











to avoid them, how to cast my eyes down when an
encounter was unavoidable, how to keep quict, and,
when the lives of the people Iloved were under direet
military threat, how to pick the moment to speak up.
{Was I now expected to capitulate?)

Unlike you, I was not trained for war. 1 didn’t
know the first thing about grenades, bombs or bullets
when I first landed in El Salvador. There are, however,
some things that don’t take long to learn.

At DM4, the infamous Salvadoran military base
located at the foot of the mountains, a camouflage
wall is painted with huge black letters, in Spanish:
‘No Mission Impossible’. Even then, [ knew the haunt-
ing truth of that message. In 1996, 15 years after the
El Mozote massacre, the New York Times reported
that as many as 1000 unarmed peasants had been
killed. That mission was unleashed from DM4. I worked
with the one female survivor—Rufina Amaya.

Until the day I stepped into that military head-
quarters at DM4, I had supposed that evil existed but
I had never actually felt it. At that moment, in that
place, I knew, right down in my bones, that evil was
precisely what I was experiencing,.

Life for me since then has never been the same.
Perhaps, as a tank commander, there were times,
decisive moments, which changed you forever too.

One of our finer moments of engagement
occurred on the dance floor. Who would ever imagine
that an Australian tank commander could dance salsa
as well as any respectable Latin American? Some-
where between the twirling, the Latin American
rhythms and the perspiration, we were just two people
enjoying the music and dancing.

Later you talked to me of good military and bad
military. Australians in your schema were naturally
good. You spoke of their peace-keeping roles. But
weren’t we the ones who trained the Indonesian
Special Forces before the systematic devastation of
East Timor? And what about the US military, train-
ing elite Latin American forces including perpetrators
of the El Mozote civilian massacre? Who is
responsible?

As the days passed, I began to glimpse the man
behind the uniform. Yet, a voice kept reminding me,
‘he’s military’. I began to disengage. From your
perspective, my disengagement resulted from my lack
of having any clear objectives. But I could not bring
myself to debate tactics.

[ hadn’t slept all week. My past was keeping me
company, surrounding me.

The last day of the course was a relief. I knew
I needed to touch home base. In the final hours, during
a scheduled feedback session, you and I sat down and
faced each other. The tank commander and the peace
activist finally get down to tin tacks. There is a lot
they admire in each other.

I was impressed by your strategic abilities and
communication skills. You, as | recall, noted my zest
for life and sense of humanity. Then came the tricky

part. You knew I did not have a clue who you really
were; that in six days I had not managed to get beyond
the military surface. What’s more, you had been
subjected to so much of my past as I relived it that
week and I found your strategic approach devastat-
ing. I was left to ponder if the only reason we engaged
at all was so that you could meet your military objec-
tives—what is referred to as ‘commander’s intent’.

But still we listened to cach other intently.
Something seemed to shift. The real dialogue of two
human beings who live in diffcrent worlds could
now begin.

Later that afternoon, you took me to visit a
military base in Brisbane. You wanted me to see that
not all military bases were like DM4 in El Salvador.
Walking around were regular Australians who could
be neighbours or family. The next day, as we said our

farewells, you reminded me that I now had

a friend in the military.
-N -VHEN I RETURNED HOME, I emailed colleagues from

El Salvador. One, Ana, was a young girl when the
Salvadoran military rolled tanks into the parish of San
Antonio Abad in the capital of San Salvador, splatter-
ing everything in their wake: the fence, the garden,
and the priest, Father Octavio Ortiz—Ana’s brother.
That was before the war officially began. During the
war Ana’s four other brothers were killed and the
mountains where she was born were bombed—exten-
sively and persistently.

After my encounter with you, it was Ana’s
counsel I sought. (Perhaps I wrote out of guilt, having
fraternised with the enemy.) Ana could just imagine
me twirling the night away. In fact, she couldn’t help
but laugh—Michele being spun around by the
military. She added, if that’s what it takes to fix my
injured back, then why stop?

But somewhere in that message, Ana was encour-
aging me to leave the past behind. Not to forget, but
to move on. Had I been caught in the past while my
Salvadoran friends and collcagues cmbraced
reconciliation?

I will continue to believe that alternative
solutions to war are possible. As you said, that is my
right. After all the refugee camps, the bombed
communities, and the devastated people T have scen
trying to rebuild their shattered lives years after the
war finishes, I consider it my responsibility.

Thirteen years ago, issucs of war and peace
scemed so black and white. But it’s not that simple,
is it? Therc are so many areas of grey. That’s where
I stand now, up to my neck in grey as I scarch for a
degree of humanity in social responscs, and in each
human being I encounter. I just never expected to
find that humanness behind the uniform of a man
who commands military manoeuvres from inside
an army tank.

Michele M. Gierck is a freclance writer.
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]acl( Waterfard

oHN HowaRrD Is sTIiLL savouring the moment. He will probably
keep doing so all the way to February, when he will have to
address a Budget by then looking about $3 billion in deficit. It’s
not that the political antennae are not out checking what his
political opponents—particularly in his own party—are doing,
but the Prime Minister is looking very relaxed and comfortable
after his toughest year yet in politics. He has very little in his
in-tray, and not a little good-humoured mischief on his mind.

Retiring? I'd be very surprised indeed if he faced the next
election, but he has no idea of doing Peter Costello any favours
and will go at a time entirely of his own choosing. Until he
does, he will run government his way, as if to set up yet another
victory by himself. John Howard got where he did by being
himself and now, in his sweetest moment, he is not going to
change, even if, as ever, he remains flexible on issues that are
not central for him. But forget the idea that he may do a U-turn
on his refugee policy, or on Aboriginal affairs. If his successors,
whoever they are, want to change course, that will be a matter
for them, but he is not going to make their task easier.

It would not be strictly correct to say that he is actively
sabotaging Peter Costello as the natural, ultimate successor,
but Howard has done all that he can to keep a few rivals in the
ring. Tony Abbott has been effectively promoted, and so has
Brendan Nelson and some other ambitious politicians from
NSW and elsewhere. None have significant personal support
bases—they will depend on Howard’s goodwill for any success
that they enjoy—but all have platforms from which they can
show off what talents they have. And some have opportunities
to look good at a time when Costello may be looking mean,
tricky and difficult to communicate with (in part because he
will be dealing with the Howard-Costello black hole).

Brendan Nelson has been given education and, clearly, the
task of repairing the relationship with the universities. More-
over he has been given a departmental secretary, Peter Shergold,
with some capacity for making ministers look good. Nelson
may be a moderate of the type Howard—ever the factional
warrior—despises, but he is not being set up in the way that
most of the senior moderates, such as Amanda Vanstone and
Michael Wooldridge, were set up in 1996. The moderates then
were given the big-spending departments, and the biggest
agenda for cuts; most had to severely mortgage their own
reputations to survive. Nelson, by contrast, may not be there
to preside over a major expansion, but he will not be the
minister for bad news.

No doubt Kay Patterson, the new Minister for Health, does
not want to be the minister for bad news cither, but she may
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Dividing the spoils

not have so easy a task before her. Howard has no great intention
of helping the states out of the problems of hospital funding.
The new secretary of Health will be Jane Halton—very able,
but highly aggressive. Even her champion, Max Moore-Wilton,
jokes that he has been trying to teach her to go for the knees
rather than the throat. Halton is Canberra’s first second-
generation secretary—her father was also a secretary. From her
deputy secretary’s position in the Prime Minister’s Department,
she was the one who co-ordinated the Howard government'’s
responsc to the Tampa affair and also the deployment of troops
in Afghanistan. Tony Abbott, in industrial relations, will have
Canberra’s most ideological and political secretary, Peter Boxall,
doing his barking for him, and will as well be Howard’s primary
strategist in parliament—hardly a sign that Howard intends
to lower the temperature on chamber acrimony.

The hopefuls who have fixed their fortunes on Costello—
such as Bruce Baird—failed to get promotion in the reshuffle,
and the only complete dud to get marching orders was Bronwyn
Bishop, who can do Howard little harm if only because she com-
mands so little support. On the other hand, Howard was not
only willing to retain, but actually promoted into cabinet, the
hapless lan Macfarlane, the minister in so much trouble over

GST shenanigans until he was saved by the Tampa affair

I in early September.

T MAY WELL BE THAT THE most comfortable prospect facing
Howard, however, is the knowledge that yet again he has Labor
over a strategic barrel. Presumably, this time around, Labor will
be doing rather more to develop policies so that they are seen
‘to stand for something’. But whom are they campaigning
against? Suppose that Howard does go. Suppose too that Peter
Costello wins the leadership. One can assume that Costello
will fairly abruptly change a few symbolic policies, if only to
demonstrate that a new, forward-thinking man is now in charge.
If Labor has, in effect, pitched itself against Howard, it might
not be difficult for Costello to sneak by on Labor’s left. Yet if
Labor recognises Costello as the likely enemy and keeps its
focus on him, its parliamentary performance against Howard
is likely to be weak—a fact which Howard will exploit. It could
almost incite him to do some sort of Hawke in imagining that
he, and he alone, could bring back the Liberals a fourth time.
Somehow, however, I doubt it. Howard didn’t get where he did
in politics, or survive so long, by self-delusion; Bob Hawke did.
at least while others were willing to stroke him.

Jack Waterford is editor-in-chief of the Canberra Times.
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Orc ina 'y happiness

N)VEMBER WAS THE TIME FOR serious literary criticism. Harry Potter got banned
for sorcery. A friend attacked Eurcka Street for not looscning up and celebrat-
ing the ordinary Australian things like sunshine, beaches, the footy, holidays
and the everyday goodness of ordinary Australians.

Now, [ know it’s not a satisfactory defence, but all Christian literature has
had the same bad press. Partly because it’s not easy for anyone to write about
cheerful things. It is much easier to describe the party where they served porridge
sandwiches than the onc at which we had a great time. ‘St Paul today tells us to
be joyful, so you've got to be joyful,” says the prcacher threateningly. And less
than enablingly. Theologians have had particular difficulty with ordinary
happiness. They do suffering and sin better because, like all systematic writers,
they are a bit obsessive, the kind of people who are likely to take their work to
the beach.

But a decper cause for the difficulty Christian and reformist writers find in
relaxation lies precisely in the vision of hope for a changed world that animates
them. This hope makes it difficult to leave alone injustice and evil. Christ is
born, but still Herod schemes. For us, the surf is up, but people are penned on
Nauru rock. And when officials are at work devising further humiliations, it is
hard to lounge on the beach, easy to live permanently with furrowed brow.

The carly theologians had to find their balance between celebration and
criticism in dealing with the great stories of the classical tradition. These were
well told, engendercd great art and drama, and shaped the rclaxations of the
day. But they werc often obscene and violent and celebrated alien gods.

Confronted by this association of beauty, culture and relaxation with pagan
myth and worship, most theologians attacked «  ssical literaturc, art and circuses
alike with a severity from which a contemporary Harry Potter would not have
escaped. To welcome the new, one had to abjure the old.

So the theory ran. But in practice, the mixture between celebration and
critique was much more complex. Because all education began with classical
stories, Christian critics like Augustine were steeped in the beauty and style of
the texts that they damned. Their imagination was captivated by the old, and

cir enchantment in fact was essential for them to make room for the new.

One of the loveliest novellas of the carly church makes this point. Nonnus
is in confcrence with other bishops, when a procession winds past the church.
The beautiful Pelagia, courtesan and actress, dressed in pearls and little else,
rides by with a retinue of stunning young men dressed in equal style. The other
bishops cover their faces, but Nonnus looks on entranced. ‘Did you not notice
her beauty?” he reproachfully asks the other bishops. They are silent; but Nonnus'
enchantment will be the path by v ich Pelagia’s heart is drawn to God.

Necither beach, sunshine nor Harry Potter is opposed to the newness of
Gospel or a just world. They feed the same imagination in which faith and the
passion for justice breed.

Andrew Hamilton sy is Fureka Street’s publisher and teaches at the United
Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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I was told that although things wecre
goingwell, Inceded tobe moved toa hospital
with a laboratory attached to it—for more
accurate blood and urine monitoring. My
blood tests were showing clotting problems
and the presence of certain enzymes in the
blood indicated muscle breakdown. Urine
analysis showed both blood and sugar: my
kidneys were threatened.

Mansficld scrambled the police heli-
copter from Meclbourne. I was collected
from the heliport just outside Mansficld,
flown to the Alfred Hospital, met by my
partner Jenny and taken straight to the
emer ey room. There [ was again ¢xam-
ined, had some more fluids removed for
testing and was prepared for having the
bandages removed from my leg. When these
came off T again became symptomatic and
was  en a final 3000-unit dose of the
antivenene. I had obviously reecived a very
large amount of venom from a very aggres-
sive Tiger.

Somc hours later [ was transferred to the
Intensive Care Unit at St Vincent’s Hospi-
tal, and after a good night and improving
blood and urine tests, [ was discharged with
a continuing course of drugs to minimise
scrum sickness. [ had received 12,000 units
of antivenene and some ten days later
suffered a serum reaction that made me
crook for a few weeks. | have, however,
been  d that I should suffer no long-term
effects trom my e¢ncounter.

It was a lucky outcome from what could
have been miy final flick of the tly. [ put my
survival down to a number of factors. [ am
a big oke: my official size is Extra Large
Fat Bastard. I was beside the car when Iwas
bitten and did not have to move far. The
fact thatIsaw the snake removed any doubt
about having being bitten {the bite itself
was not painful at all until much later that
day). I had a compression bandage with me
and  h Martyn and I knew how to use it.
I was within mobile phone range and only
20 minutes from a hospital that had anti-
vene  [not all do/), and immediately came
under the care of an cxpericenced doctor
who made fast and accurate decisions.

Arc there any things that I will do differ-
ently in the future? Yes. I will carry more
than one compression bandage—the
additional ones I have alrcadv purchased
arein the Extra Large Fat Basta1  size. [ will
carry my EPIRB (Emecrgency Position Indi-
cating Radio Beacon) on all trips, even day
trips. T will carefully consider the potential
haza:  of wet wading. Finally, I will halve
my chances of further snake attacks by
always fishing with a friend.



Postscript: after sceing me off at the
helicopter, Sam and Martyn took my car
and returned to the spot [ had intended to
fish that morning. A phone call to intensive
care from Sam that night informed me that
he had bagged not one, but two fish in my
spot—a one-and-a-half-pound brown and a
one-pound rainbow! —Bill Thomas

MWHEN CRICKE TAVAS CRICKE

MY CREDENTIALS A a cricket critic could

be considered dubious. Having played at
only modest levels, with no dashing
centurics or big swags of wickets, I displayed
a potential which never materialised.
Neverthcless, my passion for cricket has
been long-lived and studded with unforget-
table moments and memories.

It began at a dried fruits block near the
Murray. Sitting on a dirt road under a few
scraggly trees, another small boy andIplayed
out Test matches just after Bradman’s
breathtaking run spree in England.

Sun and sky dominated above the young
vines, trellises and irrigation channels. We
sat less than two metres apart, with empty
oblong Log Cabin tobacco tins for wickets,
a marble for a ball and a tiny, rudely
fashioned picce of wood for a bat. Vehicles,
horse-drawn or motorised,
rarely if ever disturbed us.
There, Larwood and Tate
would bowl to Woodfull,
Ponsford and Bradman; and
Tim Wall, Clarric Grimmett
and Patsy Hornibrook tack-

7

Larwood; Ponsford’s gallant 85 during which
he allowed himself to be hit on the body,
repeatedly, by fierce rising balls.

Strangely, the famous incident of
Woodfull being struck over the heart by
Larwood did not survive in my memory.

Later again came the almost unbeliev-
able: a few precious coaching sessions from
Clarric Grimmett when for a scason [ was
opening the batting and bowling for
Norwood High. At 48 the diminutive
Grimmett, a towering figurc in world
cricket, was still playing for South Aus-
tralia in the Sheffield Shield team.

The general perception of Shane Warne
as the greatest wrist spinner of all time is
arguably incorrect when Grimmett’srecord
is analysed. He played his first Test at age
33—older than Warne is now. His 216 Test
wickets in 37 Tests at an average of 24.22
per wicket is superior to Warne’s. His
wickets, it should be noted, were taken
mainly against a cricket-strong England
with batsmen of the calibre of Hobbs,
Sutcliffe, Hammond and Leyland. Anyway,
it scems that Bradman rated Grimmett
slightly ahcad of Warne.

Grimmett’s appeals were low-key and
he expressed no raucous or foul-mouthed
unscemliness when confounding his
opponents or being punished by them.

Unaccountably, Grimmett taught us
virtually nothing about bowling but

S0, NEXT MONTH'S BOOK CHoICE (S
VIOLETS —AND I'M SURE | SPEAK fOR
ALL OF US WHEN T $4Y T DReAD TO
HINK. WHAT 7447 MIGHT BE /

led Hobbs, Sutcliffe and
Hammond. It was late 1930.

Three vycars later I
watched two days of the
Adelaide Test to sce the
bodyline series reach a fren-
zied peak. Thoughlong, long
ago some things remain
vivid: the 8.30am arrival to
sccure seats for an llam
start; the draught horsc haul-
ing the mower round the
oval; the crescendo of boos
for Jardine; the decafening
exuberance only minutes
into the game when Tim
Wall bowled the England
captain neck and crop; the
solidity of Maurice Leyland,
Wyatt and Eddic Paynter;
the awesome speed of

(-
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concentrated on batting advice {like many
bowlers he fancied himself as a batsman
and, indeed, was a uscful tailender) and in
bawling us out for misdemeanours like
forgetting our sandshocs on practice after-
noons, 4 lapse condemned with memorable
vehemence and cffectivencess.

After such intoxicating highlights my
brilliant cricket carecr started to go bung,
despite my playing on for years around the
Adelaide hills and suburbs.

So, from the age of innocence to ericket’s
modern times. Big moncey, television,
advertising, bottom lines and endless one-
day scries which blur into the meaningless
and forgettable have encouraged gambling
and crime. Suspicion and doubt mar a game
once regarded as the epitome of fairness and
sporting skill. Replays and big screens
encourage viewer and player reaction and
titillation.

On-field unsporting bchaviours, foul
abusc and consistent sledging, perfeeted in
the Chappell cra, has slowly but surely
spread to all cricketing countries, and
throughout all levels. Snarled obscenities,
taunts and insults disparage ability, courage
and carecrs. Great bowlers like Warne and
McGrath resort to such abuse when batsmen
hit them about or when their appeals are
rejected. Hurled returns from close range
often nearly decapitate batsmen who have
been given the bencfit of the doubt by
umpires.

Contrast Gary Sobers
driving Benaud for four atter
four in the 1960 ticd Test.
The bowler amiably ap-
plauded the batsman’s shots,
acknowledginghis prowess.

Some years back the
struggling West Indian,
Robert  Samuels, was
labelled a ‘— — loscr’ by
sledging Australians. He
told Michacl Holding that
battling against the Austral-
ians provided acomplete sex
cducation. ‘That just about
says it all,” commented
Richic Benaud.

But such things have
always happened in cricket,
according to sledging sup-
porters! This is not correct.
Duringall my playing years
never once was [ abused or
taunted nor did I ever
hear anyone clse verbally
assaulted. Such conduct
would have been regarded
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as outrageous. Great bowlcers of the past
like O’'Reilly and Grimmett, Tim Wall and
Kcith Miller, Wes H and Andy Roberts
did not baitand abuse their opponents; they
exhibited theiraggression with the ball, not
with invective.

On the last Indian tour of Australia the
mild-mannered Srinath struck Ponting with
abouncer. When he enquired if Ponting was
all right he received a mouthful of abusc.

[an Chappcll, on and off screen, still
encourages warlike sport. For example,
some years ago Andy Bichel hit a ball very
hard into West Indian Jimmy Adams at
shortleg. Adams had to go off for treatment.
From the stump microphone Bichel was
heard to call, ‘Bad luck, mate.” An amazed
Chappell complained, ‘Well, he’s a polite
young man.’

When Curtly Ambrose struck a bats-
man and went down the wicket to look at
his condition, Chappell lectured that such
was not the business of the bowler Why
not? Even the dreaded Larwood ran te - ats-
men whom he thought he might  ave
injured.

Such conduct and attitudes, irrespec-
tive of country of origin, contribute nothing
except ugliness to cricket. Australia has
refined a concentrated torm ot intimidation
and attack. We should be in the forefront of
trving to abolish both.

Steve Waugh's Australians have been
recognised, correctly, as the strongest team
in the world. However, deteat in India,
victory over England and a drawn scrics
against a resurgent and unlucky New
Zcaland was hardly a triumphant 2001.
The series against South Africa will be
interesting. The International Cricket
Council’s call for tougher penalties for bad
on-ficld bchaviour is necessary and long
overdue. It is unfortunate that it was first
implemented against half the Indian tcam
for offences which some commentators
considered to be minor, thereby inflaming
harbourcd perceptions of racial bias.

Furthermorc, in these times of privati-
sation, the regular practice of the Packer
men, [an Chappell and Tony Greig, officiat-
ing at Test match tosses and after-match
presentations leaves a certain taste in the
mouth.

For me some memorics never fade: che
majesty of the Walter Hammond cover
drive; Don Tallon keeping wickets to any-
one, anywhere; the power and grace of Bill
Brown using his feet against Grimmett; the
hostility of Lindwall and Miller opening
the bowling for Australia; Sobers explo-
sively and repeatedly square-driving Lillee
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to the MCG boundary in his incredible
double century for the Rest of the World
early in the 1970s; the thrill of a bare-
hecaded Richie Richardson hooking sixes off
his cychrows; the classically devastating
wicket-to-wicket spells of Richard Hadlce
and the breathtaking stroke power of Adam
Gilchrist. Such is the real stuff of cricket.

—John Sendy

READING RETICS

IN JaNUARY, relics of St Thérese of Lisicux
are touring Australia, Whenin Ireland, they
attracted millions of people and left com-
mentators perplexed. Some re
in the event the vacuum left |
demisce of popular devotions,
whilcothers saw the triumph
of sentiment over substance.

Devotion to St Thérese
bas always attracted follow-
crs and critics. Her older
sisters in Carmel, who even
during her lifetime regarded
her as a saint, cncouraged
devotion to her. They edited
her writings and touched up
her image to tit the ripely
emotional world of 19th-
century piety. That Thérese
herself belonged to that
world 1s evident in her painting of the
dream of the Infant Jesus. She painted it at
the age of 20, four years before her death.
She copied a commonplace work, adding
touches of herown. Hersister lateramendced
it to make it cven sweeter.

Photographs of Thérese Martin, however,
show a strong and composed young woman,
and the unedited version of her writings
and conversations are laconic and astrin-
gent. She died agonisingly of tuberculosis.
Duringherillness she thought occasionally
of suicide, and in her inner experience en-
tered fully the world of unbelicf. Her faith
remained simple, but was without reassur-
ance. It finds expression in spare words in
counterpoint to the devotional rhetoric of
her sisters. When, for example, her sister
remarks how lovingly Thérese is looking
towards Heaven, she answers, ‘Do you think
1 am thinking about the real Heaven? T am
simply admiring the sky. The other is more
and more closed to me.’

The tension between faith and the
absence of God ht ~ )
poignant image: ‘I am like a small child at

JANUARY=FEBRUARY 2002

the re  vay ition, waiting for its parents
to place it on the train. But they do not
come, and the train is leaving. Still there
arc other trains; [ shall not miss them all’

TI  difference between Theérese’s
effusive painting and her spare words may
provide the right lens for fixing the popular
response to the visit of her relies. The dis-
tinction is one classically made between
devotions and devotion.

The painting belongs to the world of
devotions. Its interest lies in the contrast
between the cestatic expression of the child
and the subject of his dreaming—the
insignia of pain anddeath. The image brings
together Christian faith and the hard things
that most challenge it. But it docs so tenta-
tivelv and sentimentally, in a dream where

1 is not rcal. The painting

ires whether such a dream,
such a dreamer, is possible.
Devotions allow people to
test imaginatively hard
realitics against faith. Like
soapics, they helpus explore
from a safc place the reality
of crisis and our responsc to
it. Becausc they cxplore
sentimentally, the art and
rhetorie that they produce
arc often tacky.

The test of any faith,
however, comes at midday
when we tace the tull heat
of painandloncliness, with-

out reassurance. Only devotion suffices,
the unsentimental and stripped down love
shown in Thérese. Dream is replaced by
reality.

T popt  rresponseto Thérese'srelics
suggests the importance of the imagination
within faith. A theology that speaks well
about death and suffering docs not substi-
tute an imaginative pondering of these
things. But whilc images and devotions
rehearse reality, devotion engages it.

—Andrew Hamilton
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HAT Dors Christmas mean to you?”

would have been an improbable question in

theca  ent world. More probable wouldbe,

‘What does Epiphany mcan to you!’ as it

was Epiphany, not Christmas, when the

By ) orated C’ 'sentry
into the world.



























and conviction. As Andren spoke, a few
ALP members trickled into the chamber,
then in came a large Labor contingent to
hear Kim Beazley introduce his own bill
on mandatory sentencing. Beazley was
luckier than Andren: by the end of his
speech another two government MPs had
wandered into the House.

Although it was prepared with none
of the resources of the government or
opposition, Andren’s speech was an
important contribution to the mandatory
sentencing debate. Later, in the midst of
his small, enthusiastic staff in Parliament
House, he seemed unperturbed by the
customary absence of government mem-
bers during his speech, but a little
surprised that members of the press
gallery had complained he hadn’t warned
them that he’d be speaking.

Andren was elected as member for
Calare, a regional New South Wales seat
taking in Lithgow, Bathurst and Orange,
in 1996. This was the federal election that
propelled no fewer than five independ-
ents into the House of Representatives,
all but one of them to be pitched out by
their electorates two-and-a-half years
later. Of the five, only Andren, who had
been working at Prime Television, had
not previously been a member of one of
the major parties.

Andren decided to run in 1996 when
the sitting Labor member announced his
retirement. ‘A lot of people were partic-
ularly unimpressed with the candidates
coming forward for the 1996 election, and
someone suggested that I run as an
independent,” he told me at Parliament
House. ‘I thought long and hard about it
and thought, why not? I'd been up there
for 20 years or more and I felt that it was
my patch of dirt as much as anyone else’s,
that I knew the issues. Like everyone else
I was critical of the abandonment of the
regions by successive governments. The
National Party had become the little red
caboose on the end of the Liberal train.
So for all of those reasons I wondered how
well regional and rural areas were being
represented.’

Andren’s win in 1996 was based on a
simple electoral calculation. ‘When I sat
down with one of my sons and looked at
the numbers from the 1993 election I
could see that the Labor vote was never
going to hold up,’ says Andren. The Labor
member, David Simmons, had built up a
strong position which was unlikely to be

maintained after his retirement. ‘I was
confident that if I could come second, or
better, on the primary vote then I'd pick
up support from both ends of the spec-
trum.’” That’s exactly what happened.
Andren received nearly 30 per cent of first
preferences, picked up second preferences
from Labor and the Nationals, and ended
up with 63 per cent of the two-candidate
preferred vote.

Other independents have managed to
sneak over the line in three-cornered con-
tests, but it’s unusual for them to go on
to win an increcased share of the vote at

Things changed in the sccond term.

‘There was a lot more respect becausc
I came in with the third safest
seat in the place.’

BOTH KatH KNowtes and another
prominent local I talked to made a similar
observation: that Peter Andren had accu-
mulated enough respect in the commu-
nity and pushed enough local issues in
parliament that his views on asylum
seckers—whether voters agreed with
them or not—did not pose an electoral
problem. Some may well have becn

Peter Andren had accumulated enough respect in the
community and pushed enough local issues in parliament that

his views on asylum seekers—whether voters agreed with them
or not—did not pose an electoral problem.

the next election, and to tie down one of
the safest seats in Australia. Andren
gained over 40 per cent of the primary
vote in 1998—a swing of 11 per cent—
and a remarkable 72 per cent of the two-
candidate preferred vote.

Armed with that convincing majority,
he set about representing his electorate
on an enormous range of issues. Petrol
pricing, coal mining, fuel grants, Telstra
and superannuation are among those
with particular resonance in Calare, but
Andren has also spoken in parliament on
the less predictable topics of drug policy,
reconciliation, East Timor and mandatory
sentencing. He argued persuasively
against the government’s intention to
deny prisoners the right to vote, and he
opposed the government’s bill to censor
internet content.

To keep up with this workload
Andren has a staff of just four people. As
a result of a deal between Brian Harra-
dine and the former Labor government
he is entitled to one more staff member
than an ordinary backbencher in recog-
nition of the fact that he has none of the
resources of a parliamentary party.

During Andren’s first term his job
wasn’t made any easier, he says, by the
attitude of many members of the govern-
ment. Like his counterparts in Victoria,
who later had an opportunity to take
revenge on the Kennett government,
Andren says that ‘apart from a couple of
ministers’ the Howard government
treated him with ‘a degree of contempt’.
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persuaded by Andren’s newspaper
columns on the topic and his advertise-
ments on radio and TV, which responded
to the National Party’s scare campaign
{"You might like Peter Andren ... but you
won'’t like what he thinks about protect-
ing Australia’s borders.’)] with an
argument for humane policy. Others,
according to Tony Rhead at the Western
Advocate, would have admired his
courage in stating an unequivocal
position on the issue.

It’s impossible to draw any firm con-
clusions about the significance of
Andren’s achievement for other partics.
Local electors knew that their vote for
Andren would not contribute to the elec-
tion of a government with a different
attitude to ‘border protection’. But it may
be that Andren’s decision to adopt a
potentially unpopular stance helped to
consolidate his reputation among seg-
ments of the community and so contrib-
uted to his dramatic rise in support.

On the way to Bathurst Airport
I mentioned to the taxi driver that I'd
spent the previous day with Peter
Andren. ‘Andren, eh?’ he said. ‘T always
think that independents are a bit like
granny’s tooth—all alone and not much
use.” He paused. ‘But, gee, he seems to he
stirring them up, doesn’t he?’

Peter Browne is a rcsearch fellow at
Swinburne University’s Institute for Social
Research and producer of The National
Interest on ABC Radio National.
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the rescuees’ situation was ‘self-induced’
or that the application might facilitate
other rights claims under the Migration
Act. Habeas corpus was a fundamental
protection of a fundamental right.

Justice Beaumont agreed with French
{which meant the Commonwealth won),
arguing that: (a) Vadarlis had not pleaded
that the rescuees had a common-law right
to enter Australia; (b) technically, the
Court could not issue the writ, just relief
‘in the nature of’ habeas corpus (a fine
distinction, which the Commonwealth
had not argued); and (c¢) even if it could,
the court should not, because it was a
scheme to use the Migration Act regime.
Besides, it was wrong for a person to rely
on their own unlawful act (in practically
compelling MV Tampa to divert from
Indonesia to Christmas Island} to secure
an advantage not available legally.

If the remedy of habeas corpus depend-
ed on the detained person having a com-
mon-law right to enter a country, then
poor black slave Somersett would have
languished in chains in an English port.

Justice French added a postscript:

The counsel and solicitors acting in the
interests of the rescuees in this case have
evidently done so pro bono. They have
acted according to the highest ideals of the
law. They have sought to give voices to
those who are perforce voiceless and, on
their behalf, to hold the Executive account-
ablc for the lawfulness of its actions. In so
doing, even if ultimately unsuccessful in
the litigation they have served the rule of
law and so the whole community.

In abandoning human rights when the
going gets tough, governments send a
very clear message to people in their own
country, and tyrants in others’, that our
stated values are mere political puffery.

But in instructing the Common-
wealth to pursue the lawyers who tried
to protect the rescuees’ rights for its enor-
mous legal costs, federal Attorney-
General Daryl Williams, who advocates
pro bono representation by the legal
profession, has gutted its willingness to
take on public-interest litigation. Wil-
liams has said, coolly, that this litigation
was not in the public interest. His behav-
iour reveals just how much it was.

The truth is out there. Drowning.

Moira Rayner is a barrister and freelance
writer.

EPERER I CAN RO EE

The colt we may regret

AROUND MeLBourNE Cur TIME, Australia’s racing ministers decided
unanimously to ban the cloning of animals involved in their industry.

Racing, like the stock market and other forms of wagering, is a very skittish
animal, subject to all sorts of external physical and psychological pressures. So
the simple certainty of the ruling may well be a good thing.

What was really interesting, however, was the debate surrounding the
deliberations. At times it appeared to simplify the issues to an absurd degree.
Many commentators seemed to assume that animals cloned from the same
champion parent would be identical, and retain all the characteristics that made
their forebear a winner. ‘Imagine the difficulties of punting when confronted
with a field of Sunlines or Northerlies,” one bookmaker said.

But an organism is much more than the sum of its genetics. To recognise
the role that environment plays in shaping the final individual, we only have to
reflect on the human clones we have met—more usually known as identical
twins. Friends and family have no difficulty in telling them apart, and they
often have very different characters, strengths and weaknesses—more than
enough to sort them out on a racetrack.

Science fiction and the simplistic ‘nature vs nurture’ debates have taken
their toll on the word ‘clone’. In common parlance, it has now been reduced to
describing some sort of photocopy. The reality is more complex. Hosts of factors
are at play in any one action. Science generally copes with this complexity by
studying the impact of one factor while holding all the others steady. This is
reported in the scientific literature, but by the time it reaches most of us, the
artificial context in which the results were obtained has been forgotten.

Recently, the media reported that a Massachusetts company had created
the first human clones. In the ensuing clamour much of the context was lost.
These cells were not grown as embryos, but as a step along the way to ‘thera-
peutic cloning’. The distinction between producing full human beings via
cloning, and creating embryonic tissue to replace degenerate adult tissue
(therapeutic cloning) has never been clear in the public mind. The cells produced
in therapeutic cloning never grow into a human embryo. (While this distinc-
tion does not amount to moral justification of the practice, it is important for
informed discussion.)

The Massachusetts ‘clones’ had no arms or legs or heads. They amounted
to three bundles of cells, the largest of which consisted of six cells. And it took
71 human eggs to create them. According to several leaders in stem cell research,
this is the critical point—human eggs are difficult to harvest and limited in
supply. They say the work may well be a last hurrah for therapeutic cloning,
because it effectively demonstrated that it is likely to be too difficult and
expensive to be practical. These researchers are now working on other
approaches, many using cells from adults, which are more likely to be ethically
acceptable. This is hardly the message that emerged, perhaps because it was
not simple enough.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.

VOLUME 12 NUMBER 1 ° EUREKA STREET 25


















Samuel, who has becn in Australia for over three years
without work rights or any form of financial assist-
ance. Somehow, he has managed to survive, mainly
on hand-outs. As I contemplate the compatibility of
Australia’s domestic law with the International Cov-
cnant on Civil and Political Rights, my client states
resolutely that he must not work in Australia because
he comes from a country that has no law and he knows
what can happen. Samuel was at home when his
mother had her arm amputated by rebel soldiers in
an act of pointless violence, so he speaks with some
passion about the rule of law. Over the last three years,
he has rebuilt his life. His nightmarcs have subsided
and he has married in Australia. Despite this, his
application to rcmain in Australia first as a refugee
and then later on account of his marriage, has failed.
As I explain the situation to Samuel and his wife
Joanne, I can see Samuel staring back into the abyss.

‘Pacific solutions’ and ‘border protection’
legislation usher in a brave new world for refugees in
Australia. Those who have beaten the clock can count
themselves lucky. Yusuf Farah languished in the
Maribyrnong Dectention Centre for over 18 months
before being accepted as a refugee. A Somali poet,
Yusuf spent much of his time in detention writing
articles critiquing the political situation in Somalia
and the power-plays of Somali warlords. Over this

period he became the main fecature-writer for the
pre-eminent Somali newspaper in London, Kasmo.
When interested readers asked how they could contact
Yusuf to comment on his articles, the editor had to
advise them that he was living in an immigration jail
somewhere in Australia.

Yusuf was accepted as a refugee only after an
important full Federal Court decision concerning his
right to freedom of speech for his writings. As we chat
over coffee in Fitzroy, Yusuf is aware of the irony that
despite having been in detention for over 18 months,
he is fortunate to have had his case decided prior to
the new changes in law which would have torpedoced
his claims. He knows he would otherwise be dodging
bullets in Mogadishu. The cternal optimist, Yusuf
beams from ecar to car, ‘I feel just like a new child.’

For me, the last five years have been filled not with
‘queue-jumpers’ and ‘illegals’ but with a glimpse of the
rich tapestry of the world. Kurdish journalists, Iragi
doctors, Burmesc students, Somali poets and Afghan
farmers. Stories of pathos, good humour in the face of
adversity and people who are unstintingly grateful for
the second chance Australia has given them.

Martin Clutterbuck was co-ordinator of the Refugee and
Immigration Legal Centre in Mclbourne. He is currently
in the East Timorese territory of Ocussi.

TLIC NATIAYNLD

The law of words

Steven Columbus examines the gulf between Australian
government rhetoric and the realities of international refugee law.

T MAY COME AS A surprise to some rcaders that
government rhetoric on asylum seekers and refugees,
while establishing a clear stance on those deserving
of our protection, has no bearing on who ultimately
receives such protection.

That latter task remains within the purview of
international law, particularly the 1951 Convention
and 1967 Protocol relating to the status of refugees
(hereafter ‘the Convention’). The Convention operates
at the administrative level of refugee determination,
but also imposes obligations on signatories’ treatment
of asylum seekers/refugees across the board.

Both the Convention and the government recog-
nise the need to assert an ambition to protect those
‘most in need’. But they differ markedly in the criteria
used to make this judgment about priorities, and
consequently, in their respective conclusions. Why?
Part of the answer lies in the fact that they reflect
different impcratives. A product of enlightened self-
interest, the Convention nevertheless represents a

rational, humanitarian response to the plight of thosc
fleeing human rights violations. It is a moral docu-
ment. The government also dons the mantle of
morality in claiming to champion the rights of ‘needy’
refugees. But its high-minded assertions are compro-
mised by parochialism and political expedience.

The government has been very successful in
dictating the language, and hence the tone and con-
tent, of the debate. Dehumanising rhetoric has paved
the way for callous, inhumane legislation. Australia
purports to offer a haven to ‘refugees in need’, and a
resolute barrier to opportunistic ‘boat people’. What
the Convention demonstrates so forcefully, however,
is that ‘boat people’ and ‘refugecs in need’ are in many
cases onc and the same thing.

The essential components of government rhetoric
are contained in the following guotation by the
Immigration Minister, Philip Ruddock:

I am going to continue to press the argument that, if
you have a moral view of these matters, you would
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the ‘gift’ of life, they use this idea to rule out any
research on the early embryo that is likely or certain
to be destructive, including research that promises
major medical breakthroughs such as the procuring
of stem cells. I doubt that the respect in question can
be made to do so much work. In particular, where
infertility clinics have ‘spare’ embryos that are to be
destroyed anyway, the serious prospect of curing
disease or relieving great suffering by carefully super-
vised, though destructive, research seems to me
clearly to outweigh the demands of respect.

The second problem concerns the question of
whether such attitudes are distinctively religious, in
some broad sense of the term, as Ronald Dworkin has
argued, and whether, if so, they should form no part
of law and public policy in pluralist democracies.
These questions are related to the way we should
understand political liberalism, and are too complex
to discuss further here, although the issue is canvassed
by Dombrowski and Deltete in their chapter on liber-
alism. This chapter is not particularly deep or novel
philosophically, but it avoids many of the errors and
misunderstandings about contemporary liberal
thinking that are unfortunately far too common
among Catholic and other Christian commentators.
They also have an interesting chapter propounding a
new Catholic approach to sexual ethics, but reasons
of space also preclude a discussion of this here.

If we abandon or modify the current orthodoxy
on abortion, what happens then to the sense of
Catholic identity and solidarity that has been both
supported and symbolised by it? There is no doubt
that this identity will be further eroded, but is that
such a bad thing? The sense of identity has an impor-
tant psychological and moral role to play in human
life, but its role is not always positive. There are good
and bad identities and the fashion for preserving
identities at all costs is one of the more ambiguous
and sometimes dangerous fads of contemporary life.
Nazi politicians and their supporters had a strong
sense of identity but they would have been better off
without it, and similar things can be said of many
damaging, though less dreadful, identities. The
Catholic identity referred to at the beginning of this
article was both rigid and highly oppositional. It set
Catholics proudly apart from other Christians and
other religious people and signalled that their
characteristic beliefs and practices were unchanging,
indeed unchangeable. But this separation and inflexi-
bility may be precisely what needs to be abandoned.
Catholics should absorb the genuine insights, values
and discoveries of other religious and secular
traditions without viewing them as mere optional
add-ons to the guaranteed ‘deposit of faith’. They
should be particularly wary of treating a mere attach-
ment to social, moral and political conservatism as if
it constituted attachment to the person and message
of Christ. {The same goes of course for radicalism.)
The record of church authority in recent centuries on

such crucial issues as slavery, separation of church
and state, freedom of conscience, and the status of
women illustrates the damaging effects of this
ingrained resistance to change.

In the light of this resistance, the standard line
on abortion has a significance beyond a concern for
the status of the unborn. The standard line has led,
for instance, to official Catholic opposition to in-vitro
fertilisation and most other forms of artificial birth
technology. It is an important element in the
campaign against research using stem cells (which can
only at present be got by destroying embryos), even
though this holds out hope for the treatment of major
diseases.® It is connected to the rejection of all forms
of human cloning. Some of the issues in this area are
legitimate causes for public concern and debate both
with regard to their ethical and health aspects. The
fact that a project is aimed at promoting human good
does not immediately guarantee that it has no moral
flaws. Nonetheless, a thread that runs through the
church’s comprehensive oppositional stance is a
disturbing lack of compassion for human misery and
suffering. One prominent church spokesman, reject-
ing recently the idea of genetic testing of embryos for
tendencies to cancer used the ‘what next?’ device to
suggest that scientists might next want to reject the
implantation of embryos that had a tendency to
asthma. The spokesman no doubt did not intend this
as a gratuitous slight to those who suffer from this
terrible disease, but this sort of insensitivity emerges
all too readily in the polemical context of the abortion
debate. A church known for compassion, humility and
openness is more likely to achieve a deep and impres-
sive identity than one marked by a passion for
stringent metaphysical dogmatism in the face of
complexity and suffering.

Professor Tony Coady is an ARC Senior Research
Fellow and Deputy Director of the Centre for Applied
Philosophy and Public Ethics at the University of
Melbourne.

1 Peter Geach, The Virtues: The Stanton Lectures 1973-4,
Cambridge University Press, 1977, pl47.

2 Norman M. Ford, When Did I Begint Conception of the Human
Individual in History, Philosophy and Science, Cambridge Uni-
versity Press, 1988.

3 When Thomas speaks of ‘ensoulment’ he does not—or should
not—mean that an ethereal substance is injected by God into
the foetus, but rather that a new stage in foetal development
has emerged in which the organism now has rational capacities
{if not abilities) and hence a new moral status. He also thinks
this requires a special act of God, but this is another matter.

4 Lest this be thought too dismissive of an important line of
moral critique, 1 would refer the reader to my more developed
critique of Peter Singer’s view on speciesism in ‘Morality and
Species’, Res Publica, vol. 8, no. 2, 1999. Copies can be obtained
from the Centre for Applied Philosophy and Public Ethics at
the University of Melbourne {(email: irena@unimelb.edu.au).

5 Recent scientific developments suggest that it may become
feasible to get healthy stem cells from living adult humans with-
out damaging the adults. Were this possible it would bypass the
problem of embryo status.
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composition and outlook and which never-
theless aspired to amore decent, democratic
and cqual Australia’.

Overthe decades thatfollowed, changes
in the composition of the federal caucus,
and sometimes its role, reflected funda-
mental changes in Australian socicty, par-
ticularly the weakeningidentity and decline
of the traditional working class, the role of
women, new technologies in the workplace,
broaderaccess to education, and the develop-
ment of a more outward-looking and less
parochial culture.

In 1935 John Curtin moved to give the
party organisation more influence in the
higher councils of the ALP. In the mid
1960s Gough Whitlam’s intcerventions
swung the balance back in favour of the
parliamentary party. By the 1970s Whitlam
had established a caucus which was more
middle-class, better educated and more
widely representative of the community in
both its make-up and authority. The story
of caucus is full of swings and roundabouts.

True Believers gives a lot of attention to
the relationship between caucus and cabinet
and not much to the relationship between
caucus and the party organisation. Though
understandable, thisisapity. It’sarclation-
ship which should lic at the heart of a
democratic party. True Believers reflects
great pride in the ALP’s long history but
there is a dangerous assumption that past
longevity assures eternal political life. By
implication, other parties come and go,
change their names and spots, but Labor
gocs on forever. Other parties have to
reinvent themselves but the Labor Party
transcends all this. At the beginning of a
new century it is in fact Labor which is in
most desperate need of reinventing itself.

The philosophies and prejudices that
have served both political parties well in
the past will not necessarily serve them
well in the future. Afeer all, these books are
both about the last century. This one will
be even more demanding.

John Button was a senator and minister in
the Hawke and Keating governments.
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Games we play

USTRALIANS SHARE AT
least onc thing with ancient
cultures of which they are
often suspicious. Like the
Chinese, they read the paper
from back to front. Browsing
through David Headon’s mam-
moth collection, The Best Ever
Australian Sports Writing, it
is possible to see why. The
Australian passion for sport,
whichisoften carried tobizarre
and tedious ecxtremes, has
engendered some passionate
writing. A lot of it has quali-
tics of insight, drama and
comedy which makes it worth
rcading after the game, match
or set it describes have long
since passedinto the graveyard
of statistics.

Some of the best sports
writing has a deep sense of moral grievance:
the race that should have been won, the
club that should have been saved, the umpire
that should have been strung up. A lot of it
is territorial. Victoria’s Barry Dickins wastes
no time in dismissing Rugby League as the
province of drunks and big business. Hugh
Lunn, a Queenslander, celebrates a Rugby
League victory over NSW in 1980, remind-
ing readers that the southern clubs made
their money from poker machines long
before Queensland descended to that level.
In other words, the maroons deserved to
defeat the ‘cockroaches’.

Someonconce said that the
Australian coatof arms should
have a chip on its shoulder. It
is certainly true that the sports
literaturc of defeat has a vital
indignation that makes sclf-
rightcous accounts of victorics
dreary rcading by comparison.
The suggestions Kenneth
Slessor made in Smith's
Weekly in 1922 for improving
the chances of an Australian
Rugby Lcague team against
England arc a case in point. He
advocated the introduction of
telescopic goal posts to frus-
trate opposition kickers.
Another casc is Roy Masters’
portrait of Tom Raudonikis: ‘At
Wests we never made a grand
final, reaching the preliminary
final twice, and after both
games Tom was a spent, exhausted shell. Tt
was the only time he was totally vulnerable
because he had nothing left.’

One of the many treasures that Headon
has dug up is a piece written in 1862 by the
firebrand Reverend, John Dunmore Lang,
in which he rails against sport as a waste of
moral encrgy:

One of the worst features in our colonial
community is the wide-spread and growing
taste for frivolity and dissipation in every
form—cricketing, horse-racing, regattaing,
&c., &c., &c.,andIconfess] almost despair
of the social and political—not to specak of
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Sound Winton

Anythin you could play on a verandah.
You know, without electricity. Dirt
music.
Asin ... soil!
Yeah. Land. Home. Country.
You can’t mean country and western!
Nah. Though we’d play Hank and
Willie ... Plenty of bluegrass and some
Irish stuff. Whatever felt right with a
guitar, mandolin, fiddle. But
mostly it was blues ...
—Dirt Music

OOKS ARE USUALLY silent things.
Even when they are read aloud, any
songs in them are only rarely sung.
And when books are read alone, to
onesclf, songs that are quoted in the
midst of narrative text remain some-
how mute; you hurry over them to
continue the story. Tim Winton
doesn’t bother to try to make his
readers sing along in the novel Dirt
Music. Nofutile reproduction of lyrics
here: he forces you to take the music
into full consideration by providing two
CDs, produced by himself and Lucky
Oceans, the presenter of ABC Radio
National’s daily music show, The Planet.

Films and cookery books are the usual
providers of soundtracks—the latter gener-
ally about pasta and Pavarotti, aimed at a
middle-brow aspirational marketbut really
dependent on desperate Christmas gift
buyers. Films arc quite respectable here,
providing employment for composcrs and
orchestras and royalties for old rockers. But
real book plus real music is a rare combina-
tion, one I have not encountered before.
The film connection is there, real, and
probably prophetic however, since Dirt
Music is by far the most filmable of all
Winton’s novels.

It seems to begin conventionally, as
simply as might a genre thriller or even a
romance, introducing Georgie Jutland at
her computer. For the first three pages the
proscisuncharacteristically flat forawriter
of Winton’s lyricism. He risks a tone of

urbane, journalistic irony about the futility
of beingan aimless netsurfer as the narrative
opens with clich¢s abounding: ‘Logging on—
what a laugh. They should have called it
stepping off’; ‘Still, you had to admit .../,
‘Besides, it kept heroff the sauce’; ‘... padded
across to ..."; ‘poured herself a scrious
application of vodka’; *... but it gave a girl a
start’. Yet in the midst of all this ficrce, flat
surcty you get a sudden shot of vivid
grottiness: ‘She swivelled in her seat,
snatched up the mugandrecoiledasherlips
met the cold sarcoma [my emphasis] that
had formed on the coffce’s surface.” Again,
it could be argucd that this sort of over-
written phrascology appears in potboilers
by such as Dcan Koontz, Tom Clancy,
Thomas Harrison. Somcthing else, how-
ever, is unfolding: this is Georgie Jutland’s
mind-set. Cold sarcomas arc something she
knows about, having becn a nurse. The
breezy clichés are hers; we are walking
through her mind as surely as Joyce walked
through Molly Bloom’s. And from time to
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time Winton reassures the recader
that he’s always there: you
haven’t picked up a Danielle
Stecle by mistake. Straight after
the cold sarcoma we get ‘the
moony seaseemed toshiver’. And
soon after the worrying vodka
there is a whole half-sentence:
‘... where the air was cool and
thick with the smells of stewing
seagrass, of brinc and limey sand,
of thawing bait and the savoury
tang of saltbush.” And while
‘savoury tang’ is purc Georgie,
the rest is Winton, and very
plcased one is to sce him show-
ing himself. He can show alicna-
tion, human darkness, cruelty
even, in all its aspects, not shirk-
ing horror or the abject (indeed
Winton isbrilliant at dealing with
all manner of the abject), but
ennobling the most painful and

dirty of experiences with pity.
In Dirt Music Winton plays
assuredly with tones, tenses and all the
other notes in his range. All of Georgie's
action is in the past tense, assured and yet
sct hard, incapable of healing. Luther Fox,
thelocal poacher who becomes herlover, is
all in the present, his text blindly striking
through each moment, stumbling often. In
the final chapter, though, past and present
tenses come closer and closer, ductting
until they coalesce and she comes into his
present: ‘She’s real.’ In previous chapters
their encounters are mostly in past tense,
scen mainly through the strength of
Georgie’s wilfulness, yet as the book con-
tinues, increasingly softened by Winton's
continuous tracking of both their experi-
ences. When they meet again at the end, his
need for her is on every level. Importantly,
her skill as a nurse saves not only him, but
alsoherself: in ministering to him she claims

her own life at last.

Before that happens, there are journeys
to make. Behind Georgic and Fox therc are
the threatening presences of the townsfolk
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amused by, her deception, lending their
exchange aromanticor coquettish undertone.

For 35 years, from 1911, HHR corre-
sponded with Mary Kernot, a Victorian,
who as Mary Robertson was a school friend
at Presbyterian Ladies College. The charac-
ter Cupid in The Getting of Wisdom was
based on her. Kernot loved books and nature.
She could write and gave her friend plenty
of Australian colour, lively gossip and
valuable literary information and assist-
ance. This exchange has great importance
in Volumes 2 and 3.

Letters to and from Nettic and Vance
Palmer, Miles Franklin, Brian Penton, Nor-
man Lindsay, Katharine Susannah Prichard
and sundry other writers, publishers, friends
and acquaintances from many countries
round out the volumes.

HHR’s attitudes on many subjects are
disclosed. These include her opposition to
novelists trying ‘tolead, direct and influence
the social life of the day’ and her belief that
instead they should concentrate on ‘the
conduct of human beings in relation to
other human beings’.

CHIAANATD DI AMINIALE

TPUUT L LN

Ripe

yrRIL CONNOLLY once wrote, ‘Litera-
ture is the art of writing something that
will be read twice; journalisimm what will be
grasped at once.’ If that is so, Clive James
has bridged the divide. In this volume are
some of James’ best essays, which will be
read and reread for a long time.
While he claims that his belief in liberal
democracy and his opposition to totalitari-
anism are the central themes of his thinking

When Solanges criticised British suffra-
gette actions as well as their charms, her
feminism did not waver: ‘Many of England’s
finest women are undergoing imprisonment
today—and some of her most beautiful, too
... My ownsister happens to be among them.’

The reasons for her nom de plume
become obvious in the letters: she had a
mania for privacy and believed a male name
as author of her first novel, Maurice Guest,
would yield more interest and hope of
success.

An added attraction is the two-way
traffic: several hundred are letters written
to HHR. Annotations at the bottom of each
letter amplify and give simple and helpful
information.

These three volumes, following the 1998
publication of Maurice Guest in its original
and unabridged form, are a major cultural
event for Australiaand a triumph of scholar-
ship for Clive Probyn and Bruce Steele and
their team working on the HHR Project at
Monash University.

John Sendy is a freelance writer.

horne Clemens) ( 1835-1910). American authg
and humorist. bom in Florida, Missouri. Hi

and writing, the evidence of this collection
and his oeuvre as a whole shows that he is
not at heart a political thinker. Rather, to
adopt the imagery of Isaiah Berlin, he is a
fox rather than a hedgehog, a creature who
knows many things rather than one big
thing.

These intellectual tendencies may have
resulted in James’ never attaining the first
rank as a writer of imaginative works,
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despite his talent. But they have—in
combination with his intelligence, gift for
languages, humour, well-stocked mind,
generosity, and volatile mixture of bravado
and humility—produced one of the best
essayists and critics {of an anti-post-
modernist ilk) writing in English.

At his best James is utterly engaging,
not only because of his verbal gymnas-
tics—where words are concerned he is
both gourmet and gourmand—but on
account of the depth of his knowledge of
a simply astonishing array of subjects.
One of his greatest strengths as a critic is
his capacity and desire to go where few
major English-speaking critics will—for
example, into eastern European and Aus-
tralian literatures and pop culture. But he
has also nervelessly taken on the far more
taxing mission of saying something new
or fresh about subjects—George Orwell,
Hamlet and Mark Twain, for example—
upon which the last word may be thought
to have been spoken.

If James fails from time to time {I think
this collection is a flawed one}, no-one
could everaccuse him of lacking the courage
to stray beyond the boundaries of a special-
ity. The range of his learning and his enthu-
siasm for extending it has become so much
a part of the landscape of bourgeois culture
in the English-speaking world that we have
almost taken it for granted. It is only when
we attempt to measure it, by criticising the
critic, that we fully realise his standing.

This new collection brings us 42 pieces.
Many arc brilliant, a few embarrassingly
slight, a couple simply embarrassing. My
first reaction was that his editors would
have done him a big favour had they turfed
his pieces on the Sydney Olympics and on
Princess Diana. And vet ...

One of the characters in Kipling’s Just
So Stories is a young elephant full of
'satiable curtiosity. This might be a
description of Clive James. John Carey said
of James in Pure Pleasure that he ‘writes
like a man who knows he may be torn to
pieces if he lets boredom supervene for a
microsecond’. James’ remark, in his essay
on Bill Bryson, that ‘there is nothing like
sophistication for cutting you off from
experience’ applies aptly to himself. Heisa
determined seeker after experience, sophis-
ticated or otherwise. So my revised view is
that the light, demotic pieces are essential
to a full understanding of a man who,
I suspect, thinks as he writes, ‘When I grow
up I want to be a ... [poet, novelist, photo-
grapher, film-maker, historian, philosopher
orall of the above].” If seen that way, his less
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halls, mysterious passages, forbidden arcas.
John Cleese has a too-bricf cameo as Nearly
Hcadless Nick, a partially decapitated ghost.
Julic Walters gets another short stint as the
mother of the large and hopeful clan of
Weasleys—not for the first time recalling
Dickens: just as there is a David Copper-
ficldish, Oliver Twistish feel to Harry, the
Weasleys are very Micawberish.

Harry Potterisa classic boarding-school
story, with wizardry added. What scts the
books apart from ordinary fantasy or school
storics is the eccentricity, the solidity of
the world conjured, and the small, rich
ironics that underpin everything. The high-
light of the film is the Quidditch game,
where players zoom around on broomsticks
to play a kind of fiendish aerial lacrosse.

If the joyful qucucs were anything to go
by, expectations were high, and in the
session I attended, not one child secmed
bored, tired or anything but happily worn
out at the end. All the red lollies and Coke
in the theatre couldn’t break their atten-
tion spans for this one. Roll on the sequels.

—Juliette Hughes

On your bike

Beijing Bicycle, dir. Wang Xiaoshuai. You
know the old adage that basically there's
only a handful of storics at the root of all
other stories—the coming-of-age tale, the
adventurous-spirit-finds-a-path-home tale,
the star-crossed-lovers tale, the country-
mouse-visits-town-mouse tale, and ... well

. actually that's about it. How I wish it
were not true. Beijing Bicycle certainly
does little to shake the maxim. This is your
classic town-mousc-country-mousc-
coming-of-age story with just a few added
spokes and derailleurs.

Guei (Cui Lin} moves to Beijing from
the countryside and lands himself ajob asa
bicycle courier. He rushes packages all over
Beijing on a silver mountain bike that heis
slowly buying from the company out of his
wage. The work is gruelling and the pay
meagre, but Guei is content to be surviving
in the big city. Just as he is about to pay off
the bike, and so retain a larger cut of his
carnings, it is stolen.

From here on the story skips between
Guei’s distress at losing his bike and the
new owner’sdelight inbeingable to impress
girls with his new toy. And while the con-
trast between necessity and vanity should
have driven this movie along with some
real emotional punch, instead it just free-
whecled for an hour or so before crashing.

Some well-staged bike chases through
narrow Beijing alleyways and the odd hand-
some obscrvation kept the film this side of
boring but there was only a tyre width in it.

—Siobhan Jackson

Golden wedding

Monsoon Wedding, dir. Mira Nair. The
opening titles of Monsoon Wedding are in
primary colours, the opening scene features
a bridal arch of marigolds in vibrant yellow
and what follows is a rich kalcidoscope of
colour and sound. Director Mira Nair
{Salaam Bombay!, Mississippi Masala) has
achieved a joyous film, about an arranged
Punjabi wedding between the children of
two middle-class families in Delhi, in the
quirky monsoon scason.

The bride, Aditi (Vasundhara Das), has
just ended a love affair with a raffish TV
presenter and has agreed to an arranged
marriage with an Indian engincer living in
the USA. The problem is obvious: amodern
young Indian woman in an arranged mar-
riage with an cxpatriate Indian cngineer,
the relationship swathed in ceremonial
custom and family expectation.

During the four days between the
couple’s ceremonial engagement and the
celebration of the marriage, five stories are
convincingly intcrwoven into the frantic
wedding preparations, the family anxieties,
the predictable tensions, and the clash
between the old Punjabi culture and modern
attitudes and technology.

Nasecruddin Shah gives a moving
performance as Lalit Verma, the loving
father of the bride, trying to cope not only
with the demands of an arranged marriage,
but also the pressure of social change. His
confusion, his efforts to cope with events
beyond his control and his bewilderment at
past events that arc more than his decency
can absorb, arc seen in juxtaposition with a
montage of the old and new Dclhi.

Winnecr of the Golden Lion at the 2001
Venice Film Festival, the film has an carthy
realism. While the dialogue is a mixture of
English and Hindi and while, as usual, sub-
titles distract, the problems and family
crises arc so familiar, so universal, that
large stanzas of the film require no dialogue.

Surprisingly it is not the problems of the
young couple that take centre stage. Rather
it is the understated loving rclationship
between the father and mother of the bride
that involved me most. After decades of
traditional marriage, neither of them is
equipped to cope with unforescen changes
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that surfacc as the families come together.
They cope by relying on their love for cach
other.

Part of the vibrant action is a sometimes
hysterically funny sideshow provided by
the frenetic tent-and-catering contractor,
P.K. Dubcy (Vijay Raaz) and his love for
Alice, the family maid.

This is a gorgeous film. Robust, fast-
paced and carthy, it takes us for an exhila-
rating ride. The music is an important
component of the ultimate satisfaction the
film provides.

Visually and emotionally the film is a
knockout. —Gordon Lewis

Three score gets 10

The Score, dir. Frank Oz. Three good reasons
to go and sce The Score: Marlon Brando,
Robert De Niro and Edward Norton.
Arguably the best male screen actors of
their generations, the trio come together in
a stylish and well-crafted thriller which is
almost unbearably tensc from start to finish.

The well-dressed world of traditional
safe-breaker Nick (De Niro)and set-up man
Max {Brando) is upsct by aggressive young
upstart Jack {Norton). Max’s plans to
smuggle a jewel-encrusted sceptre into
Montreal {via a piano leg) are stalled when
the instrument is impounded by customs.
Jack is the man on the inside, and hungry
for success in his first big job.

Counter to their best instincts, the
carcful veterans take Jack on; therc is an
impending sensc of disaster. What elevates
this familiar old-crim versus new-crim
morality taleisitslovingattention to detail,
quality acting and character interactions,
cspecially between Max and Nick. In onc of
the best scenes, the mountainous Max
pleads with hislong-time collaborator Nick,
while sitting dissolute and resplendent on
the edge of his half-built spa. The men share
a quict respect, almost love, for each other,
somcthing that the ruthless Jack completely
fails to understand.

The Score is a radical change, of course,
for director Oz, who made his name as part
of the tecam behind the Muppets and later as
the voice of Yoda. Brando was not impressed,
and is said to have banished Oz from the set
during his scenes, taking direction from D¢
Niro instead.

The film ends with a great twist, and a
smattering of clich¢, leaving viewers with
the warm feeling that in art and life, at lcast
Hollywood life, the old buggers win some
of the time. —Catriona Jackson
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