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JOHN >. LEVI

" OMOIrow’s
Israel

OTHING IS SIMPLE IN JEWISH HISTORY and life in Israel is
never dull. As the radio beeps the passage of the hour every
car, bus and taxi driver tunes in to the news. As dusk falls at
the end of every Sabbath and Festival, people listen grimly
to the news because, by common consent, neither radio nor
television delivers information concerning death and disas-
ter during time that is dedicated to the sacred.

At the State funeral Noa movingly spoke about her
Grandfather who would watch over her from ‘on high’
accompanied by angels. It was a spontaneous expression
emotion far removed from normative Judaism. For weeks
following the assassination, crowds of mourners have
continued to place flowers and candles in the renamed Tel
Aviv square. Jews don't light candles to entreat God’s mercy.
Candles are lit to celebrate the onset of a festival. A memo-
rial light is kindled in the home following a funeral as a
symbol of the life that has gone. A feature writer for the
Jerusalem Post astutely observed ‘Where traditional Jewis
learning isn’t cultivated, and no liberal alternative takes root,
weeds spring up.’ It appeared as though the murderer’s bul-
lets had produced a pseudo-religious phenomenon to fill a
deep spiritual vacuum.

Yitzak Rabin always appeared to be profoundly uneasy
when, at funerals and religious ceremonies, politeness bade
him to cover his head. He was a typical, secular Israeli
although, in] . latter years, he began to invoke key phrases
and sentences trom the Prayer Book and Bible when he spoke
about peace. Whether those words came from his pen or from
the heritage and wisdom of his speech-writer is a moot point.

The trauma of the assassination has highlighted a
continuing spiritual crisis that has afflicted the world Jew-
ish community since the Holocaust. We lost one third of
our community. The Nazis and their auxiliaries murdere
them because they were Jews or because a grandparent was
Jewish. The fact has two sides. From the Jewish perspective
the murderous onslaught was incscapable and containe
biblical dimensions. Hitler and Pharaoh were interchange-
able. After all Pharaoh had ordered the murder of every Jewish
male. In the 20th century only Shifrah and Puah, the merci-
ful midwives, were missing. So it didn’t matter what kind of
a Jew you were. The gas chambers exterminated the wicked
with the saintly whilst the infants were often burnt and
buried alive. And the other side yields a very uncomfortable
fact. Most of the murderers were Christians. It follows from
this that neither Christianity nor Judaism matters. Good and
bad behaviour doesn’t matter. Religion doesn’t help. In fact
you take a cross and you twist it and you get a swastika.
You sew Stars of David on to the coats of children so you
can tell if they are Jewish or not. Without those yellow stars
you can’t tell whether the child should be murdered. This is
Elie Wiesel’s ‘Kingdom of the Night’. This is a world without






There is something magical about
the return of the Jews to their land.
The gathering of Kings and Princes,
Prime Ministers and Presidents at
the funcral of Yitzak Rabin was not
only a tribute to a soldier turned
peacemaker. It was also the most
notable intcrnational gathering in
Jerusalem since King David made it
a capital city 3000 ycars ago. For
those of us who, despite everything,
find meaning in history, it was not
only an awe-inspiring moment of
sadness: it was amoment of spiritual
hope.

Following the funeral of Yitzak
Rabin the mother of a young Isracli
soldier killed last year by a member
of Hamas wrotce:

The member of Hamas who killed
Arik was also a deeply religious
man; this came to light in his trial
last year. Hesincerely believed that
his actions, in killing and kidnap-
ping my son, were sanctioned by
God.

How sad and tragic that, on both
sides, a deep and sincere belief in
the Divine should lock us so
intrinsically into a contlict the re-
sult of which can only be the shed-
ding of more and morc blood. How
greatly we neced to examine the
actions of all our sons, the Cains
and Abcls who surround us.

John S. Levi is Scnior Rabbi at the
Temple Beth Isracl in Melbourne.
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The divisions
of Canada

OR THOSE OF Us wHo lived in
Qucbee during the 1980 independ-
ence campaign, which also ended in
defeat for the separatist side, the
inconclusive result of October’s ref-
crendum is perhaps the worst of all
possible scenarios.
And for those of us
who worked as jour-
nalists in Québecin
the 1980 campaign,
and then covered all
the  subsequent
years of exhausting,
divisive and failed
attempts at Canadi-
an constitutional
reform, the result is
confirmation that
the Québec ques-*
tion may simply be
beyond resolution,
at least in the usual
political sensc.

Thosc who
know Québee and
its tortured politics
must now conclude what many of us
suspected all alongas we tracked the
politicians and political scicntists

EUREKA STREET e DrccMerr 1995

andsociologists as they tricd to solve
the riddle: the answer lics on the
planc of symbol and psychology. Un-
til the people of Quebec and Canada
accept this, the situation can never
getbetter. It may indeed get far worse.

The paper-thin win

N by the federalists

will lcave a lot of
Quchecers angry
and looking for
scapegoats.  The
English-speaking
and cthnic-immi-
grant communitics
of Montreal, whose
‘No’votesmay have
been the only obsta-
cle to a victory for
the  separatists,
could prove an irre-
sistible target.
There were, in
fact, no winners in
the referendum re-
sult, justasit turned
out there were no
winners in the 1980 vote, although
our expectations for change and rec-
onciliation were much higher 15

years ago. Picrre Trudeau, Canadian
Prime Minister at the time, clearly
sensed this.

‘T am unable to rejoice without
qualifications’, Trudcau said after
the 1980 result. ‘'We have all lost a
little in this referendum. If you take
account of the broken friendships,
the strained family relationships, the
hurt pride, there is no-one among us
who has not suffered some wound

which we must now try to
heal

RUDEAU, AND THOSE FEDERALIST
politicians who worked with him
and after him, did try to extend a
hand to the losers and try to heal the
wounds, just as the current Prime
Minister, Jean Chrétien, has now
offcred to do. Trudeau and his allics
moved first to give Canada tull
control of the constitutional reform
process, but left Qucbec by the way-
side in the complex procedure of
transterring the constitution to Can-
ada from Britain in 1982,

Prime Minister Brian Mulroney
later decided to stir the constitu-
tional cauldron when he took office,
with equally disastrous results. The
tortuous negotiations which yiclded
the so-called Mecch Lake agreement,
a deal which would have formally
reccognised Qucbhec’s status as a
distinctsocicty within the Canadian
federation, died in 1990 when the
required support of the provincial
legislatures was not forthcoming.
Two years after that came another
heart-breaker: a refined version of
the Mceech Lake deal, this time called
the Charlottctown Accord, was re-
jected in a national referendum ot all
Canadian voters.

So, with political rationality and
methodical negotiations at a stalc-
mate, and another independence
referendum inconclusive, we are
once again in the realm of the sym-
bolic and the psychological, where
the roots of Canada-Quchec division
have lain all along. There can no
longer be a rational basis for the
desire for a vibrant and confident
French-speaking socicty like Quéhee
to secede from Canada. Quchec has
ncar-complete control over all of the
powers which it could possibly need
to safeguard the future of the French
language inside its borders and allow
its citizens to live as they wish. The
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Hold ng on to freedom

NCE SALMAN RUSHDIE WENT INTO HIDING, he suddenly
became ubigquitous. He was everywhere, if not in person,
then at least in news, pictures, discussion and jokes. In
September he was on radio talking about The Moor's Last
Sigh, his first adult fiction since The Satanic Verses. He
told the ABC’s Terry Lane that six years ago he could not
possibly have imagined himself being preoccupied with
such an abstract idea as frecedom. But painful experience
had changed his tune.

He spoke about a certain Pakistani film which the
British censorship board had wanted to have
banned. The film included a character callec
Salman Rushdie who happened to have
written a book called The Satanic Verses
but whose real interests were international
drug running, terrorism and making1 -y ‘

N

Council documents as an example of the latest gee-wizardry

with which the theological mind might be called upon to

contend. The average age of the participants was 60, 253 of

them died between the opening and the closing dates and

the vast majority of them paid their own fares to get there.

Looking back on their achievement after thirty years is a

little like watching the film Apollo 13. The recent past
seems S0 remote.

The day before the party broke up however, {Decem-

ber 7, 1965) saw the promulgation of two documents which

have done more to enliven Catholicism

since then than an entire cast of martyrs.

Both the single conciliar document

addressed to the whole world, the Declara-

tion on Religious Freedom (Dignitatis Hu-

manae) and the Council’s final act, the

mayhem. The Rushdie in the film was so
evil, apparently, that he tortured good guys
by getting his henchmen to read them parts
of The Satanic Verses. True to his beliefs,
the real Rushdie petitioned for the release
of the film and said he would not be suing
anybody. He suspected that the threat of
legal action was far more important to the
censoring body than the content of the film.

A

Pastoral Constitution on the Church in the
Modern World (Gaudium et Spes) have an
ability rare in such documents of being at
the same time both accommodating and
demanding. They develop an understand-
ing of freedom sophisticated enough to goad
both Salman Rushdie and Yusuf Islam.

If Yusuf Islam wants to conceive of one
group of middle-aged ranters, The Rolling

]

Atall events, he wholesomely declarec  at

Stones, as ‘encaged’ whilst being prepared

the most offensive aspect of the film was

N
QI

1

himself to rant against interviewers and

the fact that Salman Rushdie appeared in a
sequence of vile-coloured safari suits.

Not so eirenic is Yusuf Islam, former-
ly known as Cat Stevens, who was also on ABC radio in
the springtime. He was promoting his new recording of
Moslem melodies. He spoke about his conversion to Islam
and said that when he saw The Rolling Stones still belting
out the same old stuff he felt they were encaged. They had
lost their freedom. The interviewer had the impertinence
to ask about his endorsement of the fatwa against Rushdie
and Yusuf Islam said complacently that “actions have con-
sequences.” Was death an excessive consequence? Yusuf
Islam drew breath and said that there used to be a song
called ‘T'm gonna get me a gun’. He said he wanted to get
himself a gun to deal with the likes of the interviewer.

This December is not a bad month to consider the
many shades of freedom that colour the conversation of
Salman Rushdie Yusuf Islam and, for that matter, our
entire conflicte planet. After four years of intermittent
meetings, December 8, 1965 was the last day of the final
session of Vatican II. The sessions had covered 281 days
and had involved 2860 bishops and cardinals. The total cost
of Vatican Il was just over scven million American dollars,
about the cost of running a fair-sized Catholic hospital for
a > than a spit in the bucket of the space
exploration programs which crop up occasionally in the
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* '{ / endorse violence against heretics, he might
do worse than to ponder the line in
Gaudium et Spes which has been most
forced to work overtime in the post-conciliar church:
‘Conscience is the most secret core and sanctuary of a
person. There you are alone with God whose voice echoes
in your depths.” Nobody’s religious views make them a
target. Dignitatis Humanae declares: “The right to religious
freedom has its foundation in the very dignity of the human
person, as this dignity is known through the revealed Word
of God and by reason itself.’

Nevertheless, both documents take to task the endless
open-endedness of a Salman Rushdie. Gaudium et Spes and
Dignitatis Humanae both champion the kind of freedom
which can only be fully expressed by frecly accepting
constraints, by giving itself away. They inhibit the kind of
consumer spirituality which looks on all religious tradi-
tions as supermarket items ranged before bored or impul-
sive buyers. The documents breathe the deep freedom of
belonging. It is this kind of freedom which we celebrate
every year, at Christimas, in the incarnation. God, who had
long been known to be ubiquitous, came out of hiding.
God’s freest act, the one which malkes us free, is to accent
all the limitations of being one of us.

Michael McGirr SJ is Eureka Street’s consulting editor.






W.J. UREN

The line on women

T WAS, [ MUST CONFESS, WITH NO LITTLE DIsMAY and more than a
little regret that I read in the Melbourne Age on November 21
that the Sacred Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith had,
on 18 November, issued a communiqué signed by its Prefect,
Cardir  Ratzinger, on the (non) ordinat 1 of women.

The Congregation was responding officially to a doubt
raised:

Whether the doctrine according to which the Church does not
have the authority to confer priestly ordir
proposed in the Apostolic Letter, Ordinatio Sacerdotalis, must

ion on women, as

be believed in a definitive way so as to be considered as belong-
ing to the deposit of faith?

The Congregation replied in the affirmative. More than
that, it maintained the teaching was infallible:

The doctrine demands definitive assent because, founded in
the written Word of God and constantly preserved and applied
in Church Tradition from the very beginning, it has been pro-
poscd infallibly by the ordinary and universal magisterium.

The original doubt was not an idle one, nor was the ques-
tion necessarily a Dorothy Dixer. Learned theological commen-
tators, at the time of its original publication in June, 1994, had
wondered what status was to be attribute o the Pope’s Apos-
tolic Letter, cspecially with reference to its penultimate para-
graph. To be sure, the Pope was saying that the teaching was
definitive, that it was not open to debate, that it did not have
merely disciplinary force. But was it infallible? The form of
words in the penultimate paragraph, while reminiscent of that
employed in infallible teaching, was judged by some to be sig-
nificantly variant. Cardinal Ratzinger himself in an extended
commentary on the Letter in the Osservatore Romano on June
29, 1994, had discussed the binding nature of the document:

Is this theretore an act of dogmatizing? Here one must answer
that the Pope is not proposing any new dogmatic formula, but
is confirming a certainty which has been constantly lived and
held firm in the Church. In the technical language one should
say: here we have an act of the ordinary Magisterium of the
Supreme Pontitf, an act which is not a solemn definition ex
cathedra, cven though in terms of content a doctrine is pre-
sented which is to be considered definitive.

In this latest communiqué the Sacred Congregation has
taken upon itsclf to resolve this question. No doubt this will
present a further theological conundrum to the learned com-
mentators. Has the Sacred Congregation  articularly in what
is merely a standard response to a doubt or query, the compe-
tence to discern or decree infallibility, especially when it is
not clearly and unequivocally remarked in the original docu-
ment? We have become accustomed to believe, in disputed
matters at least, that this power was reserved to the Holy Father
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and to Ecumenical Councils. If this is no longer the case, the
Sacred Congregation has certainly ‘upped the ante’ and the in-
fallibility language is in danger of being debased. One hesitates
to think what the present constituency of the Congregation
will make in retrospect of the much disputed {and now often
conveniently forgotten) 1950 Encyclical, Humani Generis.
Monogenism—the thesis which the Encyclical supports that
we have but one common pair of ancestors, Adam and Eve—
has a pedigree at ast as unsullied and consistent in Scripture
and Tradition as the exclusive ordination of men.

What will be the likely effect of this latest pronounce-
ment from the Vatican? Let me respond by recounting two
incidents, and drawing two conclusions, the first somewhat
pessimistic, the second, I hope, more optimistic.

A couple of years ago in Indoncsia a group of Jesuit
Provincials from the Asian region were discussing dialogue
with Islam. An eminent Jesuit theologian who had spent most
of his priestly ministry in Islamic countries opined that there
was very little hope, even through the extended dialogue of
experts, of reacl 1g any common ground with Islam. None-
theless, he maintained, it was important that the dialogue be
resolutely continued, for this reason at least: to support and
encourage moderate Islamicists against the encroaching tide
of the Islamic fundamentalists.

I suspect this latest communiqué from the Vatican will
only drive the many moderate women who would hope to seck
a forum within the Church to discuss this and allied ques-
tions, into the arms of their more radical sisters outside the
institutional Church—a sad outcome indeed. This is doubly
disappointing, because in recent dispatches the Pope has shown
himself to be increasingly aware of ‘the women question’ in
the Church. Perhaps next to nothing had emcerged in practice

but at least he has adverted to the alienation women
experience in many aspects of Church life.

Y SECOND INCIDENT RELATES to a 1993 discussion of the
Encyclical, Veritatis Splendour, on ABC television, in which I
participated with Bishop George Pell. Bishop Pell had spoken
of the authoritative nature of the Encyclical and of the Church
‘drawing a linc 1 the sand’—presumably defining boundaries
for Church mcer  2rship. This elicited the most illuminating
and encouraging comment in the whole discussion. It came
from a member of the audience seated right at the back of the
auditorium.

I now know him to be the recently appointed Chair of the
Australian Human Rights Commission. ‘You can draw your
line wherever you like, Bishop George—it won't really make
much ditference. Just as long as you remember—it’s not your
Church, it’s our Church.’

The Vatican Congregation has been drawing lines more
deeply in the sand again. It's important to keep remembering
that it’s still our Church—both men and women.

W.J. Uren SJ is the Australian Jesuit Provincial.












nccessities for millions, land-hunger
is great. The message for today is ‘Un-
lock the land’. In Austr we could
[and eventually will in one way or an-
other) admit many more immigrants
if we open up former pastoral land to
small-farm or co-operative crop pro-

TOM & VIV

BELIEVE ME, TOM,
IE JOURNEY OF THE MAG}"
WOULP MAKE A
MUVCH BETTER TITLE THAN
“THREE MEN AND A BARY “/

duction. {Scc¢, for example, Peter Hunt,
‘Colin Clark, Small Farming, the Guild
System and Chesterton’, The Chester-
ton Review, Spring-Summer, 1978).

In 1994, a Chesterton Conference
was held in Zagreb, Croatia, and ‘dis-
tributism’ was central to its delibera-
tions and discussions. In Poland, too,
his vision is alive.

The Catholic Worker  Australia
{during the 30s, 40s and 50s), was not
only handing on the Chesterton and
Catholic traditions of social reform,
but before its time. Never has dis-
tributism seemed so feasible as now,

Finally, Race Matthews rightly
insists on the distributist elements in
Guild Socialism. R.H. Tawney and
G.D.H. Cole enriched the thinking of
all socially responsible critics of
modern capitalism and drew on
history in a way which Chestertoni-
ans share. I'look forward to further dis-
cussion of this theme.

Dr Peter Hunt
Winmalee, NSW

Helping hand

From Therese Vassarotti

Recently I reccived a very distraught
phone call from my 15-ycar-old daugh-
ter who had found herself stranded at

EUREKA STREET e DECEMRER 1995

the train station of a country town in
New South Wales. She was on her way
home to Canberra only to find that her
bus connection had been cancelled.
There was no easy way for her to make
the homeward journey, nor did she
have sufficient funds with her. At a
distance of 300 kilometres it was the
stuff of cvery mother’s nightmare. 1
knew of no one in this town whom 1
could call to ‘rescuc’ my daughter and
ensurc her satety while T made the
three hour car trip to pick her up.

However, the hand of providence
was guiding our movements in that I
decided to ring the Catholic presbytery
of this town to seek assistance. The
two women who received my call, the
parish secretary and onc of the nuns
from the parish team, immediately
allayed my fears. Within 15 minutes,
Sister Ellen made the trip to the train
station and collected my daughter and
took care of her until I arrived later in
the afternoon. T knew neither of these
women and had never spoken to them
until my phone call yesterday. How-
ever, I felt sccurc and confident that T
could rely on them as I could on any-
one in my own parish.

There is some intangible bond and
unspoken allegiance between people
in my gencration of Australian
Church. This bond is not dependent
on a personal knowledge of the other,
nor is it restricted by distance. I was
drawing on the power of a shared past
and pilgrimage which have provided
me with an understanding of belong-
ing. This is one facet of Church which
makes up for some of the disappoint-
ments and disillusion of formal
Church.

Therese Vassarotti
Hackett, ACT

Colonial hangover

From Bill Tomasetti

The three articles on Papua New
Guinca commencing on pt5 of Furcka
Street, September 1995 are timely; and
I wish to comment very briefly on the
first and more fully on the third. The
first piece, Rowan Callick’s, makes an
informative contrast with the third,
that of Professor Emeritus James
Griffin.

The first is marked by perceptive
description and analysis, and one com-
pletes a reading of it with the feeling
that the matcerial rewarded that read-
ing. The 1 s the school of
anti-colonialism which cffloresced in

the late 1960s at Waigani (in Port Mo-
resbyl, the echoes of which still make
jaded reappearances from time to time.

In the third, of several points that
warrant mention, one that suggests a
serious misunderstanding of district
administration has been sclected.

In 1962 I accompanied the UN
Visiting Mission around the Eastcern
Highlands District. At Kainantu the
Mission met with an assembly of
village officials and other notables
invited to meet the Mission. In discus-
sions they made clear to the Mission
that they opposed (indeed, resented)
the UN pressure on Australia to has-
ten the transfer of sovercignty to PNG.
They asserted that they were not yet
ready for that transfer, and would say
so when they were. There was a com-
parable assembly at Kundiawa with an
address to the Mission asserting Chim-
bu views similar to thosc of the
Kainantu, except that the Chimbu
specified what they saw as prerequi-
sites for independence: which includ-
ed the establishment and operation in
the Chimbu of both a mint and an
armaments factory—serious matters.
I have no doubt that these opinions
corresponded (in general) to those held
by very many Highlanders in 1962,

In 1968 the then Australian Min-
ister for Territories,Barnes, made a
public statement concerning the forth-
coming national clections, in which he
was critical of political partics. With
reference thereto and to the Western
Highlands, in his article Prof.Em. Grif-
fin writes: * But—can you bclieve it
now?!—... his kiaps |sic] (officers)
actively discouraged them and warned
that early independence could threat-
en Australian aid and that it would
mean Highlanders would end up as
‘grasscutters’ for the more advanced
coastals’.

I find it implausible that kiap
would waste their fully extended re-
sources to put around ideas which they
would have known Highlanders had
crystallised and refined during (at
least) the last six years. It may be re-
called that it had always been the pre-
scribed functions and daily task of the
kiap to influence the conduct of pub-
lic affairs—of coursc subject to the
appropriate legislation and relevant
policies. (Examples of these functions
are the reduction of inter-society vio-
lence and the establishment of local
government councils.) Thus it is sur-
prisine that the continuing exercise of
that stion went as
as a national clection excites com-




ment. But one should also recall that
it has long been a common mistake to
see Highlanders (indeed all Papua New
Guincans) as the passive absorbers of
exotic ideas.

The 1968 general clections in clec-
torates in the Western Highlands is
explored in The Politics of Depend-
ence: Epstein AL, ctal,, (eds), 1971,
pp218-274 and Free elections in a guid-
ed democracy, by Colebatch HK &
Peta, Reay Marie, & Strathern AT,
A.N.U. Press, Canberra. It examines
and describes the complex relation-
ships between the various influences
and interests at work in the lecad-up to
the clection. It notes the public domi-
nance of the District Commissioner
(in this instance markedly so} and the
work of his staff of kiap in the field in
the conduct of the clection. It men-
tions that, some months before the
clection, the District Commissioner
‘called a meceting in Mt Hagen of the
MHAs and the council presidents and
vice-presidents, with Keith Levy as
chairman, to discuss the nature and
function of political parties....and war-
iness about self-government led peo-
ple to reject the notion of partics
without debate’ (pp224/5).

1 996 Certificate IV
in Professional
Writing & Editing
A
o study in an adult A
education environment AGERNNA
o workshop your writing = ycoma
¢ gain an approved qualification
e select subjects to suit your
interests
e choose day or evening, full
time, part time or single subject
study
e TAFE fees and charges apply

Some 1996 subjects:
Professional Writing, Design &
-ayout, Editing, Poetry, Short
Story, Popular Fiction, Literature
Analysis, The Writer & Research,
Performance Writing, Writing for
Radio & Construction of English.

~or full brochure and application
‘orm contact Course Coordinator on
9652 0638 or 9652 0754. %)

Council of Adult Education, A
256 Flinders Street, CAE

Melbourne 3000.

The material in that chapter lends
itsclf to a variety of intcrpretations,
but Prof Em. Gritfin’s comment, with
its note of shocked surprise {above) ,
scems to me to ignore much of the rel-
cvant material. Would it scem relevant
here to suggest that simplistic doctri-
naire views do not help towards an
understanding of complex situations?

But why quarrcl about a display of
antique scholarly anti-colonialism?
Chapter XII, Article 76 (b] and (¢}, of
the UN charter, requires a trustee pow-
er ‘to promote the political, ecconomic,
social and cducational advancement of
the inhabitants of the Trust Territory
and their progressive development to-
wards sclf-government or independ-
ence.’ And also to encourage respect
for human rights and for fundamental
freedoms for all. When the Australian
Government entered into the Trustee-
ship Agreement with the United
Nations for PNG, it agreed to do so.

Thus, did not the Australian Gov-
crnment, as the sovercign authority for
PNG from 1946 to 1974, have an anti-
colonial policy? Have not the anti-
colonial feathers been wrongly worn
for far too long by the late starters of
the Waigani cfflorescence?

Bill Tomasetti
Wentworth Falls, NSW

Al in good fun

From John Grev, managing editor, The
Catholic Leader

Paul Chadwick {‘Cracking the Code’
Eurcka Street, November 1995)
appears to share a common misunder-
standing—that journalism [good and
bad) does not exist outside politics, or
cven outside Canberra.

Hc is dismissive of what he calls
‘entertainment’ and separates journal-
ists from cntertainers as one would
sheep from goats.

Even in my most penitential
moments, if my profession did not
require mce to read newspapers (and
religious journals) I would not pick one
up unless 1 was going to cnjoy the
experience.

If you want to educate, inform or
otherwise intellectually stimulate a
reader, first catch your reader. If your
target market wants only scrious ver-
biage, print it unadorned. If you want
a wider market, you must step up to
{not stoop to] ‘entertainment’.

john Grey
Clayfield, QLD
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AN OPPORTUNITY TO LIVE & WORK IN
ANOTHER CULTURE |

Australian Volunteers Abroad (AVAs) work in challenging
positions in developing countries. The work is hard but satisfying
and requires skill, adaptability and cultural sensitivity. Salaries
are modest but cover overseas living costs. AVAs work in many
occupations but at present there is a need for applicants in the
following fields:

¢ health

® agriculture

e education

® economics

e community development
s computer technology

® science

¢ administration

If you have professional or trade qualifications and relevant work

experience in Australia, contact the Overseas Service Bureau or
send in the coupon below.

Applications are also welcome from recent graduates for
the Volunteer Graduate Scheme.

Applications are being received now for 1996.

*
* :“ Overseas Service Bureau

YES, I/We want to find out more about the AVA program.

1
1
Mr/Ms/Mrs/Miss/Dr: :
Address: 1

P/code: !
Occupation: :
1
1

P.0. Box 350 Fitzroy VIC 3065 Phone: 03 9279 1788

THE EXPERIENCE OF YOUR LIFE

Spiritual
Companioning
Formation

A course for those engaged in
the ministry of spiritual
companioning, direction
and guidance.

This ccumenical course was offered in 1995 for
the first time and is to be available again in 1996.

It is part of the ongoing program of the Australian
Network for Spiritual Direction.

It comprises a guided reading program and a
residential school at the Melbourne
Anglican Retrcat House.

Full details are available from:
The Registrar {(Mrs Pat Hydon)
3 Dalton Court, Mulgrave VIC 3170
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Hustration of a press
used for printing

The Times in the

carly 19th century,

from The Newspaper:
An International History
by Anthony Smith.
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I once attended a (very) early morning press con-

ference at Melbourne’s  1llamarine for the arrival of
an Australian hostage released during the carly days
of the Gulf War. The TV crews had set up and onc
cameraman decided to save time by doing a ‘two shot’
of his reporter nodding gravely and taking notes before
the arrival of the interviewee. I was sitring next to
the camerman’s reporter and was asked if T would
mind ‘making like’ T was taking notes. I blearily tried
to explain that it would be better if we stuck to our
own approximations of rcality, but the cameraman
took umbrage at the lack of fraternal co-operation.

For a {decreasingly} knockabout group, journal-
ists are surprisingly cor  lous of personal status v = ¢n
they begin to climb the professional ladder. This is
not that surprising because journalism is like boxing—
to paraphrasc the great American journalist A.J.
Leibling—in that everybody gets done over sometime.
These falls can come from within and without,
professional jealousy and elbows-out compctition
being found at all levels of journalism, along with
generosity and friendship.

Contrary to popular opinion, Canberra and the
problems it poses for reporters trying to do their job
properly are not unique to Australia. Hugh Lunn’s
Vietnam: A Reporter's War told of Saigon-based jour-
nalists being present when US President Lyndon John-
son flew in to Cam Ranh Bay. The local reporters were
hindered when trying to file stories and ‘put on a bus
that didn’t go anywhere.” Lunn later discovered that
the White House press corps were being given time
to land in Bangkok and file their stories before the
local reporters. ‘It was an cxample of what all presi-
dents, prime ministers and premiers know: that if they
are nice to the people who report on them day after
day and let them get, cxclusively, the biggest, most
interesting stories, then they will get a better press.’

Adam Gopnik wrote in The New Yorker last
December that one of the overlooked turning points
in American journalism came in 1864, after General
Meade, the hero of Gettysburg, publically humiliated
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ajournalist he disliked. The Yankee hacks retaliated
by blacking out Meade’s activities, with the conse-
quence that today everybody knows that Robert E.
Lee was the noble general defeated at Geetysburg. Who
remembers Meade?

According to Gopnik, an access culture developed
after the Civil War in which a journalist’s advance-
ment depended on his intimacy with power. He argues
that this has changed in the past 20 years to an
aggression culture in which success can also depend
on a willingess to stage ‘visible, ritualised displays of
aggression’ and which avoids any relation to serious
political ideas because of the need to at least appear
objective.

In between, says Gopnik, Richard Nixon replaced
the access system with a system of prepackaging:

That system—of spin control and prepackaged
information—Dbecame an all-purpose model for deal-
ing with the press, used by everybody from a politi-
cian running for President to a celebrity running from
{or to} Vanity Fuair.

Conventional wisdom has it that the press became
morce aggressive in order to mean that the more au-
thoritarian the figure in power, the more aggressive
the press’s reaction. Just the opposite seems to be the
case: the more authoritarian the figure, the more com-
plaisant the press. Anyone with his own narrative of
aggression to relate has to be treated respecttully .

Australia, lagging behind most American trends,
has a mixturc of access and aggression journalism. I
agree when Gopnik argues that the ‘morality of being
areporter is really the same as the morality of being a
person.” As my old cadet counsellor, a laconic Scot
named Jim Dunbar, used to say: if you have a think
about it, you know when it’s fair.

But I disagree when Gopnik argues that it doesn’t
make sense to talk about professional ethics in jour-
nalism—as something apart from simple cthics—
because journalism is not a profession (my emphasis).

Gopnik reckoned that editors demand a
‘particular kind of belligerence’ because it sells, and
reports of conflict and mayhem often have staying
power. The first entries in The Faber Book of Report-
age include the plague in Athens 430 BC, the Death

of Socrates, Cacsar invades Britain, Rome
burns and Vesuvius erupts.

OHN CAREY WRITES IN THE BOOK'S INTRODUCTION that
reportage provides modern man with a rcassuring
sense of events going on beyond the immediate hori-
zon, a release from trivial routines and an habitual
daily illusion of communication with a reality great-
er than himself: “When we view reportage as the nat-
ural successor to religion, it helps us to understand
vy it should be so profoundly taken up with death
... Reportage, taking religion’s place, endlessly feeds
its reader with the deaths of other people, and
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MUZZLED FOR THE PUBLIO BAFETY,

OVERNMENTS OFTEN
establish statutory watchdogs—‘in-
dependent’ officers, who are not
strictly speaking public servants—
to allay public fears about the proper
use of their discretionarv power.
These bodies appear to & watch-
dogs, at arm’s length from the
government, protecting the public
interest inindividual claims of right.

Sooner or later however  their
relationship with government sours.
Criticismisalwaysinconvenient and
sometimes politically p:  ful. Pow-
erful interests move in to criticisc or
even seek to muzzle them. DPDPs
have been the target: in Victoria,
where Bernard Bongiorno finally left
his position after a scandal over the
Attorney-General’s secret plans to
legislate away his autonomy, and in
NSW, where DPP Nicholas Cowdrey
QC was torbidden to give evidence
about his concerns over proposed
mandatory scntencing laws to a
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known for her cffective advocacy of
the rights of children. At the time of
writing she had been cursorily
invited to ‘consider her carcer
options’because, it was claimed, she
had not welcomed the integration of
whathadbeenherindependent office
into a departiment with other policy
priorities.

In other words, when govern-
ments cstablish guardians of the
public interest to protect the rights
of individuals that may be overlooked
or overridden, they quickly become
uncomfortable and scek to deprive
them of the capacity to perform that
task.

One of the ways we show respect
for pcople is to take their interests
scriously. By definition individual
claims or complaints challenge oth-
er pereeptions of ‘the public inter-
est’ or the common good. Once of the
mostobviousrecent examplesin Vie-
toria was the way in which the con-

cerns about the education
of Aboriginal students
were dismissed when a

Who are they?

Directors of Public Prosecutions protect the public interest
and confidence in the proper administration of criminal justice.
Community scrvices for the most vulnerable people arc overseen
by officers such as {in NSW) a Community Services
Commissioner, in South Australia the Children’s Interests
Bureau, or (in Victoria} a Public Advocate (for people with
intellectual disabilities). Concerns about medical and hospital
treatment may be addressed by Health Services commissioners
or complaints bureaux in NSW, Queensland, Victoria and now,
federally, for complaints against priv : health insurers.
Governments set up complaints mechanisms for facilities such
as superannuation or insurance, telecommunications; or for
facilities which were once the business of government but are
now the business of industry (such as the Victorian Electricity
Ombudsman) and ‘independent’ regulators of commercial inter-
ests which have consequences for the fabric of society—casinos,
major international events such as the Olympic Games or the
Australian Grand Prix.

Parliamentary committee. In South
Australia the welfare bureaucracy
seems bent on—and is likely to suc-
cecd in—abolishing the function per-
formed since 1984 by the Children’s
Interests Burcau. Its director, Sally
Castell-McGregor, isinte  ationally
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particularly effective
school, Northland Second-
ary College, was closed.
The students complained
that this deprived them of
their access topu ¢ see-
ondary cducation becausc
of their race, and a series
of courts found this to be
the case. Nonetheless the
Victorian Education Min-
ister argued that their
individual rights claims
were inconsistent with,
and therefore unreasona-
ble to uphold vis-a-vis the
publicinterestin astream-
lined and economically
efficient education system
which could not ‘afford’

to continue that scrvice. Through no
fewer than nince legal procceedings
over two years the courts upheld
that challenge, which was made
through the then Victorian Equal
Opportunity Act, one of many
statutes which reflects the public

V- uzzling the w: tchdogs

interest in a private rights claim.
Before it was finally forced to reopen
the school, in 1995, the Victorian
government then legislated to pre-
vent any further claims under State
anti-discrimination laws, by amend-
ments to the Victorian Equal Oppor-
tunity Act, and a Constitutional
amendment which removed the
jurisdiction of the Supreme Court so
to do, entirely.

What does this say about the val-
ue socicety placeson individual rights
to be equal before the law?

Citizens acquire their ideas,
standards and values, their criteria
for making judgments about their
own best interests, through partici-
pationinacommunity. Recognition
that they have such interests means
holding them to be, intrinsically,
worthy of protection even when gov-
crnments do not find this conven-
ient.

In 1968 the Common Law courts
first asserted the citizens' right to
challenge government decisions
when the Housce of Lords decided
that a request to produce govern-
ment documents in legal proceed-
ings could no longer be automatical-
ly and successfully resisted on the
ground of ‘the public interest’; in-
stead, the court must test the merits
of the claim to determine whether or
not the public interest in keeping
such a document conftidential should
properly outweigh that other public
interest, that justice be done and be
scen to be done. Since then govern-
ments in the Common Law tradi-
tion, as Australia is, have sought to
allow, in a more systematic but
increasingly limited way, citizen
aceess to government information:
rights under FOI legislation, to writ-
ten reasons for administrative deci-
sions, or access to statutory tribu-
nals such as the Administrative
Appeals Tribumal..

There has been growing reluc-
tance to continue along this path,
The Victorian Attorncy-General, for
instance, appears to be of the view
that Parliamentary clections are suf-









interesting than the fact that we are always vulnera-
ble to inconsistency. In this case it arises from obscu-
rities in the concepts of morality and religion, and
the concepts of the psychological and the spiritual,
which are connected with them in close and complex
ways. We sometimes fail to understand the nature of
our moral beliefs—not only about what we should or
should not do, but about what we take morality to
be, and therefore, what we take to be of moral concern.
Many people believe that only religion could
justify (by providing premises for valid arguments) the
claim that euthanasia is always morally wrong be-
cause suicide is always morally wrong. They also take
the following beliefs about suicide to be obviously
compelling for anyone who is not religious. First, that
there can be no moral objection to suicide unless the
person who commits suicide harms others or exhib-
its a vice in committing it, a vice, for example, such
as cowardice. Sccondly, that there can be no justifi-
cation for interfering with suicides unless they are
acting against their best interests or harming others.
Many of the same people are often closer to reli-
gious ideas about suicide than sits easily with their
{sincerely) professed beliefs about religion and suicide.
The religious objection to suicide, put generally, is
that pcople can wrong themselves analogously to the
ways they wrong others. In particular—this objection
goes—when they kill themselves, they wrong them
selves analogously to the way murderers

wrong their victims.
R&LIGIUN HAs OFTEN ReAD that analogy closely, de-

scribing suicide as scelf-murder. One can believe that
reading to be a mistake while agrecing that one can
act morally against oncself, that most suicides do so,
and that that fact partially informs our sense of the
naturc and scriousness of murder. Those beliefs are
inconsistent with the belief that there can be noth-
ing wrong with suicide if it harms no one and if it
expresses no vice. I suspect that many people hold
thosc inconsistent beliefs.

Certainly many people take seriously the idea
that some forms of acting against oneself, some forms
of reckless disregard for one’s life or health, and some
forms of suicide, may be objectionable in ways con-
veyed by the thought that to do these things is to hold
one’s life cheap. Some will go further and speak of
those deeds as forms of ingratitude. They may speak
of lifc as a gift while rejecting the need to answer the
question—who gave it? Or, if they will not speak this
way on their own behalf, they may understand and
be moved, in ways that are in tension with their
official attitudes, by the fact that others do.

I have conjectured that many of the people who
believe such things also believe that there can be no
ethical objection to suicide when it harms no one and
does not manifest a vice. If that is true, and if the
reasons for it arc deeper than our ordinary disposi-
tion to inconsistency, then the task to determine what

we most decply believe is likely to be more difficult
than either side of this argument appears inclined to
acknowledge.

One of the doctors who challenged the Victorian
law said that he assisted the suicide of a young man
dying of AIDS who had become severely incontinent
and could not bear the indignity of it. You don’t have
to be religious to be uncasy by what that says about
when a life might reasonably be thought to be no
longer worth living. Pcople have lived through such
humiliations to find and to express a sense of value
that transcends them. We sometime express that
sense of value by speaking of a deeper sense of dignity,
or of an inalienable dignity. However, I suspect that
the concept of dignity cannot really sustain such dis-
engagement from appearances. Dignity is inherently
alicnable by indignities. Its vulnerability to shame
makes it unsuited to express the ethical content of
the idea that all human life is sacred. Those who rely
on the concepts of inalienable dignity and of quality
of life, often look desperate when they try to express
what human life may mean in the face of severe and
degrading affliction.

People do maintain dignity in the face of terrible
indignities and humiliations. However, 1 think that
the cases in which this is possible—the cases in which
dignity is the right concept to capture the demeanour
that remains possible for them—are fewer than is
necded by those who are morally troubled by cutha-
nasia in many circumstances. I am sure that those
who are opposed to cuthanasia in all circumstances
are whistling in the dark when they talk of inalienable
dignity. Simone Weil, whose writings on suffering and
affliction, and on our tendencies to seck consoling
illusions are amongst the most insightful I know,
wrotc of ‘those who have been struck the kind of blow
which leaves the victim writhing on the ground like
a half crushed worm’. It is possible even for such peo-
ple, nourished by a saintly love and secing things in
the light of that love, to speak of their life as a gift.
We know it is possible because it has happened. If it
had not happened, we would have no reason to think
it even intelligible, let alone possible. But they do not
find it possible to speak that way because they have
tapped within themselves a deeper source of dignity,
or because they have found some quality of life up
their sleeve. The possibility of such a response to af-
fliction has always scemed mysterious to those who
have wondcered at it and felt obliged to testify to it.
They persistently invoke concepts like Goodness (of
the kind that invites a capital ‘G’), love, purity and
grace. These are concepts that stand in a different re-
lation to the will (and, as I shall presently suggest, to
the range of natural human goods) than does the con-
cept of dignity and those, such as courage and nobili-
ty, that go with it.

It is unfortunate that the concepts of dignity and
‘quality of life’ should dominate discussion of
euthanasia. Both are of the kind Simone Weil called
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man beings are sacred is such a transformation—the
most sublime in the history of moral thought.

Many of the examples with which we probe the
concept of the sanctity of life are of extremes. In the
argument over euthanasia they are often of extreme
suffering. In other cases they are of people who may
not be suffering, but who lack to some radical degree
the normal capacities of human beings. In still other
cases, they are of people who have done such evil and
whose characters are so wicked, that it is natural to
think that they deserve to be treated like vermin. Such
examples may incline people to think that the idea
that human life is sacred is properly expressed in
exceptionless moral principles, for in their exception-
less character those principles take us to the extremes.
But the conception of the preciousness of each
individual that may be revealed in reflection on such
extremes, is not of that of an individual whose
preciousness exists only at extremes. The absolute-
ness of that conception of absolute value which finds
expression in the idea that all human beings are
sacred, is not captured in the thought—even here one
cannot do such and such. It is found in the meaning
of the wrong we do even when it is quite ordinary
and uncontroversial.

If the insistence on exceptionless principles is not
to appear merely lunatic—an instance of what Jack
Smart called ‘rule worship’—then it will have to make
clear its relation to a sense of the meaning of wrong-
doing that is interdependent with the sense that each
human being is unconditionally precious. Casuistry
over hard cases which are intended to test exception-
less principles has distracted attention from this need.

I think that in order adequately to deal with the
difficulties thrown up in the argument over
euthanasia, we need to explore more deeply than we
have whether morality is usefully distinguished from
the ethical, how it relates to the religious, whether
we need a concept of the spiritual distinguished from
the religious and from the moral, and how in relation
to all this, we should place the psychological. T don't
mean that we need to think about these things in the
abstract. We should think about them under the pres-
sure of the examples which reveal the need to do it
Schopenhauer said that if there are moral arguments
against suicide, they go deeper than those to be found
in ordinary morality. T have already indicated why the
seriousness of suicide cannot be fully captured in the
vice it may exhibit, or the harm it does to someone
elsc. It cannot be fully captured in the thought that it
is always immoral or wicked or evil, nor, of course,
in the thought that it is terribly sad that anyone should
be driven to taking their life. The difficulty of deter-
mining what kind of terribleness attaches to suicide
when it is not moral or psychological terriblencss is
not a trivial matter of classification, or a merely ver-
bal matter. Tt is a difficulty generated by weaknesses
in the concepts of the moral and the psychological. 1
believe that the same is true of the terribleness of some

acts of euthanasia and assisted suicide.

Attention to the differences between the moral
and the ethical, the religious and the spiritual, will
show, T think, how implausible it is that an excep-
tionless prohibition against suicide and euthanasia
could rationally be authoritative for someone who is
not religious. It is implausible that the moral content
of the idea that all human life is sacred will yield an
understanding of what it means to commit suicide or
euthanasia that will support the claim that these are
always morally impermissible. The terribleness that
from a religious point of view always attends suicide
and euthanasia, will not be revealed in the moral
content of the idea that life is sacred, insofar as that
content is binding on an enlightened secular
conscience. It needs to be expressed in specifically
religious concepts—the concept of sin, for example.

It is thercfore desirable and inevitable that we
should think again about the relation of religion to
morality and of both to law. If the work of reason is
really to be done, as so many are urging that it should
be, then its first task must be to rescue the phenomena
from over-simplification. That will not be a morally
neutral achievement, because what one takes the
phenomena to be is to some, inexpungeable, degree
determined by one’s ethical sensibility. It is a mis-
take to think, as Singer does, that an account of
morality or the ethical can recommend itself over its
competitors on the grounds that it gives the most
economical account of all the relevant phenomena.
Onec’s sense of what is relevant, and then, of whether

it is adequately characterised, is not neu-
S tral as between those competing accounts.

OMEONE MAY OBJECT THAT WHATEVER MERIT there may
be in what I have said, it is irrelevant to the argument
over euthanasia, because I have been talking about
morality and religion whereas the argument has been
about their relation to law. The argument {this objec-
tion continues) has been about whether respect for
the autonomy of adults together with certain
principles of the liberal state require that in certain
circumstances the law should permit voluntary
euthanasia and assisted suicide.

The demand for autonomy can be a superficial
thing. [t sometimes amounts to little more than the
irritated demand that other people mind their own
business. Of course it can go deeper. Tamas Pataki,
writing in the July/August issue of Quadrant said:

There arce . .. people who, with their support for the

existing laws and other forms of advocacy, scek,
through the instrument of the law, to intrude into
that relationship [between mortals and their deaths|
and to regulate how and when, and so with how much
suffering, with what degree of sclf-respect, by what
mcans and at what time, tbe dying should be allowed
to dic. T am simplifying, but it comes down to that,
and I can scarccely think of anything more indecent,
reprehensible or presumptuous.
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worst of all {this is where aesthetics and psychology
overlap)—vou are not the main character. You are a
sccondary character. You are a bit part. You are only
an extra, a walk-on, in someone clse’s drama. It won’t
help if T cell you, as well, that the writer almost
certainly stopped thinking of her character as vou a
long, long time ago.

I know this is no comfort, no ¢xcuse. I'm trying
to ecmpathise here, not to justify. I'm trying to describe
a process.

Then there is the question of motive. T used to
think that if T examined 1y motivation as ruthlessly
as I could, I would be able to do better than just write
storics which were ‘settl  gs of accounts’ with people.
I thought I'd be cthically in the clear as long as I wrote
‘in good faith’—that is, if I laid myself on the line as
well, applied to mysclf the same degree of analysis and
revelation as I did to the other person concerned. Tstill
happen to think this attitude is legitimate as far as it
goes—Dbut it’s based on an assumption of consciousncess
in the writer which Tam obliged by experience to admit
is over-optimistic to the point of being grandiose.

I realise, especially since T published Cosmo
Cosmolino, that when you get down into the real muck
of life—marriage and sex and God and death and old
old friendships—you arc working blind. You think
you're seeing what you're doing, but in fact you're not.

You get so engaged with the technical problems
of making a story that the connection between its
characters and what cxi 5 outside the book becomes
less and less visible to yvou, and of less and less inter-
est. Pretty soon you forget which bits are ‘true’ and
which bits arc made up. It can be years before you see
with real clarity [if you ever do) what urges you were
eripped by when you were writing that book. Often,
what you thought you had a handle on tums out to
have a handle on vou. 1t's very sobering to be made
aware what a small slice of the pic-chart of your

psyche is acrually conscious, when you're
writing.

NCE, ABOUT TEN YEARS AGO, Theard the late, great
Raymond Carver address a class at Sydney’s University
of Technology.  asked him whether there was a line
he wouldn’t cross, in writing about people he knew
and things that had ‘rcally” happened. There was a long
pausc. He said ‘I think my job as a writer is to tell the
truth as I sce it.” Another long pause; then he added,
‘It's a jungle out there’. At the time, though everyone
laughed, his reply was not very helpful to me. Years
later, however, he published a story called Intimuacy.
When I read it, I thought that now perhaps he had
answered my question.

In this story, the narrator pays an uncexpected call
on his ex-wife, when passing through the town she
now lives in with her new husband. She rages at him
for having left her, but more bicterly for having written
about her and their life together—'for all the world to
sce and pity’. The narrator says nothing. She rants on
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and on, pouring out rage that has been bottled up for
years. The narrator doesn’t try to explain or ¢xcuse
himself. He just stands there and bears her reproaches
in silence. And then suddenly he gets down on his
knees and takes hold of the hem of her skirt.

This strange gesture, with its biblical cchoes, its
grand mysterious power, changes the tone of their
encounter. It swings it right around. Her haranguce
loses its impetus. She falters. She speaks to him dit-
ferently, with a sort of ironic patience, with rough
humour. It becomes a story about forgiveness, about
acceptance of the past and the readiness to let it go
and move on.

Some years ago I published a story that an old
friend of mine was very angry about, and wounded
by. I thought the story was full of love, a complicat-
¢d, angry, frightened sort of love, but love nonethe-
less. But he rejected my protests with bitterness. 1
realised that there was no point in trying to defend
myself or trying to force my interpretation of the sto-
ry on him. So I left it, and went away.

I had to accept that T had lost a friend. T still
thought, defensive to the last, that my interpretation
of the story was right and his was wrong. Several years
passed, and I began to be able to see other aspects of
the story—that is, its unconscious content started to
become clear to me, the things about the mc who
wrote it that I had been unaware of at the time. [ was
appalled and sad. And T missed him.

So I wrote to him and said T was sorry. I asked
him to forgive me. He wrote back and said that
forgiveness had nothing to do with it. He said that
forgiveness was not appropriate, it was not required.
He said that to talk in terms of forgiveness would just
concrete over a relationship which was still alive. He
said he had realised that my story was only another
phascin a very long, deep and complicated friendship.

That sort of generosity may be rare. Stories of
lasting resentment and enmity may be more
common—though not in my ¢xperience. But the ques-
tion of writers who write about ‘real people’ seems to
me to be part of what is. I don’t sce it as one thosc
problems that something ‘ought to be done about’.

There are writers in the world, watchers, people
who notice things and have the urge to tell the stories.
A writer who's any good won't just steal a bit of your
life for no good reason, or out of sheer malice, or to
make a buck. A writer who's any good might find
something richer than you knew was there—or take
a literal experience and base an invention on it that
will surprise and cven enlighten you.

A writer who's any good might save a bit of your
life from oblivion. What a writer “takes’ from you
might otherwise have been lost. In the long run, may-
be that's what writers are for. Writers aren’t
necessarily nice people. Writers can be mean and
lonely. But you need us. We exist. Live with it

Helen Garner’s most recent hook is The First Stone.









new independence, when hopes, like fireworks, were
displayed to celebrate the dream of a free country.
Chairil Anwar’s poetry was fresh and insolent. ‘Aku
suka pada mereka yang berani hidup,’ ‘1 prefer those
who dare to live,” he said, and "‘Aka suka pada mere-
ka yang masuk menemu malam’, ‘1 prefer those who
enter and confront the night.” For Chairil, it seems, it
was of no concern that the night held danger, sin, blas-
phemy, demons or syphilis. For him there was no fear,
no administrative sanction, no religious doctrine, no
censor, or any other limiting factor.

One of his poems, with a tonc of ridicule, speaks
of heaven using imagery popular in Indonesian Mus-
lim circles:

Bersungai susu

dan bertabur bidadari beribu

(Complete with a river of milk

and stocked with thousands of nymphs)

The poct asks whether among those nymphs
there are any as arousing as the young girls on carth.
In other words, his attitude cclebrates this life more
than the next, in a rejection of religious convictions.
In another poem, Di Mesjid, he even portrays an en-
counter with God as a kind of conflict:

Ini ruang

Gelanggang kami berperang

(This space is

the arena in which we battle cach other)

Chairil Anwar died young, before the 1940s
ended. In the history of Indonesian literature, his was
the first and the last insolence. 20 years later, the ed-
itor of a literary journal was convicted and given a
suspended sentence following a loud protest concern-
ing a short story. The editor, H.B. Jassin, published in
the magazine Sastra an allegory about the degencrate
morals of the times, in which God was pictured wear-
ing golden cyeglasses, sending the prophet Muham-
mad, disguised as a bird, to witness the present
destruction on earth. A number of religious leaders
were angered by this story, and a group of youths broke
up Sastra’s office. They considered that story, Langit

Makin Mendung (The Sky is Getting

Darker), offensive to God.
I HIs OCCURRED IN 1968, Nearly 20 years later, Aya-

tollah Khomeini offered a $3 million reward to who-
ever managed to kill Salman Rushdie. The times had
changed. Or, the times once again confirmed the feel-
ing of fear and vigilance, in a new form, towards those
who produce words, as though the potential for
violating sacred norms were inherent within them.
Today, no writer in Indonesia would dare to provoke
such a feeling of fear and vigilance. He or she may
even have internalised the need to be censored.

In short, many things may have happened after
Chairil Anwar fought with God in the mosque. Many
things, but let me just describe two.

First of all, the change occurred after one large
segment of society—pcople who half a century ago

would never read works of literature—increasingly
had the chance to express itself, complete with all its
drcams and prejudices. At the same time this segnient
of society also increasingly had the chance to con-
front a new and different world. Tension, confusion,
feelings of inferiority and superiority emerging from
collision with ‘the¢ other’ have become very acute,
while the interaction taking place in that encounter,
or collision, has shaken, even brought down, a host
of certainties.

People are driven by anxicety, and seck wholeness
in a final form of purity. A work of literature, arriving
with an innate drive to dissent from any kind of
finality, can casily be seen to frustrate the search and
damage the sanctity of the utopia.

The second explanation is the ‘media-isation’ of
words. The community of listeners surrounding the
storyteller in former times has been fragmented for
the 20th century writer. Poetry, the short story and
the novel have gradually become part of a process
linked to information dissemination. They are being
‘translated’ into a language that is increasingly dom-
inant, the language of the mass media. Those who
nowadays read Chairil Anwar’s poems Sorga or Di
Mesjid, or Rushdie’s Satanic Verses, generally tend
to ‘read’ them as an event highlighted by none other
than its newsiness, and yet the ‘new’ is perceived as a
regular, typical and homogenous item. This repeti-
tion of the new reduces pathos into a flat surface of
impressions. In other words, a novel, a play, or a pocm,
no longer transforms what Walter Benjamin refers to
as Erlebnis into an experience with a different quali-
ty: something having continuity with remembrance
of the past and dreams of the future, something that
opens a person to the sensation of a unique encoun-
ter, something that cannot be expressed in any other
way, something that is extraordinary.

No wonder, we have seen examples of how liter-
ature is muzzled in the history of this century—a
century which has ercated great difficulty in provid-
ing litcrature with space and time to play, to be heed-
less of consequences, to be free.

Yet somehow, stories and poetry have become
too much a part of our lives. In its finest manifesta-
tions, literature once again shows us how words can
do unexpected things, can explore uncharted territo-
ry, leaving only footprints that mock every kind of
fettering. And thus it proves how empty is the ritual
of censorship, and how difficult for anyone to submit
to it forever.

Goenawan Mohamad was cditor of the Indonesian
magazine Tempo until it was banned in 1994. This
article was originally delivered as the inaugural lec-
ture to the World PEN Congress in Perth, 29 October
1995, He would like to thank Mary Zurbuchen for
translating the first version of the speech from
Indonesian, and Tessa Piper for checking the English
in the present version.
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ANDREW KIEMER

Stirring Germarx

ARCEL RETCH-RANICKI, AN EXCITABLE and
garrulous septuagenarian in a crumpled suit, is
undoubtedly the most influential literary figure in
Germany today. In the last days of August, Reich-
Ranicki became the focus of national interest through
his public ontbursts over Gunter Grass'’s latest novel,
A Wide Field, five years in the writing, an 800-page
account of 20th century Germany.

He took exception to Grass'’s latest work on what
he claimed were solid literary grounds. Grass, he
insisted, is not a true novelist, being incapable of
sustaining coherent narrarive structures. A Wide Field
is marred by its parasitic1  ancce on the life and works
of the late 19th century novelist Theodor Fontane.
Nevertheless, despite the literary tenor of Reich-
Ranicki’s misgivings, politics inevitably coloured his
view of Grass’s fall from grace simply because most
aspects of German cultural life are governed by polit-
ical preoccupations.

During the week leading up to the publication of
A Wide Field, when Reich-Ranicki’s name and
photograph appcearced daily in the press and on televi-
sion, the 75-year-old critic emerged as the champion
of traditional German literary culture. Grass, he
claimed, had infringed the German writer’s sacred
duty to disclose the political and moral experience of
the age, preferring instead to fiire with postmodern-
ism in the games he played with Theodor Fontane.
To prove his case, Reich-Ranicki invoked the
pantheon of German writers of the last two hundred
years. Here was, therefore, what scemed like a nasty
casc of cultural nationatism: the best-known German
writer of the day had been caught bedding down with
Gallic flippancy. When one of the panellists on a pop-
alar literary television program suggested that Grass
may have been doing no more than relaxing, having
fun, writing his Der Rosenkavalier in a way, Reich-
Runicki exploded in a shower of saliva and indigna-
tion: a German writer should not trifle with the
liistory of our time. A carcfully posed photograph of
him tearing apart a copy of A Wide Field on the cover-
page of Der Spiegel provided a telling emblem of that
indignation; it also stirred disturbing memorices of the
book-burnings of the past.
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For all that, public opinion scemed largely to sup-
port his uncompromising stand. Nor was there much
resistance to the other ground for Reich-Ranicki’s
censure of the new novel: that Grass had no business
to insist that the unification of Germany after the
collapse of the GDR ran the grave risk of consolidat-
ing right-wing sentiment and nostalgia in the former
West Germany. In such circumstances, an outsider
could be forgiven for deciding that Reich-Ranicki’s
uncompromising stand represents a tendency by the
recently unified Germany to slip into bigoted nation-
alism. A few details of his life are sufficient, however,
to demonstrate how far from the truth such an as-
sumption would be.

He was born in Poland in 1920. His father was
Polish by birth, his mother a woman from Berlin. The
family’s cveryday language was German, the lingua
franca of educated people in pre-war Central Europe.
For that reason his mother never learnt Polish fluent-
ly, never felt at home in provincial Poland where she
spent many years of her life. She yearned for Berlin;
after her husband went bankrupt in 1929 she found
some consolation when she realised that the family
would have to move to Berlin—at teast she could live
in her beloved home-town once more.

Nevertheless, they did not think of themscelves
as German. In their own eyes, as much as in the eyes
ot their German or Polish neighbours, they were
simply Jews. That, as the young Reich-Ranicki tound,
was a source of many of the ditficultics in the Berlin
of the carly 1930s. Even at the time when the family
moved there, many Germans were alrcady insisting
that Jews should not be allowed to pollute the soil of
the fatherland. In 1938 the Reich-Ranickis were
expelled, forced to return to Poland; they ended up in
the Warsaw ghetto. But during the years he spent
growing up in Berlin, Reich-Ranicki came to be
absorbed by German culture, and to find his intellec-
tual and imaginative life defined by German philoso-
phy, literature and music—cven the operas of the
passionate anti-Semite, Richard Wagner. So when at
the age of 18 he left Berlin, with nothing but a spare
handkerchief and a book in his luggage, he took with
him an immersion in German civilisation that was
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Jew or Gentile, German or Pole—who had access to
the German language. Yet as I watched him ranting
away on television about Grass’s failings and derclic-
tion, [ could not entirely banish the thought that here,
perhaps, was another alarming figure of authority
capable of bewitching and enthralling his adoring
studio-audience which seemed to hang on every one
of his words. And that, in turn, made me wonder
whether there was, after all, something in the Ger-
man character that marked it out for a dubious desti-
ny iakingit vulnerable to those that arouse passions

and sound stirring calls-to-arms cven if only in the
name of literature.

Surcly, T remember thinking during the days
around the publication of A Wide Field, when there
scemed to be no other topic of conversation or interest,
when passions ran high and no-one had a good word
to say for Grass, it is only a novel, one of hundreds
published in Germany each year.

Andrew Riemer travelled to Germany as a guest of
the Federal German government.

Worrenes A

JIM LJAVIDSON

Reading
the write act

lT COULD BE DESCRIBED

as a party with brains:
four days of talk, drink-
ing, catching up with old
triends and making new

ones, and . against the (‘ﬁ
backdrop ot two discus-

sion sessions and per-

haps a book launch going b

on at the same time. Eve-

rybody has to make an

individual choice as to how they negotiate the Mel-
bourne Writers’ Festival, but in the formal program
you will encounter more stimulating ideas popping
up at random, and more stylish wit, than you are likely
to run across elsewhere in months.

Even Jeff Kennett, in the days when he used to
attend the Premicer’s Awards dinner rather than the
Hard Rock Catfe, rightly remarked on the ‘energy’ of
the occasion. This year’s dinner, the most high-pro-
file clement of Writers’ Week, was no exception. There
was Richard Flanagan, ceiving the new fiction
award, who began brightly by pointing out that
Demidenko backwards reads 'Ok, Ned, I'm Ed’. In a
considered, scene-stealing statement Flanagan then

EUREKA STREET e Drcimsrr 1995

averred that while the
matter of evil might be ac-
ceptable material for fic-
tion, it certainly wasn't
when based on historical
and personal f: chood. A

'ao you'r¢ Barry Dickins.
_/J That writer spoke of the
subject of his award-win-

ning playscript, Ronald

Ryan, as ‘a bungler, not a burglar’, somcone who was
‘a charismatic ... (Dickins looked serious) ... dickhead’.
But the outstanding performance of the evening
was that of Robert Dessaix, the gucest speaker.
Suddenly, after a variety of witticisms and pointed
remarks, he spoke of spells, ensorcellment and
charms, almost scriously. For Dessaix was calling for
less economic rationalism, less managerialism, and a
greater sense of where we have been placed. We must
listen to the land, and learn from its indigenous people;
note, how even such a city as Bologna, with its violent
past and its vicious class oppression, has neverthe-
less managed to come through as a wondrous kind of
‘stone garden’. Its architecture is an outgrowth of

(-
%Q \ \\ hard act to follow, unless



strong roots, of a shared civilisation. Mel-
bourne, on the other hand, now has lit-
tle sense of being a city we share and love
in common; public culture here and else-
where is ‘on its knees’. We need, more
than cver before, our repositories of cul-
tural memory, which is what university
English departments ought to be. But,
said Dessaix, the cera of postmodernity
finds the contemplation of death diffi-
cult. It is that capacity to ‘took mortali-
ty in the eye’—to accept the challenge
and to leap beyond it—which gives Bo-
logna’s architecture its authority and its
sceming unity.

In expressing a need for ‘re-enchant-
ment’, Dessaix turned out to bhe giving a
keynote address. There is a spiritual hun-
gerout there, and quite carly in the piece
the Festival session ‘All That Is Sacred’
was sold out—despite the trendy coun-
ter-attraction of a session on grunge. {Per-
haps the polarity of the two attractions
parted the Sunday morning audience as
if they were the Red Sea.) Elsewhere there
was a striking seriousness about the pro-
ceedings. Instead of PoMo playfulness—
although visiting English writer Peter
Ackroyd did his best to turn everything
on its head—there was a concern with
truth, and how history and biography
measured up; and with responsibilitics,
and how journalists and fictioneers dis-
charged them. But just in case you're
thinking it was all Melbraic carnestness,
there was also that grunge session, with
others on lesbian writing and writerly
decadence, to bring in a touch of the
Sydnitic.

There were also, of course, the hour-
long spotlights on various writers. Those
on Frank Moorhouse and David Malouf
interested me particularly because some
years ago I conducted lengthy interviews
with cach of them. And yes, there was
Frank, still choosing his words carefully, still fully
engaged with the question, determined to think
through its implications as if he would carry them
forever more; only older now, and having lived in a
foreign-language culture, his utterances sounded more

hard-edged, more authoritative than perhaps
cven he meant them to be.

AND THEN DAVID MAaLoUF, always polished and ur-
bane, his answers adroit and squarc-on, except that
often he would unexpectedly continue and modulate
a response into seemingly new and unexpected arcas
of feeling. This, of course, is entirely characteristic of
a writer who had a sensc of ‘foreboding’ about being

categorised after Johnno. And so he moved away from
it as far as he could: in more ways than one the suc-
ceeding novel was An Imaginary Life. Indeed this was,
Malouf now believes, ‘a valedictory book’, and he has
been exploring the ample terrain between his first two
fictions ever since.

Malouf emerged as a novelist in 1975,
Moorhouse’s first book appeared in 1969. What about
the upcoming gencration—and their unbecoming
concerns? One of the burdens of nostalgie de 1a boue
(since few people can negotiate the French these days)
is that a ncw word has to be thought up for it every
ten years. Not so long ago it was sleaze. Now it's
grunge—a word the Americans invented just after we

VoruMme 5 Numpir 10 e EUREKA STREET

Cartoons by Peter Fraser

39



were using scunge for the same sort of disagreeable
grime and muck ... a twist to a souvenir of a torrid R
& R in Kings Cross, perhaps?
Anyway, none of the writers assembled wanted
much to do with it. As the chair, Sophie Cunningham,
pointed out, grunge seems to mean ‘I don’t
like what these people are writing about’.

(Jrunge is a label arising more from the subject
matter than the kind of writing. True, nihilism and
drugs and unconventional sex may have been writ-
ten about before—and sometimes less flatly—but a
rising generation all these occupy a larger space in
the landscape than was the case even twenty years
ago. Fiona McGregor may look awesome in her leath-
er pants and cropped blue hair, but she is a serious
writer capable of painterly descriptions in her short
storics—and often a quite sympathetic portrayal of
family relations. But, as she says, she is interested in
catching the truth inherent in a moment of feeling,
whether it is that of a mother gazing upon a depart-
ing child, or some man cruising a public toilet.

In this session there were also spirited
contributions from Linda Jaivin and Andrew
McGahan—very much a roaring boy. And there was
ariveting manifesto issued by Christos Tsiolkas, who
explained that he was as much concerned with
Australia as the racist site of successive waves of
migration, as he was with writing as a gay man. Eth-
ics and commitment, he declared, is what he was
about; which is why he loathed a government which
cheerfully consigned people to the scrapheap. He
thought of Victoria’s Premier, Jeffrey Kennett, going
out of his way to woo the GI’LLI{S in Athens, w1th his
¢ portunistic support of their position on
iviacedonia—while here Greek migrants like Tsiol-
kas’s ageing parents, uneducated, unemployed, won-
der whatever is going to happen to them. ‘Jeff Kennett,
you arc an arschole, you are death! And that,” Tsiolkas

concluded as he stormed back to his seat, ‘is grunge!’
At some considerable remove were two sessions
concerned with history-writing. The one I attended
considered how the past may be used to address the
present. Henry Reynolds explained that when he went
to Townsville in the 1960s, he was shocked by the
nature of race relations there, and was motivated to
ascertain w this state of affairs had come about.
‘What [ was after was reform’, he said, ‘the righting of
historical wrongs’. In similar fashion Greg Dcning
spoke of giving a voice to the dead of the ill-named
Pacific, and how it was necessary to pass into the
world of myth, dance, symbols and artefacts in order
to do so. Concerned to ‘disturb moral lethargy’,
Dening pointed out that the legacy of the Enlighten-
ment is too limited to deal with the condition of post-
modernity (quite different, he reminded us, from
PoMo games), and that a broader approach has become
essential. Even so, the two men in this session were,
alas, a pair of ponderosos, inclined to play God and
sce the dead as but putty in their hands. Joy Damousi
pointed out that the past is not a separate terrain, but
also something which informs the mindset of the
historian; there is, she argued, simply not enough
discussion of the relationship between self and
historical text. Rather, the emphasis is still too much
on complete accuracy and closure; distilla-
tion often means control.

OURNALISTS TOO WERE CONCERNED about the nature
of the record. Present at the Festival was John Berendt,
whosebo Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil
has been a runaway bestseller. This affectionate por-
trait of Savannah was centred on a murder; Berendt
explained how he had deliberately moved it, for
reasons of effective narration, to a point after his
arrival in the town. But, he explained, while he used
fictional techniques in his account, it sought to be
truthful; some of the characters appeared under their
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I'ELEK OIlEELE

The Best of a Bad J:1

The Oxford Book of Exile, John Simpson (ed.), Oxford
University Press, 1995, 1ssn 019214221 6 rrre $45.00

A T ODD MOMENTS, I AM VISITED BY ONE OF THE MORE ASTRINGENT HASIDIC savINGS: ‘Rabbi

Hanokh said: “The real ex : of Israel in Egypt was that they had learned to endure it.

"’

This, I find, is kept fresh by public events, as well as by private ones.

It seems that the human versatility in folly is matched only by our ingenuity in denial, and that
when even thisfails, there is always the option of bluster. We use our mirrors for pragmatic, rather
than for contemplative, purposes, and we do not find this strange. Habituated to the black
vaudeville that makes up the bulk of news reports, we respond with frissons of ruefulness, or with
brief canters towards some friable moral table-land. An un-named god of cynicism has invisible
shrines in countless spots, constantly ready, it seems, to foster our emotional callousing or our
embitterment. So it goes: life goes on: we learn to endure it: welcome to exile.

('\

A 71Lt, THE HASIDIC MASTER was 1o
unique exclaimer. Romeo—whose
very name betokens pilgrimage and
so an element of the insatiable—
Romeo, told that heis banished from
the city and so from Juliet, says ‘And
sayest thou yet that exile is not
death?’ Those nine words might be
the epigraph for a library of books
which quarter the globe and span the
centurics, books engendered by a
smouldering or a flaming sense that,
so far as may be, exile is not merely
tobe endured, not merely to be borne.
This campaign of refusal, sometimes
of revulsion, may adopt many differ-
cnt measures when it is literal trans-
portation that is at stake. Therc arc
the ninings and wheedlings of Ovid
at 2 Black Sca, the aquiline resent-
ments which show from time to time
in Dante’s Commedia, and the
brooding reappropriations both of
Russia and of the West which ani-
mate Joseph Brodsky’s poetry.
Those three are poets. I single
them out, not from some guild-
loyalty, butbecausc poetry  1e bent,
the hunger, the proficiency, the yield)
is the best instance Lknow of a formed
way of the hn n race’s addressing
our interleaved exiles. For of course
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‘exile’ is a pluriform notion—
branching, tentacular, throbbing—
and part of the ache of exile is pre-
cisely in its ungoverned reverbera-
tions. Someone—cmperor, flunkey,
malicious family member, envious
colleague, ‘them’—consigns you to
discontented lodgement at another
spot on Earth’s surface, and thereup-
on, for the first time, it becomes
clear to you that just where you are
can be eloquent about who you are,
even about what you are. When, car-
lier in this century, the expression
‘Displaced Persons’ was coined, only
those with long cultural memorics
could have anticipated, spontanc-
ously, how terrible a designation that
was. For many people, to have
nowhere to be, strongly, is to have
no-one to be, strongly. The exiled
man or woman can feel like a candle
whose flame has been pinche  out,
and whose wick has then been
extracted.

Itisnotalwayssowith the figures
represented in The Oxford Book of
Exile. The logical outcome of what I
have becn touching on is that this
title should mean, equivalently, “The
Oxford Book of Distress’. But, by a
familiar paradox, retrieval becomes

the order of the day, and in one way
oranother those who, page after page,
arc hustled out of their preferred
milicux, here achicve or at least are
awarded some consolation in the
midst of direness. After the mis-
shaping, the ripping up of the map of
oneself, words are webbed together
to provide some alternative pattern.
Consistently, 1 find this touching,
but I do not find it surprising, since
I think that this is how all art has
come about—the deepest thirst
draws up the deepest song, and the
blacker the ash, the brighter the
phoenix.

But this is a paradox, and myste-
rious, not some obvious outcome.
Art’s handling of exile’s horror is
somcthing which, at least occasion-
ally, ought bring us to a stand. Kafka,
one of the greatest of modern expo-
nents of the trope of exile, wrote that
‘A book should serve as an axe for
the frozen sea within us’, and the
great exilic works go on chipping
and chopping at iced-up sensibili-
ties, iced-in hearts. There isnot much
to be said for the quasi-barbarous
contemporary dismissal of the clas-
sic writings of the w rn world,
but at least that ressentiment may









the 17th century, the Thirty Years
Waris underway. Robertola Griva, a
young Italian nobleman, goes with
his father to defend the besieged city
of Casale. Here, out in the world for
the first time, he is exposed to the
haphazard destructiveness of power;
heis lectured on the art of statecraft;
he mecets Padre Emmanucle, who
has invented an Aristotelian ma-
chine for constructing metaphors,
based on ‘the ability to perceive
objects undcr ten Categories’. Rob-
crto (thus far) is that tamiliar charac-
ter, the impressionable innocent,
through whosc cyes the reader sces
vanity fair.

Woe are, however, supposed to be
intercsted in Roberto quite as much
as in what he sees, and to that extent
the novel is a Bildungsroman, trac-
ing the growth of a mind and scensi-
bility through the formative years.
From Casale, Roberto gocs to Paris,
wherce he frequents a salon of
précicuses and learns to play their
intricate crotic and intellectual
wordgames. He falls in passionatcely
rhetorical love with the incvitable
Lady, but is too incxperienced to
takc advantage of the opportunitics
she provides, so she remains a
Distant Beloved.

It should already be obvious that
the reader of this book will not be
swept along by a torrent of events.
Things do happen, but on the whole,
people, including the auchor, hold
forth, they fill in the background,
they contextualise, they discourse,
instruct and cxplicate. The book is
full of 17th century ideas about nat-
ural science, medicine, theology,
navigation, rhetoric . .. This is noth-
ing like as dull as it may sound.
Eco’s fictive expositions share in the
playful spiritedness of his non-fic-
tion; given these premises and these
rules of inference, he seems to say,
look what fun you can have. Sce how
reasonable 1t was for them to have
thought this way.

But to resume: Roberto talls foul
of Cardinal Mazarin and is sent off
onavoyage. His missionis to spy on
another Englishman, one Byrd, who
is trying to solve the problem, strate-
gically crucial in the age of nascent
imperialism, of getting an accurate
fix onlongtitude. His ship is wrecked,
and he finds himsclf cast up, by a
quirk, onanothership, anchoredjust

offshore. The ship is deserted, al-
though fully provided with food and
water, with a garden, an aviary and a
roomful of clocks; Roberto cannot
swim.

There, in fact, the novel begins;
the preceding events we learn as we
go along. Nor is this time-manage-
ment, replete with parallels and
cross-references, the only narrative
complication. The tale purports to
be reconstructed from Roberto’s own
writings—thus the narrator keeps
reminding us of his own work of
interpretation and the problematics
of fiction. There is also a double, a
wicked figure called Ferrante who
may or not be Roberto’s illegitimate
brother. Ferrante—follow this
closcly, reader—may or may notbea
character in a romance narrative of
Roberto’s own devising. He is every-
thing Roberto is not: confident,
vicious, a man of action, not tossed
about on the currents of ideas or
mooning over Distant Beloveds but
driven on by an over-mastering
hatred of his brother.

‘Ferrante stands for your fears
and your shame’ ¢xplains the cynic
Saint-Savin. ‘Often men, rather than
admit they are the authors of their
fate, sce this fate as a romance nar-

rated by a fanciful and
scoundrel author.’

~ OW THERE'S AN ESSAY TOPIC for
you, that's where the seminar might
begin. And that’s where my difticul-
ties become acute. Let me acknowl-
cdge that in one way I am far from
ideal for this book. I read detective
storics for the locales, the charac-
ters, the argot and the jokes, tran-
quilly indifferent to the question of
who actually did what to whom.
That’s why I like Simenon, who
clearly didn’t care cither, and dislike
Agatha Christie, for whom the guess-
ing game is the main point.

Not easy, then to hecome a Model
Reader of Eco. Yet I delight in Bar-
thelme, in Borges, in Calvino, and 1
stayed with Georges Peree’s Life: A
User's Manual through cvery one of
those 500 pages. The question then
arises: what is the difference between
those, compelling, examplces of post-
modern fiction and this latest book
of Eco’s, which I take to be a turkey?

The short answer is that the
fiction itsclf is badly managed.
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Roberto, says Eco, ‘had been educated
to discover new lands only through
the telescope of the word’. So much
might justly be said of an author who
constructs his characters out of oth-
er characters: Shakespeare’s Mercu-
tio stands behind the materialist
Saint-Savin; Ferrante is lago crossed
with the Secret Sharer of Conrad’s
tale, and a right stagy mixture that
makes. More damagingstill, Roberto
himself only flickers into lifc every
fifty pages or so, then winks out
again. Throughout the book, the per-
son who dominates the proceedings
is the author, learned, ingenious,
gencrously sharing the wealth of his
reading with us and constantly sct-
ting small and large tests for our
rcaderly percipicnce.

Generously—and garrulously.
The lectures and lecturettes and
expositions all proceed at a similar,
even, unruffled pace; the narrative,
too, moves steadily along, or better,
sways back and forth like the
anchored ship itsclf. It is not possi-
ble to find a passage both represent-
ative and brief enough to quote. Asa
result, it is hard to think of a single
moment of intensity, of surprise, of
gathcred force or particular
cloquence. Calvino, whosc fiction is
comparably sclf-conscious and
highly-wrought, provides such mo-
ments in abundance.

As thebook progresses, Ecoscems
less and less interested in reconcil-
ing action with discourse. The carly
adventures on the ship, and the siege
of Casale, are comparatively rich. In
Paris, the proportion of talk
increascs—and there are some small
but revealing chinks in verisimili-
tude, as when Roberto is alleged to
take scveral months of frequenting
the same talkative salon as his be-
loved before finding out her name—
this in a period when names and
introductions were essential to so-
cial life. In the later chapters, the
action slows toa trickle, while accu-
mulated masses of learning begin to
loom. The sense of an ending, in this
novel, will be achicved only by that
reader who is willing to picee to-
gether all the various motifs—Aris-
totclian word machines, attraction
atadistance, parallcl universes, land-
scapces and bodics—into some satis-
fying or intriguing whole.

One whole chapter is devoted to
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a history of the device of the Dove
which is to this novel what the Rose
was to The Name of the Rose. To
Roberto (we are told) it becomes ‘a
compendium of every passion of his
loving soul”:

‘It wasnotcleartohim [norcan it
be to us) whether the bird had be-
come the Island, or Lilia, or both, or
the yesterday towhichall three were
relegated, for Roberto’s exile was in
an cndless today, whose future lay
only in arriving, some tomorrow, at
the day before.

Model Readers quiver at this. And
read on, gladly, through: ‘some notes
fora future monograph that could be
called Columba Patefacta, and the
project docs not seem to me com-

pletely atiose, considering that oth-
cers have devoted whole chapters to
the Meaning of the Whale.’

Indeed: but the book that con-
tains the Whale also contains Ahab.

In the end, I was reminded of
Michael Frayn’s splendidly funny
novel, The Trick of It, in which a
scholar marrics the novelist on
whosce work he specialises, and, af-
ter quite failing to convince her that
he knows better than she what book
to write next, resorts to becoming a
novclist himself. Hence theti - : he
gets it, he thinks, this thing that
marks her off from him, ‘the trick of
it’.

The Island of the Day Before is a
book ofan increasingly common kind

Rivnver 9

IVIIKE 1ICHER

whosc point is its interpretation, as
though fiction existed for the semi-
nar. But, to adapt Heidegger, the pri-
mary characteristic of fiction is to be
there. This one is not there; it fakes
an interest in telling stories in order
to promote an interest in story-
telling.

Postscript: apart from mums and
Distant Beloveds and amarginal trace
or two there are no women in this
novcl. It is possible to arguce that an
author who sports with the deeper
meanings of the universe ought to
put SOMC Proper ones in.

Bruce Williams is head of the school
of Arts & Media at La Trobe
University.

isorder in the house

ughterhouse: Bosnia and the failure of the west, David Ricff, Random House,
Sydney, 1995, 1seN 0099478315 rirr $17.95 The Death of Yugoslavia, Laura
Silber and Allan Little, Penguin, Mcelbourne, 1995, 158N 0140249044 rre $16.95

HEN YUGOSLAVIA BEGAN TO
disintegrate in 1991, the idea of
Europe scemed irresistible. With the
Europcan single market coming into
force the following year, common
defence and foreign policy mecha-
ni s scemed the logical next step.
The cuphoria of communism’s
demise in the cast had not yet
resolved into the hard grind of cco-
nomic reconstruction. ‘The age of
Europe has dawned,” Luxembourg’s
forcign minister Jacques Poos
proclaimed, as the EC contidently
waded into the Yugoslav fray.

By the time a Serb mortar killed
37 people in Sarajevoin August 1995,
it had been obvious for years what a
bitterly talse dawn that was. A
woman who brought flowers to the
site was quoted in the London
Independent: ‘None of them were
my relatives,” she said, ‘but they
were all my fellow citizens, regard-
less of their names orreligions. [am
sick of the world. T am sick of Eu-
rope.’
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In retrospect, the signs that the
common European home was a house
built on sand were alrcady therc
when communism collapsed. The
most fervent wish of the former cast-
crn bloc countries was to ‘return to
Europe’, yet it was not so ¢lear that
the Europe they idealised even exist-
¢d. Inhis book We The People [1990),
Timothy Carton Ash wrotc: ‘Travel-
lingtoandfrobetween thetwohalves
of the divided continent, T have some-
times thought that the real divide is
between those (in the West) who
have Europe and those [in the East)
who belicve in it

What were the characteristics of
that Europe they believed in? The
pereeption of shared cultural bonds,
albeit partially interrupted for 40
years, was certainly there. But that
guaranteed nothing. Afterall, hadn’t
the Jews trusted that their immer-
sion in German (and Europcean)
culture would cntitle them to be
treated as Germans and Europeans?
There was atflucnce too, but that

was an aspiration, not a right. More
important, surcly, was that Europcan
institution instinctively cited by the
anonymous  Sarajevo  woman:
citizenship which guaranteed cqual-
ity before the law {regardless of name
or religion), in contrast to the Nazi
and communist tyrannics endured
in the past 60 years. Furthermore,
the supra-national institutions under
construction in the EC clearly im-
plied the indivisibility of thosc rights
across Europe. Scots and Greeks and
Danes could claim them alike, With
communism dead, logic demanded
that they be extended also to Poles,
Czechs and Hungarians—and
Yugoslavs.

Among those who believed in
the rhetoric of pan-European soli-
darity, as David Ricff makes clear in
Slaughterhouse, were the educated
middle-class of Sarajevo, and many
other citizens of the former
Yugoslavia. They understood ‘Eu-
rope’ not only as a repository of con-
sumer goods and liberal democracy,
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amongst women would range from
veneration to disgust. Glen
Tomasetti’s rousing equal-pay
polemic ‘Don’t Be Too Polite, Girls!’
I can appreciate and will promote.
For apart from the rhetoric of
conscription and the Vietnam War,
ncver did the Menzies Era establish-
ment trot out more fatuous,

research ethics

remember Billy

Billy the norman

we used to split

a hogshead from time to time

at the river

he always had

a slate by him

they say
he’s in Paris
a doctor at the Sorbonne
he defended the proposition
English is a dying language
and won

the bastard

back in Southampton

Lee Cataldi

patronising platitudes and lies than
the arguments opposing equal pay
for equal work. Are Tomasetti’s
words then, like something out of a
time capsule, the lyrical ecquivalent
to ' uc Hills’? Not at all. The song
grows more apt by the day.

Perhaps a real shame is that the
ultimate Australian women’s song
lyrics, ‘Girls In Our Town  hough
much in the way that Messrs Cukor
and Sirk made women’s films),
couldn’t be included, since it was
written by a man.

Given that women are at the
cutting edge of reproduction, sexu-
ality, and the domestic  nd {or
assume they are), thenav me of
women'’s verse is sure to have much
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we'll not see him

that is polemical, socially engaged:
the hand-to-hand combat of it all.
Which is where, I suppose, the song
lyrics can be slotted in. Ar¢ men,
perhaps, morc likely to be found be-
hind the artillery of satire? Could be,
though never let it be said that wom-
en'’s satire doesn’t have the grip and
snap desired of the form. Vicki Ray-
mond, absurdly neglect-
cd in Australia, is cer-
tainly in the running to
be the nation’s Stevic
Smith (with a dash of
Dorothy Parker).

Did I find much that
was humorous in the
book? Not hecaps,
though the fault may be
mine. I remember how
the cartoonist Judy Ho-
racek bewailed the fact
that men didn’t sce the
joke in one of her pieces.
Exactly, I later thought,
we didn’t gee the joke
because we  dn’t think
it funny!

Though space, if not
taste, excludes plenty
from any anthology,
here are some of the
more cstablished con-
temporary names that I
feel are hardly done by
with their exclusion:
Louise Crisp, Thalia,
Amanda Stewart, Alex-
andra Seddon, Chris
Mansell, Kate Jennings,
Anna Couani, Stephanie
Bennett, Christine
ChurchesandJoyce Lee.
Knowing what it like to be omitted
fromanthologies doIbeat some kind
of vicarious drum on behalf of the
excluded? I trust not. I admit I have
never warmed to the works of
Mansell or Couani but feel T know
their worth enough to be riled by
their absence. Certainly the
inclusion of Lily Brett annoy:  mne
considerably. That the subject mat-
ter of her verse (The Holocaust and
its aftermath) is worthy of art goes
without saying. The trouble is that
perhaps a poet has to be a Paul Celan
for that art to happen.

I would not expect Lever to have
included Ramona Barry, Cassie
Lewis L h et e
at the moment they have only begun

to taxi along the carecr runway. I do
predict, though, that all three will
take theirreaderships onlong flights
to places and states of mind exotic
and enjoyable.

It would be great to have an
Australian woman poct whose
international standing in versc
paralleled that of Stcad in fiction,
Melba and Sutherland in opera or
Greer in all-purpose stirring.
Certainly we have produced women
pocts who have exceeded the talent,
if not the influcence, of the Ameri-
cans Plath and Sexton, two of this
century’s most overrated versifiers.
Of cqual certainty, no Australian
poet, female or male, has cver had
the carccers, produced the achiceve-
ments, or held the sheer moral
authority of the Russians Alkkhmato-
va and Tseteyeva. But then no
Australian poct has had to endure
what fate, history and ideological
malevolence had in storce for
Akhmatovaand Tseteyeva (and Man-
dlestam, Pasternak, Garcia Lorca,
Hernandez, Machado, Neruda cte.).

Put alongside Akhamatova (for
starters) the complaints of Mark
O’Connor and Les Murray, those
bardic blowhards who recently
haven’t been able to get their way at
the Australian Council. Every mem-
ber of the Australia Council Reform
Association should read a biography
of Akhmatova just to help them
attain a modicum of perspective and
a smattering of humility. Have any
of our women poets gone in for such

grandstanding?! None

S spring to mind.
OUND POETRY AND performance

poetry, though three dimensional on
the stage and the airwaves, invaria-
bly shrinks to one dimension the
moment it encounters an actual page,
print often showing up the essen-
tially conservative nature of the
beast. For this reason, though much
could have been made of it in the
introduction, many of the omissions
can only be bewailed by crocodile
tears. The editor promotes Ania
Walcicz and Joanne Burns as ‘per-
formance’ though both are worthy of
more substantial adjectives.

Gig Ryan, Dorothy Porter and J.
S.Harry are described as experimen-
tal, | alth all
challenging poetry, in not-quite-






CTOBER 1S A BUSY TIME for arts fes-
tivals in Australia. This year I managed
to catch a fair sampling of two of them.
First camec the National Festival of
Australian Theatre in Canberra (the cap-
ital’s fifth in all and Robyn Archer’s
third); then the tenth Melbourne Inter-
national Festival of the Arts [and Leo Schofield’s sec-
ond as Artistic Director).

In Robyn Archer’sn  d, ‘theatre’ can mean any-
thing from orthodox di  1a and dance to cabaret.
‘Australian’ means two things in the context of the
National Festival: all work is Australian-created and
it comes from companies from all over Australia, al-
though this year the strongest presences were from
Adelaide and Canberra.

Dance was strongly represented by the Meryl
Tankard Australian Dance Theatre from Adelaide
{their Furioso was one of the hits of the Festival) and
the national Bangarra Dance Theatre, with Ochres. |
hadn’t seen this company before and I am glad I now
have. Ochres is in four sections, each taking its mood
from one of the ochre colours: yellow, black, red and
white. It opens with the giant figurce of the ochre spir-
it jakapurra Munyarryun) daubing himself with
yellow ochre in a centre spotlight, tentatively and
gently at first, but by the end of the sequence yellow
ochre is flying everywhere in a display of energy and
enthusiasm which pervades the rest of the evening.

If Bangarra’s work is a combination of western
and indigenous dance tra  tions, another show with
an interesting fusion of ideas was When I am Old 1
shall Wear Purple. This was devised and performed
by members of Canberra Youth Theatre and the Can-
berra Older Women’s Network, directed by up-and-
coming NSW director Leisa Shelton. The nine older
women's mostly solo reminiscences about their pasts
{especially their work, marriages and sex) were neat-
ly intercut with the eight younger women’s specula-
tions about their futures. Still in women’s community
theatre mode, but in stark contrast, Somebody’s
Daughter Theatre, from Melbourne, gave an emotion-
ally charged performance of their Call my Name, a
harrowing play about the horrific experiences of pris-
on inmates and ‘graduates’. Somebody’s Daughter’s
members are all ex-inmates (and cx-uscers) and the
story they tell is true but it is not merely a
documentary: the picce is so well-structured {espe-
cially with its scrics of witty and ironic songs) and so
well-directed {by Maud Clark) that it achieves a poign-
ancy in the end that transcends its ‘amateur’ origins.

Still further contrast—Archer’s church is a very
broad one!—was providec  y three boys from Sydney,
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Festival fever

called Pablo Percusso. This trio make percussive
music and irreverent fun out of everything from
orthodox drum-kits to basketballs, with Otto bins,
mobile phones, cach other and industrial waste along
the way. Their late-night cabaret gig was as joyous an
evening of ‘theatre’ as I've had in a while. On the oth-
er hand, the closest thing to an orthodox play in the
Festival (Daniel Keene’s Because You Are Mine, from
Adelaide’s Red Shed Company) left me stone cold.
Ostensibly about the victims of war in the Balkans
{and, to an extent, its survivors) this overwritten re-
alist drama had a curiously disengaged feel about it;
it felt like documentary TV, especially in the daunt-
ingly wide spaces of the ANU Arts Centre.

The two real highlights were both very theatrical
and non-naturalistic performance picces. The first was
an adaptation of the ‘Romeo and Juliet’ story, enti-
tled Verona, which came from Adclaide’s Magpice

acatre. Dirceted by Neill Gladwin and superbly
designed by Shaun Gurton, Verona uses an unlikely
but potent blend of mime, Buster Keaton-style silent
comedy, miles of dirty linen swung back and forth
between the two warring houscholds on washing-lines
that double as tightropes, plus

new circus acrobatics, to
. render the classic love story
P— g~ 1n 80 ‘min.utes‘with an ex-
ﬂyﬂl’”’” (&N F traordinarily gifred cast of

only seven. Not a word is spo-
ken, but all the tragic detail
of the original is left intact
and a lot of slapstick humour
is added. The whole affair is
complemented by the Can-

berra Youth Orchestra play-
ing Prokoficv’'s Romeo and
Juliet ballet score. This is,
quite simply, a world-class festival picec.

The other highlight, called Mum's the Word—a
puppetry/visual theatre piece about the relinquish-
ment and adoption of unwanted children—was a
world premicre from Canberra’s Company Skylark
and, as a brand ncw work, it is not yet in quite the
same class as Verona, which has the benefit of a
reworking since its Come Out Festival opening in
May. Burt this work {directed by Peter Wilson and de-
signed by Richard Jeziomy, with a text developed by
Mary Hutchinson) already has the makings of a genu-
ine stayer, given its capacity to get under the skin
through its moving portrayal of human cxperience in
extremis and its very confident theatrical technique.

Robyn A fini ’ o
engagement this year after a most impressive three




years at the helm. She now goes to Adelaide to direct

the next brace of Adelaide Festivals; Rob Brookman

takes over the next couple of National Festivals in

Canberra, having directed the theatre-rich Adelaide
Festival of 1992, T can’t imagince a better
trade.

HE MELBOURNE INTERNATIONAL FESTIVAL 18 a horse
of a different colour and it has been running long
enough for us to discern some recurrent trends. Its
headline acts are almost invariably international and
most of them come to Australia solely for MIFA. The
locally-produced content has mostly consisted of

rushed premicre productions
of new works or of extant
plays from abroad, which suf-
fer by comparison with tried
and tested festival picces
from high-profile foreign
companies. Too rarely has
this Festival brought in good
extant productions by other
Australian companies or
even overscas companies
who have succeeded in other
Australian festivals like
Perth, Adelaide and Sydney.

The very canny Leo
Schoficld has cleverly addressed these problems, with
the result that the tenth Mcelbourne Festival has giv-
en us its most effectively balanced drama component
to date, although Richard Wherrett definitely had the
right idca.

The classy Tiger Country (the latest in the Sarah
Cathcart/Andrea Lemon trilogy of monodramas on
Australian women'’s ¢xperience) is a typical case in
point. Not only did its dramaturgical vision and pro-
duction hold up well against last year’s international
monodramas {for example, Anna Deavere Smith's
Fires in the Mirror), but Cathcart’s outstanding per-
formance skills eclipsed them. Tiger Country was giv-
en the chance to iron out such kinks as it might have
had before it came to MIFA in a premicre scason for
Fremantle’s Deck Chair Theatre a month earlier. Like-
wisec, another of the Australian productions in
MIFA10—IHOS Opcra’s To Traverse Water, by Kon-
stantine Koukias—was chosen after its Hobart and
Sydncy scasons had shown real promisce. Even if this
large-scale performance piece about the experience of
migration cnded up being rather illustrative of the
obvious, in terms of its textual material, it was nev-
ertheless a well-calculated risk and its staging in a
cargo shed at Victoria Dock, and the best of its im-
age-making, were truly remarkable.

The major international drama attractions this
year were impressive. Cheek by Jowl's Duchess of
Mulfi [part of a world premicre season) was a clean-
limbed production of this gothic horror story, given
in an unhurried pace that enabled Webster’s surpris-

ingly modern-sounding language to achieve full
weight. Cheek by Jowl remind me of the Royal Shake-
speare Company of the late 1960s, with their actor-
centred and highly detailed approach; even the
potentially clichéd setting in 1930s’ Italy served the
text intelligently. It was my Festival highlight.

Practically everybody else’s highlight was the
other English company, Theatre de Complicité, with
their version of John Berger’s story, The Three Lives
of Lucie Cabrol. This re-enactment of the story of a
French peasant family and its dwarfish daughter be-
gan with a bang. Its performers play multiple roles
{human, animal, vegetable and mineral) with great
encrgy and vivid dramatic imagination, although some
of us remember this kind of performance-style well
enough from the days of the famous Mill Community
Theatre and elsewhere for us not to be completely
blown away by it. In the second half, the rich theatri-
cality falls away a bit and the story ends sentimentally,
but it’s still a finc festival piece.

Finally, a valuable Japanese/Australian cultural
exchange gave us a Playbox production in English of
a post-war Japanesc play, The Head of Marv, with a
Japanese puppet theatre production of John Romeril’s
1974 classic, The Floating World, in Japancse. This
was a very brave and worthwhile project, even though
it only half worked. In trying to make the play do too
much, and by trying to universalise a particular Japa-
nese experience, Aubrey Mellor ended up delivering
too little with the Japanesc play. But there was some
exciting theatricality in the Romeril play, particular-
ly because here were Japanese actors denouncing Jap-
ancse war-crimes through an Australian text, but also

because here was the bigot-
ced ocker victim of those
atrocities, Les Harding, be-
ing held up to a biting satir-
ical mirror at the same time.
Even though The Head of
Maryv was the acknowledged
‘turkey” of the Festival, 1val-
uced the experience and (un- o
like one rather vindictive V/"/

clement in the Melbourne )
press) would want to sce
more in the way of this kind
of cultural exchange in
future—with Playbox, too, it

p—

it had another good idea.
If T had any other criticism of what was a really
good couple of weeks of Festival drama, 1 still think
MIFA could turn over a few more stones in the wider
Australian theatre, especially in collaboration with
the adjacent National Festival in Canberra. Magpic’s
Verona, for example, would have sat very well indeed
alongside Lucie Cabrol and The Duchess of Malfi

Geoffrey Milne tcaches theatre and drama in the
School of Arts and Media at La Trobe University.
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customers include Paul (William
Hurt), a novelist struggling to write
after his wife’s death; Rashid (Harold
Perrineau), who mysteriously carries
$5000 around with him in a paper
bag; Cyrus (Forrest Whitakker),
Rashid’s father who is running from
a past rapidly catching up with him;
and Ruby (Stockard Channing), an
ex-girlfriend who appears in his shop
one day and announces they have a
crack-addicted teenage daughter.

Adapted from a short story by
Paul Auster, Smoke is a film about
life, with its relationships, connec-
tions, fractures, absurdities and
ironies. It’s funny, beautifully writ-
ten and understated.

Wang’s direction draws strong
performances from the cast. He
creates spaces with little action but
infused with powerful imagery and
symbolism. Unlike many American
films, it’s in these quiet moments
the film speaks most.

Winner of the Special Jury Prize
andInternational Critics Prize at this
year’s Berlin Fili Festival, Smoke is
an unusually good film that will
linger with you for a long time.

—Brad Halse

Fighting Franco

Land and Freedom, dir. Ken Loach
(independent cinemas). Renowned
British director Ken Loach under-
takes his most ambitious project to
datein Land and Freedom, a study of
the Spanish Civil War.

The war, fought between 1936-
39, is often described as the last just
war. Loach portrays it as a complex
idcological contest betwecn facism,
communism, nationalism, socialism,
anarchy and democracy. He also sees
it as a forgotten war, perhaps over-
shadowed by the tremendous upheav-
als of WWII which followed.

The story unfolds through the
eyes of David (lan Hart), a young
unemployed Liverpudlian caught up
in therevolutionary zeal of the 1930s.
He journeys to Spain to join the
peasant militia fighting Franco’s
fascists. Buthesces the initially clear
contest between communism and
fascism quickly become blurred by
the internal battles for control of the
revolution.

Loach connects the film to the
comtemporary by framingitasajour-

ney of discovery by David’s grand-
daughter, as she leafs through his
personal affects after his death.

He takes a considerable gamble
in trying to do justice to complex
issues without oversimplifying them.
At one point a round-table debate
amongst a group of peasants about
private ownership or communal
farming of the village land lasts for
over 20 minutes, without either los-
ing the audience or sacrificing the
integrity of the debate. This is ciné-
ma verité at its best!

—Tim Stoney

Insanity prevails

The Madness of King George, dir.
Nicholas Hytner (Village). ‘There is
amodel everything these days—mod-
el farms, model villages, model man-
ufactories. We should be a model
family’, King George III {Nigel Haw-
thorne) admonishes his disaffected
and dissolute son George, Prince of
Wales (Rupert Everett), at the con-
clusion of this wickedly clever film.

The ironies are obvious for ob-
servers of the foibles of George’'s late
20th century descendants. But the
film never spells them out. Except,
as the final credits roll, we are told
that ‘George III probably suffered
from porphyria ... a disease that
afflicts the central nervous system.
It is recurrent, unpredictable—and
hereditary.’

The king’s illness has a physical
cause, but it mirrors the state of his
mind. George is obsessed with trivial
details, because the Big Picturc is
unpalatable to him: Parliament rules,
he doesn’t; and the empire (in North
America) has been lost. His subjects
mutter about reform, even a repub-
lic, and his heir conspires with them
because he is entering middlc age
without much prospect of becoming
king anytime soon. Oh, and the great
love of the prince’s life is Catholic, so
she can never become Queen.

The Madness of King George is a
superior period piece, with contem-
porary parallels piled on thick
throughout if you want them. All
this is paraded past us with barbed
understatement and delivered in su-
perb performances, especially by
Hawthorne and by Helen Mirren, as
Queen Charlotte.

—Ray Cassin
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Love hurts

Angel Baby, dir. Michael Rymer (in-
dependent cinemas). The opening ti-
tles run over a scene of three fairly
chaotic charactersinabowlingalley.
That one sequence has some of the
offbeat clownishness that hasbecome
astaple of the success of much recent
Australian cinema; it also has as-
pects of the kind of benign amuse-
ment which has been along standing

EVERYTHING'S BECOMING SO
UKE THE SIXTIES — SHORTS
BEFORE THE FEATURE; THE RELEASE

OF NEIW BEATLES SONGS; SIDEBURNS A LONG,
AND MINISKIRTS — WHAT'S BORING, LIBERAL
GOING TO COME BACK NEXT ¢ GOVERNMENT,!

defensive reaction to some kinds of
mental illness.

But Angel Baby soon carves out
territory of its own. For Melbourne
viewers especially, many of the loca-
tions are instantly recognisable. The
genius of the film is to turn the famil-
iar aspects of an Australian city in-
side out and use them to explore an
experience which is uncomfortably
dark.

Harry (John Lynch) and Kate {Jac-
queline McKenzie) both suffer schiz-
ophrenia. They do something as sim-
ple as fall in love and as culpable as
conceive a child. They not only in-
sist on keeping the baby but decide to
go off their medication during the
pregnancy for the sake of the baby’s
health.

The film explores the ramifica-
tions of this decision for Harry’s
brother, Morris (Colin Fricls), Mor-
ris’s wife Louisc (Dcborra-Lee Fur-
ness) and for Harry’s work prospects.
Morc than anything, it confronts the
question of how frce we are to follow
our own advice.

McKenzie’s performance is in-
volving. Angel Baby is a humane
work, yet is no less threatening be-
causc of that.

—Michael McGirr SJ
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Cicero’s ghost lives in
Kensington Palace

EADERS WHO ARE OLD ENOUGH TO REMEMBER the first
Moon landing will doubtless also recall what they were
doing at the time, and how they heard the news. Or perhaps
saw it, because the astronauts caught it all on camera for
us. My memories of 13 June 1969 are vivid, partly because
of the landing itself, partly because I still marvel that no
one was crushed to death as hundreds of small boys clustered
round the half-dozen or so television sets then possessed
by Marist College, Perth, and partly because of Brother
Liguori.

Liguori was a Latin teacher, a humanist (it was not a
pejorative term then) and the resolute fighter of a rearguard
action against the encroachment of scientific and utilitari-
an studies. As the entire school, teachers and students alike,
scrambled for a place near a TV screen to witness the
fulfilment of an age-old human dream, Ligouri maintained
a silent protest in the quadrangle. 'I refuse to be overcome
by the mass hysteria that is sweeping the world,” he an-
nounced, and then spent the rest of the afternoon pacing up
and down, reading the Odes of Horace.

I never knew what Liguori thought of the monarchy,
but Isuspect that, although his political views were in other
respects conservative, as an admirer of Cicero he would have
had a sneaking sympathy for republican institutions. So, if
he is still with us, [ think he would have had mixed feel-
ings about the Great Interview—the one in which Diana
Windsor, née Spencer, enlisted a worldwide television
audience of 200 million in her battle against her husband
and his mother.

If Liguori does have the republican views I imagine him
to have, he would have rejoiced at the prospect of the
monarchy falling apart under the weight of its own iniqui-
ties. But he would have been horrified to realise that televi-
sion had finally won. In 1969, it was merely an instrument,
the means by which people around the world witnessed the
event that was making the news. In 1995, a television event
itself was the news.

Liguori had always insisted that nothing but confusion
and deceit could come from the medium. Even its name
was a sham, preposterously combining a Greek prefix (tele)
and a Latin verb (videre). Such linguistic poltroonery, he
would solemnly tell a class comprised mainly of aspiring
engineers, was only to be expected in a world ruled by
engineers and other illiterates.

After the humanist rage had run its course, however,
Liguori might start to think differently about the interview.
A true disciple of Cicero knows a rhetorician when he sees
and hcars one, and what a rhetorician she was. Liguori and
other Ciceronians would not have been impressed by any
of the talking heads, English and Australian, whom the ABC
assembled to interpret the interview for us. Certainly not
by the Australians, monarchist and republican, who decided
that the wronged wife had put up a dignified performance
and thereby either strengthenced the monarchy or helped to
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bury it, depending on your preconceptions.

But neither would Liguori have been impressed by the
Englishman who pointed out ‘what none of the people in
Australia (naive fools that they are) appear to have noticed’,
namely that Diana had had voice coaching for the inter-
view, and had obviously prepared her answers. The wholc
thing might have looked spontaneous to you chaps out in
the colonies but it damned well wasn’t, you know, so don't
let that wronged wife act fool you. It was an act, and that’s
the point.

Well, of course it was an act, Liguori might reply, and
of course no television interview of that kind can be
spontaneous, on either the subject’s part or the producers.
{The fact that the BBC got the whole thing recorded and
edited for transmission in two hours just proves how slick
they are.) But that’s why one admires the rhetorical skill.
Diana may have been playing the wronged wife, but that
doesn’t mean she wasn'’t one.

By now Liguori would be in full flight, breathless with
admiration for the woman (republican views aside] and,
grudgingly, for the medium. What Cicero could do to only
a few hundred people, she—with a little help from the BBC
editors—could do to millions. So, of course, there is no way
that a learned rhetorician like Ligouri, having been surprised
to find himself on home turf with television after all, would
have been convinced by that other English fool on the ABC's
panel who opined that the monarchy would have no prob-
lems with this admittedly consummate performance by the
wronged wife.

‘After all,” Lord Something-Something declared, ‘if the
monarcy could survive Henry VIII and George 1V, it could
survive anything.” Yes, my lord, but the rhetorical arena
was different for those monarchs. In Henry’s time it didn't
extend much beyond the king’s court, so there was no real
limit to the king’s will. Except the church, of course, and
Ligouri was always careful to remind us what Henry had
done about that. George IV was constrained by the will of
the oligarchs in Parliament, but George’s Parliament was
not yet a democratic institution. Neither monarch had to
worry about beingpc  1lar, or about manipulating television
images, which these days amounts to much the same thing.

So Liguori, finding these Ciceronian echoes all through
the Great Interview, might have been pleased to find himself
reconciled to late 20th century information technology after
all. At least for 24 hours. Then, if he was still watching, he
would have noticed another wavce of mass hysteria sweep-
ing the world, in response to a song sung by one dead man
and three live ones—and a lot of manipulation of television
images in order to make some rich ageing Liverpudlians
even richer.

Sham and confusion again, brother, sham and
confusion.

Ray Cassin is a freelance writer.
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