

















In his sights

From Clive Keeley

1 was particularly pleased with
Eureka Street vol. 1 no. 3, which
carried two illustrations of Colt’s
M16, one of a Winchester 92, plus a
photo of a couple of gents with .38s
who clearly know how to handle
themselves.

However, there was one glaring
error | feel duty bound to point out.
Mark Skuiley states that the Phan-
tom is the owner of a couple of .45
revolvers. Kit Walker’s grandfather
may have been a revolver man, but
my Phantom has always carried a
pair of Colt M1911 semi-automatic
pistols. Chambered for .45ACP.
John Browning's classic design is the
fighting handgun all others must
measure up to, and is the clear
choice of professionals who tend to
find themselves involved in ‘serious
social intercourse’.

Perhaps I've made too much of
asmall slip. Still, Eureka Street will
have to avoid such crrors if it is to
take sales from Shooting Times and
American Handgunner.

Clive Keeley

S &W addict,

Winchester owner,
admirer of Colts in general.
Lesmurdie, WA

Our right foot

From Ernest Pennell

Some years ago I could prove that
Roman Catholics were either mis-
guided twits or were cunning peo-
ple leading the former by the nose. 1
then became very friendly with a
Christian Brother and finished up
working for nothing in a Catholic
technical school.

Then, by another set of cir-
cumstances I found myself making
toys for St Vincent de Paul, and now
I do all the maintenance at one of
their sheltered workshops and find
that these left footers are quite nice
people. You also publish ajolly good
magazine. 1 don’t know how long
you will be able to, but please keep
it up.

Ernest Pennell
Mt Martha, Victoria.

Point tc_.en

From Laurie Gardiner
Congratulations on Eureka Street.
The features successfully discuss a
series of issues of current interest,
each of which raise questions of
what the responsible citizen might
consider as either moral problems
or matters of social importance. The
invitation to the reader is to respond
to the discussion by reflecting on
what is being neglected in the ordi-
nary discussion of these subjects.
The press has assumed a role
as arbiter which is not matched by
how it goes about its business. For
this reader it will be interesting to
see how the serious questions for
discussion will be continued in Eu-
reka Street. 1deally, readers’ com-
mentaries and articles putting a
different perspective might be hoped
for. There is also the impact of the
magazine in encouraging further
discussion, e.g. the press issue was
raised by Radio National’s Insights
program.
Laurie Gardiner
Port Melbourne, Victoria.

Laurie Gardiner, former lecturer in
history at Melbourne University,
died in April. Eureka Street joins the
many who mourn him and remem-
ber him as a friend and mentor.

War’s toll

The Gulf Warhas cast ashadow on the
haj, the annual religious pilgrimage
made by many Muslims to Mecca in
Saudi Arabia. For thefirst time inyears,
the haj ministry has receivedless than
half the expected number of applica-
tions from Islamic countries for the
pilgrimage.

At the same time, the hajjis (pil-
grims to Mecca) may have to share
Saudi Arabia’s war costs by paying
$US60 each to the Saudi Government
as a war surcharge. According to the
Karachi English daily Dawn, the Sau-
di government has informed the Paki-
stani government that cvery hajji will
have to pay this amount on arrival at
air or seaports.

The Pakistani government will

also be required to pay an additional
$US3.6 million to the Saudi govern-
ment. Muslim religious leaders con-
demned the Saudi government forim-
posing the tax surcharge.

—Asia Focus

Sit-in condemned

The presidium of the Polish trade
union movement, Solidarity, con-
demned a sit-in at a Carmelite church
in the town of Przemsyl, which is due
to be returned to the Eastern-rite
Ukrainian Catholics to whom it
originally belonged. A group of Polish
activists are occupying the ¢ hurch, so
that when the new Eastern-rite Bishop
of Przemysl was installed last month
the ceremony had to take place in the
Latin-rite cathedral. The dispute over
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the church is exacerbating Polish
Ukrainian tensions on both sides of
the border, since each state has a
sizeable ethnic minority belonging to
the other. According to Solidarity’s
leaders, the ‘Polish sitters-in’ are
behaving in a manner ‘incompatible
with Solidarity tradition, and with its
openness to people of different nation-
alitiesandreligions. Itisa denial of the
“Solidarity spirit”, which provided the
basis for the message to the working
people of Eastern Europe adopted dur-
ing the first national congress of Sol-
idarity’ in 1981, the presidium said.
—The Tablet

See also ‘A Delicate Balance’, p.30
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STUART IMACINTYRE

Blood, sweat and fears

Australia now has its longest-serving federal Labor government. Under
Bob Hawke, the ALP has managed to contain the conflict between left and
right that has split the party in the past. But a new, and even more
damaging, conflict has emerged. Stuart Macintyre and Paul Rodan ask
whether Labor has forfeited the support of its traditional constituency.

T someHOW FITS the present condition of the Labor
Party that it cannot even decide when it began. Up in
Queensland there was the gathering of the Australian
Labor Federation at the end of the 1890 that worked out
a scheme for political representation. New South Wales
nominates the creation of the first Labor Electoral League
in March, 1891, prefiguring the election of 35 Labor
candidates there three months later. South Australians
can point to the establishment of their United Labor
Party in January 1890, and it entered the parliament there
in May; while the Victorians held their festival in April
to commemorate the centenary of the election of their
first Labor member.

The starting point could be pushed backwards or
forwards. We could go back as far as 1859, to the elec-
tion of the Melbourne stoncmason Charles Jardine Don,
who claimed to be the first trade unionist elected to any
legislature in the British Empire. Or, arguably, we might
wait until the carly years of the twentieth century when
the creation of the Commonwealth caused the various
colonial labour parties to come together as the Austral-
ian Labor Party.

The common feature of the decisions taken sepa-
rately in 1890 and 1891 was that the organised labour
movement turned to parliament to pursue objectives
that it could not achicve by other means. Put simply,
the unions were no longer able to protect their members’
living standards by industrial bargaining; nor could the
established framework of economic and political ar-
rangements meet popular aspirations. The workers
turned to the state to remake social conditions.

The circumstances in which they did so were cerily
similar to our own. A period of sustained economic
growth based on commodity cxports had tilted into
speculative excess marked by fraud and corruption. A
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downturn in world prices and a contraction of foreign
investment triggered a deep depression with widespread
business failure and severe unemployment. Employers
sought to restore profitability through wage cuts and
changes to work practices. Their call for enterprise bar-
gaining (under the slogan ‘freedom of contract’] was met
by the insistence of the unions on the rights of labour.

Union coverage then was much thinner that it is
today, and few workgroups were able to withstand the
employers. But among the strongest of them (the shear-
ers, miners and maritime workers} working in key
industries {wool, power and transport) there were vio-
lent confrontations in 1890 and 1891, as union pickets
fought to keep out strikebreakers. In every one of these
confrontations the colonial governments came down on
the side of the employers. Armed police and military
forces cleared the wharves and pitheads, and broke up
the shearers’ camps.

The shock of these events was profound. William
Lanc’s novel The Working Man's Paradise, written in the
heat of the battle, sees the conjunction of hosses and
state power as presaging a fall as tragic and absolutc as
that related by Milton. The Edenic innocence of the New
World is defiled by the Old World evils of greed, poverty
and ideology. For him there was no other recourse than
starting again in his new Australia on the other side of
the Pacific. For the young Henry Lawson, also, the loss
is similar:

And now that we have made the land
A garden full of promise,

Old greed must crook his dirty hand
And come to take it from us

—though his responsc is more intransigent:



The workers turned to the state
to remake social conditions.
The circumstances were

eerily similar to our own ...
economic growth based on
commodity exports had tilted
into speculative excess marked
by fraud and corruption.

A downturn in world prices and a

X il AN NN _‘ \\ . ‘ , YR 77 contraction of foreign investment
\ triggered a deep depression.
Employers sought to restore
profitability through wage cuts
and changes to work practices.
Their call for enterprise bargaining
(under the slogan ‘freedom of

contract’) was met by insistence

We’ll make the tyrants feel the sting
Of those that they would throttle;
They needn’t say the fault is ours
If blood should stain the wattle.

Set against these predictions, the outcome seems
prosaic. The workers took up pens, not arms, and
marched to the hustings. Their election platform,
morcover, consisted of a list of bread-and-butter con-
cerns (protection for trade unions, secure employment,
the eight-hour day, a fair wage, pensions for the elderly)
along with political and economic devices {democratic
reforms, progressive taxation, immigration restriction,
industrial arbitration) designed to facilitate their
achievement. The judgement is often quoted of the vis-
iting French sociologist Albert Métin, who pronounced
in 1901 that the platform of the Australian Labor Party
amounted to socialism without doctrines. To clinch
the matter, he quoted the response of an apocryphal

worker to his question ‘What is your pro-

gram?’ as ‘My program! Ten bob a day.’
METIN COULDN'T TELL when his leg was being
pulled. There was not an absence of doctrine in the early
Labor Party but a superfluity—advanced liberals, radical
nationalists, protectionists and free traders, land re-
formers, credit theorists, religious activists and social-
ists of almost as many varieties as Heinz soup. All
struggled to embed their ideas in the new political force.

In the end, however (and the end was apparent by
1923 when V.G. Childe published his definitive critique
of How Labour Governs), the politics of the Labor Party

on the rights of labour.

werce constrained by two crucial mechanisms. First, its
structure. The Party was constituted by the massed
ranks of affiliated trade unions and a far more limited
number of branch activists. While sometimes decply
critical of the Party, the unions—up to now—have re-
mained imbricated into its activity through the state
institutionalisation of industrial rclations. While
sometimes straining against its industrial base, the
party—up to now—nhas remained finally answerable to
it. This symbiotic relationship has been the persistent
dynamic of Labor’s history. Second, its parliamentari-
anism. Ever sincc 1891 the ALP has remained com-
mitted to a particular form of political activity, elections,
and has resisted others. Given the character of the
Australian electorate and electoral system, this has
entailed an appeal beyond the membership of the labour
movement itself to those additional voters whose sup-
port is required to win office.

At first this was done reluctantly and with restric-
tions. The selection of candidates for public office by
rank and file ballot; the sovereignty of conference in
determining the party platform; the pledge to follow the
platform that every endorsed candidate had to sign; the
control of parliamentary leaders by caucus, and caucus
election of ministers—these were rules meant to safe-
guard the party against the temptations of opportunism
and the ambitions of parliamentary leaders. Even by 1923
it was apparent that this machinery was deficient, and
Childe lamented the ‘state of soulless mechanism which
seems to come over all Labour activitics in the hour of
their apparent trinmph’. He described the Labor Party
as a force that had started ‘with a band of inspired So-

Vorume 1 Numeer 4 o EUREKA STREET



10

‘degenerated into a vast machine for cap-
, but did not know how to use that power
d except for the profit of individuals’.

ys, such of the devices that have not fallen
re circumvented by the operation of con-
utive, caucus and leaders. But that devel-
elf a response to the transformation of the
‘ess into something irretrievably removed
et corner and public platform to the adver-

_ _ . and the television studio.

There is much in the early history of the Labor Par-
ty that is unpalatable. Prominent in its platform was
the White Australia Policy. It was repressively mono-
cultural in its social policies and committed to a sexual
division of labour that enshrined the privileges of the
male breadwinner. It had careerists with egos as large
and consciences as small as those who use it today. It
has a bad record of intolerance of activists on its left.
Yet we do not have to mythologise the past to feel a

sense of loss as we compare what was begun
/ with what eventuated.

IHE Uniry oF Lasor 1s THE Hope oF THE WorLD'. For
all its equivocations and all its flaws, the creation of the
Labor Party expressed a belief in a new social order. You
can see those redemptive hopes in the iconography of
the early movement—trade union banners where
labourers stand tall and proud; where the sun rises on
homes free from want; where peoples of different nations
meet in friendship. The pioneers of the labour move-
ment expected the elimination of exploitation in the
workplace to allow elimination of exploitation in other
spheres of social life and a full flowering of humanity.

That expectation of unfolding progress seems naive
to us today, habituated as we are to the intractability of
discontents and sceptical of all emancipatory panaceas.
For over a century idealists have spent their energies in
the Labor Party with precious little to show for it. The
past decade of Labor in office suggests the imminent
exhaustion of its last potential for social amelioration.
Yet the Labor Party has undergone major setbacks before.
It split in World War I and was out of national office for
a decade. In the great depression of the 1930s it failed to
protect workers’ living standards, split again and was
once more banished to the wilderness. It was again rav-
aged by the Cold War of the early 1950s.

After each of these disasters Labor reformed and
recovered. The task in the next few years will be to
undertake a similar regeneration. This cannot be a return
to an idealised past, for there is no model Labor Party to
rebuild. We shall need new structures and new methods.
But as long as the majority of Australians labour for a
living, and suffer the discontents this entails, there will
be a need for a labour movement.

Stuart Macintyre teaches history at the University of
Melbourne. His most recent book is A Colonial Liber-
alism: The Lost World of Three Victorian Visionaries.
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PATRICK HAYES

A question
of dignity

HERE I was AT 50, an age at which a man expects to
have attained some dignity and grace, being dragged
along the pavement in Flinders Street by two large
policemen. Television cameras captured the event and
friends rang up to voice their consternation, bewilder-
ment or out-and-out glee as my predicament was relayed
to the world on the Channel Seven news.

Why, they asked, was I spending my off-duty hours
outside a rival newspaper, standing with a group of
people who were waving placards and sitting down in
front of the loading bay doors, only to be dragged away
by the police as laden trucks made a frenzied dash for
Flinders Street through a hooting, jeering crowd? It just
wasn’t dignified. I could only agree. It was too difficult
to explain that dignity was really what it was all about.

The day before, 16 Melbourne journalists from
Rupert Murdoch’s Herald-Sun newspapers were having
breakfast or were still asleep when a courier tapped on
their doors and handed over a letter that told them they
had been made redundant. At what used to be the
journalists’ workplace, security guards checked every-
body entering the building against a list of names. Those
who had received the letters, and another four of their
colleagues who got the word from the security guards,
had their office passes confiscated immediately, were
escorted to their desks to collect their belongings and
then shepherded out of the building that 24 hours carlier
had housed their careers, hopes and loyalty. One tried
to call his wife; the telephone was snatched out of his
hand by a security guard.

The journalists’ union, the Australian Journalists
Association, had earlier accepted that after 50 journal-
ists had volunteered for redundancy a further 20 would
lose their jobs. But the union had persuaded the com-
pany to drop its callous plan of informing the unlucky
workers by posting a list on a notice board. Instead, the
company agreed to tell them, man to man, or man to
woman, in a personal chat with the editor-in-chief. Who
knows, he might even thank them for past loyalty, for

ing T oW ) tc C S
the paper, or tor dragging themselves in wnen they were
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ENTERS ITS SECOND CENTURY, the ALP is in a

ge that is possibly the most significant in

‘his does not mean that Labor was tradi-

ilist until Hawke and Keating took over.

2 suggests that the party has been occa-
stonally socialist in thought, less often socialist in word
and even less often socialist in deed. Even with rubbery
definitions, it is virtually impossible to equate Labor
with socialism. But it is possible to identify key elements
of a Labor tradition, and to conclude that the ALP, un-
der Hawke, has departed substantially from them, in
kind and not just in degree. Not surprisingly, these ¢l-
ements are those which have most distinguished Labor
from its conservative opponents.

Central to the Labor tradition has been distrust of
the market as a mechanism for resource allocation. This
is hardly surprising given the partial origins of the ALP
in the failed strikes of the 1890s—hard evidence then
that the market favours the strong over the weak.
Although the market may be an adequate mechanism
for the preservation of the status quo, Labor’s existence
was based on a conviction that the existing distribution
of wealth needed to be challenged.

Labor governments from Watson to Whitlam may
have struggled to achieve much in terms of the redis-
tribution, but the key point is that they never lost sight
of the goal, and never failed to enunciate it. This
adherence distinguished them from conservative oppo-
nents committed to the defence of the forces of privilege.
Related was Labor’s commitment to a vigorous and well
funded public scctor as a means of helping achieve the
party’s ends. Again, a distrust of the market and of ‘free’
enterprise constitutes a common thread. Labor, from
Watson to Whitlam was a moral critic of capitalisim,
however muted and disguised that criticism may have
been on occasions.

It would take a fertile imagination to depict the
Hawke government as a moral critic of capitalism. The
ALP under Hawke has embraced the free market and
scorned the public sector with a zest that almost chal-
lenges the rationale for a continuing Labor cxistence.
As a party with a rationalist tradition, the ALP is enti-
tled, in fact obliged to weigh the cvidence in the free
market/interventionist debate. If proof were forthcom-
ing that the market constituted the best means of
achieving Labor’s goals for a fairer society, then so be it.
But, no such evidence has been provided. Indeed, expe-
ricnee from other western countries should have given
pausc for thought to a government allegedly driven by a
concern for the less well-off in society.

When pressed on this point, apologists sometimes
instance the collapse of the Soviet satellites as some
sort of justification for the ALP’s disillusionment with
the public sector and its embrace of deregulation. The
implication that our choicc is limited to the free mar-

EUREKA STREET ¢ June 1991

Just a glimmer

on the hill

ket model or East European communism is patently
silly and does nothing to assist the ecconomic debate.

Aless spurious, and hence more worrying argument
in defence of the Hawke government is one which
depicts governments as passive, reactive rather than pro-
active. Governments are limited by constraints of pub-
lic opinion, the boundaries of what is economically
possible, media acceptance and so on. These are per-
fectly plausible arguments—for a conservative govern-
ment. Labor parties, by definition, cannot be so
intimidated. It is their historic role to be at the forefront
of ideas, challenging the dicta of those whose sole aim
is to defend existing privilege. Labor parties must place
a high priority on changing public opinion, not merely
react to an agenda dictated by Labor’s enemies.

The propagation of fundamentally challenging ide-
as and the criticism of the existing distribution of wealth
and power, is an inherent part of the Labor tradition. A
Labor party cannot ‘squib’ the {admittedly difficult) task
of communicating its basic message to the electorate.
In the terms employed by Dean Jaensch (The Hawke-
Keating Hijack), the ALP must be an ‘expansive’ party
rather than a ‘responsive’ one, represent its constituen-
cy rather than trying to be all things to all people. That
has been, to now, a key distinguishing feature of Labor,
and it abandons this at the cost of its own rationale. It
appears to have been replaced by the politics of the
opinion poll and consensus. A Labor Party that mostly
responds to public opinion rather than one that leads
and forms it is not worthy of the name. The tragedy is
that when (rarely) this government has influenced public
opinion, it has been in the direction of legitimising its
opponent’s agenda—deregulation.

A lack of intellectual content has been a key fea-
ture of this most formally qualified of ALP governments.
The virtues of the market have been advanced with
fundamentalist passion rather than analytical rigour,
while opponents have been derided as clinging to
shibboleths. Media laws, for example, appear to have
been devised with a view, inter alia, to ‘getting’ Fairfax
(The Independent Monthly, March 1991}—not much
conceptual depth there, but a lot of the politics of per-
sonality. In the same vein, the Treasurer’s penchant for
personal abuse of his coalition opponen :an  scen,
not as mere parliamentary indiscipline or New South
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Minding the closed shop

HE CLOSED SHOP HAS LONG BEEN one of the principal
tenets of trade unionism. Some of the bitter industrial
struggles fought in Australia at the turn of the century—
disputes that led to our system of compulsory
arbitration—were over the issue of compulsory union-
ism. And now, as the industrial-relations debate focuses
on enterprise bargaining, workplace practices such as
the closed shop are again under the spotlight. The fed-
eral opposition’s spokesperson on industrial relations,
John Howard, wants a less regulated labour market and
has promised to outlaw the closed shop if a coalition
government is returned. In NSW, the issue
of compulsory unionism is also in the
headlines. Indeed, one of the main reasons
the Greiner government called an early
election was that the upper house had re-
jected its Voluntary Unionism Bill.

This bill had been part of the original
legislation on enterprise bargaining, but
after repeated rejection of that legislation
by the opposition it was split and introduced
as separate bills. The first of these, passed
last year as the Enterprise Agreements Act,
allows enterprises covered by state awards
to reach agreements on their own terms of
employment. The agrecments would be
referred to the Industrial Commission, sup-
planting the provisions of state awards pre-
viously covering each enterprise. Such
agreements may be made between an em-
ployer and unions representing the cm-
ployees, or between an employer and a works comimittee
formed by the employees. An agreement must be ap-
proved in a secret ballot by at least 65 per cent of the
employees whom it will cover. The Voluntary Union-
ism Bill was meant to complement this act. Its title is
something of a misnomer, and demonstrates the ambi-
guity of the closed shop: in fact, the bill would legalise
the closed shop for the first time in Australia.

The main argument used by supporters of the closed
shop is the ‘free-rider’ issue. Is it fair, they argue, that
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workers should receive the benefits that unionism pro-
vides without contributing to that effort either
financially or morally? It is a strong argument, with
which even many employers would secretly sympathisc.
Unionism relies on collective strength, so measures such
as the closed shop are justified because they benefit all
members in the long run. Yet compulsion sits uncom-
fortably with most people. Is it right to compel people
to join something they may not believe in? Some coun-
tries have attempted to reconcile the free-rider problem
with individual freedom by allowing conscientious
objcctors to opt out of union membership, on condition
that they pay the equivalent of their union dues to a
charity of their choice.

Arguments against the closed shop often have a
hidden agenda; the real goal is the weakening of trade
unions, if not their complete destruction. The argu-
ments, however, are nearly always couched in mystical
tones. John Stone put it this way in the Australian
Financial Review: ' Men and women, press-ganged into
union membership, are too timid to resist the abuses of
power to which they are then committed in its name,
[and they] are spiritually diminished in that process, as
serfs are everywhere.’ Ironically, governments that have
called for an end to compulsory unionism because it is
an infringement of individual freedom have not seen a
problem in supporting conscription to the armed forces.
Arguments and legislation against the closed shop are
often ways of scoring points against unions and the la-
bour movement generally. But if we leave the philo-
sophical arguments aside and look at the history of the
closed shop, a different picture emerges.

The closed shop arose due to union pressure at the
turn of the century, and it grew principally in industries
that were prone to casualisation, such as stevedoring or
construction. The seasonal and erratic nature of such
work allowed employers to hire labour through a kind
of spot-auction market. The closed shop allowed unions
to restrict the labour supply and exercise greater disci-
pline over their members. This gave wnrkers in these
industries a better chance of contruwuing the erratic
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The national competition means that fans can
watch more games on television, but the expanded 15-
team league has also brought regular byes to the fix-
tures. A footy follower whose team has the weelk off is
like a dog without a bone to chew on. And with clubs
no longer playing each other at least twice a season in
an assured sequence of home-and-away games, the once-
regular pulse of Saturday afternoon at the footy is now
only an irregular beat. The question of rhythm is im-
portant because football seasons come in bite-sized
pieces: quarters, halves, time-on, games, rounds and
finals. Time gives shape to the
character of players, tcams
and clubs, and sustains
ancient and new likes and
dislikes.

Old-style tootball had
deep roots, stretching from
country zones, through junior
grades and the rule that sons
could play for the same clubs
as their fathers. The appeal of
mass-televised, franchised
sports such as American
football is wide, but not nec-
essarily deep—vyou can buy a
Miami Dolphins T-shirt any-
where in the world, but no-
where, apart from Derby in
WA's Kimberley region, can
you gather at a pub on
Christmas Day to play Aussie
rules in a man-made mud
heap.

The demands of modern
foothall means that its play-
crs have to be brisk and more
businesslike than in the past.
They are familiar through
television, but the star play-
ers are no longer the old
neighbourhood celebrities,
and the larrikin whose antics
are tolerated becasuse he can play a bit is an endangered
species. Footy’s push across Australia coincided with
the creation of Australia’s first national television net-
works in the 1980s, which brought the promise of big
advertising bucks for sports that could be shown in
ditferent time zones across the country. Australian rules
was largely competing with rugby league—not for spec-
tators but for sponsorship and advertising. The NSW
Rugby League is now sponsored by a tobacco company
and the AFL by a brewer, while Channel 7 reportedly
has a three-year $35 million deal with the AFL ending
in 1993.

Carlton and United Breweries renewed its role as
the AFL’s major corporate sponsor in December 1990,
in a deal thought to be worth more than $10 million
over five years. The Foster’s Cup summer competition,
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The contradictions of running
a passionate pursuit as a
business were summed up
by the AFL's Ross Oakley,
when he told a newspaper:
‘This business is not about
selling hamburgers or nuts
and bolts. This is selling
emotion, selling tradition,
selling passion.’

It is yet to be seen what
you have left over

if you sell emotion,

tradition and passion.

the CUB AFL premiership scason, the Foster’s state-of-
origin matches and the Foster’s AFL finals scries all fea-
turc the sponsor prominently and leave no doubt as to
who is giving out the prizes. The chairman of the AFL
commission, Ross Qakley, explained: “With the advent
of the Adelaide football club, and Fitzroy playing some
games in Tasmania next season, CUB is ideally placed
as Australia’s leading brewer to extend its involvement.’
Now a lot of footy fans drink beer, some almost swim
in it, but do they care that CUB is Australia’s leading
brewer?

On the weekend of April
11-13, a fan in Melbourne
could have watched a game
televised live from Perth on
Friday night, one-and-a-half
hours of highlights from
games in Melbourne on Sat-
urday cvening and a game live
from Brisbane on Sunday. In
Perth and Adelaide, home
games start early to accom-
modate east-coast program-
ming, and local followers
have to scurry from work on
a Friday night or put the Sun-
day roast on hold if they are
to catch the start of these
oddly-timed fixtures. Mean-
while, the state football
competitions in WA and SA
can only stand by, wondering
how to combat the glamour,
rising attendances and gate
receipts, and the higher
standards offered by the AFL.

Like Australian cricket,
which is bloated by the om-
nipresent sponsorship of
Benson and Hedges and the
blanket coverage by Channel
Nine, football is mostly
reported by hacks who don’t
stand in the outer. I'hey otten get the free food and drink
dished up to sponsors and others in the mushrooming
number of corporate ‘super boxes’. Football writers have
to stay onside with the AFL and club hierarchies, and
are generally loathe to bite the hand that feeds them.
Mundane matters, such as the cost of a pie and sauce in
the outer, get scant coverage.

There is big money in pies. The caterer to the AFL
in Melboume, O’Brien, reportedly sells 55,000 pies, 2400
kilograms of hot dogs, 10 tonnes of chips, 70,000 litres
of beer and up to 50,000 cans of soft drink at an average
round attended by about 130,000 people. It also supplics
meals on plates and thousands of hampers to those in
the super boxes and function rooms.

The crackdown in club boardrooms has been
matched by greater professionalism among players and
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Ray Cassin

N THE HigH Court building in Canberra, there is a
leper’s squint. A squint, for those like me who are neo-
phytes in the mysteries of legal architecture, is a small
window that allows persons of contagious disposition
to view court proceedings from outside the room in
which the said proceedings are taking place. The point
of this quaint medievalism is not that the legal profes-
sion has finally succumbed to AIDS paranoia. Lawyers
just happen to like quaint medievalisms. So do I, and
this particular bit of quaintness is something that could
profitably be adapted to other circumstances.

Lurking in our society, we are told, there are unclean
ones who must be kept away from the rest of us. They
are to be found everywhere—in shops, offices and facto-
ries, in schools and universitics, on the streets and even
in our own homes. They have the haunted, guilty look
of those who practise secret rites shunned by the healthy
and wholesome. They have the furtive air of those used
to creeping instead of walking. They are fugitives from
justice, for our upright legislators are steadily whittling
away the number of human environments in which they
can legally be present.

They are smokers, the modemn lepers. And just as
the lepers once had their squint, so public buildings may
soon need a smokers’ puff—for blowing out of instead
of looking in.

Soon, there will be nowhere on the face of the Earth
where people can practise with impunity the ritual
inhalation of tobacco. The matter has long gone past
the civil libertarian approach of go-puff-in-private-but-
not-in-my-face-mate. Modern workplaces, atmospheri-
cally regulated by air-conditioning systems, cannot
tolerate even one smoker in one cubicle of the most
remote, least-used lavatory. Smokers are unclean,
unclean, unclean; they must be expelled into streets
already fouled by other polluters such as a million
internal-combustion engine and a thousand stray dogs.

And there you can sec them, on any day of the
working weck, huddled together in office doorways for
five or ten minutes every few hours. It is a strange,
makeshift democracy, where the managing director rubs
shoulders with the telephonist and the tea lady, all
united by their need to puff without being punished.
And not only is there a collapsing of hierarchies, there
is an infantile reversion as well. Have you noticed the
way people behave in these huddled masses, clutching
their guilty secret behind their backs and casually
waving away the billowing clouds that betray them?
They are remembering what they learned to do many
years ago at school, behind the toilets or the bicycle
sheds.

Just as the leper colonies of the past developed their
own social practices, so too there are learned forms of
behaviour among smokers that have nothing to do with
physical affliction or addiction. In the days of innocence,
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Unclean, unclean, unclean

when not even the primmest of public hygienists would
blink at a love song like Smoke Gets In Your Eyes,
people could convey a whole world of meaning by the
way they offered, accepted or refused a cigarette. Bogart
and Bacall built careers on it.

Some of these smokers’ rituals and codes remain,
of course. Most pubs and clubs, and most cafés and res-
taurants, have yet to exclude smokers from normal social
intercourse. But the day will come when tobacco smoke
is about as popular in places where people eat and drink
as a chef who wrings out his T-shirt in the soup.

Perhaps the rituals associated with other kinds of
smoking will take over. Just as people learned how to
loiter outside offices by loitering behind the bicycle sheds
at school, so too there is a precedent for the shared
inhalation of smoke from illicit weeds. Not everything
that people like to smoke contains tobacco. There are
other illicit weeds, and some of the rituals involved in
smoking them can be quite complicated. Some people
put as many strictures on the correct way of passing
around a cigarette made from illegal substances as the
officers in British regiments do on the correct way of
passing the port after dinner. It enhances the thrill of

complicity, the sense of sharing an activity
from which other people are excluded.

-» U ILL THAT CLANDESTINE THRILL be the smokers’ only
compensation for exclusion from the world of the pure?
The mature smoker, and the mature non-smoker, may
prefer it this way. It gives the non-smokers a chance to
feel superior, and allows the smokers a little more dig-
nity than can be found in huddling outside their places
of work, trying not to notice the sneers on the faces of
the pure who pass by. But it may not be that simple.
There is a hidden flaw in the legislation that public-
hygiene zealots hope will gradually remove smokers
from among us. It is something so simple, so universal
that legislation cannot abolish it. It is called adolesence.

As anyone who has ever been an adolescent should
know, young people have an innate resistance to doing
anything that they are solemnly told is good for them,
and a delight in doing anything that they are told is bad
for them. The stronger the case that can be made against
smoking, the more likely they are to smoke. So there is
one image that may give hope to the managing director
and the tea lady huddled outside the lobby of their office
tower. It is the schoolgirl waiting at the bus stop across
the street. Like them, she clutches a cigarette behind
her back. But instead of gazing shame-facedly at the
ground, her head is held high with defiance. Smoking
bans or not, she still believes tomorrow is hers. [ ]

Ray Cassin is production editor of Eureka Street. He does
not smoke but is ) 0 t] to
write Smoke Gets In Your Eyes.
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to give up smoking in order to save money. How much
time is spent in political activitics on campus is not
usually reported, but during military training we find
that 40 per cent of class time is devoted to political ed-
ucation, 26 per cent to ‘culture’ and only 29 per cent to
military training proper. {Seven per cent of the time is
unaccounted for). The aim of these classes is not solely
to achieve ‘right thought’ but ‘right belicf’. As one stu-
dent is reported as saying: ‘We must allow Marxism to
become our sincere faith’.

After three months military service, some students
tfrom Beijing University wrote a letter to the head of the
State Education Commission, Li Ticying, to say how
much their thought had changed. In making this con-
fession they reveal the supposed errors
for which they have to repent. The stu-
dents admit to having been unclear
about the ‘true’ account of the ‘counter-
revolutionary’ troubles in June 1989, and
confess to having denounced Marxism
as a thing of the past. In fact, they said,
they had not properly studied Marxism-
Leninism and did not have a detailed
grasp of what socialismi is. They attribute
their ‘errors’ to the influence of currents
of thought hostile to socialism. Soldiers
had been regarded as stupid people—a
soldier was ‘a straight line with a box on
top, a head stuck on four Hmbs'.

Before beginning military service,
the students were not clear about the
purposc of this training and many saw
it as a waste of study time. A group of
postgraduate students voiced their
opposition at meal times, by banging
their bowls with chopsticks. The sol-
dicrs are said to have been surprised that
people of superior intelligence could have such bad
manners.

In commenting on two weeks spent working at the
grassroots level during the summer holidays, students
again reveal their ‘previous’ thoughts. One group from
Beijing Normal University said that they had been in-
fluenced by capitalism and liberalism. In a more specif-
ic reference, the bugbears are said to be a craze for Freud
and existentialism. Sichuan University’s 150,000 stu-
dents claim to have undergone four great changes in their
way of thinking: from doubting that socialism is the
road China must travel to affirming that it is; from dis-
belief in the party to belief in it; from judging their
studies in terms of personal achievement and growth in
understanding to judging that only what one doces for
the masses is important.

By looking at the entrance requirements for terti-
ary cducation, one can see what type of candidates are
being sought, and for what courses. In a typical case,
Anhui University, the minimum marks required for

v are divided into five categorics, and the figures
tor cach category reflect the status of the school in the
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educational system. The lowest marks, 221 to 294, are
required for fine arts. Physical education requires from
304 to 354, forcign languages 453, humanities 453 to
467. Engineering, agriculture, science and medicine all
require between 506 and 526. These categories attract
the greatest number of students and so can afford to be
selective.

There is a general preference for politically correct,
as opposed to academically suitable, candidates. In
Shanghai, regulations were issucd allowing workers to
study at tertiary level if they have made a special con-
tribution to ‘putting political thought into practice’. An
example of the type of person suggested by this appell-
ation is a candidate for the Northwestern Agricultural
College, whose ‘experience’ consisted in taking slops to
feed the ducks. This familiarity with real life concerns
is favourably contrasted with the lack of knowledge of
the wide world of youngsters who had gone

straight from secondary school into tertiary
institutions.

EVERY YEAR STUDENTS ARE SENT OUT during the sum-
mer to gain experience in their future domain of work,
and last summer saw a vast increase in the number of
students sent out for ‘learning from the workers and
peasants’. This was not simply a matter of testing them
in their own disciplines, but of testing their allegiance
to orthodoxy. Shandong’s three types of camp are typi-
cal: road building, work in key industries and social
surveys. The surveys, often conducted among the peas-
ants, included help to poor areas, such as distributing
tools and medicine.

Many articles describe the students’ satisfaction
with their two week stint. Presumably, these comments
are based on the reports that the students were obliged
to write. Local party cadres were also required to express
their opinion of cach student. Few articles refer to the
cost of the worl, although one mentions that Sichuan
University spent 100,000 yuan on 20 small groups
conducting social surveys in poor areas. On the other
hand, the province’s students carned 4,600,000 yuan for
the industrics to which they were assigned.

A policy of ‘revolutionary’ assignment of jobs was
inaugurated in 1988, It means, in effect, that graduates
are sent to poor areas for one to two years. Billed by the
leadership as a noble route for true patriots, it does not
scem to be as attractive as its prominence in the head-
lines might suggest. There were more than 32,000
graduates from Beijing University in 1990 but only 2595
arc said to have been sent to remote areas. Of the rest,
16,000 stayed in Beijing, 10,793 were assigned to pro-
vincial cities and 26,000 remain unaccounted for. In
January this year, the Hong Kong press reported that
students who found a job themselves could present their
case to the school authorities, who might then grant
them permission to take their preferred job rather than
the one provided by the state.

Officially, China’s policy of sending students abroad
has not changed since 1989. The emphasis, however, is



now on sending students for shorter periods of time.
Out of a planned 3000 students sent abroad in 1990,
half were to be on courses lasting one or two semesters.
In November last year, it was reported that of the 90,C
students sent abroad since 1978, 50,000 had returned.
Even allowing for the fact that the time of return depends
on the time of graduation, there is clearly a problem in
the numbers returning.

In 1989, the rate of return fell dramatically. On the
basis of the 1988 total of 6073, one might have expected
about 7000 students to return in 1989 but only 4997 did
so. Among the returnces, students who have earned
doctorates abroad face particular problems. Although
forcign doctorates are more respected than those grant-
ed by domestic universities, they are also more feared,
as their holders may be unorthodox in their thought.
Hence several press reports stress the merits of the local
product and its equality with its foreign counterpart.

Women students are often described as unsuitable
for doing proper work, especially under the ‘revolu-
tionary’ assignment system. Graduate women are said
to be liable to fall in love, to get married and have chil-
dren. In Guangzhou, some businesses were taking on
women provided they agreed not to get married or be-
come pregnant in the first two yecars of their contract.

In June last year, a Hong Kong paper published the
results of a survey madc of eight major institutions of
higher education in Beijing, comparing contemporary
student attitudes with those of students today. The re-
sults were confusing and contradictory. To some degree
this might be attributed to a fear of expressing one’s
real feelings on paper, but it is also a reflection of how
confused the students in fact arc. A student from the
Pceople’s University of China wrote: ‘My replies are
muddled, in places contradictory. This reflects my
present state of mind. On the one hand, I do not believe
that a free market economy is the way to resolve Chi-
na’s problems. On the other, I don’t accept that power
has to be rctained in the hands of a few’. For many,
especially those who entered university in 1987 and
1988, the answer has been to bury themselves in China’s

ancient culture, resulting in a craze for Taoist
philosophy and the I Ching.

- ~ HETHER THEY ARE drawn to the past, to the chance
of going abroad or mercly to a desire for personal sccuri-
ty and happiness, students can be seen to be opting out
of Chinese society, with the greater issues of democra-
¢y and social change left to slumber. But the authorities
have no grounds for complacency. Before the events of
Spring 1989, similar tendencies were found on many
campuses. It may only take another spark before the
flame in the hands of the Goddess of Democracy is held

aloft again. Opting out is the result of weariness and
despair, not a conscious choice in a free society.

China News Analysis, established in 1953, publishes a
fortnightly survey of reports in the Chinese press.

I HE ANCIENT PYTHAGOREANS were the first known sect
to propound the theory that numbers are the key to our
universe. The true and the real, for them, were matters
of harmony. Every single thing could be counted and
every single thing had a specific number. Pythagoras in
his old age is said to have visited Socrates in Athens.
Inscribed above the entrance to the Academy, which
Socrates inspired, were words to this effect: ‘If you know
no geometry, then do not enter here.’

Archimedes knew his geometry. He used it to in-
vent the arenarius or ‘sand-reckoner’, enabling him to
estimate the number of grains of sand in the universe.
His calculations were based on the theory that the
diameter of the universe is in the same ratio to the
diameter of the sun’s orbit as the diameter of the sun’s
orbit is to the diameter of the earth. In modern terms,
he came up with 1063 as his answer.

Such huge numbers would take many aeons to
count and more pages than we have room for in our
universe to inscribe. These are not practical numbers
that can be checked off on our fingers—they belong to
the realm of theory. Such large numbers are used both
to fill us with wonder and to persuade us of our hold on
reality. For example, our own galaxy is said to contain
about a 100,000 million stars, and we suspect the exist-
ence of at least another 3000 million other galaxies in
the observable universe. And a teaspoon of a neutron
star is said to weigh as much as our entire planet Earth.
The wonder of it!

The April 1991 issuc of the Astrophysical Journal
announced the discovery by a group of astronomers in
Hawaii of a ‘mysterious object’, hidden in a galaxy (niccly
numbered NGC 6240} and possibly more dense than a
neutron star. While extremely heavy, somewhere
between 40 and 200 billion times the mass of our sun, it
may be a candidate for a large ‘black hole’, offering clues
to support a theory about the way the world may have
begun. A new theory is always a piece of wonderment.
Our word ‘theory’ comes from the Greek ‘to behold’ or
‘to wonder’. Gregory of Nyssa said that God was called
‘Theos’ because God kept all things in existence by
‘beholding’ them. A theor, certainly, was a messenger
of the gods.

The modern development of chaos theory suggests
that most of our efforts in physics deal with the few
observations that can be easily ‘tamed’ by mathematical
order. In Karl Popper’s phrase, there are more clouds
than clocks. Counting all the grains of sand and num-
bering a the galaxies may not, in itself, count for very
much in the end, but wonder will always bring us a
little closer to the divine. — John Honner S
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the names for our European towns (Waikerie means
wing, Mildura red rock) are nowhere in sight. Their
homes are nearby, off the beaten track, but are not the
sorts of things you show tourists.

And Waikerie is home to another contradiction,
more expensive but no less ironic than its town cricer.
The landscape under the quiet gums and the endless
biue sky is, quite literally, being plumbed. It is a feat in
the tradition of heroic engineering, rivalled only by the
Snowy Mountains scheme in its ambition, scale and
cost, but it is not trumpeted as much.

The Woolpunda Ground Water Interception
Scheme consists of 47 bores sunk deep into the ground.
Water flows in from both sides of the river for a dis-
tance of 30 kilometres. When the pumps were switched
on late last year, each acted like a plug hole, creating a
funnel of sucked-away water. The funnels intersected
in a giant underground daisy chain, and the centuries-
old progress of the water to the Murray was stopped.
The water is pumped underground to a patch of degrad-
¢d land high on the plain south-west of Waikerie. There,
glistening in the sun, invisible except from the air, is a
huge, artificial salt lake, testimony to our power and to
our foreignness.

By intercepting the natural flows of salt ground
water, the Woolpunda scheme buys us a licence to con-
tinue putting salt into the water further upstream, in
the irrigation areas of Victoria and New South Wales.
By stopping a natural process, we buy time to continue
an unnatural one. It is true, the engincers admit, that
eventually the salt water in the lake will seep back into
the Murray. But they say this will not happen for many

hundreds of years. And by then, who knows

where we will be?
I HE WOOLPUNDA sCHEME is in the tradition of heroic

engincering that built these awkward settlements. The
Chaffey brothers, not so much apostles as land develop-
crs, were Canadians. They were discovered by Alfred
Deakin, then a Cabinet minister, while he was ona tour
of California in 1884. There, the Chaffeys had alrcady
used irrigation to create the orchard city of Ontario,
named after their home town.

The government offered the Chaffeys 250,000 acres
near Mildura, but as soon as Deakin took the matter to
Parliament there was an uproar at the ‘Yankee land grab’
and, much to the Chaffeys’ umbrage, the government
was forced to put the land up for tender. Meanwhile,
South Australia had been watching with interest, and
invited the Chaffeys to establish their colony there in-
stead. The brothers sccured 250,000 acres between
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Spring Cart Gully, near present-day Renmark, and the
Victorian border. When the two months allowed for the
Mildura tender had elapsed with no applications the
Victorian government invited the Chaffeys to resubmit,
and by the end of 1887 the two Canadians controlled
half a million empty acres, with a contract to conjure
up two garden cities.

Within a week, the mighty pumps—the finest
English engineering could provide—had been ordered
and the tractors and chain gangs were clearing the Mal-
lee. Settlers were not slow in buying blocks. Mildura
became famous throughout the empire; water had been
brought to the desert, an engineering feat made to appeal
to the Victorian mentality. In 1890, the travelling
pressman Julian Thomas described Renmarl thus: “The
bank that skirts the broad reach of the Murray at Ren-
mark is a public reserve, where dogs fight and children
play, and loafers sit on the fallen logs and dangle their
legs on the brink. Boats are tied up to the tall gum trees.
The river frontage, where not so long ago black fellows
camped and beat their gins, is now a long avenue with
pleasant houses, and paths bordered by the Indian pep-
per trees.’

But the first fruits were bitter. The Victorian bank
crash, too-fast expansion, problems transporting the
crop, and the first signs of salinity all but felled the new
settlements. The Chaffeys went broke, and carly in the
century Mildura was at risk of becoming a ghost town.
Renmark, which had expanded more slowly, fared
slightly better.

Meanwhile, South Australia was giving the Mur-
ray away in a little-recorded Australian experiment in
socialism. With a rising population of slum dwellers,
and insufficient work in the city, it was decided to open
crown lands for sclection by socialist communitics. Ten
settlement sites, including Waikerie, were chosen, and
special boats and trains commissioned. In February 1894,
the first train deposited 350 men, women and children
at Morgan, where they were packed like cattle on to
steamers and taken upriver, to be deposited at the cho-
sen spots with a few sacks of supplies and some
rudimentary building materials.

Among them were some genuine socialists, ideal-
istic and determined to give the experiment cverything
they had. But they were outnumbered by the desperate
poor, the remittance men and the ne’er-do-wells. Each
scttlement was to run itself. Money and individual
ownership was outlawed. The Government provided the
pumps, and was to sustain the camps until they were
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Sparks in Peter’s Bark

A statement by theologians has given a new edge to the already tense
relationship between the Vatican and the church in North America.

CCORDING TO CARDINAL RATZINGER'S instruction
on my calling, we theologians are not to be seen or heard
in the public media. We are to carry out our squabbles
in code, in the pages of esoteric journals. If we have any
complaints with official doctrine, we are to communi-
cate them to the proper authorities behind closed doors,
in secret. That’s the theory. But last December, and for
the second time this past year, members of my profes-
sional group, the Catholic Theological Society of
America (CTSA), spoke out, inevitably on the airwaves,
criticizing Vatican actions and procedures in four areas
of concern—the collegiality of bishops, the relations
between the magisterium and theologians, women in
the church, and ecumenism.

The CTSA action was provoked by two events in
the US. First, Rome’s treatment of Archbishop Raymond
Hunthausen of Portland, Oregon, who was temporarily
deprived of some of his episcopal powers and made the
subject of a Roman investigation—an investigation
which ultimately cleared him. Then there was the case
of Fr Charles Curran, a professor of moral theology at
the Catholic University of America in Washington DC,
who was removed from his post at Rome’s insistence.

These concerns in the US arose against a back-
ground of stirring amongst theologians in Germany,
France, Belgium, Spain, and Italy; and statements pro-
testing against Roman centralisation, Pope John Paul’s
alleged authoritarian style of leadership and more gen-
eral claims that Rome has violated the spirit and letter
of the Second Vatican Council. The CTSA directed its
national board to draw up a document which spoke from
the distinctive experience of the North American
Church. Members could then sign, or not, as they chose.
Of the 1400 members, 544 cast their vote. 431 approved
the document, 91 rejected it and 22 abstained. It was
then sent to the US bishops’ conference.

As intrachurch memos go, this one is not windy.
In fact, it is little more than a check-list of problems of
church order calling for resolution, sooner rather than
later. It opens by invoking P | :John XXIII'sh - that
the council would mean a ‘new Pentecost’ for the
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church. We theologians think it has meant that, the
document says. Yes, our North American culture suf-
fers from an excessive individualisim, a consumerist
lifestyle and ugly racism, but the renewal of the church
‘has taken hold among our people’. The church here is
‘in many respects healthy and vital’; and relations be-
tween bishops and theologians in our countries are
‘generally good.” The statement confesses the signers’
failures {‘We theologians have at times fallen short in
our duty in these years of renewal’), and then appeals
for the Holy See to acknowledge it may be in the same
boat.

The trouble—a conflict of cultural styles if not
strictly of fundamental doctrine—emerges when the
document begins to speak of an immigrant church
treasuring religious liberty, pluralism and an ‘open and
participative style’ in social and political life that finds
an ‘arbitrary and authoritarian style of leadership’
repugnant. This leads to the first major issue—the per-
ception that Rome seems to be reneging on Vatican II's
vision of episcopal collegiality. ‘We are concerned,’ says
the statement, ‘that the role of the local churches, of
their bishops and of the bishops’ conference is being di-
minished’—by the narrow criteria the Curia uses in
selecting bishops, by ‘humiliating’ visitations to dio-
ceses, by impugning the authority of bishops’ confer-
ences and by rejecting the pastoral judgments of the local
church on religious education and sacramental life.

The footnotes provide instances of these alle-

gations.

I HE SECOND POINT of contention has to do with the
relation of theologians to the church’s teaching office,
which Vatican II had envisioned as collaborative. While
praising the procedural rules that the US Catholic bish-
ops recently adopted for dealing with conflicts posed by
theological malpractice, the statement expresses distress
that cooperation has been made more difficult by reck-
less charges by the Pope and curial officials that theo-
logians pree ing the function of b »  More,
the Curia fails to consult with experts in the prepara-



tion of major church documents, prematurely cuts off
discussion on new questions and follows procedures of
investigation that ‘fail to honor basic human rights ...
As a result, many possibilities for cooperation between
the magisterium and theologians in keeping with the
teaching of the council remain to be realized.’

The third point argued concerns ‘the increased rec-
ognition of the equality of women and their potential
for new contributions to public life.” The contrast be-
tween the directive and executive roles being assumed
by women in North American society and the roles
assigned to them by current church teaching and prac-
tice, says the statement, is striking. ‘Theological re-
flection,’ therefore, ‘seeks to explore further the teaching
of the Gospel about women and men ... [and] the possi-
bility of ordaining women while remaining taithful to
the Lord’s intention for the church.” The present
atmosphere gives cause for concern. Rome appears to
regard feminism with consistent suspicion, to identify
women'’s role almost

per reformanda, ‘the church must always be reformed’).
The statement concludes by pledging its signers to heed
St Paul’s admonition not to stifle the Spirit {1 Th. 5:19).
So far as I know there has been no reaction from the
Holy See to this American statement. But two US prel-
atesdidre ond. Speaking in his own name, the head of
the US bisnops’ committee on doctrine, Archbishop
Oscar Lipscomb of Mobile, Alabama, regretted that we
theologians had dragged up matters which, to his mind
had been resolved [presumably things like the
Hunthausen case), reminded us that bishops alone, and
a fortiori the Bishop of Rome, have the responsibility
for deciding what’s best for the church—

and welcomed the opportunity to discuss the

issues raised.
ARCHB]SHOI’ Joun Quinn of San Francisco, a long-

time member of CTSA himself, observed the notable
failure of theologians to criticize one another, particu-

exclusively with moth-
erhood, urges bishops to

[AMEETNG OF € THEOLOGIANS' PROTEST COMMITTEE |

;/ri(t,i(;?w support from mf\,w SING

Promoting “e cALL OVERCOME"
women’s ordination as  WHO ARE WE INCLUDIRG
a way to exercisc epis-  IN THe “WE"?
copal leadership,” and
screens  prospective
bishops so as to ‘insure
their unqualified oppo-
sition to the ordination
of women to the priest-
hood.’ ‘In the light of the
increasing prominence
of women in society
and the church,’ this
section concludes, ‘this
state of affairs ignores
the signs of the times.’
Fourth, the theolo- Moowre
gians express alarm that
the church’s commitment to Christian unity, one of the
central purposes of Vatican II, seems to have diminished.
As evidence, the statement cites the slowness with
which authorities have responded to the positive results
of ecumenical dialogue, the selection of unecumenical
bishops and curial staff, and occasions on which church
authorities have acted in ways that fail to embody the
council’s vision of the church as a communion of local
churches. They mention also ‘an authoritarian style of
acting and inappropriate interventions that do not
respect the distinctive traditions of churches already in
communion with Rome.” Consequently, fears are re-
kindled among Orthodox, Anglicans and Protestants
‘that acceptance of the Petrine ministry would mean
the destruction of the distinctive traditions of their
churches.’
Much has been accomplished in the 25 years since
the council ended. Much remains to do (ecclesia sem-

~ le1’s DEFINE
"OVERCOME" A LITTLE
MORE PRECISELM.w

BUT DOES "SHALL"

IMPLY A Def|NITE OBLIGATION,
QR A VOLUNTARY

COMMITMENT?

DID SOMEONE
MENTION
“WILL S

larly the ‘erroneous and tendentious views’ of some of
our better-known colleagues. The CTSA choice to go
public as a ‘first step’ created a ‘confrontational atmos-
phere’; in his view a more effective approach would have
been to meet directly with Vatican officials. In two re-
cent cases, the lately published document of the Holy
See on Catholic universities and the work of the pontif-
ical commission on religious life, direct dialogue of this
kind, he pointed out, had brought positive results. On
the other hand, he acknowledged, the question of the
style and limits of criticism within the church—espe-
cially in a world of instant electronic communication
and an ever growing appreciation of free speech—is ‘still
in early stages of development’ and ‘remains to be de-
bated further.’
That it will be. — America magazine

David Toolan SJ is associate editor of America.
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1LJANIEIN OLVIOUINLS

oPE JoHN PauL plans to visit
Ukraine, and his visit will throw
into sharp focus the contorted
ecclesiastical and national rivalries
of Eastern Europe. It is not just that
by the time this first papal visit to
what is now Soviet territory takes
place the Soviet Union itself may
have disintegrated. It is because of
the profound wariness with which
the Byzantine-rite Ukrainian
Catholics treat the Vatican, and
their historic enmity for all things
Polish. A Polish pope, especially one
who has been careful not to suggest
that he wants a Soviet collapse, is

cause for alarm among Ukrainian nationalists.

The papal visit will take place within two years. It
was announced at Easter by the leader of the five-mil-
lion strong Ukrainian Catholic Church, Cardinal
Myroslav Lubachivsky, who this year returned to
Ukraine after 53 years in exile. Speaking in Lviv, the
chief city of the strongly Catholic region of Western
Ukraine, the Cardinal warmly thanked Pope John Paul
and previous pontiffs for ‘everything they have done and
will surely do for the salvation of the souls of the
Ukrainian people.” But many Ukrainian Catholics do
not see the popes in quite the same light. They complain
that their status as an Eastern-rite church in commun-
ion with Rome has not been respected, and that through
long years of Soviet repression they have been the pawns
of Vatican Ostpolitik.

So far, the Vatican has refused to recognise the car-
dinal as a patriarch, the usual title for heads of the East-
ern churches. Rome also continues to appoint the
church’s bishops, a right Ukrainian Catholics say was
not granted under the Treaty of Brest in 1596, by which
the church agreed to recognise papal primacy but other-
wise maintained its independence. In reply to the request
for a patriarchate, a Vatican spokesman said the issue
was unimportant, a mere formality in canon law. Car-
dinal Lubachivsky, however, does not seem to go along
with that observation. On Palm Sunday in Lviv, he told
the enthusiastic crowds who had assembled to celebrate
his return: ‘I renew the request of the entire Ukrainian
people to the Universal Pontiff to recognize the Patriar-
chate of the Particular Ukrainian Greek-Catholic
Church, in order to fulfil the teaching of the Second
Vatican Ecumenical Council, that the Eastern church-
es, like the Western churches, have the right and obli-
gation to organise themselves according to their own
characteristic rules.’

A guest at the celebrations was the recently ap-
pointed papal nuncio to Moscow, Archbishop Frances-
co Colasuonno, who won no applause when he o/~ ed
best wishes not only to the church and all of Ukraine,
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A delicate
balance

but also to the Soviet Union. A Roman Catholic ob-
server who afterwards spoke to Archbishop Colasuon-
no said: ‘"He is a diplomat, and will have had areason for
saying that.” In Ukrainian Catholic circles, it could mean
only one thing. The Vatican, for whatever reason, is not
keen to see the Soviet Union go under, and wants to
make no contribution to its demise by even tacitly rec-
ognising Ukrainian moves for sovereignty. Some believe
that the Vatican does not want to see Lubachivsky
wearing a patriarch’s kamelawka (headdress) for fear that
it will frustrate ecumenical approaches to the largest of
the Eastern churches, the Russian Orthodox. Officially,
the Vatican’s refusal had been based on the fact that
Cardinal Lubachivsky did not occupy his see, but that
excuse is no longer available.

Western Ukraine has been the engine of Ukrainian
separatism, and the persecution of Ukrainian Catholics
has been the principal focus for anti-Soviet feeling in
the region. Opposition groups continue to seize upon
the church as an expression of Ukrainian national con-
sciousness, although Lubachivsky has been at pains to
play down the political dimension of his church’s revival.
The day after Palm Sunday, he declared he would work
for the separation of church and state in Ukraine, ‘as in
any normal democracy’. But his return would hardly
have been possible without nationalist agitation, and
the nationalist Rukh movement has grown through its

association with the church. In Ukraine,

O politics and religion are inextricably linked.

RIGINALLY THE AUSTRO-HUNGARIAN province of
Galicia, Western Ukraine became part of an indepedent
Poland in 1919. It was annexed from Poland under the
terms of the Nazi-Soviet pact of 1939 and incorporated
into the Soviet Republic of Ukraine, and its present
tensions reflect these rapid changes of ownership.
(Depending on whose map you use, the name of the re-
gion’s chief city is spelled either Lviv [Ukrainian], Lvov
[Russian] or Lwow [Polish]. Those with a nostalgia for
the Habsburgs style it Lemberg [German)].)

Ukrainian Catholics in Western Ukraine cling to
their Byzantine rite, like the Orthodox in the rest of
Ukraine, but unlike the Orthodox they acknowledge the
same Roman allegiance as the Latin-rite Catholics of
Poland. This half-way house means that they have con-
tinually . Pol en cy whi t
remaining suspect to the Orthodox. The Orthodox in
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'laken as read

In war reporting, the meaning of events is constructed, not given.

HEN T was A PLATOON cOMMANDER with The Black
Watch in West Belfast eight years ago, The Guardian ran
a story: ‘Shooting reinforces theory of tougher North-
ern Ireland policy’. Soldiers from a company shot and
killed Patrick Elliott outside a fish and chip shop in
Andersontown road. Said the The Guardian: ‘The
shooting raises questions about whether the security
forces have a new “shoot to kill” policy. It is the fourth
incident in which the security forces have opened fire
on suspects.’ The other ‘incidents’ involved a secret unit
of the Royal Ulster Constabulary, later subject to the
Stalker enquiry. The RUC unit set ambushes for IRA
suspects. They shot several innocent people with no
terrorist connections.

The Guardian reporter had uncovered a ‘conspira-
cy’, linked to Elliott’s death. He had not talked to the
Lance-Corporal who commanded the brick {four-man
detachment) which encountered Elliott. If he had, he
would have learned that the shooting was a fatal mistake,
due to panic rather than policy. The Guardian finished
up: “The Sinn Fein leader, Gerry Adams, said yesterday
that the death of Mr Elliott showed again that shoot to
kill was now “the practice of the Crown Forces”.’ This
was only one possible version of events. From the inside,
the actions linked by The Guardian were not connect-
ed.

Wars and armies engender their own subcultures.
War reporters are like anthropologists translating across
cultures. They sometimes forget that the meaning of
events is constructed not given. The media’s Gulf War
was jerry-built. Many truths were paraded. Battles were
declared both victories and defeats. Witness Baghdad
Radio’s ‘Gulf victory’. But divergent readings were
available in the information battle to those who look
with care and scepticism behind and between the lines.
Even when the flow of texts is strictly controlled there
will be revealing dribbles smudging the ‘correct’ line.

Rhetoric can reveal its own position. In Newsweek,
Tony Clifton wrote about accompanying the ‘Hounds
of Hell’ tank unit: “... we rushed ahead wreathed in the
smoke from our burning quarry... The advance was like
a giant hunt. The Iraqis were driven ahcad of us like

animals. '‘Dehumanizing the enemy by portraying them
as hunted animals to make killing easier is an old tac-
tic: the French were frogs, the Vietnamese were gooks.
Newsweek assumed that God smiled upon the
conqueror, calling the Gulf War ‘a triumph of Biblical
proportions’ and praising Bush who ‘recalled World War
II, the first great crusade of his life’.

The most telling paragraph in Newsweek was
headed “Exorcising Demons”: ‘After 43 days of fighting
and winning, America’s troops exorcised the ghosts of
Vietnam. US soldiers came away looking like crack
troops led by genius-generals Powell and Schwarzkopf.
The pain of combat remained, but there was new found
glory for those who endured it.” These words overlay a
photo caption: ‘An injured soldier weeps for his dead
friend’. So many questions hang there: Did not
Schwarzkopf admit there was little ‘fighting’? Was not
the ‘winner’ a United Nations coalition? Were hundreds
of thousands of Iraqi deaths needed to resolve Ameri-
can feelings of inadequacy after defeat in Vietnam? What

does it mean to use ‘exorcism’, a religious
ritual, to describe this process?

rACK TROOPS? When I served alongside the Hounds
of Hell in Germany, their tank commanders got lost on
the autobahns. Schwarzkopf as ‘genius-general’ like
Alexander the Great? The Macedonians defeated the
Persians without superior technology. Lastly, who is to
say why the soldier is weeping? The Newsweek sub-
editor in Washington who titles the photo?
James Fenton, who reported the fall of Saigon for
The Washington Post, discusses a Newsweek description
of the Khmer Rouge as ‘prowling through the humid
jungles around Phnom Penh.’ {There is no jungle around
Phnom Penh.) ‘It is likely that, if there had been jungles,
they would have been humid and it is possible that the
Khmer Rouge, if anybody had been able to watch them,
would have been prowling. So, given the jungle, every-
thing else followed, more or less. Without the jungle,
things were a little different.” Given that the soldier in
the Newsweek photograph seems to weep, it must be
for a dead friend.

Vouume 1 Numper 4 o EUREKA STREET

The face of war:
Australians at Gallipoli.
Photo: John Rogers.
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lished in 1963, he questioned the terms of existence be-
yond self:

... Who can revive

A body settled in its final mood!

To whom, on what tide, can we move and live!
and again, as if armed with premonitory wisdom about
his own end, the poet drafted the blossoming delicate
contract between parent and child:

Dying, he grows more tender, learns to teach

Himself the mysteries I am left to trace.

Tracing the mysteries meant leaving safe places,
reclaiming spiritual territory every bit as harsh as the
‘sour land’ his grandfather farmed {‘'you might as well
be ploughing a salt lick’). It meant going back ‘to the
first/ Home, to the savage entry of the heart’ {'Late Tu-
torial’ 1961), dispensing with righteous causes, chal-
lenging the facility of ‘noble language’ that can persuade
poets of their own divinity, clearing out the rubble of
pretension and falsity. Buckley’s caustic honesty with
himself seldom faltered either as poet—1 give too much
in rhetoric/ What should be moulded with a lifetime’s
care,’—or as a teacher conniving at his own repression—
‘this short/ Still youthful puppet in academic gown.’
|‘Late Tutorial’).

The key poem in this complex and varied book is
‘A Poetry Without Attitudes’. The phrase occurs in the
text of the first and as the title of the last poems of the
central group, evoking not only Buckley’s most press-
ing creative preoccupation, giving thematic unity to
what might otherwise have seemed disparate, but also
recalling the heroic venture of Yeats’ later years. In fact,
what Seamus Heaney had to say about ‘Meditations in
Time of Civil War’ might equally refer to Buckley’s
poignant metamorphosis: ‘Here the great fur coat of at-
titude is laid aside, the domineering intellect and the
equestrian profile ... What we have is a deeply instinc-
tive yet intellectually assented-to idea of nature in her
benign and nurturant aspect as the proper first principle
of life and living.’ Here, then, is the poem:

A poetry without attitudes

that, like a chance ar happiness,
arrives too late, so candid

it will seem secret

and will satisfy no-one,

be useless in seminars
and will certainly aggravate critics

and force even the publisher
to speak of a New, a Mature voice

while actually you are learning
to walk with it, to lie against it,

your earth-tremor, your vibrato
turning you slowly into song.

Unlike Yeats, however, Buckley in this poem not
only admits the relinquished will, the setting-aside of
intellectual sophistry and the return to instinctual pas-

sivity, but also defensively mocks the potentially
uncomprehending reception of his new-found simplici-
ty. This applies not only to future critics and reviewers
but also to that part of himself that doesn’t give easy

intellectual assent to miracles of  rgation

and transcendence.
HAVINC WALKED THE ACADEMIC TIGHTROPE for most of

its working life, the wary mind is always alert to the
net’s removal: in such an environment ‘watchfulness is
normal.” This makes matters rather less than innocent,
putting him several hops ahead of his reader. It isn't
easy to review a book whose author sets about sabotag-
ing the very tools which his formidable intellect used
to such effect as both critic and teacher. How can one
use well-worn abstractions in the searchlight of such
covert satirical self-scrutiny? The following lines from
‘Remember Mortality’ mark the distinction between glib
concept and actuality:

Too much sweet talk. Remember Mortality,

that lovechild of the seminar!?

Remember the years we spent

mulling over it (Mortality,

the great sub-text of poetry,

with all those classical subjunctives;

the big M; the complaint tradition,

the Praeparatio and Consolatio)

till it seemed to grow before us

with noble, sombre gradualism,

creased and leathery as Picasso,

but safe as a clutch of aunts and uncles.

And, in case you start imagining that the poet’s intellect
has softened with the onset of wise passivity, he lets in
a hard bright shaft of anger to remind you of past dues
paid towards its advent:

So, what do you want me to write about!

The live past, the dead future:?

Shopfront universities

the criminal zest of institutions

Satires of circumstance?

Friends bound in love by envy!

I will write of the future, which I know

with carnal clarity.

That tough-minded clarity, drawn from the mire of
experience, has always been Buckley’s aim, the effort
towards it his greatest achievement, pulled as he was
between the urge to public action and the impulsion
towards artistic detachment. When he asserts that ‘Po-
etry, Vertu, Soul, are all/ feats of the body’, we believe
him.

The need to shuck off cant (‘each of us has a lost
language, to be cherished and built back’) coupled with
an aversion to the distorting power of words, of systcins,
of institutions and his own clevemness (‘Just as you were
learning to be one thing/ You were forced to become
another;’) infuses the whole collection. Whether it
shaped itself in the haiku-like delicacy of poems for his
daughters, or in unsentimental but deep-felt acknowl-
edgements of his debt to Ireland as linguistic and emo-
tional catalyst in wonderful poems for Heaney, Kinsclla,
or the Dublin hunger-strikers, the poetry runs clean.
Yeats is also obliquely present in unmistakeably but
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unselfconsciously Irish cadences, repetitions, inversions,
ellipses |‘there was nor youth nor age/ but Summer bri-
dling down the avenues ... Summer brimmed up through
the weighty cool.’) Now and again, flashes of a loopy,
desperate humour relieve the elegiac mood. The notion
of a native language torn from its moorings and painfully,
joyously reclaimed is powerfully present and, like
healing dew after the harsh, Australian boyhood sum-
mers bitterly remembered, Ireland helped the blood ripen
in the vein, feeding ‘a great head of blossom’ under the
heart.

Self-contempt also surfaces in ambivalent images
of the poet confronted by war and violence-—‘how use-
less poets arc, how feeble/ their anecdotes and promis-
es.” Or, ‘Poets, with their room-bound acts,/ their
room-soft fingers,/ are aimless movers.” Musicians, on
the other hand, make few claims, offer no solutions, are
indivisible from their instruments, physically and pri-
mally at one with their cadences. In ‘Perfect Pitch’ we
find a rueful wish:

... In the next life

I will be a maker of music,

not bothering with words.

But the anchor in this lifc was strong, however
rocky the boat. Buckley’s haunting readiness to aban-
don himself so vulnerably to the unknown sea is utter-
ly compelling, as in ‘Recovery Suite for Thomas
Kinsella”

... we are

landed with our bodies,

earthed there, indeed,

till even muse memory

with its known malicious warmth,

its curled-back tongue,

its inexplicit mobile eyes,

learns how to survive us.

Muse memory, impersonal as an Egyptian fertility
goddess, responded amply to her acolyte’s sumrmons. In
‘Kildare’, for example, we find:

Frighten me awake, good voices,

till I'm alive with fear.

Despairing men make bad prophets,

sleeping men poor soldiers.

A passionate identification with a suffering world
in a group entitled ‘Soft War Poems’ refutes charges of
impotence laid elsewhere. Almost maternally {‘soft is
the hardest to be’), he hopes against deeper knowledge
for human redemption in ‘What do you want for this
child’, the wish sharpened, perhaps, by memories of his
appalled ten-year-old self bringing calves to the slaugh-
ter from his father’s farm:

(born stark as Jesus Christ, laid on new matting)?

If he’s to be a poet, let him

not live in a place, or time, of war.

Surveying the ‘usual order of things’ under Venus and
the rising moon, he is reluctant to speak ‘for fear of saying
too much.” But he says enough, anticipating our present
and future horrors, alive to the best and worst that muse
memory can deliver in ‘Perfect Pitch”:

... everything that burns with life

running and dying: the bodies scrawled in Athens,

tanker on tanker on fire in the gulf,
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property still theft, all the earth's chemicals

crawling with death like woodlice, ...

In the teeth of 20th century barbarism, the univer-
sal suppression of frecdom, our apathy and destructive-
ness, Buckley asks ‘How will civilisation last?’
Frightened awake to ‘the monstrous drecam prototypes:/
tortured heads, with holes large as faces/ opened in them;
a corpse hung at the ford;/ a serf enduring the thousand
lashes;’ in ‘Hunger-Strike’, he grants neither himself nor
his country immunity from cvil. The gulag covers the
world, engorging innocence in its creeping fungoid
progress:

a gulag for all climates,

even those that bind our continent

so hard, so anciently, so gently.

More frightening still is the immediacy of a cata-
clysmic vision at the conclusion of the ‘Soft War Po-
cms’ sequence:

When it comes,

squeezing our souls together in the darkness

vou will not have chosen

morning or evening for it

and you will not be able to choose

whether to die indoors or out,

whether enfolding your children’s bodies

or shredded, alone on black grass,

whether by sucking wind or fire,

by lightning bolt or crushed brainpan,

you will not even choose

whether to die as man or as woman.

This cold, dispassionate artistry with language
moving outward from the nucleus of sclf has always
defined Buckley’s work as (dare one use the word?)
superior. It has sometimes acted as a tourniquet on the
voice of true feeling. This has not happened in these
poems. He has found that long-desired release, that ‘ease
of feeling which would allow language to form itself’
once envied in American writers. As one of the last
pieces says:

Love, you make and heighten me

With every subtle breath,

A new earth and new man, set free

From the shape of his own death.

There is scarcely a single poem in this large vol-
ume that doesn’t compel attention, whether from the
poet’s innate sensitivity to organic form, or from that
naturally refined eloquence that never hectors its audi-
ence, never asks for pity or lapses into self-congratula-
tion. Far from rendering the poetry invulnerable, it
intensifies the sense of exposure to life’s pain and pathos
in a way that is fast becoming anachronistic among
today’s navel-gazers, ranters, and ideologues. Let Vincent
Buckley have the last word in the beautiful conclusion
to ‘An Easy Death’”:

Bur think of your name as something

burnt up in a moth-flight,

thrown off by a self which has learned

to seize its oblivion

for the sake of memory.

Fay _ wvicky’s mostrec . as Ask Me (U _ ' 1990).
She is currently working on short stories.



Good Friday Seder at Separation Creek

The moon has a flat face,

yellow Moses peering over the chine

of our neighborhood mountain. Growl,
goes the rough surf. Our backstage mopoke
may have guessed that we lack

shinbone and bitter herbs for the occasion
while nuggety Joshua, gleeful as ever,
nicks off to his bedroom in order to find
the tucked-away afikomen. His brother

is all tricked out in Liverpool strip,

as red as Karl Marx but much fitter.

Braggart moon floats loftier now,

a white queen dragging the tides along

like a cloak of crushed velvet.

No rest for the wicked: surfers are camped,

or shacked, all the way from Pisgah to Sinai.

If they read, it is airport novels

with titles embossed in gold, but not the scriptures,
not crazy Nietzsche, certainly not Oscar Wilde

who shrugged and scribbled, ‘what comes of all this
is a curious mixture of ardour and indifference,’
and believed all art is entirely useless,

or said, or thought, or wrote, that he believed it,
a plump serious chap who lived

beyond religion on the Plains of Art.

Now, over a varnished tabletop

we recite the special dealings that a people

had with He-who-is while quitting Egypt,

but it does feel quaint to have this on Good Friday,
a day whose very name has the kids

wondering if the language was taken ill

at its coining. Those big waves barge home

out of a Matthew Arnold metaphor

while the grained beach stands in for Zion,

offering peace of mind. No sweat

this evening, with our salt stars sailing

through the black text of pinetree branches

and that mopoke murmuring its bafflement

in the very face of the Torah,

sitting on the shoulder of mortality.

It’s a gorgeous night. And there we go:

Diana of the fibros cannot show us that

history is a polychrome figure,

thorned, gassed and smeared with blood.
Chris Wallace-Crabbe
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Tales of an envy culture

M USING RUEFULLY, in one of his

last poems, on a few things that are
worthwhile, Vincent Buckley isolat-
ed these:

friend without envy,

love without bile,

a life’s work wirhout guilt,
a poetry without attitudes.

‘Friend without envy’? Buckley was
dreaming, perhaps, of a culture other
than his own. Expert analyst of tactics
of social marginalisation, Buckley well
understood the workings of the envy
culture in Australia, cven if he was
not so egregious a victim of that cul-
ture as some of his contemporaries,
Peter Conrad, Thomas Keneally, David
Williamson among them.

In a column in The Australian,
Miriam Dixson argued that the well-
known ‘tall poppy syndrome’ in this
country has never been named right.
Employed so frequently, talk of cut-
ting down tall poppies has become an
overly familiar, hence under-examined
aspect of Australian life. Dixson con-
tends that the syndrome is really ‘a
blandnameforenvy’. Whilc admitting
that envy, usually covert and snide, is
common to all cultures, Dixson cites
various speculations on its historical
entrenchment here.

For Manning Clark, envy and self-
doubt were prime features of the
‘Botany Bay disease’, whichespecially
infected convicts, the Irish and mem-
bers of a profoundly insecure middle
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class. For Peter Ryan, the elevation of
Ned Kelly to folk hero signified ‘the
corrosive envy, the black, defeated
nothingness thatlies somewhere near
the heart of our national culture’.
Dixson concluded with the caution
that ‘the more egalitarian acommuni-
ty, the more cannily it has (we have) to
negotiate the dangerous rocksof envy’.
My concern is more with the con-
temporary guises of envy in Austral-
ian cultural life than with its penal
and metaphysical origins. Illustrative
case studies abound. Let’s take first
The Punishment of the Ungrateful
Sons. Revenants seldom receive char-
itable welcomes back to Australia.
There have been exceptions. Robert
Hughes, whose departure was perhaps
hastened by hostile reactions to his
Art in Australia (1966), was féted on
his return in the mid 1980s.
Researching The Fatal Shore he was
given privileged access to archives,
to the pardonable envy of

some local scholars.

AFTER AN ABSENCE of ten years in
England, Peter Conrad made the first
of his return visits to Tasmania. An
important issue of these visits was his
work of Romantic autobiography,
Down Home. That he’d been back
more than once to the island where he
spent his first twenty years; that he
was not interested in writing cheery,
boosters’ travelogue or fawning to the
Tasmanian Greens, was not impor-
tant to several reviewers.

Cassandra Pybus, editor of the
magazine Island, wrote in admonito-
ry mode in Meanjin : ‘Peter Conrad
has spent too long in the intellectual
eyrie he has constructed from English
literature. He would do well to come
to ground and actually walk on the
carth.’

Much more amusing was the
warning by senior Mercury journalist
Wayne Crawford (who'd later own up
to not having laid his hands on the
book) that ‘It might be safer if expatri-
ate Tasmanian Peter Conrad docesn't
show his face in the Midlands or the
Derwent Valley for a while’. Another
commentary exposed the common and
revealing unease with Down Home of
those—not native-born—who be-
lieved that their decision to settle in
Tasmaniahad implicitly been derided
in the book. Expatriate Scot Alexan-
der Porteous solemnly judged that
‘Conrad isn’t indeed a writer at all—
he doesn’t trust words’.

Most vehement was Mark Tho-
mas in The Canberra Times. He
pontificated that Conrad ‘may be dis-
tracted from a small island by a big
ego’. Thomas’ diatribe perfectly, if
unwittingly, exemplified that ‘Tas-
manoia’ which Conrad had diagnosed
anddissected. Inall these attacksenvy
seemed to be generated not so much
from resentment at the expatriate’s
suceess, nor even centrally by the de-
tails of his reminiscent portraval of
1 ~ but wise of | I's
temerity at pre-empting all the never-
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melodramatic {in the rehabilitated
sense of that term): Keneally deals
with predators and victims, with par-
alysing threats of dispossession, with
extravagant language and gestures. The
villains of melodrama, of course, sub-
sume in envy their many other vices.

Keneally’s habit of engorging with
relish so much of the world for his
fiction [in the present and at many
past times, in Australia and in numer-
ous other countries) doesn’t delight
the fastidious either. His kind of prod-
igality, even greediness, is
particularly bound toinflame
the envy of purse-lipped crit-
ics, and it has often done so
in Australia.

Thus his earlier work—
Bring Larks and Heroes in
particular—written before
he'd been able to gain the
financial freedom to write full
time, is frequently preferred
to the later instalments of a
now flourishingcareer. Dav-
id Williamson has seen an
analogous pattern of judg-
ment of hisearlierand recent
plays. Envious onlookers
pronounce such authors’
public success as evidence of
their artistic failure.

The season of literary
prize-winning in Australia is
probably over for Keneally,
and perhaps for David Mal-
oufaswell. Authoritiesseem
not to believe that ‘unto eve-
ry one that hath shall be
given’. Large prizes now often
are presented tominor talents
whose promise proves
ephemeral.

Indced a third guise of
envy in Australian culture is the ten-
dency to bestow awards on writers of
lesserabilities as away, it would seem,
of reproving the sustained achicve-
ments of established authors. That
this process may be unconscious and
unacknowledged reveals envy rather
than benign consideration for the
young.

The jobbing and log-rolling
involved here creates an award rather
than a reward culture; consolidates a
fetishism of prizes; encourages the no
longer shamefaced collaboration of
publishers in inveterate and irrespon-
sible puffing of mediocrity. Who has
seriously asked where are the award-
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winners of last year? Or wondered
how much harm was done to fragile
talents and bolstered egos by the fes-
tive handouts of prizes?

There is still another manifesta-
tion of envy in Australian culture
which is in many respects the most
insidious. This is envy-manipulation
by the purported victims of envy. Since
the early days of Australian literature,
from the time of Charles Harpur at
least, Australian writers have taken a
measure of painful pleasure in discov-

You were discovered, given
premature canonisation, the
artistic hopes of Australia were
placed on your shoulders, then
if you happened to have a
critical reverse you were
subjected to savage retribution
and spent the rest of your life
wandering from bar to bar
wondering why you weren’t

Dostoevsky.

ering and declaring themselves both
envied and misunderstood. The envy
of others has been a theme of many
Australian writers’ lives and works,
another facct of the dichotomising,
adversarial habits that are near the
centre of our cultural life. Famously
Patrick White complained of the in-
justice meted out to him by envious,
provincial Australian critics (an issue
exploredandaclaim contestedin Alan
Lawson's Meanjin essay, ‘Unmerciful
Dingoes’}.

But the assumption that the writer
operates in an envy-drenched atmos-
pherc Al liaca:  Hwide: -
icant meansof self-exculpation. ‘Envy’

became part of many expatriates’ kit-

bags of explanation for their departure

from this country after the Second

World War, together with Menzies,

censorship, six o’clock closing, the

literary trials of Max Harris and Rob-
ert Close. Envy’sexistence could prove
aconvenient blanket excuse for defec-
tion. Thus subtly the envy culture in

Australia could corrupt those whose

provokingabilities otherwise held that

culture up to scorn.

The guises of envy, traced here, are
so various that they make it
difficult to focus on the essen-
tial question of what it is thatis
being envied, knocked, cut
down to size in Australia, and
notably in its literary circles.
Are we considering principally
envy of worldly success or is it
envy of authors who refuse the
enticements of intellectual
fashion, or even, and funda-
mentally, is it envy of those
who preferspeech before silence
and take the risk of publication
rather than carping safely from
the sidelines?

Singly and in combination,
these motives are evidently
tawdry andself-tormenting. The
envious-—whether critics, aca-
demics, other writers, merely
acquaintances—are responding
out of proportion to whatever
presumed provocation they
have received.

The envy culture in Aus-
tralia lacks that ‘mixture of the
love of justice in it” which the
political scientist Alan Davies
hypothesised as onc of the in-
gredients of envy. Instead its
guises and practices speak of a

condition of mind and spirit from

which any form of love (including,
perhaps especially, self-love}is absent.
The envious mood that afflicts

Australian culture discloses the death
wish of numbers of the operators and
publicists of that culture, who long
perversely for the demise of the peo-
ple, the heritage and the institutions
that they profess to sponsor.

Peter Pierce lectures at the National
C > for ali uc at
Monash University.



T 1$ salD that biographies are often
as revealing of the biographer as of the
subject. This is so of Tartar City
Woman in a specially piquant sense.
Trevor Hay tells the story of a gener-
ation of Australian China specialists
at the same time as he gives us the
story of Wang Hsin-ping. It is a tale of
disillusionment; but it is also an en-
couragingtale. Asthe scales drop from
the protagonist's eyes, her compassion
and commitment grow.

Wang Hsin-ping is hardly a typical
modemn Chinesefigure. She was cursed
throughout her life in the People’s
Republic by the fact that her father
waslivingin Melbourne, Australia,not
only far off but dangerously foreign.
Eventually, at the point where Trevor
Hay’s account of her life ends (except
for a fascinating epilogue in the form
of a return trip to China in 1987} she
herself comes to Melbourne to settle.

A further black mark against her
was that her grandfather, dead long
before her birth, had been an official in
thepre-1911 imperial government and
the adopted son of a wealthy landlord.
This bad class background, a Maoist
original sin, served to deny her educa-
tional and employment opportunities
and make her a prime target in the
recurrent campaigns and policy re-
versals that punctuated, and still do to
some extent, the lives of the people of
China.

On the other hand, her privileged
upbringing in the Tartar City of Pe-
king, the home of the old ruling class,
gave hernot only an inheritance of old
culture and old opulence, but an inde-
pendence and resilience of character
that brought her through the experi-
ences that destroyed so many of her
contemporaries.

The story is told on two levels:
Hsin-ping’s family life and the drama

Dmern
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Trevor Hay, Tartar City Woman: Scenes from the life of
Wang Hsin-ping, former citizen of China, Melbourne
University Press, 1990. ISBN 0522 84434 0. RRP $24.95.

of Chinese history being played out
before her eyes and frequently im-
pinging on the lives of her grandmoth-
er, her husband, child and friends; and
her own daily existence. In fact it is
precisely the inseparability of the two
levels, the impossibility of an apoliti-
cal, strictly personal life in revolu-
tionary China, that is the main theme
of the book. Hsin-ping’s brief inter-
lude of tranquillity in Xiamen during
the Cultural Revolution, her Peach
Blossom Spring, forms a kind of
emotional core to the story.

It would be very hard to find a
more lively, concise history of China
from 1949 to 1975 than Wang Hsi-
ping’s reminiscences of her life in
Pekingand elsewhere as toldto Trevor
Hay. We follow the early period of
revolutionary adjustment, the traumas
of the anti-Rightist campaigns of the
late fifties when Hsin-ping was at uni-
versity, the senseless cruelty and chaos
of the Cultural Revolution seen from
a Peking secondary school, and the
cynicism and despair of the period of
leadership struggles in the seventies.
All is told with verve, unmistakably
authentic detail and a sense of his-
torical perspective.

It is, however, this last that raises
some big issues of biographical meth-
od. I felt, as I read, a growing sense of
unease at the extent of the hindsight
displayed, at the western perceptions
and consciousness revealed in the
narrative. Partly, it is a question of
language. The book is the fruit of
innumerable conversations and many
hours of taped reminiscences in Chi-

Vorume 1 NUMBER 4 e

nese. The sensibility and structures of
theresultant text, however, are neces-
sarily those of an alien tongue. The
mention of ‘witches’, the expletives
and scatalogical humour, raise too
many false echoes.

More seriously, there are very long
passages of dialogue and conversation,
some from forty years ago. Hay is
aware of this problem and admits in
the preface that ‘for the sake of the
narrative, I have sometimes recon-
structed coherent discourse from frag-
ments; but in general the text reflects
what Hsin-ping told me. I have no-
ticed that Chinese people frequently
do remember conversations in re-
markable detail, perhaps because so
much of modern Chinese political

culture is a kind of polemic

P routine.’
ERHAPS SO; nevertheless, either Hay

or Hsin-ping appears to display an
astounding prescience and detach-
ment at times. Some examples of such
anachronisms, however justified by
the thrust of the narrative and imper-
atives of analysis, are the 13- year- old
Hsin-pingcriticising Soviet cconomic
exploitation of China in 1950; her
suspicion of Lin Biao’s ambition in
1968, andherall too apposite recalling
of the Tang dynasty poet Du Fu's lines
about military conscription while
farewelling a young relative during
the ‘down to the countryside’ move-
ment of the early seventies.

And did normal classes in Peking
schools come to a standstill for six
months in 1971-2 during the prepara-
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tion for President Nixon’s visit? This
very well told story is a cautionary
taleabout the possibilitics of deception
by foreign visitors in totalitarian so-
cieties. But what Chinese child, or
adult for that matter, needed to be
warned not to talk to foreign journal-
ists! And the routines for greeting
visiting foreign ‘aunties’ and ‘uncles’
were all too familiar (and wearisome
to both parties) to require half a year’s
rehearsal.

Even if these rescervations have
substance—and it may well be that [
am being hypersensitive and impos-
ing my China on Trevor Hay's and/or
Hsin-ping’s—the book remains a
compelling account of the life of a
vital and fascinating woman.

Tartar Citv Woman belongs to an
important genre of English-language
writing about China which includes
Lady Hosie's A Chinese Lady and 1da
Pruitt's Daughterof Han. Trevor Hay's
contribution to the list of semi-auto-
biographies of Chinese women has an
assured place in this distinguished
company. We must be grateful to their
amanuenses for revealing to us the
texture of their lives and the problems
of being Chinese and female in the
twentieth century.

Hay’s comments in the prologue
on his involvement with China since
his first visit in May 1975 will trigger
recollections for many readers. They
certainly did for the present writer
who was onc of the party. But the
most interesting difference between
the neophyte China expert and the
maturc author of Tartar City Woman
is not some loss of Maoist innocence;
rather it is the recognition that be-
ncath the cultural differences and the
chasm between Australian and Chi-
nesc experience there lies a common
humanity. Hsin-ping and her friends
TangLingand Xun Linglai, her cousin
Fan Yuzhong and numerous relatives
and colleaguces help us to escape our
particularisms and sce China as onrs
as well as theirs.

2 5 14 62
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Paul Rule tcaches in the department
of religious studies at La Trobe Uni-
versity. His books include K'ung-tzu
as Conficius and Mao Zedong.
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Courting the powerful

Derck Parker, The Courtesans: The Press Gallery in the Hawke Era,
Allenand Unwin, North Sydney 1991 . 1588004442343 8. rrr $16.95.
Reviewed by Makrcaret Simons. Fia Cumming, Mates: Five Cham-
pions of the Labor Right, Allen & Unwin, North Sydney,1991. 1sen
1 86373 021 4. rrr $29.95. Reviewed by Paur Megs.

nave BrEN torb by a friend who
works in the Canberra press gallery
that just before Christmas ‘the gallery
went feral’. Resisting the temptation
to reply “‘How could you tell?’, T asked
what she meant. She told lurid tales of
late-night partics, of female journal-
ists dancing the lambada with the
Treasurer, and of greenie lobbyists
having passionate affairs with other
lobbyists, who were married to jour-
nalists, who were in turn dancing the
lambada ... but never mind. It should
come as no revelation that journalism
is as affected by fashion as any other
occupation, and that the press gallery
is a hot house. What might surprise
people outside the clubis the extent to
which this affects the news you read
and, more importantly, the news you
never get to read.

Derek Parker is described on the
dust jacket of The Courtesans as a
former public servant. In fact, he was
on the staff of both John Howard and
Andrew Peacock. His failure todeclare
this affiliation in the book is unfor-
tunate, given the points he makes
aboutjournalists failingto declare their
former positions on the staff of poli-
ticians. The book is a mixture of
penetrating, though not particularly
original, political analysis backed up
by gossip and marred by an excess of
sour grapes.

For insiders, the gossip will be the
attraction. Parker makes devastating
criticisms of sonmic prominent jour-
nalists, most notably Alan Ramscy of
the Sydney Morning Herald, Paul Kelly

of the Australian and Gregory Hy-
wood of the Australian Financial
Review. Parker also displays a per-
ceptive grasp of the atmospherc of the
press gallery. ‘Itis unwise,” he says, ‘to
mistake frantic activity for substan-
tive diversity ... the gallery functions,
to a large degree, as a closed social
system. ... Now that women make up
about one quarter of the membership,
thereare even cases of gallery members
marrying each other, although less
formal liaisons are much more com-
mon.’

Appealing to dictionary defini-
tions, the book describes a courtesan
as a person ‘of dubious virtue who
cultivates a high-class clientele’. The
term, Parker says, implies a connee-
tion with a court, bringing power but
little or no responsibility. ‘The
courtesan offers to the powerful ad-
vice, favours, or advantage ... to the
Courtesans the gameisall. Thisisnot
to say that they do not care who wins
or loses, for even courtesans have
favorites. It is only to say that their
concern is with the mechanics of
power, ... To the Courtesans, policies

arc means; the political
contest itself is the end.’

ARKER aRGUES that the press gallery
has become harnessed to the corpora-
tist methods of the Hawke govern-
ment. This has been aided by the fact
that the gallery is a tight-knit group,
with its members having more in

! t
the other employees of their respece-



tive media organisations. Due to their
insularity, their relative youth and
comparatively pooreducation, gallery
members have little understanding of
the wider public, and in many cases,
have contempt for it. Copy is written
largely for the audience within Par-
liament House. Parker argues that the
gallery’sinstitutional culture has been
manipulated by the government,

ading to a mentality that
either discounts the govern-
ment’s faults or is blind to
them.

Why, for example, was
the ‘born to rule’ attitude of
former Prime Minister
Malcolm Fraser criticised,
whereas the Treasurer, Paul
Keating, has been able to
make a speech that said, in
part, ‘It has been ingrained
in me from childhood to
think that my mission in
life is to run you, and the
Prime Minister thinks that
his mission in life is to run
you’. This was applauded by
a gallery member as ‘a lead-
er's speech ... a stunning
piece of political theatre’.
(Alan Ramsey, Sydney
Morning Herald, 28 May
1988). Parker remarks: ‘A
different interpretation
might have been made, of
course, that it was the rant-
ings of a deranged mind.’

Because of the mentality of the
press gallery, Parker says, even gross
errors by the government are forgiven,
or seen as mistakes in tactics rather
than in fundamental policy. Sharp
practice and even corruption can
flourish unchecked. Parker claims the
gallery has come to practice biased,
dishonest and incompetent journal-
ism, focusing largely on process and
hardly at all on substance.

I happen to agree with most of
this. No honest observer of the Can-
berra press gallery could fail to ac-
knowledge that it is at least partly
true. But, having said that, one must
allow that Parker’s analysis is flawed.
He overstates some things and un-
derstates others. For example, he re-
jects the impact of media ownership
in a section called ‘The Myth of the
Proprietor’, saying that concentration
of media ownership, and the domi-
nance of Rupert Murdoch in particu-

12
, . A
fa'r//‘;yl-‘ LA ;/ﬁ I/

lar, is irrelevant to political commen-
tary in the media of the 1980s and
1990s.

Certainly it is true that the media
has many faults that are not a product
of ownership, and that the culture of
journalism can be a biased and de-
structive one. But it is making too
strong a case to sav that ownership is
irrelevant to p tical journalism.

Tweedledum and Tweedledee
Agreed to have a battle

For Tweedledum said Tweedledee
had spoiled his nice new rattle

Anyone who has watched the extraor-
dinary bias and malevolence towards
cverything left-wing displayed by the
Melbourne Herald-Sun knows how
Murdoch’s <tyle of management, cs-
pecially in  is choice of editors, can
affect the product offered to the public.

Parker’s sour grapes also spoil his
analysis in the sections on polling and
clection campaigns. Although he
makes some perceptive criticisms of
both the government and the press
gallery, some of his points come down
to little more than a complaint that
the Hawke government has played a
dirty game better than the coalition.
Similarly, Parkercriticizes the decline
in the relevance of Parliament, and in
particular of question time. He sces
the media’s failure to address this as
part of the press gallery’s cozy rela-
tionship with the government,
whereas in fact it is probably part of a
much broader inability of the media
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todeal consistently and seriously with
any issue that cannot be depicted as a
conflict between individuals. Finally,
Parker makes the alarming sugges-
tion that the way toamend the culture
of the press gallery wouldbe toexclude
journalists from Parliament House,
forcing them to rent office space in
Canberra and thus associate more with
ordinary people. He also suggests they
should be made to share
the public gallery rather
than having their own
space. This is hardly a

NS carefully considered so-

1
NS

NI lution, or a democrati-
| cally desirable one.
Nevertheless, forthe
Courtesans Parker’s
book should be a chal-
lenge—though unfortu-
nately his own bias and
occasional lack of rigour
will make it easy to dis-
miss without upsetting
the prevailing mentality.
For those outside the
club, the book will in-
crease scepticism about
the way journalism is
practised, and help ex-
plain the mental gym-
nastics and impenetra-
ble circumlocutions that
make up much of the
political analysis ema-
natingfrom the Canberra
press gallery, now that
the Hawke Governmentis facing its
most testing time.
— Margaret Simons
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FA CUMMING’s Mates promises to
reveal the truth behind the ‘cardboard
cut-out’ image of the ALP’s notorious
‘NSW Right’, through conversations
between this Canberra journalist and
her subjects: Graham Richardson,
Laurie Brereton, Paul Keating, Federal
Speaker Leo McLeay and NSW Oppo-
sition Leader, Bob Carr. The dustjack-
et’s spectacular claim is that the five
‘mates’ emerge as sensitive and ideal-
istic, as well as ruthless and power
hungry.

Thereis very little evidence inside
the covers of sensitivity or idealism
from any of the five interviewees. Far
more commonly, we see untidy no-
tions like idealism subordinated to
the quest forpersonal powerand polit-
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ical success, and the vital task of wag-
ing war on the enemy.

The enemy, of course, is the Left,
not, as some innocents might imag-
ine, the conservative parties or big
business. Soall game plans and means
of attack are seen as fair: branch stack-
ing, rule bending and verbal abuse are
recounted nostalgically by partici-
pants.

All agree that the brutal bashing of
left-wing MP Peter Baldwin in 1980
went a little too far. Yet, Keating and
Brereton describe with evident
amusement how ‘their’ faction of
Young Labor beat up an opponent a
decade previously, and subsequently
had the victim censured for the inci-
dent.

Of all the ‘mates’, noted head-
kicker Graham Richardson comes
closest to the promised frankness,
makinglittle pretence of high motiva-
tion. Keating, at the other extreme,
offers no real self-examination or ves-
tige of sclf-doubt. He remains,
throughout, the self-styled Placido
Domingo of Australian politics.

Leo McLeay is perhaps most pro-
found in describing NSW right wing
Labor politics as ‘a feudal system’. But
we are to take this, apparently, as
testimony to its ideological purity;
‘our machine was probably more sim-
ilar to the sort of Democratic Party
machines in the US, because it was
about looking after its own people’.
The best of those US machines, one
might note, was run by those good,

working-class Irish chaps

at Tammany Hall.

I HE FAULTS of the ‘tribe’, we are to
understand, are excusable because
only the NSW Right understood how
to make Labor modern and success-
ful. Thus, with the Wran win in 1976,
‘there was once again a Labor govern-
ment in Australia’. ALP members
from other states in the early 70s
‘ran jerky little political organisa-
tions in Western Australia or South
Australia or the Northern Territory
... they were nothing!” People like
Don Dunstan may feel a little
peeve to be dismissed as having
played no part in the emergence of
the modern election-winning ALP.

Another theme of Mates is the
Catholic background of most of the
participants. But Catholicism, like
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party politics, is to be understood in a
tribal, rather than religious sense.
Tribal Catholicism gave the Right a
fertile recruiting ground, and furnished
the Left with another reason for hat-
ing the Right. But the analysis of her-
itage is thin: some very vague talk
about the De La Salle Brothers’ notion
of social justice seems to comprise the
Catholic contribution to
the mates’ worldviews.

IVEN THE mates’ insularity and
lack of self-scrutiny, one might have
expected some stringent question-
ing from the interviewer. Fia Cum-
ming’s speciality is said to be
‘probing behind the daily headlines’.
Yet when the former NSW Labor
boss, John Ducker, describes his five
protégés as representing ‘the tradi-
tional values of the Labor Party’, the
apotheosis goes unchallenged.

The book shows other signs of
sloppiness: former ALP federal secre-
tary David Combe spends most,
though not all, of the book as‘Coombe’.
Some of the prose is embarrassingly
purple: ‘The eleventh day of the elev-
enth month of 1975 was the historic
and tragic day for the Labor Party
when the unfoldingfarce in Canberra
came to its finale.’

Changing events have added an
unintended irony to some stories: in
the light of recent revelations in
Western Australia, there is more bite
than she bargained for in Cumming’s
praise for Graham Richardson’s ‘dar-
ing departure from tradition’ in solic-
iting large campaign donations from
wealthy businessmen.

Cynics about right-wing Labor
politics will find their prejudices vin-
dicated by Mates, while those who,
like me, bemoan the lack of critical
acumen in the Canberra press gallery
will be provided with additional
ammunition. Readers seeking to be
informedabout these magnificent men
and their power ‘machine’ may be lece
satisfied.

— Paul Mees
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THE WOLF WITHIN
We'veallbeenledintoatrap, amental
trap, by our civilization. We've all
been told by our mother, or nurse, or
someone, that life ought to be good,
that man is good, that good triumphs
over evil, that the big grey wolf never
comes. So when we're confronted by
something nasty, our initial response
is that there must be some mistake—
either we've made it, or better still
someone else. It would be much bet-
ter for mothers to tell their children
that there’s 50 per cent chance of a big
grey wolf coming—and that he looks
like us.

—Joseph Brodsky, A Poet For Qur
Time, Valentinia Polukhina, CUP
Melbourne 1989.

THE PRICE OF SUCCESS

Lewis Lapham in Money and Class in
America: notes and observations on
our civilreligion, commentsonascries
of advertisements, published in
Architectural Digest, entitled ‘Afflu-
ence, America’. The journal described
the common characteristics of one
suburb whichreflecteditssubscribers’
level of achievement: average house-
holdincome of $114,000 per annum; 8
outof 10buy fine arts and antiques; an
average home entertains 65 guests per
month; 5 out of 10 households own
two or more cars; 1 out of 5 is worth at
least $1 million; an average house is
worth $250,000; 3 out of 4 go abroad
every 3 years and 2 out of 5 buy wine
by the case. This is a portrait of suc-
cess, of having made it. However,
Lapham adds in a telling footnote,
‘The advertisement quite properly
omits any reference to the less flatter-
ingaspectsof Affluence, America. The
apologist doesn’t seek out corollary
statistics—for example, 2 of 5 are in
the hands of psychoanalysts; 1 of 2 arc
divorced; 8 of 10 are estranged from
their children; 3 of 4 complain of
chronic depression; 4 of 8 addicted to
cocaine, 1 of 5 under indictment for
theft or fraud.’

—The Way, December 1989.
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