as Oswald Bates, 
the mysterious eccentric, the wounded trickster 
figure with the super-memory, is riveting. He is 
funny and sad without ever being maudlin. Lindsay Duncan as 
Marilyn Truman (now there's a name whose resonances are all 
worth delving into) i s m erely brilliant . Poliakoff writes 
m emorably for her, particularly as she has to deal with the 
uncompreh ending contempt of Christopher Anderson (Liam 
Cun ningham ), the American businessman who must be 
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Danger: money 

persuaded to let the collection live in its entirety. Marilyn meets 
the familiar challenges of TINA with only her lumin ous 
honesty . (TINA: 'There Is o Alternative ' became the ecorats ' 
mantra during Thatcher's reign and proved incredibly successful 
to the dreamers of avarice. Incredible because it had the effect 
of stifling reply in ways tha t people are only now beginning to 
realise, as if waking from long bewitchment.) 

Poliakoff gives us lucid discourse on the nature of history, 
and in it you realise afresh how all the codswallop of the post
modernist history-killers only left us wearing the blinkers of a 
dead merchant, old 'history-is-bunk ' Henry Ford; how the 
streamlining of information ben efi ts only hegemony; how 
humanity is lost when memory is lost and when the freedom to 

wander through a garden of bright images is seen as 

I 
useless. Settle in and watch, or set your VCR. 

N LATE SEPTEMBER there was great music on the ABC. The 
two-part series on Sibelius whetted my appetite for that unjustly 
neglected composer. When we were kids, m y sis ters and I would 
dance to his Karelia Suite, being Margot Fonteyn to its lovely 
Northern coldness. Soon after, I heard his Fifth Symphony and 

was pierced to the marrow. It is music to read 
Chardin to: it echoes with th e deeps of wild 
frozen earth and cries with the yearning for unity. 

On Sunday, 1 October, at 9.40pm, the ABC's 
Over the Top with Franz is worth a look, 
particularly if you saw Der Winterreise on Sunday 
afternoon on 12 September. That fine young tenor 
Ian Bos tridge sings Schubert 's setting of Wilhelm 
Muller's 24 strange poems, but in a way that isn ' t 
a hundred miles from a rock video. Seen in a bleak 
room instead of a concert platform, it builds a 
picture of the protagonist 's alienation that is 
positively Camus-ish. I wanted to be purist and 
disapproving but was won over by the really 
wonderful singing and playing. (Julius Blake was 
the pianist and by crikey he's good.) And if you 
can't be Fischer-Dieskau, (who can ?) some visual 
assistance will perhaps win the piece new fri ends. 

I suppose it's an instance of the kind of change that Oswald 
Bates means when he says, haltingly, at the end of Shooting 
Th e Past: 'We are all hit by changing things-not able to stop 
it .' So we adap t. Do we ever adapt. • 

Juliette Hughes is a freelance reviewer. 



Eureka Street Cryptic Crossword no. 87, October 2000 

Devised by 
Joan Nowotny IBVM 

ACROSS 
1 & 5. Ought queen put segment back in the ship for luggage 

supports? (8,6) 
9. In your work at Times in Thailand, originally, you 'd report on 

the speaker's point of view? (8) 
10. Outright Arkansas bluster! (6) 
12. Peevish at having to wear uniform. (6) 
13. Failing an alternative, he changes sides. (8) 
15. Adjust original inhabitants' options, perhaps. (12) 
18. In the theatre, she can make men, for example, lose their 

senses! (12) 
23. Less than tall is he who succumbs to such charm! (8) 
24. If it went right instead of left, this country could produce 

cloth from goats or rabbits. (6) 
26. The troops, spread abroad among the inhabitants, nevertheless 

showed mercy. (6) 
27. Female practicality is an exercise in pointlessness . (8) 
28. The success of Sputnik? It actually was attributed, partly, to 

the 21-down leader first named! (6) 
29. The brig on the right, blurry in the fog, will be visible when 

the light is better. (8) 
DOWN 
l. Main fastener. (6) 
2. Interval of a month on the road? (6) 
3. Bear lost its head in the whirlwind! (4) 
5. The anguish of people found to be in the wrong. (7) 
7. He occasionally ate vapid colourless food, to show he was 

flexible . (8) 
8. Having taken a seat, I get up to criticise, somewhat ironically. (8) 
11. Teen on a rebellion trip-far from being mother's first joy! (7) 
14. Communist leader known as 'Bluey'! (7) 
16. Quiet craftsman but somewhat tenden tious. (8) 
17. Listen! Everyone inside with military leader? It 's a telltale 

sign. (8) 
19. Religious group keeps us quiet, I fancy! (7) 
20. Conveying the conclusion even before scene starts. (7) 
21. Silly drunk about to compete for position on the regional 

council. ( 6) 
22. Advocate that hen be given water for a start. (6) 
25. Sharp edge, right ? Polish it with upward motion. (4) 
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by Kate White, with an introduction by Frank Moorhouse 

Joseph Lyons was prime minister during the crucial years of 
Australia 's climb out of the Great Depression. In his day, he was 
known for two momentous decisions in his life-he changed from 
the Labor Party to the United Australia Party in the middle of his 
political career, and at 35, he fell in love with a 17-year-old girl, 
Enid Burnell, whom he married. In 1943, she became the first of 
two women elected to federal parliament . White's engaging 
biography brings these two fascinating figures back to life, and 
gives a palpable sense of Australian life during the harsh years 
preceding World War II. 
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