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MANUrew rdirtitun

“"he final wor?

His LENT THE Passion of the Christ has been
the biggest Christian show in town. Among the
many faults theological critics have found in it, they
have accused Mecl Gibson of being false to the Gos-
pel by wallowing in the gore and sweat of the Pas-
sion at the expense of the Resurrection.

That criticism surcly misses the target. In the
Gospels, Christ rises only after fully testing the dev-
astating power of death. Although Mark’s account of
the Passion is understated in its detail, he enumer-
ates all the things that might make us believe, or
even hope, that death has the final word in human
lifc. He tells of power cynically uscd, of betrayal,
injustice, torture, terror and of humiliation. In the
lead-up to Easter, we are invited into the bear cage in
the company of a death whose ¢laws are unsheathed.
It is there that we recognise that death’s embrace is
not fatal, not final. If we were to use Easter as a rea-
son for avoiding or softening the brutality of death,
we would show that we feared its power.

We commonly learn from cxperience that our
personal way to life runs through death, or at least
that it gocs through no other place. But public life
tells another story. Politics defines human well-
being as the prosperity, sccurity and reassurance
of the majority, offering a passing assurance that
cven in sickness and misfortune you will be looked
after. The art of politics is to persuade people that
you have the technical skill  to devise strategics
and policies that will give them what they want.
To introduce into this conversation moral consid-
crations that spcak of human purposcs, dignity, des-
tiny, despair and mortality is to drag a dead bird into
the political drawing room. Polities is built on the
denial of death.

The deni.  is uscful. It allows you to happily
think in abstractions and ncglect the human effects
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of your policics when putting the  in place. You
are free sunnily to involve yourself in bombing
Ir.  or in imprisoning children without sceing the
taces of thosc whom you have maimed physi ly
or spiritually. You need not contemplate your own
dcath or the dearh of those whom you afflict. Where
pc oy is radics y dissociated trom the reality of
death, the paradoxical result 1s a socicty dominated
by 1e logic of death. It is caught in the cinen  ic
image of the future city where human govern-
ment, having devised a policy that will guarantee
sccurity through the bombardment of ¢nemics,
has subscquently been wiped out. But computers
continue to organise and deliver the daily bombard-
ments « an abandoned city. The transition fre a
human government based on the  nial of death
to the dominance of a purce technology of
death is scamless.

N AusTrALIA OVER the last few years, we have
endured the myth of public life as technology and
the denigration of those who eriticise policy on
moral grounds. More recently, in the discussion of
the ways we should cducate our children, and sup-
po the clderly, there have been seeds of hope that
our public conversation can encompass death. But
we are still hearing advice that we should move
on from Iraq, move on from Tampa. The counsel
indicates that the denial of death is alive and well.
To the extent that we heed it, we shall render cos-
metic the transformation of Easter. Easter will have
touched our public life when we are able to enter
respectfully the Passion to which we condemn our
fellow human beings. Then we may discover that
death does not have the last word.

Ar ew Hamilton sy is Eurcka Street’s publisher.



Micnael Mcoirr

Just the ticket

0 MR LatHam thinks he has a problem. If
elected Prime Minister this year, he is worried that
he will have two houses, one in Sydney and the other
in Canberra. He made the point that it is only pos-
sible to sleep in one bed at a time. A man with small
children should know better. Most children have no
trouble sleeping in three beds in the same night: their
own, their parents and the spare bed to which the par-
ents have fled in desperation.

Mr Latham scems to have forgotten once extra
bed made available to the PM at taxpayers cxpense.
This is the bed in the flatetee located in the PM's
office in Parliament House itsclf, a curious facility
given that the Lodge is so handy. Perhaps the archi-
tects of the housc considered it a risk to stable gov-
ernment to allow a sleepy Prime Minister to walk in
on his wife in the middle of the afternoon. Or maybe
they thought that the resting place of power would
be a tourist attraction when, in due course, the new
house becomes too small and has to be superseded by
onc still further up the hill with more room for secu-
rity staff. Presumably, Mr Latham intends to make
the tlatette available to the homeless of Canberra for
cmergency accommodation.

The real issue for Mr Latham is what to do with
Kirribilli House. Unlike Mr Howard, who never
wanted to live anywhere else, Mr Latham does not
appear to want to reside there. It is rare for Mr Latham
to be so out of touch with his constituency. He has
done well so far on a list of populist ideas. He should
realise that, if he doesn’t want to live in a harbourside
mansion, then he is one of the few aspirational voters
in Australia who doesn’t.

Yet Kirribilli House holds the key to Mr Latham'’s
success. The only policy Mr Latham needs to take to
the next election is a clear plan for Kirribilli House.

He should raftle it.

The policy goes like this. Labor promises, if
elected, to give every citizen a free ticket in the raftle.
There is one prize: Kirribilli House. Winner takes all.
Elements within the Labor Party will protest that
this is a regressive system, that the rich will have as
much chance of winning as the poor. Fair point. Let’s
give those on the top marginal tax rate one ticket.
Those in the next bracket two tickets. Those with
health care cards might get six tickets.

The raffle could be tailored to provide incen-
tive as well. Those paying their HECS fees up-front

might get an cxtra ticket, for example. The same
policy can be used to create desirable social out-
comes. Those on maternity leave might get cxtra
tickets and families could be offered a ticket for
cach child. The policy can be further developed to
male sure it pushes all the right emotional buttons.
Surviving diggers from World War 11 can have
twenty tickets. Foreigners arriving on leaky boats
with tickets purchased illegally overseas will have
them  publicly confiscated and put in another
raftle with no date set for the draw. Parliamentarians
get no tickets. This would avoid embarrassment if,
by another stroke of the bizarre fortune on which
he has built his carcer, Mr Howard were to
win the raffle.

IHE POLICY WILL BRING Mr Latham into govern-
ment in a landslide. First of all, pcople will trust him.
They will support a man who tries to bribe them
openly and shamelessly more than if he tries to do
it by subtle means. Second, the policy is cheap. It is
a while since I bought a harbourside mansion in Syd-
ney, but I believe they are still going for under $50
million. Belicve me, this is not a lot of money. You
can pay more for a decent haircut in Hollywood. Paid
maternity leave has been costed at $200 million, and
that is an annual expense. Fixing Medicare will cost
cven more. A one-off raffle for Kirribilli House is the
cheapest way Mr Latham can get into power.

Mr Latham will become a folk hero overnight. In
a single stroke of genius, he will have given the people
of Australia the two things most of them recally want.
One is the chance to own a house with great views
of all major firework displays. The other is another
lottery. We have become accustomed to government
scrvices being paid for with gambling revenue. In fact,
we seem to like it. It makes abundant sense that not
just government services but the government itself
should be provided in this way. Of course, Mr Latham
may find that there arc still voters who care about
more than over-priced little picces of real estate, but
they can be told not to spoil the party.

As for winning a second term, Mr Latham might
consider raftling Telstra. It wouldn’t be a backtlip. He
only said he wouldn't sell it.

Michael McGirr’s biography of the Hume Highway,
Bypass, will be published this year by Picador.

APRIL 2004

EUREKA STREET

bl












commission. Born in Luxembourg, and
raised in ‘a predominantly Roman Catholic
environment’, he was intimate with the
tradition. Christ’s Passion, hce writes ‘is
still for me the most powerful narrative
about the human condition.” But he was
also hesitant, inhibited by doubt, and anxi-
cties both religious and musical. It took
a pocm by the great German, Friedrich
Holderlin, to spur—or release—him into
composition. Among Hoélderlin’s own
‘last words’, and written at a time¢ when
the old poet was thought mad, the poem
translates, says Lentz, something like
this: ‘What is God? Unknown, yet full of
his being is the face of the heavens ... The
more a thing is invisible, the more it wraps
itsclf in strangeness.” Lentz found a record-
ing of the German philosopher Martin
Hcidegger reading the poem ‘in a brittle
old voice in the 1960s’. ‘So many mean-
ings of last words,’ remarks Lentz.

So that is the complex provenance of
the music, and the beginning of an explana-
tion of its form. But only a beginning. The
music itself—sheets, or curtains ot sound
that peel into silence, stutterings, breath-
ings on strings, percussive beats, skittering
notes, cosmic shudders (Lentz refers to a
love of astronomy, of Aboriginal dot paint-
ings)—is layered and mysterious, evocative
without ever being programmatic.

The words, poems and prosc poems, are
variations, excursions. Read between cach
musical movement, they provided both
springboard and platform for the music.
And the writers themscelves scem to have
been more liberated than bound by their
commission. They range, and sound so
like themselves.

David Williamson: ‘Sorry Jesus, but I
think they kncew cxactly what they were
doing ... ’/... “Do unto others as you would
have them do to you”, was without any
doubt, the most threcatening moral maxim
the powerful, the messianic, the corrupt
and the indifferent had ever heen con-
fronted with.’

Or Tom Keneally, with the rhetorical
tang of Herman Melville’s preacher in
Moby Dick: ‘My thirst hangs, a thunder-
head of absence, above deserts, above the
least village, the dark streets of the assas-
sins; and the lit rooms where narrow men
consign the humble lives to furnaces.’

Or David Malouf, seriously playful
in his ‘Seven Last Words of the Emperor
Hadrian’: ‘Soul, small wandering one, / My
lifclong companion, / Where will you go /

The thick and thin of
inter-religious dialogue

IALOGUE IS NO LUXURY; peace depends on it. The question most simiply
put is: How shall we live our lives together?

Years ago Pierre Teilhard de Chardin re-told a story from Genesis.
According to him, homo sapicns originated somewhere in East Africa and
swarmed from there all over the world, rather like the 70 or 72 grandsons of
Noah when he asked them to move out of his homestead. Without realising
that they were walking on a globe, they walked further and further away from
each other, passed the cquator and started to meet again. It is that meeting we
call in our day and age ‘globalisation’.

Biblically, it is secn as a kind of family get-together. Each community—
Christian and Muslim, Jewish and Hindu, and all the others—has its own
history, its own unique religion, and its own interpretation of the shape and
future of the world. Yet, while living in these different worlds, they all have
been living in the same world with a future still to be determined.

These separate histories find their full meaning only if seen in the
perspective of God’s ‘whole-ing’ or healing the whole of God’s people. This
being so, dialogue is ¢ssential to discern the focus and shape of God’s work and
mission in our world. A dialogue based on this insight participates in God's
work and mission. It will respect how the Spirit is at work ‘from within’ the
other, just as the Spirit is at work ‘from within’ myself.

This dialogue is not a discussion or debate. There will be no winners and
losers, though there might be changes and conversions. There will be a mutual
enrichment, and an approach to God as not experienced before. To alienate
one’s self from this community, in a kind of monologue, would mean to cut
one’s sclf off from humanity.

The dialogue asked for is not only a question of listening. There is also
the aspect of ‘speaking’, of witnessing. Christians would not be fair either to
themselves or to the other, if they failed to mention Jesus’ role in their past and
present. Christians have to be clear to themselves and to others, that what they
do is because they discovered, in Jesus, the reason for a dialogical approach.

Witness is not so much a technique to convince, as an opportunity to open
ourselves to the other on the reality of God in our lives. It is not so much a
question of ‘conversion’ but one of convergence, progressing together toward a
full understanding of what it means to be the one family of God.

Inter-religious dialogue should be much more than about bringing members
of religious communities into discussion with each other. It is what some
would call the thin, or spiritual, of inter-religious dialogue. The Federation
of Asian Bishops Conference constantly stresses that a scrious inter-religious
dialogue can only be done through solidarity and sharing with the poor. That is
the thick, or corporal, aspect of inter-religious dialogue with its implications for
the political, social and economic organization and life of humankind. Its goal
is total human development.

].G. Donders m. Arr. is an Emeritus Professor of Mission and Cross-Cultural
Studies at Washington Theological Union, USA.
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Frank prennan

A fair go in an age of terror

S WE MOVE INTO AN election year
in Australia and in the United States
where the incumbents John Howard
and George W. Bush have led the initia-
tives for countering the cmerging terror-
ist threat unveiled since September 11,
2001, there is the risk that any eritique of
these initiatives can be seen to be party
political or partisan. That is not my pur-
pose. [ am quite agnostic as to whether
Mark Latham, John Howard or any other
conceivable inhabitant of the Lodge,
would be any more solicitous of human

1t 1S 1mportant to cxamine the conduct
of political leaders, my purpose is to see
how robust our democratic processes are
in find s the right balance. To examinc
how informed and committed we are
in insisting that our politicians do not
diminish fundamental human rights in
the name of natior  security.

At times of national insecurity, there
is an increased nced for citizens to trust
their political lcaders and those leaders are
likelv to feel acutely any criticism of their
dis  1rge of that trust. There are lessons
for us, without our canonising or demon-
ising, any particular political actors.

The United States now claims the
prerogative for unilateral action, not only
in making pre-emptive strikes against
imminent threats, but also in taking
preventive action to destroy a prospec-
tive enemy’s capacity to become a threat.
Bush claims a mandate for “deal{ing) with
those threats before they become immi-
nent’. The bottom line for Bush with
Saddam Hussein was: ‘the fact that he
had the ability to make a weapon. That
wasn’t right.’

The invasion of Iraq was consist-
ent with the previously published co-
conservative agenda of Mr Bush’s key
advisers. Regime change in Iraq was a
centre-piece of their agenda. Our own
Defence Intelligence Organisation (DIO)
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told our parliamentary inquiry intc 1c
intelligence opcrations preceding e
recent war: ‘We made a judgement here
in Australia that the United States was
committed to military action against
Iraq. We had the view that was, in a
sense, independent of the intelligence
assessment.’

When tabling the unanimous, all-
party revort, the government mem-
ber Dav:  Jull told Parliament of the
Committee’s conclusion ‘that there was
unlikely to be large stocks of weapons of

because there was an imminent tireat to
our sccurity. We went to war because the
Americans asked us to. The reasons why
have become a movablc feast.
war, Prime Minister Howard i
goal was sarmament. ‘I couldn’t justity
on its own a military invasion of Iraq to
change the regime. I've never advocated
that.” The problem was that George
Bush’s advisers did, and their request was
mct. Howard told parliament that Iraq’s
‘possession of chemical and biological
weapons and its pursuit of a nuclear
capability poses a rcal and unacceptable
threat to the stability and sccurity of
our world’. Walter Lewincamp, the head
of DIO, said this ‘was not a judgement
that DIO would have made.’ It’s
a pity they were not asked!

veN 1F THE United Nations Security
Council be not considered formally to be
the relevant authority for deciding just
cause for war, it remains a suitable sieve
for processing the conflicting claims in
determining whether there is ‘a real and
unacceptable threat to the stability and
security of our world’, and whether or
not war is the only realistic resort. The
French and Germans had various motives
for their stand, just as the English and
the 2 - did. the of
motives, the elusiveness of truth, and the

now admitted unreliability of the intel-
ligenee, it would be better in future to
have decisions made by a community of
disparate nations united only by a com-
mon concern for international security
against terrorism, rather than a coalition
of allies who either share, or are neutral
about, the strategic objectives of the US
administration.

Our politicians have a difficult deci-
sion to make when assessing intelligence
about the likelihood of weapons of mass
destruction being developed and handed

m to terrorist organisations. In times of
risis, we need to trust our leaders. It
pecomes more difficult to grant that tru

when the rationale for war is changed
after the event. The belated emphasis

part ot the United States which fHirst gave
Saddam Husscin his WMD capacity for
countering Iran. Hypocrisy too, from an
Australian government which punished
Iraqi asylum seekers who had the temer-
ity to scck asylum within our borders.
Trust in government would be better
maintained if Mr Howard simply admit-
ted that his public rationale for war was
the honouring of the US alliance irre-
spective of the wisdom of seeking regime
change in Iraq without UN endorsement,
and the concern about readily deployable
WMDs regardless of shortcomings in the
intelligencec.

Prior to the Madrid bombings last
month, many Australians thought our
participation in the war was justified
because the world was now a safer place.
We had won without any Australian
loss of life, and the murderous Saddam
Hussein had lost power. Post-Madrid, we
have to question whether the world is
indeed safer and whether Australia is at
no greater risk of being a special target for
terrorist groups.

In the lead  to the 1i war, t
church lcadcrship in the US, UK and






Federal  Police  Commissioner  Mick
Keelty answered the question, ‘Could
this happen here?” in words reminiscent
of Archbishop Carnley: ‘If this turns out
to be Islamic extremists responsible for
this bombing in Spain, it's more likely
to be linked to the position that Spain
and other allies took on issucs such as
Irag. And I don’t think anyone’s been
hiding the fact that we do believe that
ultimately one day, whether it be in one
month’s time, one ycear's time, or
years’ time, something will happen.’
Though there was spirited debate anda
cabinet resignations in the UK because
of Mr Blair’s rcady membership of the
Coalition of the Willing, Canberra com-
pliance with prime ministerial direc-
tives was complete. It was troubling
to hear differing messages at that time
trom Prime Minister Howard and Tony
Abbott about the increased risks of r-
rorism to Australian citizens. Abbott,
the Leader of the Government in the
House, told Parliament, ‘There is the
increased risk of terrorist attack here in
Australia’. Next day, the Prime Minister
told us, “We haven’t received any intel-
ligence in recent times suggesting that
there should be an increasce in the level
of sccurity or threat alert.” Regardless of
who was right, their contradictory state-
ments  provided incontrovertible cvi-
dence that there was insufficient debate,
discussion and discernment within the
Cabinet and political party processes,
prior to making a commitment to war
in such novel political circumstances.
The thinl
We  signe
national interest and the international
served by
ese circum-
r unelected
citizens, including church leaders, to
spcak out. If they are misunderstood
and then correct the public record, as
Archbishop Carnley did, that should
be acknowledged by our very
sensitive political leaders.

ONFRONTED WITH THREATS of rer-
rorism, government has a responsib  ty
to arm police, defence and intelligence
personnel with the powers to protect us
while respecting the civil liberties of all
persons. We Australians lack a Bill of
Rights to guide our judges or restrict our
governments. The Senate and the parlia-
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mentary committee system worked well
when the government tried to bluff the
Parliament into passing amendments to
the ASIO lcgislation that would have
entrenched draconian measures on our
statute books in 2002. Originally ¢
government proposcd that ASIO would
be able to detain any person incommu-
nicado, including a child. ASIO would
have been able to detain indcfinitely
any person without charge or cven sus-

tor unlimited periods and
from contacting family members, their
employer, or even a lawyer. They would
not have been able to inform loved onces
of their detention and could
have been denied legal advice.

prevented

ENATOR JOHN FAULKNER said that
‘the original ASIO bill was perhaps e
worst drafted bill ever introduced into
the Australian Thanks
to the Senate, the legislation is now
more protective of human rights, while
responsive to the present terrorist threat.,
There was a lengthy stand-off between
the government and the Scenate over
this legislation. Before Christmas 2002
when the legislation was deadlocked
John Howard warned, ‘If this bill does
not go through and we are not able to
clothe our intelligence agencics with
this additional authority over the snm-
mer months it will be on the head of ¢
Australian Labor Party and on nobody
clse’s head.” The government then fur-

yuld be

lution
clection, if need be. Having been intro-
duced in March 2002, the legislation was
passed in highly amended form in Junce
2003. The legislation now contains a
threce-year sunset clause so it has tc e
reviewed by our parliamentarians after
the next election. Sir Harry Gibbs pro-
vided an assessment of the final prod-
uct in his Australia Day address to the
Samucl Griffith Socicty. He notes that
the powers given to ASIO are ‘drastic’
and ‘only experience will show whether
{the) safeguards are sufficient’. Gibbs
says the law goes too far in prohibiting
lawyers and others publishing informa-
tion about the questioning of any person.
This could ‘prevent publication of the
fact that an abusc of power or a seri s
error of judgement had occurrcd.” The

parliament.’

government likes to portray the Senate
as obstructionist, but the Scnatc has
modified national sccurity legislation to
better protect civil liberties.

When we experience a low ¢ebb in the
political cycle with government encoun-
tering little opposition in the House of
Representatives, or on John Laws and
Alan Jones’ radio programs, it is diffi-
cult to conduct robust public dialoguc
about policics related to minorities

deficit 1 public honesty and rigorous
inquiry when it comes to debate about
the morality of our cngagement in war,
about the limits of ASIO’s powcers, about
our trecatment of asylum scckers and the
identification of their deprivations with
national security and border protection.
There is an important democratic role
for unclected citizens, including church
leaders, to question government’s pub-
lic rationale and private purpose, to
correct the
espouse rational and coherent policies
that do less harm to vulnerable peo-
ple and to our peace and security. We
would all profit from more respectful
and rigorous dialoguc between clected
politicians and unclected community

leaders, including that between

misperceptions, and to

church and state.

HURCH LEADERS LIKE Archbishop
Carnley, the courts, the Scenate, an inde-
pendent media, and a robust civil society
are entitled to express a view contrary
to the executive government of the day,
cven if the majority are satisfied that the
government will do what is best for ‘us’
(as against ‘them’) in tough times. The
morality of our engagement in the Irag
war cannot be left contingent only on
self-interested outcomes; onc, whether
our special relationship with the US
bears fruit, and two, whether we are more
immunc from onshore terrorist attack.
And cven if it were so contingent, the
jury is still out on both counts. A more
coherent morality of war may yet be even
in our own short-term national intcrest
in an ‘age of terror’.

Frank Brennan s; is the Associate
Director of UNIYA, the Jesuit Social
Justice Centre. His most recent book
is  Tampering with Asylum, 2003,
University of Queensland Press.















Iroy pramston

Wherefore art thou Billy?

ILLiIAM  McMAHON is  often
regarded as the worst prime minister of
the past half century. When Paul Keating
was looking for an epithet to usc against
the then hapless Liberal leader Alexander
Downer in 1994, he described him as ‘the
most foolish political lcader of this coun-
try since Billy McMahon'. To rub it in, he
later apologised to the McMahon family.
Dcputy Prime Minister Doug Anthony
claimed that McMahon was ‘just not
big enough for the job’. Donald Horne
argues McMahon was ‘perhaps the silliest
prime minister we ever had’. However,
my research into the cabinet papers of
the time show McMahon in a different
light. McMahon undcrstood the chal-
lenge posed by a resurgent Labor Party
under Gough Whitlam and he worked
tirclessly behind the scenes to regain the
political initiative. McMahon harassed his departments for sug-
gestions, relying heavily on their policy and political advice. But
he was caught between a government wanting to maintain its
conservative traditions, whilst also acknowledging the need for
social change. In the end, of course, he failed. But the path to his
eventual failure shows a prime minister with a steely determina-
tion to hold on to government.

McMahon was the fifth Coalition prime minister in just over
five years, succeeding John Gorton in March 1971. Since the dis-
appearance of Harold Holt, the government had been fraught with
disunity. McMahon lacked Whitlam’s media and parliamentary
skills. A figurc of ridicule, he was not popular and lacked respect
among his collcagues. McMahon ended 1971 with an approval rat-
ing of just 36.4 per cent, yet it was slightly higher than Whitlam’s
personal approval rating at 35.6 per cent. What follows is an exam-
ination of scveral policy areas through the prism of the cabinet
papers; space prohibits a more detailed study.

In politics, disunity is death. The disunity and cabinet leaks
which had plagued Gorton soon caused McMahon the same
anxicty. In 1971, McMahon took it upon himself, at the very
first meeting of his cabinet, to make sure that his ministers
were ‘familiar with, and to observe, the practices and procedurces
instituted for the effective operation of the cabinet system’. He
emphasised the central role played by cabinet in government: it
‘determines policy and it ensures coordination. It brings together
as nccessary the political and administrative elements in the
decision-making process’. The statement explicitly noted that
background bricfing of journalists ‘should not be to distort or crit-
icise a government decision or, in this or other ways, to advance

the personal point of view of the minister
giving the background’.

The problem of cabinet leaks contin-
ued, and in January 1972, McMahon ‘drew
attention again to reports of cabinet dis-
cussions reaching the press in unauthor-
ised fashion’. As a result, cabinct agreed
that the prime minister should first speak
with the media regarding decisions, fol-
lowed by more detailed statements by
ministers. Also, that the business lists
of cabincet would no longer carry titles of
submissions, only numbers. In September
1972, McMahon again asked ministers to
avoid ‘expressing views on matters which
arc within the portfolio responsibility of
other ministers’. Clearly, McMahon was
unable to command respect as prime min-
ister. He could not inspire unity in the
governiment. His pronouncements rang

hollow, especially given McMahon himself was widely known
among journalists and his collcagues as ‘Billy the Leak’.

Having gencrally relaxed censorship regulations, McMahon
wanted to make government more open and accountable.
Whitlam adviser Jim Spigelman had achieved quite some media
coverage with the publication of his book Secrecy: Political
Censorship in Australia. Spigelman, who is now the NSW
Chief Justice, argued that McMahon presided over a sccretive,
closed government, where the decision-making processes werc
not transparent. Shadow Minister Clyde Cameron had out-
lined Labor’s plans to open up government and to make it more
accountable.

McMahon placed considerable pressure on his department
to respond to these views. The departmental cabinet file on this
matter is revealing. It includes correspondence from within the
department and between the Commonwealth Public Scrvice
Board (particularly on the issue of the role of public servants),
newspaper clippings about Spigelman’s book, speeches and com-
mentarics on Labor’s proposals, draft answers to questions that

McMahon might face in parliament, and notes for file
by departmental officials.

EOFFREY YEEND SENT a file note to Deputy Sccretary Peter
Bailey on 21 September 1972, noting that ‘We are under some
pressure to give the prime minister a statement he can make
on secrecy’. Yeend noted that he was ‘a little unsure about it/
and asked for further work to be done by the departiment before
the statement was sent to the prime minister. Yeend also noted
that a summary of the ALP’s policies was being prepared and
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to trumpet such an announcement, the cabinet noted that there
is ‘no longer ... a combat role for Australian forces.’

Whilst the Gorton and McMahon governments had effec-
tively ended Australia’s involvement in the war, they could
hardly make political mileage out of this, as it was their Liberal
predecessors who had committed Australian troops to the war
in the first place. In contrast, the Labor Party’s carlier opposi-
tion helped it to gain credibility on this important issue. One of
the first decisions of the Whitlam government, via press release
no less, was to announce the withdrawal of the remaining 128
members of the Australian Army Assistance Group, which had
provided training to South Vietnamesc and Cambodian troops.
There were no Australian combat troops left in Vietnam when
the Whitlam government was clected.

One of the Whitlam opposition’s major proposals was a
new emphasis on urban and regional development. Whitlam'’s
imaginative agenda for ‘the cities’ struck a chord in the clec-
torate, as the urban sprawl of the post-war 1950s and 1960s
demanded a renewed focus by government. It proved to be a
decisive issuc in Labor’s 1972 clection victory. The demand for
such attention was not lost on the McMahon government.

In early 1972, the Minister for Housing, Kevin Cairns, made
a enthmiceinn tn cahinat titlad Tho Ralp Of the Commonwealth

Jairns acknowledged that
by suburbanites, motor-
orkers to improve living
alleviating existing prob-
o plan to avoid the crea-
the political need, Cairns
1 on planning issues, and
with state and local gov-
cabinet proce« ngs are
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bmissions and decisions
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net, and a cool response
Deputy Prime Minister
r for Trade and Industry,
at, prior to a larger pol-
nent ‘participate in the
sclected, decentralised
>d a cautious approach.

ns’ original submission—
) wting that he had asked
John Overall to ‘submit a report to him ... on the proposals relat-
ing to urban and regional development ... to assist the cabinet
in its deliberations’. Next month, after interdepartmental con-
sultation, cabinet decided that a ‘National Urban and Regional
Development Authority’ would be established with Overall
as head, contrary to the wishes of Doug Anthony. Whilst the
government had recognised a problem, its slow policy response
was symptomatic of its political woes. Lacking lcadership and
wracked by disunity, it was unable to retake the policy ground
stolen by Whitlam.
Following a Senatc motion by ALP Scnator Lionel Murphy
proposing an inquiry into poverty, the cabinet considered estab-

lishing its own inquiry on 16 May 1972. McMahon had written to
the Minister for Social Security seeking his opinion. Whilst unsure
exactly how to respond to the Murphy motion for a Senate inquiry,
the cabinct discussed the subject again in May and then in July.
The government decided against establishing its own inquiry, but
was not opposed to a Senate inquiry, although they wanted the
proposed terms of reference amended. Then, in August cabinct rec-
ognised that ‘there had been a growing public concern about pov-
crty’ and therefore decided that ‘the government should take the
initiative in the matter’ by instituting an inquiry into poverty. Two
days later cabinet agreed to a terms of reference for the inquiry.
Despite expressing doubts over Ronald Henderson's use of the
term ‘Henderson poverty line’, cabinet agreed that
Henderson be invited to conduct the inquiry.

-v -VHAT THIS DEMONSTRATED was that, far from taking the ‘ini-
tiative’, the cabinet had identified an issue in response to the oppo-
sition’s proposal, then delayed making a decision, made a decision
declining to instigate an inquiry, then reversed that decision, and
appointed a chair whilst expressing doubts about that chair’s
research methods. It is a further example of where the McMahon
cabinet recognised a need but was slow to act, in this case due to
poor leadership from the prime minister.

One of the key tasks of the McMahon government in 1972
was to produce a favourable budget in the lead up to the clection.
Throughout 1971 and 1972 the economy had deteriorated and
McMahon and Treasurer Billy Snedden argued over economic
strategy. McMahon was unable to sccure widespread agrcement
and unity on the strategy necded for the economy and how it was
to be exccuted. Frustrated by delays and departmental advice,
McMahon went to great lengths to have his views recorded for his-
tory, noting where Treasury had made mistakes, rather than focus-
ing on the present need to devise an economic policy which would
reap a political dividend at the coming election.

The cditorial of The Australian, 30 years after the cabinet
papers were released, concluded ‘the ship of state wallowed rud-
derless on the sea of politics with the prime minister incapable of
plotting any course’. In reality, McMahon's cabinet was attempting
to chart new policy courses, but the small moves instigated were
more reactive than forward looking. The cabinet papers reveal a
prime minister who clearly understood the challenge of the times
and was fighting to get his ship back on course.

Indeed, Whitlam himself acknowledged that:

‘It now tends to be forgotten that McMahon was an extraordi-
narily skilful, resourceful and tenacious politician. Had he been
otherwise, the ALP victory in December 1972 would have been
more convincing than it was.’

During the election 1972 campaign McMahon blamed
cabinet disunity for his wocs, believing that without it he might
have been a more activist prime minister. In so doing, he identified
his own failure. In the end, despite his efforts, he was unable to
provide the leadership that his government required.

Troy Bramston is co-cditor of The Hawke Government: A critical
perspective (Pluto Press, 2003), works for a Labor Senator and is

completing a Masters in Politics at UNSW.

Photographs arc courtesy of The Canberra Times.
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LUy Kundle

The egacy of Err Marley

IXTY YEARS ON, the Ern Malley affair has become more
rather than less mysterious with age. In the past two years alone,
the hizarre story of the poet fabricated by two other poets—whose
work was subsequently drawn into, and all but consumed by, the
vortex of their creation—has been the inspiration for a novel by
Peter Carey My Life As A Fake, the latest of many plays Black
Swan of Trespass and an opera. If it is in the nature of a myth to
become more mysterious with the re-telling, then Ern Malley has
acquired that status—the only post-1788 Australian story other
than Ned Kelly so to do. Peering into its depths hoping it will tell
us who we are and what it’s all about, we only find more con-
fusion, more possibilitics. Ern Malley was not the only artistic
hoax to occur in modernity, but the others are all but forgoteen.
Ern persisted because the Australian avant-garde was so small
that a hyperkincetic 22-year-old could be the editor of one of the
nation’s leading modernist publications, and was so cager to find
a great Australian poct, that he could tallk in the same letter of
both the possibility that the poems were a hoax and also of his
certainty that they were works of genius. Malley’s ocuvre, The
Darkening Ecliptic, became cementc  in the psyche because it
moved so quickly from farce to black tarce when a prosccution
for obscenity was successtully launched.

Em has established himself in global poctry culture more
firmly than his creators could poss |y have imagined—cven
¢ Hwing for their gre 1al and ruectul acceptance that he had
come to overshadow them. His position has benefited from the
successive republication of the poems, their inclusion in Tranter
and Mcad’s The Penguin Book of Modern Australian Poctry,
Sidney Nolan’s statement that he never would have conceived of
the Ned Kelly series without Malley’s juxtaposition of European
surrcalist motifs with an Australian landscape, and a kind word

trom John Ashbery—the leading exponent of postimodern discon-
tinuous poetry in the English language today.

Like most great literature, the poems add resonance to the
places they describe: the domed reading room of the State Lihrary
where Ern would go to read; and the quiet de Chiriquesque
streets of South Mcelbourne, where his sister Ethel says he spent
his final days in Mclbourne. ‘Princess you lived in Princess street,
where the urchins pick their noses in the sun/with the left hand’,
he writes in ‘Perspective Lovesong’. Malley roamed the night
streets, bug-cyed and strung-out from the hyperthyroid condition
alleged to be slowly killing him. At the same time Albert Tucker
was wandering the same streets, churning with rage and fear,
and visions of monstrous women. So too was US Army private
Eddic Leonski, the ‘brown-out strangler'—alcoholic, psychortic,
he strangled three women because, he said, he was trying to steal
‘their voice’.
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It is casy, almost irresistible to participate in the invention of
Malley, the Hleshing ¢ of someone’s imaginary creature.

Yet cventually one is drawn back to the mystery ot
his creators. And especially, in recent years, to a sense that
the relationship between them was not symmetrical. More
and more it becomes clear that the answer to the riddle
of Ern Malley is 1 to he found in Harold Stewart but in

James McAuley—in his frustrations, his fears, and the
terrible splitting of his soul.

ALLEY WAS PRESENTED by McAuley and Stewart as a
means to prove a poi about modernist poctry. Yet it scems clear
that Malley is borne not merely of a spirit of prank, but primarily
of anger—not just at the alleged charlatanism of the “apocalyp-
tics’ school of modern verse, but also in response to McAuley’s
frustration with the limits of his talents. Famously the first poem
in the Ecliptic, ‘Direr: Innsbruck, 19457, is one that McAuley had
written when he was attempting to become a modernist pocet in
the European manner. It expresses the greatest fear of any such
acolyte—what Harold Bloom would come to call ‘the anxicty of
intluence’—the fear that the style of carlier writers threatens to
circumscribe one’s own imagination.

I had read in books that art was not casy

But no one warned that the mind repeats

In its ignorance the vision of others. Tam still
The black swan of trespass on alien waters

The Malley poems are an attempt to exorcisc a fear of poctic
failurc. McAuley, a scholarship boy, an cncrgetie, ambitious,
thrusting alpha male, had been deemed most likely to succeed by
the circle of professional bohemian failures he had hung around

with in pre-war Sydney. Stewart was reticent and humorous, a
man who had conceded defeat carly in life. In the crazy intelligence
Dircctorate where the poems were conceived (and celebrated as an
experiment in psychological warfare), McAuley was an officer and
Stewart a librarian with the rank of corporal. Prior to enlistment
McAulcey had suffered reverses in his academic career, ending up
as a private tutor, and his carly brilliance was, by his own lights,
fading badly. In this period the nightmares that had plagued him
all his life became worse—he was sleepwalking, smuashing win-
dows and cven jumping out ot them. This abated somewhat dur-
ing the Malley period, only to return with such torce afterwards
that his friends were convinced that suicide was only a mateer of
time. Creating  other sclf—Malley—into which all the badness
and chaos could be pourced, particularly that of a poctic nature
took the pressure off. When Ern was exposed as a hoax ar

started to fade as a sepavate persona, the badness returned in full



force. What McAuley came to regard as a literal casc of demonic
posscssion was only assuaged when he entered the church.

One key to this is the {in part) striking pocm ‘Culture As
Exhibit’. In part it is a found object, the first lines taken from a
manual of malaria prevention that McAuley was reading

Swamps, marshes, borrow-pits and other
Arcas of stagnant watcr serve
As breeding grounds ...

The verse has always been taken as an example of how lit-
tle McAuley and Stewart seemed to understand what they had
dong, for they always poured scorn on the idea that verse taken
from such a source has any merit. Yet it’s clear that not only does
the passage have a rhythmic punch (magnified by McAuley’s
line division of it} but that the imagery of stagnancy and decay is
immediately powerful. Malley warns:

now have I found you my Anopheles
{There is a meaning tor the circumspect)

A clue to Max Harris that the whole thing is a hoax—he is
being stung. But if Harris is being stung that makes McAuley the
mosquito—cven though he says he has found ‘my anopheles’—his
own mosquito. McAuley is the mosquito—the parasite, living off
the blood of others—but he has also been stung by the mosquito,
that is, by himself. He is living off himself, drawing away his own
energy.

This is the key poem in explaining McAuley’s own relation-
ship to Malley, for ‘Ern Malley’ is not only echoed by the word
‘malaria’ (Mal-¢y-ria), a discase carried by parasites from stagnant
conditions, but is also un mal air, a ‘bad tune’ (McAuley, it should
be remembered, had majored in French and German literature).
Ern Malley—un mal air, or une malle aire—is also a bad odour,
an ill wind or a bad feeling. It is bad poetry as discase (or dis-ease),
and McAuley fears that he is the carrier of it—the anopheles.
Stewart’s contribution to this poem comes in here, with the line
‘culture forsooth! Albert, get my gun’—a snippet from one of his
letters. After this the poem loses its tension and becomes a silly,
if tluent, riff.

McAuley’s disease is that he cannot feel, that he is parasiti-

it could also be said that a black swan is a shadow of a white swan,
that what is distinctively antipodean is not even embodied, but a
mere effect. Malley it could be said is all these things—not only
Mallarme (the master symbolist poct McAuley had tried to be)
without the ‘ame’—soul—but also McAuley with the ‘call’, the
vocation, or even without the ‘core’.

Is it worth deconstructing the name and these verses so
deeply in pursuit of its authors? 1 think so, because the Malley
poems were composed under conditions of great psychologi-
cal pressure. McAuley and Stewart were both smart enough to
know how far short they fell of great poetry, and were confront-
ing a gradual fading of youthful promise. Harris, at the time, was
not. His eager self-boosterisim must have seemed like a local ver-
sion of other boosters whose optimism and judgement McAuley

despised—the English all-rounder Herbert Read in particular,
whom McAuley had hoped would be drawn into discrediting
himself by supporting Malley’s candidacy for genius.

Where did that anger come from? That sense of doom? In
a secular form, McAuley’s symptoms are not those of demonic
possession, but of what has come to be known as borderline per-
sonality disorder—a loosening of the psyche that does not express
itsclf in actual psychosis, but which leaves the sufferer with dif-
ficulty telling inside from outside of themselves—distinguishing
emotional reactions from external phenomena. Manic depressive
cycling, splitting of sclf, promiscuity, violent nightmares, and a
certain dashing, cruel, wild cnergy arc characteristic of the condi-
tion, and McAuley had all that, in spades.

The crucial point about borderline personality disorder is
that it is overwhelmingly associated with one thing—childhood
sexual abusc. And that might make us wonder about the origin
of McAuley’s recurring dream-—that of a man in a stovepipe hat,
casting his shadow on the wall. It is this figure that came to
McAuley in nightmares, and had him up and smashing windows
in his sleep—an attempt presumably to escape. Is it a child’s view
of a man in a hat frozen in the psyche? A trace of some expcrience
that laid the ground for McAuley’s torments? He himself thought
that he was only saved from self-harm by a total and mystical

conversion to Roman Catholicism in New Guinea
{where he also contracted malaria).

CONSCIOUSLY OR OTHERWISE the move was a trade-off, for
it ended McAuley as an interesting poet for some time. His next
volume was one of pious religious devotion, and he then became
bogged down in the composition of Captain Quiros, an extended
theological exploration, whose only interest for most today lies
in its rollicking, almost Errol Flynn-ish rendition of discovery
and conquest. He had made a deal with God—he would give
up the psychic freedom that allowed real modern poetry to be
composed, in exchange for a guarantee of his life and sanity. It
was only when—in his last decade—even this protection wore
away and he was left face to face with a pure despair that he suc-
ceeded in writing a handful of poems that touch near greatness.
Alcoholism, adultery and the paranoid political style of cold war-

Much of this was predicted by Stewart, who cautioned
him against wading into the cesspit of worldly politics, and
became wearied of his proselytising. The two drifted apart. While
McAuley could function in the world of professional teaching and
Cold War intrigue, Stewart’s bohemian diffidence saw him fall
for a long time until the synthesising doctrines of Rene Guenon'’s
‘Traditionalist’ movement—a basic commitment to eastern reli-
gion as the surviving example of the genuine religious impulse—
and relocation in Japan gave him ground. Paradoxically, he became
the more famous poet. His two collections of haiku translations
sold tens of thousand of copies in the 1950s and 60s, principally
in the US, and were a major factor in the form becoming popu-
lar in the West. Yet even this triumph underscores the tragically
silly nature of Stewart’s life—for the translations, done in heroic
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ANNeTte Binger

The ministry of women

EGARDLESS OF GENDER or religion, ministry is as individ-
ual as fingerprints. The way women minister to congregants will
always differ to how a man would do it, as ministry incvitably
varies from person to person.

Women'’s ordination has made a mark in a number of faiths
and the stories of women’s expericnces are telling. For some
faiths, the ordination of women is relatively new. For others, it’s
the norm. Certainly the experience for women in this type of
leadership can be difficult. However as some women attest, it can
also be liberating,.

The Uniting Church in Australia has ordained women
since its formation in 1977. The Salvation Army has always
had women in its ranks. When Anglican church law changed
in 1992, women were ordained to the priesthood in dioceses
that agreed with ordination, but it’s likely to be some time
before Australian Anglican law changes, enabling women to
become bishops. The Jewish faith is also divided on the issuc:
Progressive Judaism allows female ordination while Orthodox
Judaism strongly opposes the practice. The stories of women
from these faiths arc challenging, spirited and give a new
dimension to ministry.

While studying to become an Anglican priest, Marce—a
mother of three—found herself working through the basic issues.
She attended a theological college that only had men’s toilets.

‘There was onc other woman who studied with me, we used
to take turns standing toilet guard’, she says.

Or there were times when praying in church with the other
male students was cxcruciating. ‘They went on for so long some-
times I'd be thinking: “Come on, I've got washing to get off the
line”,” she says, laughing.

While funny, such situations only hint at the political issues
women face in ministry. When Marec began in ministry, there
was no female model to follow. She felt she had to work seven
days a week, 24 hours a day, and still works up to 80 hours a
week. “The one time [ took a day off because I'd been ill, she says,
‘someone had the gall to ask: “Is it a bit much for you dcar?” 1
was very hurt’.

Maree, now 50, was in the first group of Anglican women to
be ordained to priesthood in NSW in 1992. Initially she tried to
be demure and dressed conservatively, otherwise no one believed
she was a priest. But one day she thought, ‘blow, I'm just going
to be who T am’.

Sometimes she dyes her hair purple for special occasions, but
mostly it’s vibrant red. These days she denotes her position by
wearing collar crosses, but keeps a collar in her handbag for emer-
gencies—a prop she regularly lends her grandson for dress-ups.

1 still wear my collar when I go into hospitals. Although
most of them know me now, it can be difficult to get into inten-
sive care without it ... a man would never have that problem.’

She says the residents of the nursing homes she visits have
come to accept her, but will still ask for ‘that nice young man’,
her assistant. And the parish priest who preceded her? He had

people offering to do his washing and ironing for him;
an offer Maree has never received.

‘1

LAUGH 1T OFF THESE days and have come to realise I minister
completely differently to a man, not that it's better or worse,
just different. I'm open with my congregation; I simply offer
myself because when you're vulnerable, people become vulner-
able with you. This has two sides to it, of course. You get to
know people well, but it also means you can get hurt because
your underbelly is showing. I think men tend to protect them-
selves from that.’

Maree’s husband, Terry Armstrong, has always shared the
houschold duties, and actively encouraged Maree. And despite
their precarious financial position while Maree was still in
training—Terry lost his fingers in a mining accident—Terry
continued his support, as did their daughter and two sons who
were children at the time.

Marce is currently the rector at Belmont North/Redhead
parish in the Newcastle diocese. When she started there two
years ago, the parish had a small community of regulars. Sun-
days are now a family affair attracting up to 50, with noisy chil-
dren and squawking babies not seeming to faze anyone. The
parishioners say they love their priest with the spiky red hair,
funky glasses and acrylic nails, whose sermons are always per-
sonal and invariably funny.

‘1 think that even clergy who once opposed female ordina-
tion are finally coming around’, says Marce. ‘They’ve seen that
it has not been the end of civilisation as we know it; we work
hard and parishes are growing’.

T feel saddened that people think [Archbishop| Pcter
Jensen’s views are what Christianity is all about ... to be so
black and white about things. [ know I'm not a scholar like him
but I just don’t know a God like that.’

Rabbi Kipen once spoke at a public forum about Judaism
during which the orthodox rabbi she admired as a youth spent
his allocated time sceking to discredit Progressive Judaism—
the stream that allowed her to become a rabbi. ‘It was such
a cheap shot and so disappointing’, she says. ‘The only way
I could respond was to oblige him to take credit for the fact
that, if I've not been sucked into anything foolish, it’s because
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to mect financial commitments, he cites
the immense growth in standing armics
and the spectacular instances of currency
debasement. Spiritual and intellectual
debasement also occurred, with dumbing
down cvident in the decline of sophisti-
cation in surviving Latin texts.

The Twilight of American Culture is,
then, a pessimistic book. Globalis on
will surf along on the integration at
has occurred between the expanding
industrial, technological and new corpo-
rate culture. Already it can be said that
of the world’s 100 largest economies, 51
arc those of corporations; the 500 largest
account for 70 per cent of world trade.
Berman can only sce the situation get-
ting worse. The present century will be
a write-off: after the American twentieth
century, the Americanised twenty-first.
But the one after is likely to be different,

given the nature of trends and
counter-trends in history.

I HE REAL QUESTION s, how to survive

the present—and ow to ensure that
many things of value in it arc preserved
in some way or other, so that when there
is some sort of swing back to critical
and humanist values, not all will have
been lost. Rather I 2 Don Watson advo-
cating that each of us should take on
managerial language when we can, so
Berman speaks of NMIs—New Monastic
Individuals, who, whether Michael
Moore with his films, or a woman who
organises chamber music concerts on a
Manhattan barge, resist corporate val-
ues and the conglomerates. This sounds
defeatist—a bit like the forest-dwellers
in Farenheit 451, committing whole
books to memory.

But there¢ may be something in it,
particularly given the acceleratingly
consumerist bent of an increasingly
corporatised publishing industry. Non-
conforming idcas are going to find it
harder to get an airing. One early indi-
cation of that is the surprising gratitude
many American not les express on
being questioned intelligently on Radio
National—they have nothing like it
at home. All the more reason why we
should fight hard—as many country peo-
ple will, amongst others—against anv
managerial talk of abolishing it.

Jim Davidson is Professor of History at
Victoria University, Melbourne.
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ANNa >trarorad

Reality versus illusion

ENNESSEE WILLIAM’'S FIRST great
success, The Glass Menagerie is the
latest  offering from the Meclbourne
Theatre Company’s 2004 season. First
published in 1945, it is a ‘memory play’,
told through the eyes of Tom Wingfield
(Ben Mendclsohn) as he remembers the
events that led him to walk out of his
home, leaving his mother Amanda (Gil-
lian Jones) and sister Laura {Pia Miranda).
Set in 1937 in St Louis, the play is in part
autobiographical. Tennessee was chris-
tened Thomas, spent his tcenage years
in St Louis living with his mother and
sister, both of whom werc unstable 1d
his father was absent much of the time.
Indeed, in his production notes Williams
himself states, ‘Nostalgia ... is the first
condition of the play’.

The Glass Menagerie presents the
audience with a subtle yet powerful
look at the way people can confuse, or
indeed refuse to accept reality, choosing
to live in a world of illusion. Although
the Wingfield family are bound to each
other by the weak relationships of their
reality, they choose to escape into their
own world of fantasy and illusion. Set
against the backdrop of America during
the Depression, the drama of the play is
not so much in the action but in the way
each of the characters clects to deal with
the hardships in their lives.

Melbourne Theatre Company’s direc-
tor Kate Cherry and designer Dale Fergu-
son have been faithful to Williams’ idcas
and have nresented a most intriguing and
thoughtfi  version of this work. While the
Wingfield apartment dominates the centre
stage—light carefully focused on the table
that holds Laura’s collection of fragile
glass animals, the photo of the father and
husband who abandoned them constantly
illuminated on the wall above—our atten-
tion is also drawn to the fire escape stairs
outside the front door leading, it seems. to
anywhere but here. It is the escape  at
Tom ever 1ally takes.

Ben Mendelsohn handles the dual
role of the older, narrator Tom and the

younger, angry and trapped Tom, compe-
tently and perceptively. As a young man,
Tom withdraws from the reality of having
to work at a factory to support his mother
and sister, by turning to writing poctry,
‘going to the movies’ and drinking late
into the night. The older Tom, is a play-
wright conveying, cven justifying to him-
sclf more than anyone else, the reasons
why he left.

Gillian Jones, as the faded southern
belle Amanda, gives a performance that
accentuates the plight of this abandoned
woman. Amanda is the play’s most extro-
verted character and Jones makes the
most of the wonderful arrav of lines she
is given, particularly when  scribing her
days of being wooed by ‘gentlemen call-
ers’. The scenes between Amanda and
Tom in particular, illumine the tlaws in
her character and highlight the tension
that exists between her and her adule
children—namely her inability to sce and
accept them for who they are rather, than
what she expects them to be.

As the crippled and introverted Laura,
Pia Miranda shows us the strength of
character that her own family were blind
to. We can mistakenly assume that she is
just as fragile and transparent as the glass
figures she spends so much time play-
ing with. However, she doesn’t crumble
when the glass unicorn is dropped by her
‘gentleman caller’ Jim O’Connor {Tim
Wright]. The scene between Laura and
Jim is undoubtedly onc of most capti-
vating and riveting moments of the play.
Wright’s performance is both sensitive
and strong, and while there is no fairytale
ending for Laura, her enco  ter with Jim
cannot be viewed as onc¢ person taking
advantage of another.

There is much to take away from this
excellent production of The Glass Menag-
erie, which is faithful to the play and its
characters, and satisfactorily draws the
best from its outstanding cast.

A a ra is a Mclbo see
teacher and occasional writer.






Cungliid AnuUsLeliy

Don't give tl
to the

HE TasMANIAN GovernMENT has moved to legalise
prostitution in the apple isle. The Tasmanian Government’s
lazy line that prostitution is a ‘fact of life’ which should be
legalised, reveals a defeatist attitude to law reform. The Gov-
crnment’s suggestion that legalising prostitution will minimise
harm, protect health, and benefit socicty only appears progres-
sive at a surface level. Deeper examination of the Govern-
ment’s proposal raises serious concerns about whether these
promiscd benefits of legalisation will ever eventuate.

The reality, if Victoria’s example of legalisation is any-
thing to go by, is that legalising prostitution in Tasmania
may increasc social acceptance of an industry that is inher-
ently harmful. Legalisation is a way to ignore and exacerbate
the cxploitation, violence and abusc suffered by sex workers.
Legalisation suggests that we condone the infidelity of married
brothel customers, and that we do not question men’s entitle-
ment to women’s bodies, as long as they pay. Legalisation may
also attract organised crime to Tasmania’s sex industry.

Rather than taking an ‘if we can’t heat it we'll allow it’
approach, some scrious issues need consideration. First, high
on the agenda for discussion should be whether legalising pros-
t 1tion increases tolerance and aceptance of prostitution in
society. Does the legalisation of prostitution endorse it as a
valid, acceptable practice? Prostitution involves the commodi-
fication of (mainly) women'’s bodies and is often exploitative. If
the Government legalises prostitution, it should also (at lcast)
fund campaigns and implement policics to improve the status
of women. The proposed reforms currently contain no chal-
lenge to the increasing male demand for exploitable female
providers of sex and no measures designed to increase respect
for women and women'’s bodies.

Sccond, prostitution represents an income opportunity
of last resort in a society where a lack of alternative oppor-
tun cs outside the sex industries, should be addressed as a
root causc. At the very least, law reform that will allow pros-
titution to flourish should he accompanied by comprehensive
exit programs for people in the sex industry. Such programs
should include education, training, cmployment, housing
and counsclling services to enable pcople in the sex industry
to access choices outside the industry. So far, the Govern-
ment’s proposal docs not include this.

Third, legalisation may increase crime. To date | ike
Victoria), Tasmania has had few, if any, cases of sexual
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slavery. Legalisation of prostitution may make Tasmania
another magnet for people traffickers who exploit enslaved
prostitutes be nd the vencer of legally licensed brothels.
The global tratticking of women and children for prostitu-
tion nets billions of dollars annually for organiscd crime
networks. There is a risk that if prostitution laws are
relaxed, the real winners of Tasmania’s prostitution debate
will be the people traffickers. Yet the Government’s pro-
posed legislation fails to include specific laws against
sexual slavery and sexual servitude, which Tasmania may
need if traffickers creep across from the mainland to
Australia’s newest legal sex industry.

INALLY, IF THE GOVERNMENT doces legalise prostitution, it
should do so in a way that increases the safety and rights of
prostitutes, rather than merely improving the convenience of
brothel opcra s, pimps and customers. In Victoria, regula-
tions require sex workers to have regular checks for sexually
transmitted d  ases {STDs), but there is no such obligation on
brothel customers. This is unfair when you consider that most
brothel customers arc men, most brothel workers are women
and STDs are more easily passcd from men to women.

Will Tasmania take a similarly onc-sided approach, or
will legalisation take account of prostitutes’ health as well?
The proposed legislation does include an oftence for brothel
customers to have sex without a condom. This is a step in the
right direction. However, the legislation also requires hrothels
to keep a register of the names and addresses of prostitutes.
There is no justification for such a register as long as cus-
tomers are allowed to remain anonymous. Criminalising the
purchasc of sex but decriminalising the selling of sex is one
approach that has been taken to prostitution in Sweden. Wh
unlikely to be followed in Australia, the Swedish model illus-
trates that we can think about old problems in new ways.

Prostitution is not the oldest ‘profession’ in the world ...
farming is. Even if prostitution has been around for a while,
so has smoking and infanticide, and as a socicty, we do not
encourage cither of those. Tasmania’s impending decision as
to whether to give the green light to the red light district raises
important questions. The Tasmanian Government’s proposed
laws have not yet answered them.

Georgina Costello is a barrister and human rights advocate.












L

- OR WHATEVER REASON, I never really got into Friends. Tt
was the sort of thing you'd watch with the young ones, to
keep up with new stuff, so that the old parent-kid relationship
wasn’t so gappy. |Of course there are those who disagree and
say that Hughes never saw a picee of rubbish she didn't like,
citing Carry On movics and Inspector Rex but they forget
that I remember their little foibles too. What about that sister
with the furtive addiction to Neighbours, hmm? Being in
recovery is OK for her but some of us have long memories and
a position to defend when necessary.)

However, T watched Friends recently and laughed, like
really laughed: the HAHAHA-snort-please-stop-cos-my-ribs-
arc-aching-type of laughter, which is rare and precious, cven
when you have a family who point out that no-onc has seen
your ribs for a long time and that they have become sceptical
as to said ribs’ existence. It is casy to become detlected at this
point, sneering at his beer while he sneers at your *butcties.
Without beer and butties, what would our civilisation b,
after all? (Thinner, at any rate.)

But I have scgued (I prefer ’‘segued’ to ‘strayed’—so
much more intentional-sounding) from the TV topic at hand.
Friends made me guffaw because it indulged in some good old
slapstick when cternal prat Ross decided to get a fake tan and
had some exquisitely timed mishaps. It was rare, good and
cautionary fun. When you get your fake tan, be very careful
to ask the operator which way you should face, otherwise you
will end up looking as if you have tallen in some taupe/orange
ink that resembles no skin tone of the human species.

But some pcople seem to like the look of this, if last
weekend’s wedding was anything to go by. (Singing at such
festivities enables the Hughes houschold to keep + the
supply of beer and butties that keep one’s ribs from showing
too much.} The terracotta tans on the bridesmaids went
strangely well with their dresses, which were roughly the
colour of a Christmas  cetle. In shantung, I think. All subtly
different in style, although subtle is not really the word for
anything to do with that wedding. You get the idea: once
with a peplum, one with a busticr and the other one with a
sort of tunic cffect a la Dinnigan. They had obviously heen
reading European Vogue a bit before taking their ideas to
the local bridery. Somceone had looked at a tew Issy Miyakes
and a Gaultier or two and said, ‘I get it: it’s all about uncven
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hemlines!” So the bride’s extravagant sweetheart neckline
jutted over a skirt for which the word frou-frou was an
understatement. She rather looked as though she’d tripped
over as the dressmaker was cutting the hemline, and had
therefore made up for it by frootling up the skirt with some
tulle here and frothling it out with a lettuce frill there and
then spartling the rest up, down, over and out till it looked
like Ally McBeal’s hair in the final series, the one where she
looked as though her hairdresser  ad cut it with a Splayd. But |
loved the boys: groe 1+ and groomsmen, all wearing their hired
tuxes with great big pink Himalayan lilies in the buttonholg,
like some weird fertility symbol. If I sound bitchy, it’s because
I've had to sing © ¢ Power of Love’ again, when 1 swore
I wouldn’t, but they offered me moncey, dammit and
there’s the beer and butty factor to consider.

RENCH AND SAUNDERS DID ‘the wedding preparation sketeh’
brilliantly in the ‘90s and nothing has changed. The series, |
forget which once it was, that had this wonderful sketch, is
of course one that ey never repeat. There have been F&S
repeats, sparse but welcome, over the years, but never that
one, the one where they read those awful wedding poems to
each other, the ones that I routinely have to avert my cyes
from on Wedding Saturdays. Their aim was true, because the
stuff they were getting us to laugh at is never the full truth.
All straight from the pens of greeting card hacks trying to coin
new proverbs with all the skill and none of the sincerity of
old Will McGonagall of blessed memory. You know the ones |
mean: bombshells such as “Today [ marry my friend, the one I
laugh with, cry with, yada yada yada’. Taste forbids my going
further. And the bleeding Prophet with his ‘sit on the same
park beneh but sip not from my Foster’s or the sad cypress of
life is not going to get laid’ type of stuff.

Come ba , IT /m & Jennifer (and Kath & Kim for that
mateer): life’s not getting any funnier without you.

“butty: a species of  sandwich, but of nobler proportions,
requiring thick white bread, lots of butter, and cither good
jam or really hot chips with salt and malt vinegar. {Northern
English, working class, get over it}

Juliette Hughes is a freclance writer.
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