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C OMMENT 

M ORAG FRASER 

A fine balance 

E ARCY 'N Tm N ew YeAR I h,d to queue to get ioto ' 
screening of Baz Luhrmann's William Shakespeare's Romeo 
and Juliet . The queue was urban, funky, nonchalantly dressed 
to impress, and nearly every member of it young enough to 
be credible in one of the two star roles. 

They were impressed: you can tell when no one crackles 
the cellophane on their choc tops. At the end people sat in a 
hush while the credits rolled and rolled. 

Luhrmann's version of the tragedy has its baseball cap 
on backwards, well and truly. It also exploits every technical 
trick a onetime music video producer has up his sleeve. It 
begins on a television screen, with a seasoned news 
announcer reporting that 'civil blood makes civil hands 
unclean' as the police helicopters swirl over Verona Beach/ 
Mexico City and the young Capulet and Montague gangs 
stage a shoot out in a gas station . Yet the poetry falls natu
rally, as though it were the only fit m edium for the gravity 
of the circumstances-vendetta, civil corruption-in which 
the young people find themselves. It flexes to voice their 
lyricism and their aspirations as well as their frustrations . 

The film is violent, the imagery is post-Christian. Juliet's 
bedroom and her tomb are a clutter of kitsch madonnas, 
garish and outrageous. The Montague boys, Mercutio 
particularly, mix Ecs tasy with their despair. Capulet is a city 
boss who takes saunas and beats his wife. And his daughter. 
The production is full of digital enhancement tricks and very 
clever visual quotation. Hoardings on skyscrapers are Shake
spearean cues and quotes. Look sharp or you'll miss them .The 
guns have brand names like 'Sword'. Friar Lawrence experi
m ents with h erbal remedies which by any other name would 

be declared drugs, and young boys hang around him 
'l X T avidly. It could all go terribly wrong. Yet it doesn't. 

v v HAT LUHRMANN FIXES ON, in all the chaos of civil decay 
and youthful nihilism, is the outrage of violent death, and 
the counterfoil of that- the daunting preciou sness of life 
animated by love. The film is not framed by any metaphysical 
securities. It is set in a culture which has turned belief into 
dross. And yet it builds its values as it goes. Every death 
registers . Each loss is incalculable . Tybalt, dying, wears on 
his face (it's a very fine piece of acting) the acute realisation 
of what he has done and what has been done t o h im. 
Mercutio's 'A plagu e on both your houses' is as unbearable 
in Luhrmann's late twentieth century metropolis as it was 
in Elizabeth 's England- the judgm ent of a young man upon 
a society that has wasted him. 

Luhrmann plays no tricks with Shakespeare's language
he's too shrewd a director. He cuts where appropriate, but 
mostly he lets the words carve out their passage. There is an 
audible intake of breath in an audience when they h ear 



language equal to their own imagining. It kept 
occurring throughout the screening I attended. 

What is going on in this universal play/film 
direc t ed by an Australian for an international 
audience of all ages is a rediscovery of the sacred. 
Luhrmann's film is an eloquent indictment of the 
mindless cinema trash that is marketed as entertain
ment . In this film mortality is taken seriously. 

Luhrmann also unders tands what tragedy is about. 
When his Romeo, in high passion, kills Tybalt and 
then cries out '0, I am fortune 's fool', his offence is 
unders tood but n ot mitiga ted . The fine balance 
between personal responsibiltiy and the forces that 
move us to action is held. 

That's a fine start for the N ew Year. • 
-Morag Fraser 

C oMMENT: 2 

MARGARET SIMONS 

Against the grain 
A T THC TIMe m WRmNG, wheat farme<s acwss 
Australia are either in the middle of harvest or 
mopping up afterwards. They will probably look back 
on this as a pretty good year, with the Australian 
Bureau of Agriculture and Resource Economics 
predicting that it will be the nation's second largest 
harvest on record-21.3 million tonnes, up 4.3 million 
on last year's excellent yield. 

But in the heat and dust of the paddock, or waiting 
in the long queues to deliver wheat at silos, it has 
been natural for farmers to focus on frustrations and 
disappointments, and there have been plenty. 

For a start, those queues at the silos were 
particularly long this year. In New South Wales, some 
vital silos closed down in the middle of the harvest, 
because they were full. The railways, although warned 
that the harvest would be bigger than usual, had failed 
to make sufficient preparations to cart the quantity 
of wheat produced. As a result, wheat sat in paddocks 
and farmers sat in queues, sometimes leaving their 
trucks in place overnight to avoid losing their spot. 
Meanwhile, in som e areas the weather threatened to 
dump rain on the whole lot, dramatically lessening 
the value of the crop. Fortunately in most areas 
disas ter was avoided, but you can imagine the stress 
of seeing up to eighty per cent of your annual income 
at risk due to som eone else's poor planning. 

As well, the size of the harvest highlighted just 
how little money has been spent on silo infrastructure, 
first by government bodies, but, since deregulation 
in the late 80s, by the privatised bodies that have taken 
over. Some vital silos were struggling to handle the 
bumper harvest with equipment that has not been 
updated since the change from bagged wheat to bulk 
h andling, about 40 years ago. 

Meanwhile, prices are all over the place. After a 
30 per cent slide in prices over the last six months, in 
the final weeks of harvest the Australian Wheat Board 

lifted its estimates of expected returns by between 
five and twenty dollars a tonne, depending on the 
grade. Australian Standard Wheat is now expected to 
fetch $185 a tonne- down from the peak of $245 last 
May, but better than expected at the beginning of the 
harvest. 

But the money is not yet in the bank. The Board 
is emphasising that the rise in the Australian dollar, 
and volatility on the international wheat market, 
could see prices either rise or fall dramatically before 
the bulk of the crop is sold. 

To add to the irritation, a Wheat Board officer 
was reported as criticising growers for not selling their 
crop on the futures market, which at one stage was 
fetching prices more than $100 higher per tonne than 
the present Wheat Board pool price. 

The criticism was irritating, given that right up 
until the harvest the advice to farmers was that prices 
would improve sufficiently to make the forward 
selling option not worth the risk entailed in the case 
of a crop failure. 

All this was happening while the Wheat Board's 
plans for restructuring looked to be in chaos, with 
reports of falling out between financiers and growers' 
representatives over how the new Board will be funded 
and controlled. Meanwhile, the industry is preparing 
to face a National Competition Policy review towards 
the end of the decade that will put pressure on the 
Board's 'single desk' method of selling our crop 
overseas. 

But out in the paddocks and in the silo queues, 
all the politics seemed a long way off. What counted 
was the bottom line return for each truck of wheat
when and if you could get to the head of that bloody 
queue. • 

Margaret Simons is a freelance journalist and novelist. 
She lives in wheat-country N ew South Wales. 
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VIEWPOINT 

MAX T EICHMANN 

The trouble with small business S Mm euscNm " A mM which, until mcntly, mi"d little 
interest or ent husiasm in Labor breasts, but evoked a fair 
measure of misty-eyed homage on the part of Conservatives. 
Small and medium-sized operations still employ half of our 
labour force- apparently-and have been creating many, if not 
most, of the new jobs Australia most certainly needs. But in 
practice neither party has done very much for small business. 
Leaving Labor aside (for they are late arrivals at this celebra
tion of one variety of the little man), why have the Liberals 
dragged their feet, and what is Howard doing about this, having 

standards and social status of so many of those who recently 
voted for him. The promised tax relief via the capital gains break 
on the sale of small businesses (under $5 million) is only a sop 
and is already running into trouble about potential rorting. 

Kennett has a scenario different from Howard's or the old 
Labor Party's-one which is being talked up by important 
interests outside, as well as inside Victoria. 

Calculating that there isn't going to be enough work of a 
conventional kind ever again, he sees Australia and Victoria as 
given over to developers, real estate giants, Supermarket empires 

put such ideological emphasis on helping 
small business, during the election? The 
reality is that the Liberals seem confused 
or divided about the whole matter. They 
are for Big Business: and small business . Big 
graziers and agribusiness, and little farmer 
battlers. They think they can embrace both, 

... Wet.L Or CO(//<!Se II'S 1l)ST A 
rAil<~ IAt.E. -As If A MII'IC. RIJN 

like Coles Myer, Lowy, Gandel, the 
American chains, servicing a new mass
migration program. And conveniently, 
the ' race debate' , to forestall thorough 
examination of mass migration and its 
consequences, good and bad. 

&I{ S61JC.N DWAR'IE.~ 
(OULP ~B 

ECONOM\CAL.t.Y VI/\BL-f.! 
'-

though quite possibly they can't. 
Economic rationalism sees no future 

in small anything-or in the urban equiv
alent of subsistence farming or family
type work env ironments. These don't 
generate the cash flow which interests the 
big opera tors who like to play with other 
people's money. There is a lot of capital 
stock, under- employed cash and labour locked up there-so 
dig it out and cart it away from the grass roots economy. And 
in this era of non-interventionist government, rulers, it seems, 
shouldn't interfere with change, no matter how malign, but 
instead should let the market sort things out. Which means, 
the big fish eat the little ones, over time. And the foreign fish 
(or are they sharks?) who now come in freely, because the nets 
have been removed, ea t more and faster than anyone. You 
might say the Liberals had a problem protecting their core 
supporters before, but with economic rationalism and free 
trade their task looks impossible. See also Labor and its 
industrial workers. 

This is where the hard, super-realist conservatives, such 
as Stone and Kennett, stand out from the soft, more old
fashioned ones, like Howard. Kennett accepts, with relish, all 
the ruthless implications of economic rationalism and the glo
bal market, and, psychologically speaking, is drawn to the rich, 
irrespective of where their money comes from, or how little 
tax they pay. Thus, when he urges tax reform, he doesn't mean 
taxing the rich. On the contrary, he means GSTs and other ways 
of milking the little people-including small business. 

Howard, on the other hand, knows that if he is going to 
hang on to his main-stream Australia, including the ex-Labor 
battlers, he must protect their interests somehow. Pandering to 
the rich, especially rich foreigners, something voters associate 
with Hawke and Keating and will, quite soon, with Kennett- is 
not the way to go. Nevertheless, fastidious as Howard may be in 
this respect, so long as he accepts economic deregulation and 
tariff cutting, he won't be able to arrest the slide in living 
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Tourism, gambling and R & R will 
provide much of the new kind of work 
for our young. By analogy with other 
countries who have trodden this path, 
correlative sub-cultures of prostitution, 
drugs and crime would entrench them 
selves. Melbourne another Bangkok, 
Australia a new Thailand' As neighbour
ing countries struggle out of this form of 

underdevelopment, we slide into it. 
Kennett 's ploy is to distract the dispossessed with events, 

constructions, cultural extravaganzas, 'happenings'. Whereas 
Labor tried padding the public payroll and continually expand
ing the caring sectors, all with borrowed money. That was 
certainly more humane, but self-defeating. Under either system, 
the rich get richer, the burgeoning poor poorer, the quality of 
life declines, and foreigners end up owning the lot. 

Where does that leave small and medium business, or, in 
the not-distant future , locally-sourced economic 

T 
activities generally? Nowhere, is the answer. 

HERE IS ANOTHER SCENARio--a condition under which We, 
until recently, prospered, and sustained migration at a level 
which now only causes disruption. That is, one of the many 
possible varieties of protection. All hell would break loose from 
the media, the stock exchange and big players with overseas 
interests and allegiances if Howard or anyone else tried it. The 
big money in his Party would treat him like Gorton. His poten
tial rivals, Costello and Reith, don ' t come over as either main 
stream characters, or even as particularly attuned to small 
business, or small anything. I may be misjudging them. 

So John Howard, for all his benevolence, may find that 
benevolence is not enough. But for starters, he could crack clown 
on billion-dollar tax rorts, clean up the corporate sector and 
wrest the supply of credit from the big banks. Labor didn ' t
and won't. Could a Liberal? • 

Max Teichmann is a freelance writer and commentator. 



Cowboys in the public service 
M Y MOST CHrnuNC ru;AD fo, many a day 
was the NSW Independent Commission Against 
Corruption's [ICAC] report into the attempts to 

get rid of public servant, Des Semple. 
Cheering but also depressing. The ethical climate of public 

administration, as preached by all too many of Australia's politi
cians and senior public servants, is changing so rapidly and self
confidently that sometimes I suspect that I completely missed the 
bus and the point and am now a fuddy-duddy relic of another time. 
One senior public servant, flicking aside some criticism I had made, 
accused me in the Canberra Times of hankering after a golden age 
which in truth had never been. 

Every now and again, however, a report emerges which affirms 
that there are some enduring principles and standards of public 
administration, deviation from which- however much it might 

and in the reports of the bodies which were set up as a result, in 
Auditor-General's reports at both state and federal level and in 
umpteen parliamentary inquiries. 

They almost invariably show that rules currently being so 
lightly dispensed with are there for a reason, and that impatience 
with them as some sort of process-driven obstacle to bureaucratic 
efficiency is misplaced. 

There are also as many current examples-of ministers leaning 
on tribunals, or sacking them, of the installation of mates on to 
boards and committees, of crude political rewards and punish
ments-which make it quite clear there are many good yarns to 
come. From the unapologetic defiance one gets when those 
concerned are taxed with their conduct, one knows that many 
politicians have not even a basic understanding of accountability 
and propriety. 

suit the political masters of the 
moment-is regarded as wrong. 

In the Semple case, the way 
fixed to rid the Carr administra
tion of a turbulent priest was to 
reassess his functions according 
to one of those mechanistic (but 
supposedly objective) formulae 
now much in vogue in modern 

From the unapologetic defiance one gets when 
those concerned are taxed with their conduct, 

Yet one would hardly think so 
from the leaderships. Australia is 
still fairly well blessed in that most 
senior bureaucrats and politicians 
are essentially fairly decent and 
honest. But most of the leaderships 
these days think that ethical 
conduct is something to be men
tioned only in passing, and that too 

one knows that many politicians 
do not even have a basic understanding of 

accountability and propriety. 
higher management. 

The public service head, Ken Cripps, unconvincingly portrayed 
in this drama as a lone assassin rather than as an agent of other 
parties, believed, wrongly as it turned out, that if the magicformula 
came out with a lower number, Mr Semple automatically lost his 
job. (He did later anyway, apparently for different reasons] . 

Mr Cripps called for such an assessment. Unfortunately, it 
confirmed Mr Semple where he was. Mr Cripps then instructed 
that the assessment be redone and indicated the result it was 
expected to come up with. Two junior public servants were unhappy 
with this direction- indeed they resisted it to a point- but, at the 
end of the day, they complied. 

One of those involved explained, in words that would currently 
get her a public service medal in most modern jurisdictions: 'I 
didn' t ask why because I was aware that if he [Cripps] was asking 
me to do that he had a reason .. .It wasn't for me to know that reason 
and I wouldn't have asked.' And, later: 'I was in a very difficult 
conflict between loyalty and integrity ... it's very difficult; they are 
both very strong values and in a conflicting situation it is very 
difficult to know which is the value to uphold. I was aware that 
there would be other information which the commissioner had 
that I didn't have. I accepted that. In an office such as ours, it's a very 
pressured environment; there are a lot of complex decisions made 
all the time.' 

The poor girl was crucified by the ICAC of course. Alhough she 
was not formally punished, she was treated rather more severely 
than her boss, who had had to go on other counts anyway. 

One should not spoil the plot for those who want a good read 
(GPO Box 500, Sydney, or 023185999 and free); suffice it to say that 
on this, as on a number of other points, the ICAC confirms that 
carrying out orders in such a fashion amounts to corruption. 

There's no reason why one should confine oneself to NSW. 
There's now a considerable amount of literature about the public 
trust-in Queensland, Western Australia, Victoria and South 
Australia with their various Royal Commissions into the 1980s, 

much talk of it is a sign that you are 
looking for excuses for failing to deliver what the politicians want. 

Some may be forgetting that for younger generations of people 
in government, a background culture of openness, fair dealing and 
neutral and independent advice is not the culture in which the 
young are now steeped. Nor, necessarily, the example coming from 
those getting the promotions. 

The last head of the Australian public service, Dr Mike Keating, 
spent most of the opportunities he had to speak to his people in 
debunking the idea that public servants stood as guardians of the 
public interest. He also devoted not a little time to reminding them 

that ministers had the last word and that public servants 

H 
should not press advice to the point of nagging. 

IS SUCCESSOR, MAx MOORE-WILTON usually gives ethics a 
ritual mention, though his inability to see that simultaneously 
having three jobs for three separate governments posed a potential 
conflict of interest rather tends to undermine his authority. He also 
nags about results in a way that sends out very confusing messages. 
He told public servants recently that they lived in a process-driven 
culture suffocating under the weight of rules and regulations. 

No one denies that processes should be reviewed and made 
more efficient. But the reasons they are there, and are even more 
necessary in these days in which public service bosses have 
unprecedented power and discretion, is to guard against misuse of 
the power and partial exercise of discretion. The more power the 
modern cowboys get, the more checks and balances are necessary. 

Not everyone thinks that, of course. If there seems to be one 
field of bipartisan spirit across the Australian administrations, it is 
that most Auditors-General are getting to be too cheeky in asking 
tricky questions. In most jurisdictions, auditors-general are under 
heavy attack. One should defend them instinctively, even when 
they are wrong. They may be the last line of defence. • 

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times. 
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Now and then 
From Cynthia Scott 
As a person living in Tasmania, I read 
Prof. Pierce's article on Tasmania 
(December 1996) with interes t, but all 
I can say is that it does not really 
portray the Tasmania I know, and I 
tried to work out wh y. Perhaps the 
clue is in the caption concerning 
himself: 'He is descended from Lt John 
Russell, the first Commandant of Port 
Arthur', so he began with his mindset 
(a word I got from hi s ar ticl e) in 
hi story, not geography. But people who 
live here live primarily in geograp hy 
and the present, not the past. Ross 
might cha nge from a town to a village 
or some other title, but that 's the way 
people there w ill survive until who 
knows what twist (anything from an 
agricu ltura l boom to a comp uter/ 
information haven) because they like 
living in that spot. 

If history overwhelms th e 
visitors, it doesn' t the locals, because 
geograp h y is nonjudgmental. History 
is anot her aspec t of humans ' lives, 
perhaps a more spiritual one, but we 
li ve in both spheres a nd balance 
th em in different ways. For a 'Main
land e r ' coming from a warmer 
clima te and an open skyline with few 
mountains there is perhaps a dange r 
that th ey lump the geogra phy in with 
the history and it all becomes oppres
sive, that th e ba ckgro und to u s 
becomes foreground to th e m . 
Perhaps when a writer says h e smells 
'the stench of prison ships' in Hobart 
that is because for him the hi story is 
more important and interesting- and 
fair enough, some writers are people 
funct ioning in that way, or perhaps 
that was th e atmosph ere in that 
particular novel. Locals would be 
m ore inclined to question the local 
sewage works for a sp ill or send the 
Dept of Environment out to check 
the ships in port. Which certainly is 
mundane, and not literature. 

I have lived in Tasmania now for 
34 years, and in that time I have seen 
it mirror the booms and busts of 
Austra lia, albeit on a smaller scale. 
'S tasis, paralysis of will, the creation 
of a mindset that disables action ' while 
having some of its origin s in the 
hi story of the State is also a result of 
hard economic times in a changing 
world and the confusion that brings 
rather than th e need to reconcile 
attit udes to the pa st, fascinating 

L EITERS 

Eurel<a Street welcomes letters 
from its readers . Short letters arc 
more likely to be published, and 
all letters may be edited. Letters 
must be signed, and should 
include a contact phone number 
and the writer's name and address. 
If submitting by e-mail, a contact 
phone number is essential. 
Address : eureka@wcrplc.nct.au 

though th ey might be. All I can say 
perhaps is that you can't go to work 
(or stay a t hom e) every da y with a 
whole lot of manacled ghosts on your 
shoulders. Instead, you are more likely 
to look at a s tunning view and be 
grateful for being where you are- if 
yo u can 't enjoy the history, enj oy th e 
geography. 

A word of warning for the rest of 
Australia. Martin Bryant is a sad misfit 
who co uld live anywhere, and to feel 
perhaps the place came before the man 
is a lit tle dangerous if society is ever to 
help peop le like him before they kill. 

Cynthia Scott 
Blackmans Bay, TAS 

What about men? 
From Malcolm White 
The article ' Working for the man ' 
(Eurelw Street, November 1996) by 
Professor WaJcman was, I fe lt, an 
important and informed commentary 
on the contemporary home/work inter
face . If however it was meant to argue 
a case for women, its power for me lay 
in exposing the tensions facing men. 

I believe it to be a false assumption 
tha t men, as distinct from women, 
crave power or success (whatever that 
is) through their paid work careers. 
This is to deny men domestic and filial 
feelings and aspirations . 

Professor Wajcman deals with th e 
workplace tension s very well; 
however, the workplace is only part of 
the picture. Deep in the consciousness 
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of m en are, I th i nk, underpinning 
notions of honour and duty . I suspect 
m os t m en and especia ll y fathers 
implicitly understand that when the 
chips are down they are expected to 
bring hom e the bacon. Ultimately 
society, and especia ll y the extended 
family, will and do make very harsh 
judgments on men who fail to provide. 
Paid work therefore take on a hard 
edge for men and it is littl e wonder it 
gets out of balance for some. 

Many men would dearly love to 
spend more tim e with their families, 
with ageing parents and with friends 
and neighbours. They know however 
that in th e present environment the 
innovation required to bring this about 
carries great risks not only for their 
careers but for relationships. 

Professor Wajcman makes the 
point that many men who reach senior 
management po itions have ' few 
domestic respons ibil ities' perhaps 
through the support of fu ll time house
wives'. Again I think there is a wider 
iss ue here. While it wou ld be intellec
tually irresponsible not to argue for 
grea ter numbers of women in senior 
management positions, I think there 
is a need to understand that many men 
are impelled into these positions . 
Women m ore often have the 
flexibility, the courage and the gender 
support to say no to senior positions, 
opting for balance in their lives, espe
cially when their children are young. 
Ultimately men have no such luxury. 

My fervent hope is that the next 
generation of fathers will have more 
time to play with their children. I hope 
men will have more time for their part
ners, for their parents and for their 
community. Let us not fa il to recog
nise, however, that at least one reason 
for men being as they are is th e expec
tations of women . 

I admire women for throwing off a 
role that was allotted to them . Perhaps 
we need to recogn ise that for men their 
time is yet to come but is no less 
eagerly sought . 

Malcolm White 
Launceston, TAS 

What about m en ... 
From Richard Manuell 
The special supplemen t on work in 
progress at th e Research School of 
Social Sciences, ANU (Eureka Street, 
November, 1996) was informative and 
provocative, particular! y Professor 
Wajcman's insight ful'Working for the 
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man'. Her approach to the worsening 
interface between work and hom e was 
splendidly lateral and set m e thinking 
about the issue starting from square 
one again . I have no disagreement with 
an ything Prof Wajcm an sa id, but I 
would like to see som e aspects 
explored further. 

Many would agree there is a 
stabili ty of sorts in the famil y 
unit where dad works, is away for 
long peri ods and usually looks 
after the outside of the home at 
weekends, while mum raises th e 
kids and looks aft er the 'inside' 
of th e home. Others will say this 
is m erely recogni s ing and 
perpetuating old traditions, but is 
it ? Where mum works and dad is 
a house-husband, there are often 
suspicio us glances wh en he 
arrives at schoo l to deliver or pick 
up the school attenders, or dashes 
t h rough th e sup ermark et . 
House-dads usually do an inferior 
job at hom e overall- they can ' t 
help the home econom y by mak
ing clothes for chi ldren or new 
curta ins for the windows, even though 
they are becoming better cooks and 
bottle-washers perhaps. Children with 
house-dads seem reluctant to tell th eir 
fri ends that mum works whil e clad 
stays home. It is not an easy situation . 

In dual career homes child-care is 
frequently referred to as a critical issue 
but probably the biggest conflict arises 
when one partner is required to change 
geographical location . This appears to 
happen more often to men and because 
they also usua lly receive a higher sal
ary and have better long- term promo
tional prospects it is m ostly th e woman 
who has to sacrifice her job if she can
not arrange a parallel shift for herself. 
This can even lead to a family split up 
and all the misery that causes. Another 
aspect of geographical change is the 
challenge to family bonding, with some 

younger children id entifying m ore 
closely with their carers than their par
ents, making the shift a very sad time 
for the little ones. 

In referring to the over-work pattern 
among especially the higher echelons 
of manage m ent, th e impact of 
globalisation and the associated reduc
tion in tariffs has been profound on the 
Australian community and there is 
more to com e. Australia 's secondary 
industry has almost been eliminated by 
thi s deve lopment and in ord er to 
remain competitive in world markets 
our primary industries, especiall y min
ing and agriculture, have been forced 
to automate and otherwise substitute 
capital for labour. T he pressure on the 
remaining work force to raise produc
tivity is huge. Manage ment efforts to 
at tract the few gen iuses around by 
offering higher and higher sa lary 

CASH fl.O W10 

packages only heightens the internal 
job competition and pressure to work 
longer hours. Old values of company 
loyalty, for both employee and company, 
coaunitment to long-term goals, support 
for steady, unspectacular growth with 
slow and sm all share price rises, as 
distinct from achieving spec tacular 
short-term share price rises, appear to 
have no appeal these days, adding to both 
family and corporate instability. 

These press ures force di sp laced 
manufacturing personnel into service 
industries and the constant scramble 
be t wee n banks, in suran ce offices , 
credit suppli e rs and oth ers t o gain 
m arket prominen ce by take-overs, 
productivity boosts by down-sizing, 
customer stealing by offering all sorts 
of inducem ents to newcomers, (but 
nothing to loyal older custom ers!), all 

add to the stress of m odern corpora te 
and fam ily life. Perhaps these exter
nal fac tors are really beyond our con
trol and we' ll h ave t o wait until 
Australia's role in a brave new world 
is defined for us by o thers and we'll 
undergo a dras ti c revision in our stand
ard of living. Perhaps as our use of 
freely ava ilabl e credit continues to 
explode as we all try to keep up with 
the Toneses (or is it the Simpsons these 
days?) the bubble of sacrificing fa mily 
va lues to the god of material posses
sions will burst som e day and bring us 
back to our senses. 

These aspects of work and family 
n eed analys is too as well as equal 
gender empl oym ent opportun ities. 
Where are we headed? Seems to me our 
society is becoming more s tra tified 
with greater disparity between rich 
and poor and w i t h less and less 

con ten t m ent a ll rou n d. I 
do n ' t know the solut ion s 
but maybe these though ts, 
t ake n w ith Professor 
Wajcman 's n ew approach , 
can help som eone else to 
better define the problem . 

Richard Manuell 
French 's Forest, N SW 

Airport '97 
From Geoff Hastings 
I ee no sound reason why 
Robert Crot t y sh ould 
despair about the prolifera
tion of anti-Christian li tera
ture at airports . Surely the 
non -beli evers don 't buy 
them, and most of us others 
a re m ore concerned with 

the Message ra ther than the precise 
space-tim e loca t ion of the First N oel. 
Certainly it would give the 'loophole' 
Chris tians a firm er raft fo r their scep
ticism . Perhaps Crot ty will share the 
Confus ionis m 'Th at in education , 
perspicacity is everything'. 

There is no doubt that this is the 
data generation and 'rubbish in rubbish 
ou t' m ea ns cons ta n t reviewing of 
'Hard & Soft-ware' . For generations we 
have concen tra ted on the Feeding of 
the 5,000 ... havi ng 12 baskets over is 
surely a miracle gone wrong ... when 
the rea l m iracle, as any pop-star, poli
tician or Pope Tohn Paul will certainly 
testify .. . is that Our Lord preached and 
was heard by 5,000 people in the open 
air without amplifica tion . 

GeoH Hastings 
Watsons Bay, N SW 
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MEDIA 

PAUL CHADWICK 

Do we sell? . . . 
Well, w-hat do you want to buy? 

T, """ STAW o' TH' TRuccce fm oontm l of the F• i<f• x 
newspapers have begun and once again the public interes t 
seems to have been neglec ted, if not excluded. 

T he T reasurer, Peter Costello, announced in D ecember 
that he had approved the sale, by Conrad Black, of up to 25 
per cent of Fairfax to the New Zealand-based Brierley Inves t
m ents Limited (BIL). No notice given, no submissions so ught, 
no indication of the process followed by the Foreign Inves t
ment Review Board (FIRB ), which advises the Treasurer on 
how he sh ould exercise his sole di scretion to approve or 
disapprove a transaction under the For-
eign Acquisitions and Takeovers Act. 

Of COI.JRSE. Wl:
PLP.N IO M/\\NTPII"-1 

IKE. ClJRRE. Nl t.E.Vt-L.. 
Of' 6PrfoRI~L
INVf:.f'~NPeNC.tJ 

Costello gave no explanation of 
how he reach ed his decision that BIL's 
ass umption of cont rol of Fairfax (if 
tha t is wha t occurs) w ould n ot be 
'contrary to the national interes t '. He 
said only that the proposal simply 
replaced one fo reigner with another. 
Nothing in the T reasurer's sta tement 
tells u s who co ntrols BIL or, for 
instance, whether they have given any 
a surances about preserving the 
editorial independence of th e Fairfax 
papers, chiefly the Age, Sydney Morn
ing Herald and Financial Review. 

l .(t 

The Howard Government has done nothing to articulate 
the basic rationale for restricting foreign ownership and control 
of m edia. 

Its review of the cross-media rules, on the outcome of 
which the fate of Fairfax now appears to hang, is being run in 
private by a group of bureaucrats now that th e Howard 
Government has reneged on pre- and post-election promises 
to hold an independent public inquiry . All these are 
characteristics of government decision-making in relation to 
the m edia for which the then Opposition cas tigated the Hawke 
and Keating Governments . 

It was Senator Richard Alston, now Communications 
Minister, who chaired an inquiry which in 1994 was highly 
critical of the FIRE's secret ive processes. One of its 
recommendations was that a revamped advisory body, the 
Foreign Investment Commission, 'prepare briefing materia l 
and recommendations and that this material be published prior 
to its dispatch to the Treasurer' . The committee thought the 
'ultimate question' was ' the credibihty of FIRB in future foreign 
investment decisions'. 

In 1992, Costello joined the oth er MPs on the H ouse of 
Representatives inquiry into the print m edia in recommending 
that the Treasurer publish reasons for decisions on foreign 
investment in m edia. 

The Alston Committee, under the h eading 'The way 
forward is to start again', concluded: 
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' 

T he ultimate check on any adm in istration is public op inion 
and scrutiny. This is only effective if th ere are st ru ctures and 
ys tems to ensure that publ ic is properly in fo rmed . Secrecy is 

an impediment to accountabili ty which ca n divert and even 
corrupt decision-maki ng proces es. The safety net of a review 
by the Parliam ent has also been avoided by t he present system 
for fore ign inves tm ent lthe th en Treasurer, Ralph Will is, had 
refu sed to appear and had forbidden offi cials to provide certain 
in fo rm ati on !. T he wi thh olding of m ateria l ev idence on ly 
demonstrates the absence of accountability and heightens concern 

as to the effect iveness of the process and 
procedures observed in th is case. 

On the 'better late than never' 
principl e, th e m orning aft er the 
Cos tello decision was announced, I 
asked th e Treasurer's office and the 
FIRB for the FIRB advice to Costello 
over Fairfax and BIL. The answer from 
both was that it was confidential and 
w ould not be disclosed . This was 
traditional, they said . 

I do not intend all this merely a 
a bleat about politician's cant . Why 
waste the space? The deeper issue is 
the way that public processes seem 

to be getting weaker. T he disdain of the Kennett Government 
for public processes may have inured Victorians to the losses. 
But the extent to which media policy, a federal matter, has 
'gone underground ' is an issue of great national significance. 
The extraordinary deal between News Corporation and Telstra 
to create Foxtel; the sale of the Sydney Showgrounds to Fox; 
design of the basic rules to govern the de-regulated telecom
munications environment after July 1997-all these issues are 
shrouded to a grea ter or lesser extent. 

Fairfax, like all m edia businesses, has public 
responsibilities . Because, as the 1992 inquiry concluded, the 
m etropolitan press markets are not contestable, the existing 
papers display some of the characteristics of a common carrier. 
The 'product ' Fairfax carries is a s table for democracy . 
Diversity is a prerequisite to media health. Yet the potential 
impact of m edia coverage on the electoral fortunes of any 
government gives owners unique leverage, and their interests 
tend toward grea ter concentration . The m edia ou tlets that 
might ordinarily watch, disclose and unsettle such cosiness 
are compromised. 

All this sugges ts that we should err on the side of trans
parency in media policy making. 

Instead it gets more opaque. • 
Paul Chadwick is Victorian co-ordinator of the Communica-
tions Law Centre. 
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THE N ATION 

Australia's 
entitlements 

Frank Brennan warns of the dangers of a head in the sand 
attitude towards racism and inequality in Australia 

R AmM w" ""'"NT 'NTH' o"mNc "'of tho 
Australian Constitution. To say so is not to lay blame 
or to don a black armband. It is simply to state a truth 
about the times. But a century later, our changed 
national perspective does recommend a fitness about 
allowing the centenary of federation, the contem
porary race debate, and the 2000 Olympics exposure 
to provide the opportunity and imperative for reform. 

Between 1891 and 1898, there were three sessions 
of the Australasian Federal Convention at which 
elected representatives from each of the colonies voted 
on the clauses of the proposed Constitution. 
Individual rights, gender equality and racial equality 
were not pressing issues. 

The Convention members had great faith in the 
common law, the restraint of politicians and the 
sovereignty of parliaments. Insofar as ethnic 
minorities were considered at all, it was to ensure that 
the Commonwealth could fulfil the role envisaged for 
it by the individual colonies which wanted to retain 
the right to exclude some racial groups from partici
pation in the political process. 

The indigenous people were even further from 
their thoughts: the new Constitution left the power 
to legislate for the indigenous people largely within 
the control of the States. 

In 1896, a People's Convention was held at 
Bathurst, giving popular impetus to the movement 
for federation. Cardinal Moran attended the Conven
tion. For ten years he had been a strong advocate of 
federation. In 1885 he had told the Plenary Council 
of bishops, 'It is by union for the common good, that 
Australia, under the blessing of God, will work out 
its destiny, not as a group of colonies, but as a nation.' 

In 1896 he told the People's Convention, 'There 
can be no doubt that there is a Republican spirit abroad 
amongst us'. Quoting an English judge, he told the 
Convention, there must be 'thought for the poor and 
suffering, chivalrous regard and respect for women, 
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the frank recognition of 
human brotherhood, 
irrespective of race or 
colour or nation or 
religion'. 

Many Convention 
Members were opposed to a US-style bill of rights and 
the guarantees of due process and equal protection 
which were inserted in the US Constitution after the 
Civil War to protect Negroes in the southern states. 
Our Founding Fathers still wanted to be able to 
discriminate against some groups on the basis of race. 

The issue came to a head at the 1898 Conven
tion in Melbourne. The Western Australians were 
keen to maintain the power to exclude Asiatic or 
African aliens from the goldfields. Sir John Forrest told 
the Convention, 'It is of no use for us to shut our eyes 
to the fact that there is a great feeling all over Australia 
against the introduction of coloured persons. It goes 
without saying that we do not like to talk about it, 
but it is still so.' 

He wanted to ensure that Chinese could be 
prohibited from travelling from one colony to another. 
Future Governor-General, Isaac Isaacs, from Victoria 
also highlighted that an equal protection clause would 
not permit the colonies to retain their factories 
legislation which allowed discrimination against 
Chinese. He asked members 'how they can expect to 
get for this Constitution the support of the workers if 
they are told that all our factory legislation is to be 
null and void'. The treatment of coloured persons was 
seen as a matter for the States. 

Members were opposed to the Commonwealth's 
being able to impose uniform standards. Dr Cockburn 
from South Australia was particularly hostile to the 
proposed equal protection clause which was intro
duced in the US 'simply as a punislunent to the South
ern States for their attitude during the Civil War'- He 
thought the insertion of a clause guaranteeing equal 



protection and due process for all citizens would be 
an adverse reflection on our civilisation. People would 
say, 'Pretty things these states of Australia; they have 
to be prevented by a provision in the Constitution 
from doing the grossest injustice.' 

The future High Court judge, Richard O'Connor, 
was valiant in defeat, pointing out that, 'We are 
making a Constitution which is to endure, practically 
speaking, for all time. We do not know when some 
wave of popular feeling may lead a majority in the 
Parliament of a State to commit an injustice by 
passing a law that would deprive citizens of life, 
liberty, or property without due process of law. If no 
state does anything of the kind there will be no harm 
in this provision, but it is only right that this 

protection should be given to every citizen 

A 
of the Commonwealth .' 

T THE 1997 PEOPLE'S CONVENTION, indigenous 
Australians are sure to urge the adoption of a preamble 
describing the fullness of human history in this land 
and espousing the primacy of continued Aboriginal 
occupation and use. They are also likely to urge some 
positive reference to themselves rather than the 
constitutional silence which was the result of the 1967 
referendum which deleted the two negative references 
to them. 

Should the Northern Territory be moving towards 
statehood, Aborigines may also want some federal 
protection of their existing land rights which presently 
are immune from interference by the Northern 
Territory Parliament. The recent euthanasia debate 
in that jurisdiction highlights the irrelevance of 

Many Convention Members 

{1896 People's Convention, 

Bathurst} were opposed to a 

US-style bill of rights and 

the guarantees of due process 

and equal protection which 

were inserted in the US 

Constitution after the Civil 

War to protect Negroes in 

the southern states. 

Our Founding Fathers still 

wanted to be able to 

discriminate against some 

groups on the basis of race. 

Aboriginal views and concerns to the majoritarian 
process of the local parliament. 

Section 51(26) of the Constitution, which 
empowers the Commonwealth Parliament to make 
laws with respect to 'the people of any race for whom 
it is deemed necessary to make special laws', is an 
inappropriate head of power for the exercise of a specific 
national responsibility to our indigenous peoples. Many 
Aborigines and Torres Strait Islanders think the 
Constitution should specify the Commonwealth's 
power and responsibility for Aboriginal Affairs. 

One option recommended by the Constitutional 
Commission in 1988 was the omission of section 
51(26) and the insertion of a paragraph granting the 
Federal Parliament power to make laws 'with respect 
to Aborigines and Torres Strait Islanders '. The more 
explicit the power, the greater the likely perception 
of the constitutional mandate of the Commonwealth 
to legislate for Aboriginal affairs including Aboriginal 
lands and governance. 

On the eve of the centenary of federation, we have 
an increasing need to espouse our commitment to 
racial equality and tolerance. 

In the wake of the public debate on race and 
equality prompted by the remarks of Pauline Hanson, 
a bipartisan resolution was carried in the Common
wealth Parliament on 30 October 1996 reaffirming 
Parliament's commitment to the right of all 
Australians to enjoy equal rights and be treated with 
equal respect regardless of race, colour, creed or origin. Photograph: 

Prime Minister John Howard (slow to lead on the Sydney, 1996, 
race issue) said, 'It is in the national interest to send a by Andrew Stark 
clear and unambiguous signal, particularly to the 
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The 1997 People's 

nations of our region, of the kind of society we are-' 
But then he dug himself and his ministers in a hole, 
refusing to subscribe to the voluntary code of race 
ethics for Human Rights Day 1996, even though Tim 
Fischer, his deputy, had pledged support two months 
before. 

The code was the initiative of two Queensland 
senators who received a complaint from Aborigines 

in the seat of Oxley in the wake of the decla
ration by Pauline Hanson that she would not 
represent people of their race. 

The voluntary code places no limitation 

Convention promised 

by the H award 

on freedom of speech but is, rather, a 
democratic enhancement of its exercise. It 
is no interference with parliamentary 
privilege but a responsible exercise of it. It 

government will be 
does not derogate from the representative 
obligation of members of Parliament; it is a 
fulfilment of that constitutional obligation. 

only one century too 

late to entrench the 

The Prime Minister claimed that the 
parliamentary resolution was enough. There 
was no need for a code. This plea of 'No need 
for signals; look at the substance' would be 

principle of non- more compelling if the Howard government 

discrimination on the 
could demonstrate a commitment to avoid 
racially discriminatory behaviour at all costs. 

grounds of race. And 
The Hindmarsh Island Bridge Bill was 

recently passed by the House of Represent
atives. It precludes the Minister from taking 
any action under the Aboriginal and Torres 
Strait Islander Heritage Protection Act in 
relation to any application that relates to the 
construction of the bridge. The Opposition 
has argued there is no need for legislation. 
The Minister can simply sit on his hands and 

it is to be hoped that 

Aborigines and Torres 

Strait Islanders will 

be permitted 

to choose their 

own delegates 

refuse to issue a heritage protection order 
after duly informing himself of the facts. The 
Opposition further argued that any legisla
tion which singled out the heritage of the 
Ngarrindjeri people should be non-discrimi-
natory. 

to such a Convention. The Howard government would not 

14 

agree to an amendment, proposed by shadow 
minister for Aboriginal Affairs, Daryl 

Melham, stipulating that the Racial Discrimination 
Act would prevail over the provisions of the Bill. 

At the end of the second reading debate in the 
House of Representatives, Dr Michael Wooldridge 
representing the minister, told Parliament, 'The 
government's legal advice is that the bill is consistent 
with the Racial Discrimination Act'. 

There must be doubt about the cogency of the 
Minister Herron's original advice, given his statement 
that ' the legislation is not discriminative because it 
does not stop anyone applying for a protection 
declaration. The only one it could be argued that it 
discriminates against is me, as Minister because it 
removes my right to make a protection declaration 
over the area.' 
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The government questioned whether the amend
ment was ' totally benign' and questioned whether a 
precedent should be set. But then within the week, 
the government agreed to the Melham amendment's 
being inserted in the amendments to the Social 
Security Act limiting welfare payments to new 
migrants. The government was anxious to give the 
signal and honour the substance that their legislation 
was not racially discriminatory. Senator Tambling, 
the Parliamentary Secretary to the Minister for Social 
Security, said, 'The government will not oppose this 
amendment. In doing so, however, I want to note very 
particularly that the government does not consider 
that the amending act ever was, or is, in conflict with 
the Racial Discrimination Act.' 

If the legislative guarantee of non-discrimination 
on the ground of race is to be extended to migrants 
with limited welfare entitlements, then why not to 
Aborigines with limited heritage protection entitle
ments? If there is to be special legislation relating to 
Aborigines without their consent, it ought be passed 

only with the assurance that it complies 
with the Racial Discrimination Act. 

IT IS c ooo THAT ouR PARLIAMENT has spoken by means 
of the bipartisan resolution of 30 October 1996 pledg
ing the nation to non-discrimination on the basis of 
race. But with the confusion over the application of 
the Racial Discrimination Act highlighted with the 
Hindmarsh Island Bridge Bill, the clearest signal to 
others and ourselves would be to guarantee non
discrimination in the Constitution. 2001 would be 
the appropriate time to rid our Constitution of its 
residual racism. We need a guarantee of non-discrim
ination along these lines: 'Everyone has the right to 
freedom from discrimination on the ground of race, 
colour, ethnic or national origin. This right is not 
infringed by measures taken to overcome disadvantages 
arising from race, colour, ethnic or national origin. Neither 
is it infringed by measures recognising the entitlement 
to self-determination of Aborigines and Torres Strait 
Islanders or protecting their sacred sites, native title, land 
rights, customary law, or cultural traditions. ' 

Such a clause included in the Commonwealth 
Constitution would permanently prevent the Common
wealth Parliament and government, as well as the States, 
from acting in a racially discriminatory way. 

Failing constitutional entrenchment, the Senate 
Legal and Constitutional Legislation Committee 
ought to insist that all later Commonwealth Acts, 
like Commonwealth legislation prior to 1975 and all 
State and Territory legislation, comply with the Ra
cial Discrimination Act. The only exception ought 
be when the racial group which is singled out has 
given their consent. This is clearly not the case in the 
instance of the Hindmarsh Island Bridge Bill which, 
unamended, will put an end to the Hindmarsh Island 
saga only by starting another. Discriminatory 
legislation should hereafter never be an option. 



Mr Howard should take out his 
pen and sign the code of race ethics, 
and instruct his Attorney-General 's 
Department to withdraw racially 
discriminatory legislation from its 
armoury for solving problems like 
Hindmarsh Island, the out-of-town 
tryout for the wholesale rolling back 
of the Native Title Act after the High 
Court's Wik decision. 

Committed to cutting back the 
rights accorded to native title holders 
in 1993, Howard is very attentive to 
the demands of Western Australian 
premier, Richard Court, who requires 
greater 'workability ' of th e Act . 
Howard is committed to doing this 'in 
a manner that completely respects the 
provisions of the Racial Discrimin
ation Act'-whatever that means . 

It is time to act where our Found
ing Fathers failed; it is time to consti
tutionalise the rhetoric of our present 
political leaders. Discrimination on 
the basis of race should not be an 
option even for a popular Common
wealth governm ent. N egotiation in 
good faith between indigenous and 
other Australians should be the first 
option whenever the post-colonial so
ciety is to impinge, for good or ill, upon 
the lifestyle and lands of those who 
have always constituted Australia, 
especially if Parliament is to limit 
common law rights as government is 
being urged to do in the case of native 
title holders on pastoral leases . 

It is heartening to note that the 
1996 Bathurst People's Convention, 
marking the centenary of the first 
People's Convention, resolved that the 
preamble of the Constitution should 
include recognition of the indigenous 
peopl es and their rights after full 
consultation with them. 

The 1997 People's Convention 
promised by the Howard government 
will be only one century too late to 
entrench the principle of non
discrimination on the grounds of race. 
And it is to be hoped that Aborigines 
and T orres Strait Islanders will be 
permitted to choose their own 
delegates to such a Convention. • 

Frank Brennan SJ sh ared the 1996 
ACFOA human rights award with 
Patrick Dodson for his commitment 
to and work on reconciliation. 
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developing the Space Shuttle, it promised that the new craft would slash the cost of transporting 
payloads into space from about US$2000 a kilogram to less than US$50 a kilogram, opening up new 
frontiers for exploration and exploitation. 

Well, it hasn't quite worked out that way. In fact, judged against this criterion, the Shuttle 
program has been a worse than abject failure. At present, each Shuttle launch costs about 
US$400,000, and each kilogram about US$25,000 to put into orbit. Yet the experience gained in 
the Shuttle program is being put to use in new projects aimed at producing an inexpensive, reusable 
space vehicle as a replacement. 

Failure is an integral part of the scientific method, and a necessary part of scientific and 
technological progress. But failure does not go down well with the beancounters and taxpayers who 
provide the resources for research and development. 

The idea of a reusable, piloted spacecraft seems aesthetically and humanly pleasing. But, as 
many local government authorities have found, recycling can present all sorts of hidden costs. The 
Shuttle vehicles, for instance, had to protect and provide for human crews-at great expense
biological systems can withstand a far narrower set of environments than much of the physical 
equipment sent into space. 

But other problems emerged in devising and employing materials which could be reused. The 
engines of the Shuttle, for instance, have to be completely overhauled after each launch. Many of 
the parts cannot be used again. Perhaps the most publicised expense is in the special ceramic tiles 
used to protect the Shuttle against debris in space and the high temperatures of re-entry (about 
l 300°C). These tiles have to be fired twice and tend to warp, making them difficult to install. After 
each flight, every single tile (of thousands) must be inspected and many must be replaced. 

By the 90s, it has become clear that disposable rockets are a far cheaper method of launching 
satellites than the Shuttle. But times are changing. Satellites and the equipment they carry are 
becoming much more compact and much more numerous. The attraction of a cheap, reusable 
rocket is becoming greater. And NASA's experience with the Shuttle has put it in the pole position 
for developing such a launch platform. Three projects it has been financing all build upon that 
experience to get around some of the Shuttle's problems. 

One of them, the Delta Clipper-Experimental (DC-X), takes off and lands vertically, and has 
been designed so that it can be made ready to go into space again within a day of landing. Already 
a vehicle has been built to show that this can be done, but it will be many years before the DC-X 
flies at the speeds and altitudes necessary to launch payloads into space. A second project, the X-
33 VentureStar, is being engineered to take humans into space using a revolutionary new engine. 

But the furthest advanced is the X-34 Pegasus rocket, built by the aerospace company Orbital 
Sciences. The rocket is pilotless and is launched in mid-air, like a missile from a plane. There is no need 
for expensive ground launch facilities, or to carry fuel to get the rocket off the ground where gravity is 
strongest. Already the system has been employed to launch a satellite using an expendable rocket. 

The Pegasus project is also testing a new kind of insulating tile soaked in a silicone resin. These 
tiles are actually fired by the heat of re-entry. They form a rubbery, glassy substance which will 
tend to fill in any pits and abrasion caused by collision with dust and water vapour in space. 

Remote control systems to guide these rockets now can use sophisticated, satellite-based, 
global positioning. These positioning systems, together with compact and powerful new sensors, 
also have accelerated the development of small, remote-controlled drones or pilotless aircraft. 

Such drones can be used to provide a close up view of phenomena that satellites can only sense 
from afar. They can be driven through the clouds of erupting volcanoes and into violent, oncoming 
storms. Compared with satellites, they are cheap to manufacture and launch, so that countries like 
Australia can afford to build them. The Bureau of Meteorology is already collaborating in the 
development and testing of such a drone, and postgraduate students in aerospace engineering at 
RMIT are involved in detailed research in the field . 

Much of this useful activity had its origins in projects connected with Shuttle program. So even 
though the program may not have achieved some of its stated aims, it has been successful in many 
other ways. Negative results and failures can be such important signposts in science that it is hard 
to know how to weigh up success-particularly in an economic rationalist era where success tends 
to be measured only by the bottom line. • 

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer. 
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The change of Catholic Archbishops in Melbourne has signalled a shift in the way priests are to be 
trained. In some respects the changes represent a return to the traditions active in the seminary of 

Archbishop George Fell's youth. The new Archbishop began his seminary career on March 1st 1960 
at Corpus Christi College Werribee, and he remained there until September 1963 when he was sent 
to Rome, to the Collegio di Propaganda Fide. Brian Scarlett, now Associate Professor of Philosophy 

I at Melbourne University, was his contemporary. 

CAME TO WERR!BEE on that day 3 7 years first time in our clericals, for the daily Periods of study preceded and followed the 
ago, and remained there for four years. I can quarter of an hour of spiritual reading- evening meal. Meals were usually eaten in 
therefore report what the now Archbishop individual, but done in common. We were silence apart from the reading of improving 
went through at Werribee, though I make under The Rule and no mistake. It was a works and the Latin Martyrology . Between 
no claim that he experienced those years in stringent rule. No smoking or drinking. No night prayers and the end of breakfast we 
the way I did. cars, motor-bikes or push-bikes. Nothing were required to be silent. This, theMagmzm 

In 1960 there was no shortage of but water to eat and drink between meals. Silentium, wasaruleofconsiderableweight. 
vocations. The n ew intake was of 32 No visitors before Easter and thereafter no We studied English, Church History, 
students, our ages ranging from 16 to 32, more often than once a month . No visiting Latin and New Testament Greek, Italian 
most between 17 and 19. We were pretty Werribee, still less Melbourne, without Philosophy, Scripture, Chant and speech. 
much self-selected, and there was little permission. No radios, no newspapers. Some did Hebrew. 
attempt to scrutinise our suitability. In my In this framework of restrictions we The standard of instruction was un-
ease what passed for psychological screen- followed a strict timetable. We rose at 5.55 even. Language teaching by the beloved 
ing came after a medical examination. 'Have am (with a sleep-in on Mondays to 6.25 am), eccentric, Fr Austin Ryan SJ, known to us as 
you ever kissed a girl?', the cagey psychia- and lights out was at 10.00 pm. In between Ocker, was all one could wish. History 
trist asked me. 'Yes, doctor' I replied. 'Did we had four sessions in community in the suffered from the chosen text, Walker's 
you enjoy it?' 'Certainly'. chapel. After the midday meal we walked Outline History of the Catholic Church, a 

Then all was well: time to buy the eccle- around in groups saying the Rosary. All up, pietistic waste of paper. The curriculum in 
siastical clobber, soutane, biretta, surplice, about two and a half hours in formal prayer English was good but th e execution lacked 
Roman collar, and a black tie for the outside per day . Lectures took up the morning, and a little: we spent some time reading King 
world. I was referred to a cheap source of in the afternoon we had two hours of work, Lear in class, taking up the text each day at 
soutanes, a tailor in Bentleigh. I had never sport or recreation. On two afternoons a the point designated. Through some strange 
had a tailored garment of any kind until week that recreation was compulsory team chance the word 'bastard' was never rea d 
that one, and it cost me 17 quid-about a sport, mostly football and basketball. On out. Scripture provided welcome theologi-
week of my public service pay. other days we worked in the hundred-acre cal sophistication . We got the rudiments of 

We turned up at Werribee late in the grounds or wandered in the further 900 form criticism along with some extrava-
afternoon. In the golden nostalgia-breeding acres surrounding them. The rule required gant Danielou typology. 'The scarlet cord 
sunset we lined up, clad awkwardly for the us to be out of doors in the afternoon. of Rahab is a symbol of the saving blood of 
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Christ ', said the Rector, Fr Jam es Mcinerney risk, and by conscious responsibili ty for for grown m en to behave. We were amused 
SJ, known as Moun tain Jim for his m ys tical what would normally be almost automatic. and annoyed at having our private libraries 
enthusiasm s. T ea and coffee improved beyond recogni- censored an d some items consign ed to a 

Ph ilosophy was taught through Latin tion when consum ed illicitly. One genius section of the library known as Hell. (I lost 
scholastic manuals . They were all cribs of invented the 'Calofactor', a device which The Communist Manifesto and an 
Aquinas, and since his Latin is not a w hit would boil a cup of water in seven seconds, anthology of Asian philosoph y.) Another 
harder than theirs, it was a case of preferring and he found a ready market for them. irritant was the discovery that Fragonard's 
the monkey to the organ-grinder. Their Boozing was unusual except on altar-wine 'The Swing', a romantic piece of frippery in 
main concessions to developments after bot tling days. It too was improved by the which a couple of gallants look at the ankles 
1274 were perfunctory statements of the headycom binationofillegalityandrespon- of a girl on a swing-had been 
views of the Adversarii. That said, doing sibility. Occasionally one would sneak out y excised from a book in the library. 
philosophy in that style is a demanding at night, perhaps to hitch-hike to Geelong 
intellectual exercise; it has some benefits, for a hamburger. Then the soutane's black- ET WE WERE NOT, PERHAPS, as critical as 
and I suppose we gained them. ness provided welcome camouflage. The we should have been. We little criticised 

There was a division of opinion on how soutane had other advantages. I found it our monastic regime even though, as priests, 
closely one needed to follow the rule. possible to mooch piously around the grounds we would not live anything like a monastic 
Rigorists were called 'Lifers' and said to be with a gun or fishing rod concealed under life. This was, no doubt a result of a residual 
'on the life'. The theoretical basis of their mine, en route to a little sporting recreation, readiness to accept the wisdom of the 
position was that the Rule was God's will without advertising what I was up to. Church-if it was wisdom. If you want 
for us; 'keep the rule and it will keep you', We were not, generally, utterly uncrit- pastors, is the way to produce them separa-
they said. There was also a chance of being ical, 'lifers' or not. Told of a long dead tion from the community they are to serve? 
kicked out if caught in flagrant violation. spiritual director in a Jesuit community I think we had an answer on that point: 
Most of us, however, were latitudinarians whose asceticism included drinking the we believed that we were not altogether 
to some degree, warning sagely of the danger swill from others' coffee cups, we concluded lacking in relevant experience. Many of us 
of an attack of 'the screws'-scrupulosity, that the silly old coot should have been had worked after leaving school, and it was 
acknowledged by all to be a spiritual and locked up. Few of us cared much for the routine to work for something like seven 
psychological peril and likely to lead to an appurtenances of the priestly life: weeks of the ten-week summer vacation. 
'N.B.', or nervous breakdown-an inexact enthusiasts for the liturgy were tolerantly Over four summers I was a mail sorter, 
term for a range of painful phenomena. referred to as ' litterbugs'. When some public hospital clerk, storeman-driver, and 

Latitudinarianism had its benefits. Vatican time-wasters ordered that the wine psychiatric nursing aide. 
Those who allowed themselves an and water cruets at Mass were to be kissed But the priest is more than a pastor. The 
occasional smoke found that no cigarette by the altar server we did what we were conceptionofpriesthoodthatwentunchal-
ever tasted better than one improved by told, but most of us knew that it was no way lenged then involved a number of other 

The class of 1960 (top left): Archbishop Pell, top row, second from the left; Brian Scarlett fifth from the left . 
Below: Not in the Rule-cooling off in the horse trough. From left: Jerry Byrne, now an engineer, George Pel!, Bernard Mahoney, 

now Parish Priest of Bairnsdale. Photographs courtesy Brian Scarlett. 
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features. The priest was indispensable for 
the sacramental life of the Church and for 
its orderly government; that government 
had to be centralised and hierarchical; 
priests had to be celibate males. There was, 
therefore, a requirement for a highly disci
plined officer corps who were doctrinally 
and politically reliable. To produce that 
result, monastic discipline might well be the 
best method. While all those desiderata are 
today under discussion, our starting point 
was to take them for granted. If we took a long 
time to deepen our understanding of what we 
were about, this is hardly surprising. 

There was, as well, a certain appeal in 
the very masculinity of the life. 

I recall, after resolving a crisis with the 
decision to stay, that this seemed to enhance 
my enjoyment of a newly acquired 1951 
BSA motor bike. The bike was peripheral to 
my conception of a life a deux, but it was 
just the shot for a seminarian. Much the 
same consideration was at the back of my 
mind years earlier in my adolescent musings 
about what to do with life. A non-androgy
nous occupation seemed to be called for. By 
the age of 22 I had grown out of requiring 
such a thing in my life's work but was 
certainly not past enjoying it if I could. 

The barrack-room attitude found 
expression in many forms, some of th em 
hysterical, but most harmless. Beds were 
short-sheeted, odd objects such as rabbit 
traps and-once-a dead snake inserted in 

them . Some memorable distributions of 
explosive touch-powder were affected. Tops 
of salt cell ars were loosened and replaced 
carefully in the hope that a load of salt 
would be deposited in to the victim's soup
while he was enjoined to silence. Each day 
a student had to run through the corridors 
ringing a bell to wake us up. Those whose 
birthdays fell during their tour of duty wi th 
the bell could expect to have a bucket of 
water thrown over them in mid-gallop. Since 
the bell ringing occurred during the Magnum 
Silentium the attack had to be performed 
and suffered in silence. 

Homosexuality was little known to us. 
Most of us would not have thought of 
imputing a homosexual orientation to a 
fellow student. We obeyed the Threshold 
Rule, which forbade going into another 
man's room when he was in it. But we 
regarded the necessity of such a rule as a 
con tin en tal aberration, probably needed for 
the victims of ludicrou s Minor Seminaries 
taking children from their mothers ' knees, 
but certainly not for us . 

We had no doubt that celibacy was pos
sible and, for some, desirable . The more 
interesting question for most of us was 
whether we fitted into that latter category. 
The Diaconate, involving a formal com
mitment to celibacy, was sometimes called 
the 'de-knackerate'. We laughed in chapel 
during the community reading of the Prayer 
of the Six Sundays in honour of St Aloysius 

Gonzaga: 'May we who have not followed 
you in purity ..... . ' The prayers were not 
repeated in the following year. Part of the 
fo lk-lore of the place was that if a priest 
went wrong it was almost always Punch or 
Judy, but it was not the dangers of punch 
that were stressed. Going on vacation we 
were adjured to manage our relations wi th 
young women by the rule: Noli tangere!
don' t touch. Fair enough for celibates in the 
making, that rule was not always easy to 
obey. Many Catholic girls-all stunningly 
attractive of course-regarded us as safe 
male companions, capable of affectionate 
relationships without complications. That 
took some learning for an 18-year-old. 

Monks, but not monks, clerics but also 
sometimes clerks, barmen and truck drivers, 
we went along with what was required by 
the authorities as we tried to work out our 
own vocations. Each of us made his own 
decision on celibacy; as to the priesthood, 
we exemplified the debate and confusion 
that still occupies the Church. We went to 
prepare for th e Temple Priesthood; we 
learned of the priesthood of all believers. I 
doubt that any of us in those days was 
vividly aware that Baptism is a more impor
tant sacrament than Ordination. Most of us 
in the end, priest or layman, came to realise 
the profundity of that truth . • 

Brian Scarlett is an associate professor of 
Philosophy, University of Melbourne. 
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Don't lzeep a good woman down 
W Bnn F""'ANWROTI The Femi
nine Mystique in 1963 she argued, quite 
simply, that women were people-no more, 
and no less-and that all the obstacles 
society put in their way, preventing them 
from being accepted as such, would have to 
change. 

Feminism has since become far more 
complex, and virtually balkanised. There 
are a thousand varieties of women's voices, 
all angry and impatient for change. The 
issues are the same: is woman's destiny 
shaped and contained by her anatomy? Are 
women specially responsible for children? 
Should mothers work (the fact that they 
nearly all have to, is overlooked)? Who 
should control their reproductive deci
sions? Is the immense problem of violence 
to women also shaped by biology, or by 
culture and tradition? They are still unre
solved. What do women want? Does equal
ity require being the same as, or separate 
destinies from, men? Are women's rights a 
moral choice? Should a fair society allow, 
in the name of multiculturalism or 
religious freedom, values and practices that 
consign women to a secondary and limited 
role, to fewer or no choices and voices than 
men? 

I certainly wondered about that when, 
on 10 December, the Age ran a story about 
a new Islamic school at Hoppers' Crossing, 
in outer Melbourne. There, though boys 
and girls are taught in the same classes, the 
traditionally clad girls sit at the back, the 
boys at the front. The headmaster was 
quoted as saying that, though women and 
men were of course equal, and women might 
aspire to any achievement, women doctors, 
for example, should work with and treat 
onlywomen-andindeed, Victorian women 
doctors chose to establish a Women's 
Hospital last century. They must also wear 
traditional dress, which could be limiting 
for 'it might be difficult,' he said, 'to wear 
the hi jab under the bonnet of a car'. Shades 
of the Taliban, I thought, sending female 
pupils home from Afghanistan's colleges and 
universities and women workers back to their 
homes-where some undoubtedly starved
in the name of God and their proper role. 

What is the sense, in an industrialised 
ociety which has provided free, inclusive 

and secular education as an ideal, of 
encouraging exclusive, segregated, 
religious-not just Muslim-schools that 
teach women to defer and withdraw? 
Where-and how-does a fair, pluralist 

society draw the line between women's 
rights, and religion? (Why do all major 
religions practise women's domination?) 

The self-consciously autonomous 
women who call them elves 'power 
feminists'-the Paglias, Wolfs and 
Roiphes-who deride as 'victim feminists' 
those who demand privileges for women, or 
consideration for women's biological 
functions at work, or protection from male 
violence through laws and progress through 
affirmative action-have never had to sit, 
like the Muslim girls, in the back row of the 
computer class nor have they been taught 
to defer to men. 

Is it really, as Senator Newman said as 
she dismantled the women's funding 
programs in her Office of the Status of 
Women, time women moved out of the 

sand-pit? Have male-run institu-

F 
tions so changed that it is safe? 

EMINISTS' DEMANDS-ALL KINDS-are all 
founded on a collective sense, built on 
generations of grievance, that women 
should mistrust men's institutions. For all 
the gains feminism has brought women, a 
vast pool of resentment remains, and will, 
as long as women are seen to be 'different' 
from 'workers' because women are-or can 
be-mothers and because they still, 
actually, perform the major responsibili
ties of children's care (Low-status work
we would not consign so many children to 
poverty if their well-beingwere as precious 
as the politicians preach). We can hardly 
blame talented women for wanting the 
rewards enjoyed by men in business, the 
professions and academia who perceive that 
motherhood is an obstacle to full 
personhood. 

This sense, that the grievances of women 
still require redress, is one of the most 
profound obstacles to collaboration between 
women and men, and to an inclusive, diverse 
and dynamic society. Institutions spend so 
much energy in ignoring women's experi
ence when making policy, men and women 
on manoeuvering for the upper hand, that 
there is precious little for the voluntary, 
daily interchanges, the give and take, on 
which trust and goodwill and social capital 
grows. A myriad of different melodies 
instead of-as Robert Putnam sort-of put 
it-a choral society does not build a hanno-
nious community. 

Feminism, like any philosophy that 
strikes root and grows, develops and changes 

in the struggle for survival: one variety fails 
and another will take its place. It's a jungle 
out there, and as I write this in my study I 
am looking at one. Through the window is 
my garden, a very tiny oasis, full of birds 
attracted to a little stone bath of murky 
water and stale bread. A few feet away, six 
lanes of traffic roar and pour filth into a 
canopy of pungas-huge, prehistoric-look
ing tree ferns-tough and primitive plants 
that somehow survive the insults of modern 
living best. This garden has a guardian: a 
stone carving of a podgy, elephant-headed 
Hindu god: Ganesha. 

I bought him for ten dollars 13 years ago 
from a Balinese carver, knowing nothing 
about the god, but loving the delicate carv
ing. I realised only recently how well I had 
chosen when an Indian visitor told me his 
story. Ganesha's mother, the goddess 
Parvati, was wife to the Lord Shiv a. Parvati 
made herself a baby out of the mud, when 
her husband had left her alone for a long 
time. One day she set him outside her door 
while she bathed, and instructed him to let 
no-one enter. But Shiva returned, 
unheralded, and when he found a strange 
boy outside his wife's door who wouldn't 
let him in he became infuriated, and struck 
off the child's head. Parvati heard the 
shrieks, rushed to the scene and, weeping, 
told Shiva that he had murdered his own 
son. Grief-stricken, Shiv a sought about for 
some way to make his son live again-and 
found a passing elephant, chopped off its 
head and stuck it onto his son's shoulders. 

Ganesha is revered as the representa
tion of the whole of creation, yet loved for 
the principal quality attributed to him, that 
of helping to overcome all obstacles. He is 
powerful as an elephant-he can tear down 
and trample the jungle or structures that 
stand in his way-or, if he chooses, he can 
be as subtle as a mouse, slipping secretly 
through the slightest of gaps. Ganesha
the wounded god, the not-whole person, 
the link between creator and creature-has 
a solution for every problem. 

What better guardian for a feminist, 
animal-loving advocate of children's rights 
and runner-at-closed-doors? My friend, a 
practising Hindu, advised me to pray to 
him daily. Perhaps I'll have more luck with 
him than St Jude. • 

Moira Rayner is a lawyer and freelance 
journalist. Her e-mail address is 
100252.324 7@compuserve.com 
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THE N ATION: 2 

:ur of blood 
1920-1996 

No adequate assessment of the Aboriginal predicament can be made 
so long as the historical dimension is lacking .... 

0 -C.D. Rowley, 1972. 

N A LATE WINTER'S DAY OF PASSING SHOWERS I Stood on the granddaughter. One side of the square, obelisk-topped 
East Perth hill and contemplated the view to the north. With gravestone is dedicated to the Sholls' eldest son, Trevarton. 
much of the surrounding area being redeveloped, an extensive Trevy, as his father called him, was lost at sea in March 1867, 
tract around what was once Claise Brook, a freshwater stream together with 41 others aboard the 116-ton schooner Emma. 
named by Captain James Stirling during his first ( 1827) visit to The epitaph gives Trevarton' s age as 22, but in fact this 
Swan River, had been stripped back to the bare contours for the Australian-born boy who read Byron was still only 21 when he 
first time in a century and a half. Half closed eyes, a little died. 
imagination and the sound of wind in the old pines could yield The view from the Search Room of Western Australia 's 
a semblance of the rural ambience experienced by those who Public Records Office is another I have had time to consider. 
stood on the hill a 100 or more years ago. From the long, narrow mezzanine floor up there under the roof 

Most of them would have been attending funerals; for, until of Perth's Alexander Library Building you look across the roofs 
the 1890s, the high land overlooking Claise Brook was Perth's of the art gallery and the railway station straight into the north 
burial ground . Marked out by John Septimus Roe in late face of a straggling wall of city buildings. Kings Park and the 
December 1829, East Perth cemetery, a broad meadow of lush Swan River are nowhere in sight. Nevertheless, in winter you 
grass garlanded by bright yellow soursop and blue-mauve can watch the squall lines drawing curtains of rain around those 
freesias, contains many of the Colony's founders , including tinted-glass towers; in summer, looking back over East Perth, 
Surveyor-General Roe. the heat shimmers over the coastal plain all the way out to the 

I went there to examine the inscription on the grave of the dark blue line of the Darling escarpment. 
first Government Resident Magistrate for North-west Australia: Sometimes a dozen or so big, shiny crows ga ther in the 
Robert John Sholl, who died in June 1886, a month shy of his afternoon shade outside the window to preen themselves and 
67th birthday. strut the parapet, their brazen white eyes sizing up 

A righteous m an whose faith was never shaken by u the people inside. 
experiences that might have shifted Job, it could only have been 
R.J. Sholl who chose for his gravestone a line from Psalm 128: N UK E THE cRows ouTSIDE, many of the people behind the 
Blessed are they that fear the Lord and walk in His ways. glass are rather reticent about their interests and activities. Most 

Sholl's grave also contains the remains of his wife, Mary of what they discover at their separate, private tables is unlikely 
Ann, as well as one of their seven sons and a five-year-old to find its way into the history books. 
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Since the Mabo decision the various parties to land claims 
have become very, very interested in establishing the wherea
bouts and affiliations of people who, until quite recently, were 
not even recogn ised as citizens of this ' lucky' country. 
Considerable sums of money are routinely expended to conduct 
archival searches to fix whose great-grandparents were where 
when . These investigations are not always [indeed, not often) 
carried out by historians, who, not having developed a culture 
of secret research, have seen their discipline's territory steadily 
colonised over the past couple of decades. In Australia today 
research into frontier and contact history is as likely to be done 
by someone with a background in either anthropology or law 
as by someone with a degree in history. 

The problem with much of the research now being done is 
that not only is it often piecemeal, but even the best of it is 
unlikely to be published . Scraps of information gleaned from 

I READ TREVARTON SHOLL's JOURNAL at my particular table in 
the Search Room. I came to him after reading his father 's 1865 
journal, of which I am preparing an annotated edition for 
publication. 

These days researchers are increasingly referred to 
transcriptions or microfilms rather than original documents, 
the preservation of which requires historians to forego, unless 
absolutely necessary, their pleasure in handling them. 

Because my work would produce a new transcription I was 
permitted to examine the frail foolscap sheets upon which 
Trevarton Sholl wrote the story of the last two years of his life. 
Sometimes the original reveals something that even a good copy 
obscures: a different shade of ink, for example, often indicates 
where Sholl [or perhaps his father or a brother) returned to 
correct or annotate his work. 

Brown 
Photographs of Robert fohn Sholl and Alexander McRae are reproduced by kind permission of the Battye Library. Photograph of Maitland Brown is 

reproduced by kind permission of the l~oyal Wes t Australian Historical Society. 

the journals and letters of settlers, from the records of pastoral 
companies and Church missions, or from police Occurrence 
Books and other government records, can sometimes acquire 
immense commercial value. 

Sometimes that value depends upon those scraps remain
ing secret, 'lost'. 

In the case of Western Au tralia, there is, too, perhaps a 
little more immediacy about those questions of whose grand
parents were where, when. Apart from great-grandpa 's possible 
involvement in the occasional murder, there is the awkward 
matter of the way Aboriginal women were so indiscreet as to 
give their children the father's name. The skeletons in some 
family closets are still alive. And talking! 

Of course, the great thing about handling old, handwritten 
documents is the sense of the writer's proximity: the paper you 
hold is the very paper h e or she h eld. In deciphering an 
individual's script you start to pick up on when they were 
excited or tired, you learn to discern their hidden worries and 
hopes and a subtle intimacy develops. You come to 'know' that 
writer in an indefinable but very definite way. I have never seen 
a portrait of Trevarton Sholl-as far as I know none survive
but if I could find the 'lost' photographs taken at Camden 
Harbour at the end of May 1865 I believe I would recognise 
him immediately. He had shaved his head a few weeks before 
and at the beginning of August he recorded his weight as 9 stone 
lllbs (62 kg): a lean, fit youth, described by his father as 'tall'. 
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In early 1865 young Trevarton had embarked on an 
adventure that must have made him the envy of every other 
young man in the Colony. With a £130 per annum portfolio of 
official positions-clerk , Postmaster and Customs official-he 
accompanied his father to establish the West Australian 
Government's presence at the recently formed Camden Harbour 
Settlement, on the Kimberley coast 250 km north of the present 
town of Derby. 

As Government Resident, Robert John Sholl (£400 a year: 
his labourers go t £24 and rations) held a position comparable 
to William Lonsdale's when, a generation earlier, that officer 
had been sent by Governor Bourke to es tablish government at 
Port Phillip. But Camden Harbour was as spectacular a failure 
as Port Phillip had been a success, an especially bitter pill for 
those sons of Victoria's Western District who joined the Camden 
Harbour Association dreaming of emulating the exploits of their 
fathers' generation. 

In no way responsible for the disaster, Robert Sholl used 
his administrative ski lls and determination to sa lvage some
thing of the venture when, in November 1865, he relocated 
the government post to Nickol Bay, 1000 km back down the 
coast towards Perth. That fall-back settlement flourish ed and 
served as the North-west's administrative centre for a cen
tury: Roebourne, named in honor of the venerable Surveyor
General. 

On its long voyage south the 180-ton brig Kestrel, over
crowded with bedraggled Camden Harbour refugees, was forced 
to put in for water at Roebuck Bay, near what would, in the 
1880s, become the pearling port of Broome and, in the 1980s, 
one of Australia's prime tourist destinations. During the five 
day stop-over Trevarton Sholl remained ashore, staying with 
Alexander McRae, a 23-year-old Victorian pastoralist who had 

cut his losses at Camden Harbour and withdrawn to 
Roebuck Bay the previous August. 

H IGHLY REGARDED BY THE SHOLLS, father and son, McRae had 
accompanied each on their separate explorations of the country 
behind Camden Harbour. He and Trevarton jointly 'discovered' 
and named Walcott Inlet , as well as several other major 
geographical features of the West Kimberley. 

Alexander McRae, like Trevarton Sholl, was a Colonial boy, 
born and raised in the Western District of Victoria. 

Although it is always true that individual texts only attain 
their full historical significance in context, I think we can still 
allow that, occasionally, a document emerges that not only 
vividly depicts a particular moment, it also accurately registers 
the tenor and direction of our history 's deeper tides. 

I believe the extracts from Trevarton Sholl's journal repro
duced below are such a document . Had he lived he would have 
developed caution with regard to how much could be said 
publicly. But he hadn't quite learned that discretion when he 
died, and his fami ly held on to everything that was his. One 
hundred and thirty years on it offers a unique insider's view of 
the Australian frontier. 

This is not an account of a major massacre. It is, rather, a 
matter-of-fact record of the pursuit and murder of three men, 
of the pursuit and harassment of two women. I believe that it 
was through countless unrecorded, forgotten ' minor' incidents 
such as these that native title really was 'extinguished'. 
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Monday, 13 November 1865 

Tacking towards Cape Villaret against a light wind during the night. 
Wind still ahead (11 am) Cape Villaret distant about 10 miles. Cast 
anchor about 3 miles off Cape Villa ret at 2 pm in 7 fathoms water. I 
had the dingy lowered at once and with two hands started for the shore 
a very heavy sea and breakers on the shore at the time. Arrived on 
shore all safe only shipping one or two seas. The ships boat with father, 
Cowie, the Doctor, Skipper and crew arrived about half an hour after 
us and were wet through in beaching the boat, I was the only one ashore 
dry, tho' I did land in the dingy contrary to the advice of all, who made 
sure we would be upset. 

On the beach I met Mr Logue and McRae, and from them gleaned 
the following information:- They had been exploring, their party 
numbering five: Logue, McRae, Vincent, Toovey and a Native. They 
were gone a distance of about 80 miles and to within 20 miles of the 
Fitzroy. The farther they went the better the country seemed-at their 
farth est there was first rate grazing country. They were obliged to return 
in consequence of finding no water. JiVhen camped at a place called 
'Bartee's Spring', the native who was on watch about 2 o'clock in the 
morning, saw a number of natives crawling towards them distant about 
30 yards, they were immediately fired upon. Upon going to the spot 
after the natives had retreated, newly cut clubs etc. were found. 

The bore that was once th e Aboriginal well was 
appropriated by the whites and named Barlee's Spring, in hon
our of the Colonial Secretary, Frederick Palgrave Barlee. It is 
located 2 km south of the Great Northern Highway, down a 
dirt track about 5 km eas t of the Broome turn-off. Sir Fred would 
no doubt turn in his well-marked grave to know that the name 
was corrupted to Barley's Spring. 

13 November 1865 [Continued] 

As soon as it was light the natives were tracked up, but before the party 
reached them they had separated and gone in different directions, three 
however were found and killed. One of them had nine balls in him 
before he died. One of the balls penetrated his back and came out through 
his stomach, and he made the four white men retreat from him, whilst 
chasing them with his inside hanging out, as they did not wish their 
horses to be speared. Finally Toovey dismounted and the native rushed 
towards him to within 20 yards and threw his spear, which Toovey 
guarded with his gun. The native then ran to pick up another spear 
which he laid down whilst throwing the first but when he was stooping 
to pick it up, he fell down dead. Another was running away and a 
charge of shot was fired at his hind quarter, he seeing the direction the 
gun was pointed ran sideways and held his shield behind him thinking 
to stop the shot and he received part of the charge on the above men
tioned spot and part on the shield. He then turned to throw his spear 
but whilst in the act Mr McRae fired, cut the spear in two and the ball 
entering under his ear finished him. 

This was supposed to be the same party of Natives who killed Messrs 
Panter, Harding and Goldwyer on this dav last year. And had no watch 
been kept the chances are Messrs Logue, McRae and party would have 
shared the same fate ... 

The fate of Panter, Harding and Goldwyer, and something 
of their significance, may best be imparted by quoting from the 
inscription on their collective grave in the East Perth cemetery, 
where they were buried in May 1865 with the biggest funeral 
until then seen in the Colony. (To page 24.) 



), 

Government Camp, Camden Harbour, 3 1 May, 1865. 

The ph otograph above and on this month's cover was located and identified in N ovember 1996 by H.A. Willis during his 
researches into Camden Harbour. It is reproduced by kind permission of the Battye Library. 

It is published here in Eureka Street for the first time as a picture of Camden Harbour. 

Robert John Sholl to Frederick P Barlee, Colonial Secretary, 17 July 1865. 
I mentioned in my official letter of zt june that Mr Hamilton, a passenger per (tporlorn 

Hope" had taken some photographs of the camp, but that !feared to send them by that convey
ance. I now forward two ... In the view of the camp the first tent on the left is that of a settler 
named Clarke who came in the (Jeanie Oswald"; the wooden building next to it is the Carpen
ter's Shop, next to that some little cooking sheds of the Pensioners, then the Pensioners' tent 
married men, then the Pensioners' tent single men, in front of which is a wooden building put 
up by a settler named Wilson who left in the 'Jeanie Oswald". The place is now occupied by 
Sergt. Aherne. To the right & rear of the wooden house, is a part of a circular tent formerly 
occupied by Mr Chamberlain and now used by the Storekeeper's labourer and my servant. The 
next tent was originally used for housing Commissariat Stores; at present it is a spare tent. 
Behind this is the tool house made of quartering laid lengthwise with a temporary roof covered 
with tarpaulin. The tent behind the soldiers is my own. Next to it is the wooden storehouse, then 
Mr Cowle's, and, lastly, Gee's tent. The spire rising over the trees is in reality the flagstaff in 
front of my tent, with the flag drooping, the day having been calm. The landing place is where 
the mark in pencil is placed, to the right of the big rock, and round towards the base of the Spar 
lying up & down the bank. From thence the path winds up the bank a little to the right of the 
Spar. At high water all the rocks are covered as far as the Spar. The sentry box is to the right of 
the soldiers and the small magazine to their left. (CSO ACC36 Volume 552) 
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IN MEMORY OF 

FREDERIC K KENN EDY PANT ER, Aged 28, 
JAM ES RIC HARD HARDIN G, Aged 25, 

WILLI AM HEN RY GO LDWYER, Aged 34, 

Who together departed this life on N.W. Coast of Australia. In 
the vicinity of ROEB UC K BAY, N OVEMB ER 13 th 1864, they were 
murdered, apparently whilst asleep in the night, by ABORIG IN AL 

NATIVES with whom, as there is every reason to suppose, THEY 

BELIEVED T HAT TH EY WERE ON FRIENDLY T ERM S. 

The Colonial Government, ). S. HAMPTON being the GOV ERNOR, 

took upon itself th e task of recovering their remains, interring 
them in this place, and erecting this monument, MNTLA N D BROWN 

was the leader of the little band of brave men who, risking their 
own lives, found and brought back for Christian Burial the Bodies 
of their deceased friends. 

It is doubtful the three were killed in their sleep. Goldwyer, 
who seems to have been on guard, fired at least four shots and 
probably inflicted casualties. There is also evidence that, far from 
being 'on friendly terms', the whites and their horses had been 
helping themselves to scarce water supplies and that when the 
local people attempted to reprimand the visitors a shot was fired. 

But of course what really happened was never going to be 
the point at a time of public outrage. Exploring the Kimberley, 
Trevarton Sholl and McRae named a stretch of good pastoral 
land in honour of Panter and a mountain range for Harding. 
Ladies wrote poems to the newspapers and Maitland Brown, 
'leader of the little band of brave men', published a popular 
account of his exploits. Brown's party had their own clash with 
'70 athletic savages', the casualties of which he put at six killed 
outright and another dozen mortally wounded. In a separate 
incident two prisoners were shot 'escaping'. Brown reported that 
one of the dying men confessed that he and his companion (who 
had unfortunately died before he, too, could ease his conscience) 
had taken part in the murders of Panter, Harding and Goldwyer. 

It would seem that the episode described to Trevarton Sholl 
by Alexander McRae on 13 November 1865 was at least the 
third occasion when the killers of the three whites had been 
'dealt with' . One member of Brown's 'little band', the police
man Robert Toovey, was still dispensing retribution a year after 
the killings of the three whites . Fate dealt with him by giving 
him a berth on the Emma 's final voyage. 

Joseph Logue, Justice of the Peace at Roebuck Bay, had also 
been involved in Maitland Brown's original retaliatory 

A 
raid, providing him with the necessary logistic support. 

FEW ITEMS FROM ALEXANDER McRAE'S subsequent history 
may help to put his participation in the Barlee Spring killings 
in perspective. 

In the winter of 1866, when he moved south to take up 
land in the Hamersley Ranges, McRae and young Sholl once 
more went exploring together, down the coast from Nickol Bay 
to the Ashburton River and Exmouth Gulf. Trevarton celebrated 
his 21st birthday on that 1600 km round trip. On his return he 
noted in his diary: 

Saw any amount of niggers, obliged to pepper one lot, others 
friendly. 

'Peppering' meant firing a shotgun into a group of people. 
The laconic, passing reference-so typical of the record of 
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frontier violence-gives no hint of casualties. 
In February 1868, almost a year after Trevarton's death, 

Robert John Sholl placed Alexander McRae in charge of the party 
of settlers sent to avenge the spearings of a white policeman, 
an Aboriginal tracker and two white pearlers, murdered at a 
place very near where the town of Karratha would be built a 
century later. The 'retribution' wrought by McRae and his 
associates has become known as the Flying Foam Massacre: 
officially, only half a dozen or so were killed, but other sources 
estimated the death toll at between 40 and 60. Writing to his 
sister back in Victoria, McRae cryptically told her that his posse 
had given the blacks 'fitz'- a word I cannot find in any diction
ary, but in the context of McRae's letter it acquires menace. 

McRae went on to become a member of the Legislative 
Council (as did two of Trevarton's brothers) and it is likely his 
influence in the Colonial Government would have escalated 
had he not died, aged 45, in February 1888. 

Tuesday, 14 November 1865 

Early this morning I went and had a look at the wells they have 
first rate water in them and sufficient to water the ship. There are four 
wells in all .... 

Mr McRae gave me a nice collection of shells principally cowries. 
Also native weapons and implements taken from the gentlemen who 
paid them the nocturnal visit whilst in the bush, they consist of spears, 
dowaks [fighting sticks], kileys [boomerangs], shield (the one the nigger 
tried to stop the charge of shot with), stone hatchet, string, chisels (made 
from iron hoop, and a large spike nail) and different other things. 

Some of the men went out shooting today and returned with a few 
rats and a small kangaroo, the largest kangaroo here is not larger 
than an ordinary brush [-tailed kangaroo] about Perth ... . 

Slept on shore again to-night. 

What may ultimately disturb most about this material is 
the very ordinariness of it. The young diarist was obviously 
excited by the events he records, yet the unquestioning manner 
in which he and his fellows had casually assumed proprietorship 
of the land and a right to dispose of its resources pervades their 
every thought and deed. 

Wednesday, 15 November 1865 

... . At 2 pm Mr Logue lent me a nag, revolver and carbine, and 
in company with young Vincent I went to have a look at the Race
course Plains, and their sheep Station which is distant/rom the Depot 
about 12 miles. After passing over about 4 miles of very sandy country 
we reached the Racecourse Plains upon the edge of which is Panters 
Spring (a native well) At this spring we saw two natives, we gave 
chase, they proved to be two native women carrying water from the 
well. One, an old hag, escaped in the thicket before we could catch 
her, dropping, and breaking her scoop with water, in her flight-the 
other, a young woman about 18 years of age, we overtook, and caught 
upon the edge of the thicket, she seemed very frightened and was 
jabbering the whole time, of course not a word of which we could 
understand. She made us a present of her necklace made with 
kangaroo 's teeth. This was the only article she had about her. We 
allowed her to depart in peace, after admiring her beauty-which 
was far from beautiful. 

. ... We passed several native wells on the way to the station-all 
well supplied with water. After staying a short time at the station we 



returned to Camp, where we arrived at dusk. On the way home we 
encountered a small shower. We went to several native camping places, 
but the niggers all disappeared before we arrived. They scoop out a 
hole in the sand and there sleep. The men were out again shooting 
today and shot about a dozen kangaroo. 

Had a rubber of whist and slept on shore tonight ... 

D 10 THE TWO YOUNG WHITE MEN RAPE the Aboriginal woman? 
It was certainly common enough for such an encounter to 

go that way. But in this instance, from what I know of Trevarton 
Sholl, I am inclined to give him and his companion the benefit 
of the doubt. Even so, the long, uncertain moment when the 
pair of armed horsemen were 'admiring her beauty' must have 
been extremely unpleasant for the naked girl. We allowed her to 
depart in peace, after ... : It gets nastier the more you think about 
it. Apart from the prospect of rape, she proba
bly knew of Vincent's involvement in there
cent murders. And, ye , there was a 'Vincent' 
who embarked on the Emma in March 1867. 

It will be argued that the events reported 
by young Sholl were not the normal method 
of dispossessing the Aborigines. I can only 
reply that an extensive and growing body of 
evidence supports the contention that the 
murdering of Aborigines was quite common 
last century. People who deny this just don't 
know what they're talking about. The histo
rian Henry Reynolds has estimated that more 
than 20 000 Aborigines were killed during the 
course of white settlement. 'Most', he writes, 
'were murdered-nothing more nor less'. An 
accurate figure can never be stated with 
certainty (too much happened in secret, as last 
century's informed observers testified), but 
that does not release us from the task of 
discovering each recorded murder and doing 
the grim sums. 

too, needs to be acknowledged. And understood. 
Many colonial historians denied the Aboriginal resistance, 

although there were plenty of primary sources to contradict 
that fa lsification. As late as 1967 Russel Ward, in a revised 
edition of his popular history, Australia, claimed that th e 
Aborigines were 'among the most primitive and peaceable 
peoples known in history' and that 'their reaction [to the whites] 
was so sporadic and ineffectual that men seldom had to go armed 
on the Australian frontier.' In fact, frontier violence left us the 
legacy of rural Australia being so heavily armed. 

Denying the Aboriginal resistance is a necessary premise 
to the denial of land rights. If no war occurred then no treaties 
are requiredi and treaties mean negotiations, terms. 
Compensation. 

It is also argued that late-20th century Australians, white 
or otherwise, are not responsible for the crimes of mid-19th 

century colonistsi the past, like Timor, is 
another country for which we have no moral 
responsibilities. In what way, it is asked, can 
anyone in Australia today ever bear any respon
sibility for murders that occurred near Broome 
in 1865? (Or on Coniston Station in 1928?) 

Conceding that we are not, individually, 
legally or even morally culpable for the murders 
accompanying the white occupation of Australia 
does not, however, absolve us (the beneficiaries 
of that occupation) from a collective 
responsibility towards those of our fellow 
citizens who are the losers by that occupation. 

Collective responsibility is, of course, a 
•t~~'MII• conceptual can of worms . It was often the very 

notion colonialists used to support wiping out 
an entire tribe rather than limiting the 'lesson' 
to only those individuals who had attacked them 
or their property. 

On the other hand, it clearly just does not 
wash to suggest that we have no national respon
sibility towards Aborigines, citizens of this 
country who were denied the vote untill967. 

When Federal and State Governments, 
Just how common and tolerated killings 

of Aborigines were in Western Australia last 
century may be gauged by the fact that at least 
two Governors were personally involved. On 
28 October 1834 James Stirling (later Sir James) 
led a party of settlers and soldiers to attack an 
Aboriginal encampment about 80 km south 
of Perthi this was the infamous 'Battle of 
Pinjarra', in which one white soldier and at 

_______ __ ....__ committed to 'extinguishing' native title in 
favour of pastoral leasehold, fail to discharge our 
collective debt to the 'possessors of the soil from 
which the wealth of the country has been 

ll;ii&;;;i;i..-.iliiii:::liiii..~..iJ principally derived' (Sir George Gipps, 1839), 
The grave of Robert fohn Sholl. then we must all consider how we can mitigate 

Photograph courtesy H.A. Willis. that shame. 

least 15 to 20 (but probably more) Aborigines died. The other 
killing Governor was Charles FitzGerald who, soon after he 
assumed office in 1848, went exploring north of present day 
Geraldton with Augustus Gregory. On the morning of 11 
December, in an encounter with the locals, FitzGerald perceived 
the need for a 'severe example' and shot a man dead. A few 
minutes later, in the ensuing skirmish, His Excellency was 
speared in the leg. 

It is important to note that in both these incidents the 
Aborigines, who did not have firearms or horses, managed to 
inflict some casualties. The persistence with which the 
Aborigines defended their land is still not appreciated. That, 

The imperative to do so, it seems to me, only increases as 
the Reconciliation movement of the 1980s and early '90s stalls, 
and as it becomes all too apparent that white Australia is 
determined not to outgrow its deeply and passionately held 
racism. 

We may not be able to change the past but we can, it is 
hoped, change our attitude towards it. There must be an honest 
acknowledgement of what happened when Europeans occupied 
the Australian continent. Without that, in what sense could 
we possibly continue to con ider ourselves a 'community'? • 

H.A. Willis is a freelance writer. 
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An Extremely Crucial 
Questions 

1. What do these four men have in common: Joseph Stalin, Thomas Keneally, John 
Faye, and Damien Parer? 

2. Name the Chief Executive who in 1996 resigned soon after his salary was increased 
to $2.9 million a year? 

3. What has England recently returned to Scotland? 

4. Two musicians vie for the title of '5th Beatle'-who are they? 

5. Which West Australian writer is shown as a supporter of the young David Helfgott in 
the film Shine? 

6. How did Britain mark the death of George Washington in 1799? 

7. Who organised the first commercial passenger airline service in the 
US? 

8. What is the westernmost point of the Commonwealth of Australia? 

9. Who was the former federal front bencher for the ALP who described 
the one-time Premier of NSW, Barry Unsworth, as 'a man who likes pull
ing wings off butterflies'? 

10. Name the actor pictured below and the film. 

11. Lyndon Johnson, George Bush and Bill Clinton are credited as the 
only American Presidents to have visited our shores. 
One other came to Australia before his Presidency. 
Who was he and why did he come here? 

12. What other event of world significance almost 
occurred immediately prior to Bill Clinton's visit last 
y~? ~ 

13. When did the Irish Free State become the Irish Republic? 

14. Who visited Australia in 1871 'chiefly in order to see my son 
among his sheep'? 

15. What is the full name of the Brisbane Cricket Ground known 
as 'The Gabba'? 

16. Why was John King the only explorer to survive the Burke and 
Wills expedition? 

17. To whom did Israel offer the post of President in 1952? 

18. Who said 'it is hard to say whether the doctors of Law or of 
Divinity have made the greater advances in the lucrative business 
of mystery'? 

19. What is physicist Reginald Aubrey Fessenden credited with? 

20. What is the longest single span bridge in the world? 

21. What is Madonna's full name? 

. 
~ . 



1. They are all ex-seminarians. 2. Peter Bartels. 3. The stone of Scone-on the understanding 
that it be returned for coronations. 4. Pete Best and Stuart Sutcliffe. The former filled in for 
Ringo when he was sick and the latter died in Hamburg before the band hit the big time. 5. 
Katharine Susannah Prichard. 6. The British Channel fleet fired a 20-gun salute in his honour. 
7. Cecil B. De Mille. 8. The McDonald Islands located about 4,100 km south-west of Freman
tle). 9. Bill Hayden. 10. Dustin Hoffman made up to look 121 years old in Little Big Man ( 1970). 
11. Herbert Hoover visited Kalgoorlie prior to World War I where he worked as a mining engi
neer. 12. A crippled Russian spacecraft threatened to crash in Western New South Wales before 
it passed over the continent and splashed down in the Pacific. 13. 1949. 14. Anthony Trollope. 
15. The Woolloongabba Oval. 16. He accepted help offered by local Aborigines. 17. Albert Ein
stein-he declined. 18. Samuel Goldwyn. 19. He was the first person to have his voice broad
cast by radio. 20. The Humber Bridge in England, which is 1,410 m long. 21. Madonna Louise 
Ciccone. 22. Singer Paul Kelly's (re. his song Behind the Bowler's Arm a B-side to his single 
Deeper Water). 23. Katatjuta. 24. Fifteen. 25. The Merchant of Venice; Timon of Athens; Two 
Gentlemen of Verona; The Merry Wives of Windsor. 26. 5: Labor in NSW, the Country Liberal 
Party in the Northern Territory, the Liberals in the ACT and SA, and a minority Liberal Gov
ernment in Tasmania. 27. 'Salute to AS:BA'. 28. Cool Jazz. 29. The Symbionese Liberation 
Army. 30. A swimming pool is named after the drowned Prime 
Minister. 31. Marcello Mastroianni. 
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A T HRH YOU nHN' TH>Y JU>T WANT to P"cti'e thcit Engli,h. 'Whecc ate you ftom', '"Y the 
young men, who often come in pairs. 'England ... Deutsch ... Australia'' You own up, and are then 
asked, 'Sydney or Melbourne? ' Nearly always they claim that a relative lives there . But after a few 
minutes, it becomes plain that there is an invisible carpet shop attached. They are doing all they 
can to get you into it. Sometimes you succumb. 

Still other carpet salesmen urge you into their shop, convinced that they can make you buy. 
Out come the carpets, an assistant unrolling one after another with a flourish. They pile up; the 
apple tea is produced. You say you do not want to buy, but the shop-owner carries on as if he does 
not believe you. He will bring out photographs or produce a book, artfully concealing the vulgarity 
of commerce beneath a veil of shared connoisseurship. You protes t that you cannot afford a carpet, 
but your claim to be a poor man draws a fine contempt. You are asked to forget price, and choose 
which three you like the best. You explain that you are only at the beginning of a long trip, that 
you are about to renovate your house but haven' t decided on details ... all of which is met with 
skepticism before the man tries a different kind of carpet, opening up another front elsewhere on 
the floor, or else dramatically drops the price. Or both. 

Bargaining is as much a way of two men getting each other's measure as it is about getting 
better value. Ingenuity in response is usually smiled at, often appreciated . It 's the Turkish equivalent 
of the businessman's game of golf, only much more enjoyable. Even when there is no sale, the 
shopkeeper will often insist that you and h e are friends, and want to shake hands as you part . 

••• 
The mosques. So many of them, even so many designed by the one 16th-century figure, 

Sinan. From a distance, many look like a cross between a huge grey cowpat and a bejewelled 
casket. Inside-following the Byzantine example-there are huge spaces, with an odd sense of 
emptiness, as though the desert origins of Islam result in putting the emphasis on enclosure, as 
in a vast tent. For there is a strange lack of focus in a mosque, nothing processional as in a 
Christian church; the major reference point is of course external, being Mecca . In some poorer 
ones the m ost striking feature, apart from the walls, is a medley of Turkish carpets donated by 
the faithful. There is then a stern austerity about their interiors, in Istanbul often offset by 
points of intensity provided by brilliant ceramics or luminescent coloured glass. But since there 
are no images of any living creature, even this high art is constrained, the decorativeness reduced 
in the end to being an elaboration of the mosque's sober purpose. The low lamps on which you 
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could almost bump your head are in fact an injunction : ge t down on your knees and pray . 
Outside stand the minarets, four on the bigger m osques, looking like a set of intercontinental 

ballistic missiles. A huge energy is frozen in their buttresses, but even here, despite the power and 
their sense of readiness, there is a touch of delicacy in the lace-like balconies, the same m odification 
of austerity. Above them again are now invariably placed the loudspeakers which have replaced 
the traditional muezzin. Five times a day-the first at dawn, at an unwelcom e quarter to six-the 
call to prayer sounds out, to be echoed by variants from all the other mosques in a fes tival of godly 
ca terwauling. 

• •• 
Up the steps to the Blue Mosque. A knot of m en stand loosely around near the entrance, 

waiting for people like us to happen along. A suited middle-aged man, speaking a good British 
English, comes forward and offers to be our guide for 20, 000 Turkish lira. It sounds good value, but 
dazzled by all those noughts, we haven't worked out that it 's about thirty cents. He does a reason
able job, and unlike other guides does not have a patter; there are though one or two blank patches, 
things unexplicated. The visit complete, I pull out a note from my wallet. 'Actually', he says, 'I 
don' t really do this for money ... I sell carpets. Would you come to see my shop?' We look at each 
other in amazem ent. Conceding full marks for ingenuity, we go along. 

Inside the carpet shop, tucked away in a square beside the mosque that is otherwise not grea t
ly frequented, an assistant begins briskly to unroll a few before us when the owner produces his 
card. The nam e of the busine s is familiar; so, for that matter, is his face. It transpires that we had 
been in his brother's shop a few days before. On hearing that we had not bought anything there, the 
man gives the game away. Sibling capitulation. If his brother couldn' t make a killing, he obviously 
thinks, then he doesn ' t stand a chance. He is probably right . His whole approach has been more 
refined, even to refusing to take any money as we part, graciously shaking hands . 

••• 
In the prime position in the whole city, on a point overlooking the confluence of the Golden 

Horn and the Bosphorus, with the Sea of Marmara only a stone's throw behind, stands Topkapi 
Palace. Most of its buildings are not particularly large, and certainly not high; many seem like 
pavilions in a park, the distinctly up-market chief camp of a nom adic people come to town . Here 
again there is an infinity of intricacy, with inlay work on rifles so detailed and so m easured 

SE f{ OF 

M!fR..I'111R..R 

f. 
BL-iCK. 

SEA 

MR0/111/EL/..ES 
G/ILL tPOL/ 

(sometimes echoing the keys of a piano) that it almost seem s to have been clamped on by autocracy. 
It is a celebration of the majesty of arms, the basis of power. 

As the Ottomans westernised themselves-one sultan employing Donizetti 's brother to write 
marches for his military band- more and more artefacts were produced in what was thought to be 
the wes tern style. Som e of the porcelain on show is an absolute horror: when Victorianism m eets 
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a self-conscious orientalism the result is not happy. Occasionally, though, a detailed, embroidered 
design combines well with strong unusual colours to produce a pleasing result. Also on display are 
a number of thrones. One is so broad that it is more of a couch or divan (Turkish word). A low, wide 
band runs around the circumference, so that for all its jewelled magnificence it could almost pass 
for a glorified billiard table. 

In English we associate the very word 'Byzantine' with complexity and perhaps intrigue, so 
the Ottomans got off to a flying start . Once they had conquered Constanti
nople, the new rulers displayed a paranoia that became endemic, and with 
good reason: untill607, the first son to reach the Treasury on the death of 
his father became the new potentate, and then cheerily set about slaugh
tering all his brothers. Surveillance and precaution became the corollaries 
to such fortuitous Ottoman absolutism. 

The palace stocked up on special plates, imported from China, which 
would change colour if poisoned food was placed upon them. The Sultan 
even spied on his own council, from an exalted window which made it 
impossible for them to tell whether he was there or not. But he too was 
fearful of being watched, or overheard: in the harem, a fountain provided 
white noise for when he was in company. Functioning as the sultan's liv
ing quarters, the harem was where he received foreign ambassadors. But so 
exalted a personage was he that even when receiving Turks, exchanges 
were always m ediated by two 'interpreters ' 

••• 
Our guide is a stout, middle-aged gentleman with a rollicking gait and 

a masterful style, who nevertheless tells us that though he knows seven 
languages, he cannot read the old Ottoman inscriptions. The flowing Arabic 

script is a mystery to him. No-one can read it now, he says. 
We som etimes forget that Turkey was the first post-modern republic. Amongst many reforms 

-including discarding Constantinople as a name for the city and renaming it Istanbul, while shifting 
the capital in 1923 to Ankara- Ataturk also decreed that civil servants were to master the new 
Latin alphabet within three months, or else lose their jobs. He also banned the fez, the distinctive 
trim red hat of the Ottoman Empire, just as a sultan a century before had banned the turban . In 
Ataturk's time, a few people were even hanged for wearing the proscribed headgear, since it was 
emblematic of the old order. I ask our guide, who would look so well in one, whether the law was 
still upheld. It's all right, he says, you can wear one. The deflection of the question is part of the 
answer: if I wore it more than once, he says, there would be trouble . 

••• 
Banning the old script was perhaps the cruellest thing Ataturk did: flowing Turkish signatures 

are a lament for the great lost art of calligraphy . 

••• 
Still in the tourist quarter, the hub of the old city, a pair of youths appear. 'Where are you 

from? ' The old routine; I give an exasperated smile. 'England .. . Deutsch?' 
'No ... no ' 
'Where then?' 
A pause. 'Antarctica'. 
?????????? 
'Yes', I said. 'I'm made of ice ... And before carpet salesmen I do not melt. ' 
They think it 's a great joke, and cheerily say goodbye. 
The Turks in fact are amazingly good-humoured. With the concierge at a restaurant toilet, 

on my first day there, I tussled over the amount she expected to be paid. It seemed to me she was 
not giving enough change, and so I would help myself to a few more coins . She would say no; the 
pantomime repeated itself three or four times. Eventually she laughed and gave me the original 
note back . She was right: the amount was not worth fighting over. Unbeknown to m e, Turkish 
coins have been rationalised in the way the notes have not. The small money has simply dropped 
the thousands of lira that still bedevil transactions in the currency, merely stating the quantity. 
But the big money .. . In Turkey you can be a millionaire with one note worth less than twenty 
dollars . 
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There are also hin ts of a phlegmatism, a dogged quality in people, not so much a resignation as 
an acceptance that one soldiers on in a circumscribed space, in constrained conditions. This seems 
too deep a characteristic to have arisen from the simple fact that Istanbul's population in the last 
thirty years has increased six or eightfo ld to reach ten or twelve million. Perhaps then it comes 
from the discipline of Islam, or even more likely, from centuries of autocracy, for no one could be 
more arbitrary than the sultan of Turkey. Once, discomfited by a thunderstorm, a sultan wondered 
who to punish: looking at the scroll of verse he was reading, he issued instructions for the poet to 
be strangled. 

So the policeman who publicly slaps the face of a young man while talking to him (before 
letting him go) is acting in the despotic fashion that is still expected of authority here. When at the 
hotel I asked to see a phone book to check a number, the man on the desk said, 'They've taken 
them away'. Since this sounded extraordinary, I inquired further. It seems that all the numbers 
have been ch anged, so this was seen as a sensible precaution; they simply haven't got around to 
issuing the new ones yet. You do wonder, though: when telephones first came in, the paranoid 
Sultan Abdulhamid immediately saw their capacity for intrigue, promptly forbidding their use by 
anyone except a few privileged subscribers . 

So given poverty, and given a sense of insignificance before the one true God and the state, 
people want to stand out. They will tell you they are 'different', 'special', or if they do a kindness to 
you as a total stranger, beg to be remembered. Individuality is insistent and bursts through as a 
kind of protest, just as in early Turkish classical music the singer produces a clotted intensity of 
singular expressiveness within the most restrictive formal constraints . 

••• 
'Carpets!!!!!' I exclaim with a mock scowl. 'The only carpet I'm interested in is a magic one!' 

Often they laugh and go away. But th is young man persists. When I signify Australia, he mentions 
Wollongong, and soon the Catholic University in Sydney, and Tasmania. There's more to this than 
meets the eye. We go to a park bench. Ali says he is about to go on military service; I express 
surprise, for with that streak of grey in his hair he could be thirty-five. But no, like many Turks he 
is far younger than he looks, a mere twenty-which is old enough to have got himself married to 
an Australian. Out comes a wallet and a photograph of a square-jawed girl with hesitant eyes: she's 
not quite sure of the consequences of what she might do . The girl turns out to be the link between 
those far-off places, a university student born in Wollongong, holidaying in Tasmania . She will 
return to Turkey in little over a year ... Ali too comes with invisible carpet shop attached, but it's 
my last afternoon and I'm as dismissive as the Grand Turk himself. Since we've had a real 
conversation, it doesn't bother him. 

• •• 
A visit to the Ataturk Museum, an old house the founder of modern Turkey briefly lived in, 

stranded now amidst commercial buildings. The captions to the exhibits (mostly photographs) are 
nearly all in Turkish alone; however one, to a map of the zones of occupation after the First World 
War, makes one thing crystal clear. We have forgotten that Istanbul was then garrisoned by a 
British-dominated Allied army, which imposed a settlement that gave the Kurds and the Armenians 
autonomy, France and Italy spheres of influence, and the Greeks control of Izmir. (All this was in 
addition to the loss of Iraq, Syria, and Palestine.) But the Turks have not: Ataturk 's curtailing of 
western whooppee among the ruins of the Ottoman Empire is styled by them the War of 
Independence. 

This explains the ource of Ataturk's great and abiding authority, and how the secular, modern 
state is seen as his legacy . In one sense it was a second liberation, for the Ottomans were transna
tional, traditionally served by people who had been taken away from Christian families as children, 
and who knew no other allegiance than to the sultan. As late as the early twentieth century, the 
court language remained distinct from everyday Turkish. So Ataturk's Turkish Republic was also 
a new ethnic state, a new project for a defeated people. 

In Turkey the Army is committed to the vision of their former commander, and, as a legacy of 
the Cold War and the traditional enmity towards Russia, remains strongly pro-western . Hence the 
caution of the Islamists, now the largest single party and the providers of the prime minister in the 
present coalition government: the army must not be provoked into seizing control of the state, as 
they have done before. 

In fact, there are few signs of the Islamic revival perceptible to the tourist: indeed there are no 
more veiled women in the central parts of Istanbul than there are in Melbourne. But one notices 
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the reactivation of an old Koranic school nearby, and learns that there have been riots in recent 
years directed against the Greeks, for buying up houses around the Patriarchate and creating an 
enclave-in a city that was on ce entirely theirs, and in which they are now little more than an aged 
handful. (Since 1965, the Islamic component of the population has moved upwards from 91 to 
99.99 per cent.) But the excesses of religious fundamentalism are boundless. Western charismatics 
have currently convinced themselves of the need to converge first on Istanbul and then on Jerusalem, 
to apologise to the Islamic world for the Crusades ... 

Given the military rigour of Ataturk and his programme, perhaps some modifi 
cation of the existing order, now seventy years old, is necessary. Even so, it seems unlikely that 
Turkey will become another Iran or Algeria. Not because the airwaves are drench ed with western 
pop; not because the films on show are invariably amerikitsch. Not even because museum captions 
(at least in English) are scrupulously respectful of other religious traditions, as befits a secular 
state. Rather, it is partly because Ataturk effectively es tranged the Turks from their past. Even the 
son of a muezzin conceded that the young do not want to learn the old Arabic script: it's English 
and German for them now. To counter the pull of Mecca and the promotion of Islam by Saudi 
money, there is the economic magnet of the west and the hope of full membership of the European 
community. 

+++ 
It was one of the great streets of the world. Not broad and ample like the Champs Elysees, the 

Mall or Nevsky Prospekt perhaps, but the Grande Rue de Pera of Constantinople was rightly named 
all the same. It ran-indeed still runs-down the ridge which formed the spine of the old European 
quarter, to the Galata bridge which leads to the old Turkish city. And so in the 19th century it was 
said (for it was only in 1973 that a bridge was thrown across the Bosphorus) that a stroll across the 
Galata signified a crossing from Asia to Europe. 

Not any more. The days when a small majority of Istanbul 's population was non-Islamic-for 
such was once the case when you put together Greeks, Armenians and westerners- have long 
gone. The very name Pera (Greek for 'beyond', which is where it stood in relation to the old city) 
has vanished from the map; similarly, the Grande Rue has now to be discerned in Istiklal Cadessi. 

For all that, the spirit of the turn of the century still lurks here. A sweet-sounding, insistent 
bell draws your attention to the tramline, with its double carriage tram strongly reminiscent of 
Melbourne's cable cars. On each side the shops are in the contemporary international style, some 
of them smart, although one of the few carpet shops carries Turkish rugs with images of Tom and 

Jerry and Mickey Mouse. But the moment you raise your eyes above 
ground level, it is the battered fac;:ades of a hundred years ago that 
catch the eye, their architectural classicism bearing witness to past 
colonialism. 

The grandeur of Pera was always partly relative: the street is not 
particularly wide, but compared with the more traditional streets 
that branch off to right and left, filled with tenements, sweatshops 
and workshops, it is still impresssive. Cars may clog the side streets, 
but today's Istiklal Cadessi is a pedestrian highway. 

Instead of carpet salesmen, there are a few touts, for various 
dives are located down nearby alleys. But generally you are left alone 
as you amble among the crowd, which reflects Istanbul 's position as 
the metropolis of the region. The raising of the Iron Curtain has 
restored a connection with the old hinterland: the camel trains 
traditionally went as far as Sarajevo, while as late as 1912 Turkey 
extended to the Adriatic. So you see Slavs, as well as one or two 
coffee-coloured people with classic Greek features, the product 
perhaps of stray Janissary genes. Elsewhere there are gypsies, a few 
blacks, intent tribesmen with creased faces from one knows not 
where, and even, so I'm told, descendants of old Genoese families, 
the first westerners to install themselves in the city since the Romans. 

In explaining Istanbul's role in recent centuries (while it was 
still the capital) the analogy that has sometim es been drawn is with 
20th century China. If that seems far-fetched, it should be noted that 

even today its people talk of going to Europe. Westerners behaved in much the same way in both 
places. European powers would sidle up to the Sublime Porte-as the Turkish government was 
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called, after a particular ga teway-and then, once the dism emberment of the Ottom an Empire 
began in earnes t in the 19th century, seek to extract business concessions. It was as though the 
risque diplomacy of the Beijing of 1970 was replaced by the free-for-all atmosphere of Shanghai in 
the 1930s. 

The street and its environs, then, are marked by a procession of embassies. The Bri tish is like 
an incommoded ducal m ansion, large and fros ty. The Dutch resembles a colonial government 
house. Surprisingly large and prominent is the Swedish, reflecting that country's 18th century 
importance. The French, Turkey's firs t European ally, built a plague 
hospital at the top (now the consulate), and also som e law courts to 
impose their idea of justice, the fa~ade as demure as a doyley. Half-way 
down the slope, on Galataseray, their suzerainty continued, in that when 
the sultan decided to remodel an ancient prestigious school, it was as a 
French lycee. A m odern curriculum was taught in both French and 
Turkish . Up went enormously tall cast-iron gates, with a pair of columns 
clasped together on each side: higher! better! and pretty quick about it, 
they seem to exhort, if Turkey were not to collapse (as it almost did ) 
before the impact of wes ternisa tion . 

Immediately off the street are a number of surprises. One is a vast 
arcade which has seen better days, and now functions as a tavern; the 
constant coming and going and the lightness of m ood enlivens the 
tattiness and m akes it acceptable. Close to hand, and part of the sam e 
once-fashionable development, stands another arcade, as slender as a 
pencil. All light, linearity and elegance, its boutiques stand capped by 
turn-of-the-century figurines beneath a dazzling ceiling that itches for 
art deco. 

Also adjacent to the street is the Pera Palace Hotel, rather like what 
the Windsor might have becom e had it not been extensively renovated 
15 years ago. The residential corridors are gloomy and in need of fresh 
paint: the creaking floorboards of the fa ded rooms sugges t Agatha Chris
tie, who often stayed here. But instead of the grea t and the wealthy having been brought across 
Europe by the Orient Express, the carhorns beep from a freeway just below. 

The ground floor public room s rem ain truly splendid in the late Victorian style, suitably 
ottom anised, while the plaques on the doors of room s upstairs are a reminder of just how grand 
this hotel once was. Guests recorded on just one floor include King Victor Emmanuel of Italy, 
T rotsky, and Ernes t Hemingway. Ataturk also stayed here when he was in town, and the room he 
always used is now a small museum. On asking to see it I was told it was closed: Sunday. So that's 
what Ataturk got for his pains. Having de-Islamicised the Turkish state, and made it secular, a 
shrine to his m em ory is closed on the Christian sabbath . 

••• 
Although it is not Sunday, I go in search of the Crimean War Mem orial Church . Poking around 

side streets, I am just about to give up when suddenly, high on a ridge beyond a small m osque 
nearby, there loom s a turret 80 fee t high, the church alongside rising m ost of that distance. I make 
my way to the gate, which is locked; a Turkish boy playing in the street helpfully presses a buzzer. 
Silence. A Tamil eventually appears, and shows m e around. Inside the church the loft iness of the 
ceiling is augm ented by walls that are almost bare. Five years ago the Anglicans were thinking of 
giving the building to the Turkish government, but the present incumbent arranged a sit -in. 

In he breezed now to conduct evening prayers, wearing a shirt that not only Leavisites would 
call vulgar. At his sugges tion, I follow him behind the screen, where installed already is a semi
circle of kneeling acolytes: one Turk, six Tamils. Accommodated within the grounds, the latter 
daily sing for their supper . N ear-Indian accents thicken the liturgy, which is of the high and dry 
school, almost a mantra . Meanwhile the vicar's cocker-spaniel runs about sniffing promising car
pets and rubbing its back against the altar steps; totally indifferent to the doggy gymnas tics, his 
m as ter's voice continues to intone without the slightes t hint of em otion, a performance rarefied to 
the point of negation. Thus the British Empire goes the way of Byzantium. • 

Jim Davidson is writing, with Peter Spearritt, a history of tourism in Australia. 
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E XCURSIONS: 2 

RENEE BrrrouN 

The bomb 
T, OAY THAT G•m•l Abdd N"m 
died, the announcement came over the 
radio, Kol Isra el , the Voice of Israel, at 
seven in the morning. In Israel everyone 
listens to the radio all the time. 

I was as fixed on the news as everybody 
else. You opened your eyes in the morning 
to the news and then listened hourly . It was 
the time of the 'war of attrition', a constant 
wearing out of the morale. Egypt's Nasser 
had declared this war and Israel was 
besieged. T hat m orning, people-my 
neighbours-went to their balconies, for 
even the smallest apartm ent in Kyriat 
Sprinzak had a balcony, and stood and 
clapped and cheered at his death. 

I was disgusted. I could comprehend the 
spontaneous deligh t of my neighbours bu t 
to go to the balcony and clap- to what? To 
the heavens ? I found it primitive. 

One n eighbour, a policeman from 
Romania, tried to explain the joy he felt . 
This was the death of the enemy-the 
greatest enemy to Israel's securi ty. 

I understood of course, but he had one 
brown eye and one blue eye: he did not and 
could not erase the feeling of primitiveness 
that I felt. His wife was superstitious . She 
warned me against stepping on cracks in 
the ground lest the baby I was carrying 
turned into a snake. Somehow I expected a 
m ore reserved, sedate and intellectual 
response from my n eighbours. 

We lived in a tiny flat with marble 
floors . The flat was made even tinier because 
one room had been locked by our landlord . 
This room, straight ahead of the m ain door, 
we were not to use . It contained his son's 
belongings. His son had died in the Six Day 
War the year before. We could get the flat 
cheaper if we agreed to this one locked 
room. The dead son was a taboo subject 
between us and the landlord and even 
between ourselves. We simply went about 
the flat and ignored the room. 

Our balcony looked out over the Carmel 
onto fields and further on to the sea. A few 
days after Nasser's dea th a terroris t cam e to 
Haifa. Beginning at the port and making his 
way up to the top of Mount Carmel, he 
planted bombs timed to go off at two
hourly intervals, working up the mountain. 

The city was in chaos. At the hospital 

my working day was very long, as I recall, 
because we cleared the operating theatres 
and waited for casualties to come in. We 
had done this not long before when a group 
of crazed Japanese Red Army members came 
to shoot up the airport at Tel Aviv. On this 
day no-one had any idea what would happen 
next, so major hospitals were put on alert, 
even as far away as Haifa where I was. 

At dusk I stood at the main entrance of 
Rambam hospital and looked up to the top 
of m ountain Carmel and saw a thin ribbon 
of black smoke coming from where I guessed 
the university was. I learnt later that a 
bomb had gone off under a seat at the 
cafeteria, killing Henri, a Tunisian student 
I once met at the youth hos tel. The radio 
announcers continuously warned us about 
dan ge rou s packages and bags l ef t 
unattended. But this was routine in Israel: 
your bags were always searched on the 
buses, the cinema, going into shops
everywhere. (I laugh to m yself, a little 
insulted, when my bag is searched now at 
the Coles checkout) . 

I made my way to the bus stop. People 
were grim-faced. I was nine months preg
nant and sweating in the insufferable heat 
of the late afternoon. It was a five minute 
climb from the bus stop to our tiny flat, half 
way up Mount Carmel. I passed a bomb
disposal unit that had rushed to a building 
nearby. A whole section had been blown 
out. The neighbours stood around talking 
about the incredible luck of a tiny baby that 
was thrown from its cot . The m etal struc
ture had tipped over and protected the child 
from the rubble that fell down on top. 

I m ade it up the three flights of stairs, 
puffing and hot . We were to look under the 
stairwells, which I did, and look into the 
electricity boxes which everyone had just 
next to the front door. I opened the door to 
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our box and saw a parcel, a big parcel, 
wrapped in an Arabic newspaper and ti ed 
with string. My first reaction was to think 
that I had tripped a wire and that within 
a second I and my baby would be dead. 

Nothing happened . I wai ted a few sec
onds and caught my breath. I crept away, 
walked upstairs and knocked on my neigh
bours' doors. N obody was home in either 
flat . I came down a flight, knocked on the 

policeman's door and told the wife to get 
out of the building. We went down together, 
quite calmly, knocking on doors as we went. 
Few of our neighbours were home yet. We 
reached the bottom and ran to the m en at 
the bomb site down the street. 

They were all 'old guard', units set up 
somewhat like the British home guard 
system in World War 2. I explained what I 
had seen. They ran up to the house. One 
elderly man cam e down to tell me that it 
might not be dangerous, however he would 
carry the parcel down to the field across the 
street. He ran up and cam e back down with 
the box in his hands. Then he walked slowly 
to the middle of the field. After ten minutes 
of fiddling with wires and tapes the parcel 
was detonated. It made only a small 
explosion, rather disappointing. The guard 

called m e over. We had detonated 

M 
a pair of shoes. 

osHE BISMUTH, A MoRoccAN friend 
who is at least two m etres tall, had visited 
u s during the day. Moshe was one of the 
strangest men I ever m et- an anarchist, 
who always wore black and had the anar
chist's symbol of three tiny black balls 
tattooed under his arm. He frightened me. 

He had com e that day from Kibbutz 
Zeelim in the south, where we had lived. 
hitch -hiking the 300 kilometres first 
through the Negev and then through Nablus 
and Hebron, north to Haifa. 

He saw a pair of shoes he liked in 
Hebron and bought them, he told me la ter. 
Got to us on the Carmel but nobody home. 
Left the shoes and went for a walk. He knew 
nothing of bombings. Big Moshe Bismuth 
played with our black kitten Blanchette 
and listened while I forgave him. • 

Renee Bittoun is a freelance writer. 
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Getting there 
H """TWOW"'"'""'NCIT Fi'"· 
Vincent Buckley, writing within and about 
Ireland: 

Irish antiquities, then, w hile free of the 
museum atmosphere, suffer fro m th e 
paddock condition. In the fields they may 
be unobtrusive, even insouciant, but those 
fields are likely to 'belong' to someone who 
has litt le care for them, and that makes 
them vulnerable. If they are not capital 
assets them selves, they very likely li e next 
to resources which are; these are mined, 
and they are undermined. The pastoral 
condi tion of the country has preserved 
many of them from that fate; at the same 
time, the climate which creates that condi
tion is ap t to preserve them by burial; a 
high proportion of the artefacts in the 
museums have been un covered fr om 
boglands. Metal, stone and wood becom e 
lost, or flake, or crumble in the delica te full 
damp of the country; if they go into the 
deeper dampness of the bogs, they will be 
preserved fro m erosion as well as commer
cial exploita tion, but at the risk of staying 
uncovered forever. 

Great Explorations: An Australian Anthology, 
Jan Bassett (ed), Oxford University Press, 

Melbourne, 1996 . ISBN 0 19 553741 6 
RRP $39 .95 

The Oxford Book of Australian Travel Writing, 
Ros Pesman, David Walker, Richard White (eds), 

Oxford University Press, Melbourne, 1996. 
ISBN 0 19 553640 1 RRP $ 39.95 

N ext, Barry Oakley's fic tionalising of 
Robert O 'H ara Burke: 

The precious water glittered over to him 
through the coolabahs' foliage, and spiked 
his eye and belly with its promise of fish 
they couldn ' t ca tch, and of birds they could 
rarely bring down. The wurley's opening 
made a crude eternal triangle of it all , the 
sight, the hope, the weariness; and roughly 
at its apex part of a camel 's haunch was 
suspended-poor Rajah was drying in the 
sun , and with him their las t hopes of 
progress . A strange end for a vaudeville 
cam el, thought O'Hara : to be pushed on to 
the stage to the oohs and aahs of a colonial 
audience; to be sold to an expedition into 
the interior, trained, petted, then ridden 

till his ribs stuck out like a whaleboa t 's 
fram e; and finally eaten . 

But just so with us as well, O 'Hara 
thought. We leave to a thousand hurrah s, 
cheered every foot of the wa y out of 
Melbourne- speeches, toas ts, hats and 
shouts hanging in the air-a holiday tour 
through the colony, hands wrung, backs 
pa t ted- then over the Murray and out of 
the theatre, civilization 's behind us wi th 
its gas bag and bugles, and you soon discover 
what a man 's made of. 

'Going away' A.D. H ope wrote in a 
classic Australian poem , 'sh e is also com 
ing h om e.' Buckley's and Oakley's passages 
are alike in that each of them bears the 
traces of exodus, and each is con cern ed 
with som ething's coming hom e. As su ch , 
each might represent the book from which 
it is taken - Buckley's from The Oxford 
Book of Travel Writing, Oakley's from Great 
Explorations: An A ustralian A nthology. 

Broadly speaking, the first of these books 
h as to do with moving out, and the second 
with m oving in, but that is broad indeed. At 
this stage of our collective fortunes, it is 
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unlikely that there would be much of a 
market for writings which did no more than 
trace trajectories, and certainly neither the 
introductions to, nor the notes on this 
couple of collections work in such straight
forward terms. With good reason, they as
sume that the books' offerings will be of 
interest largely because of our unstaunched 
appetite both for labyrinth and for golden 
thread, these offering themselves to us daily, 
whether or not we identify them as such. 

Buckley spent most of his adult life 
sorting out what it was for himself to be an 
outsider, or an insider, or both, and did this 
in part as a way of designating human, and 
humane, being itself; his territorial investi
gations had much more than geography in 
their sights. Memory Ireland, from which 
the quoted passage comes, is a protean 
and to some a vexatious book because 

wayfaring may be. No hydrography of the 
Bosphorus will send us sailing to Byzantium: 
we get, really get, only the places to which 
we have gone with some onerousness . 

Which may, however, be combined with 
brio. Perhaps the most telling word in 
Oakley's imagining is 'theatre. ' Dickens, 
inspecting this passage from immortality's 
dress circle, might well feel himself its 
distant progenitor. Oakley writes as at the 
full tide of rushing experience and tumbled 
objects: ' the sight, the h ope, the weariness,' 
'so ld ... , trained, petted, then ridden ... '
this is the flourish of event, the swerve of 
the unexpected. 'Stay clear while veering,' 
says a notice on the rear of a truck. It is good 
advice, particularly for truck-drivers. 

Oakley, granted, is making his own 

just so with us as well, O'Hara thought ': 
given the richly farcical nature of most 
human performances on most days, why 
should we be surprised by this? Noel Coward 
used to ask in song, 'Why must the show go 
on?' The fact that the manner of asking was 
blade-thin did not take the edge away, and 
a blade can do a lot of damage. Oakley's 
O'Hara, shortly to die, turns that blade over 
in his consciousness. 

Fortunately for our good cheer, and no 
doubt for publishers, the Australian travel
lers' heartbeat inwards and outwards is not 
always in such grave modes. This brace of 
books will offer you, soon enough , 
illuminating, or touching, or provocative 
elements and episodes. I had not known, 
until reading a fragment of James Cook's 

Voyage of the Endeavour of fresh wa
ter's ability to come ' trinkling clown,' 
though it turns out that Chaucer, among the contours of the familiar and the 

foreign seem to keep changing places. 
Buckley hated muddle, but hated over· 
simplification almost as much, and I 
think that he worked on the assump· 
tion that over-simplification is the cus· 
tomary human way, like bad posture 

'Going away' A.D. Hope wrote 
in a classic Australian poem, 

'she is also coming home.' 

:>thers, did: nor how provocatively 
William Dampier's wary flirtation with 
the coastline of Australia influenced 
the writing of Gulliver's Travels: nor, if 
it is so, that in Munich in 1936, at cross-
walks, 'even after the correct colour 
had been switched on there was always 
an appreciable pause. They were wait
ing for someone to take the first step 
and to lead them on.' 

or the incompletion of spoken sen
tences . 'Are we inward with meaning, 
or marginal to meaning?'-the phras-
ing would have been too abstract for 
his liking, but the issue exercised him from 
first to last, however corporeally he cast it. 

So when, as an Irish-Australian, he talked 
about being in Ireland, it was natural for him 
to see the Irish themselves as somewhat 
external to their own past, a past about 
which they could be both loquacious and 
incurious. This worried man's worried song 
reported that a people he loved was willing! y 
agnostic about what had gone to constitute 
them; it did not augur well for their self
possession, or for their adept framing of a 
future. Sometimes, a foreigner amongst those 
who magnetised him, he analysed personal, 
social or political styles: and sometimes, as 
here, he turned a brooding eye on the rela
tionship between humanity and the green 
corpus of Irish landscape. 

What we get, in the event, is an appraisal 
which, for all its hallmark melancholy, 
musters energies to deal with distress. The 
contrasting of 'museum atmosphere' with 
'paddock condition,' the pitching of 
preservation from erosion against staying 
unrecovered forever-these are negotiations 
of bad news, but also facilitations of intel
ligence. Good prose will show, sooner or 
later, that there is an intellectual journey to 
be gone, and will press the claims of that 
journey whatever the markers of external 

fiction, which means I suppose that he can 
say whatever he likes-as, nowadays, we 
are told with stupefying incessancy by 
everybody except the more old-fashioned 
kind of mathematician. But unless I miss 
my guess, 'you soon discover what a man's 
made of' stands for something more than 
the rote gesture of a Victorian male; Oakley 
is serious ly interested in how exploration is 
to be configured, even when it is being 

made mock of by an explorer's 

W 
imminent death. 

HAT KEEPS ON TURNING UP in narra
tives of exploration, from the modest to the 
grandiose, is a sense that here the writer is 
in the theatrum mundi-not merely on the 
hump of the Himalayas or in darkest 
Wilson's Promontory, but acting a part in 
the full flood of some imaginable gaze, 
divine, human, or martian. A motif that 
keeps coming through in the (say) hun
dredth exploratory narrative one reads is, 
'Here I am: perhaps I can do no other: and 
how is the show going!' 

That appended question may in fact, if 
we are honest about it, be therein minuscule 
but identifiable letters at the foot of any 
writing of any ambition. 'A strange end for 
a vaudeville camel, thought O'Hara .... But 
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Of themselves, these things mean little 
enough, and any of them can be construed 
in a number of directions . The same, though, 
might be said of many a detail in travel 
writings which, from the West alone, are at 
least a couple of thousand years old: 
Odysseus ' nakedness, and the manna 's 
evanescence, are still being worked over. 
The editors of these two volumes have, 
sensibly, kept their interventions largely to 
their introductions, each of which is an 
intelligent and urbane piece of work. Their 
headnotes are serviceable, and there are 
plenty of pointers towards further reading. 

A generous stone's-throw from where I 
live there is a plaque in honour of Paul 
Edmund De Strzelecki, among other things 
the namer of Mount Kosciusko: metres 
away from that, rocks are labelled as being 
from terrestrial phases whose remoteness 
leaves the imagination fizzling out. It is 
good to be able to say of each of these books, 
and especially of Jan Bassett's Great Explo
rations, that they mount the human figure 
convincingly on a ground which precedes, 
and will presumably succeed, the whole 
human shebang. • 

Peter Steele has a Personal Chair at the 
University of Melbourne. 
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Black Jack McEwen-Political Gladiator, 
Peter Golding, MUP, 1996. 

ISBN 0 522 84718 8 RRP $45.00 

THN McEweN e.mNT' ., th~ mo"t 
important political leader Australia's country 
people have ever had, and one, who, with 
Menzies, presided over the most sustained 
period of economic advance in our history. 
An advance, unlike some others, where the 
fruits were spread widely, and our nation 
regarded as a leading force in the region. And 
yet, asDougAnthonywritesin the foreword, 
Golding's biography is the first substantial 
study we have had of this man. McEwen and 
his policies are now, 20 years on, barely 
remembered. How to explain? 

One reason is that McEwen is identified 
with protection, a dirty word only to be 
used in the pejorative sense; and an 
economic and social theory which was never 
refuted, only undercut, parodied and then 
removed from polite, fashionable discourse. 
McEwen is treated as Mr Protection 
himself-whereas the proposition that 
Australia's economy should utilise protec
tive devices was the received wisdom until 
the early '60s. Arguments were mainly about 
how much or how little-not the strategy 
itself. 

Another reason for not examining 
McEwen's career and the Australia of that 
time, was, as I've said, that we enjoyed 
growth, stability and a measure of basic 
agreement that we haven' t had since. Just 
a we've been witnessing a steady and, in 
the end, dramatic slide down the ladder of 
international importance-even relevance. 
Contemporary historians and commenta-

SuMMER BooKs: 2 

tors, who tend to come from one end of the 
political spectrum, are not anxious to recall 
the good old days and who organised them. 
So we have a lot about Menzies-a fair bit 
of this puerile and incurious-and nothing 
about, perhaps, the real driving force, 
McEwen. 

The most important episodes remem
bered by us are the anti-communist crusade 
and the Split at one end, and Vietnam at the 
other. The first episode divided many 
Australians for some time, the second 
almost totally lost the conservatives their 
reputation, virtually destroyed the DLP, 
and speeded the defection to Labor of a large 
part of the middle class. But we can be, and 
indeed have been, distracted from what else 
was happening during those two decades
'49 to '69, and this is where McEwen comes 
111. 

John McEwen was born in Chiltern in 
Northern Victoria in 1900 (also Isaac Isaac's 
birth place). John's father, grandfather and 
great grandfather had all been Presbyterian 
clerics, and this is supposed to explain a 
dour, ab temious and straight-backed 
personality. Quite possibly-but there may 
have been other factors. He was orphaned 
at seven. He said he didn' t remember his 
mother-he was one when she died- but 
he did remember his father, and 'some
times missed him'. He went to work at 13, 
to avoid being a burden on his relatives. 
(There had been four other children). He 
moved through the labour force until he 

acquired a small Soldier Settler's farm. Too 
small, under-capitalised and on poor land, 
most uch farms failed. McEwen's didn' t. 
But he never forgot the struggles of the 
small farmer, the ruthless greed of the banks, 
and farmers' needs for stable markets, 
affordable credit, and, quite often, govern
ment support. 

He became a young MP during the 
Depression, and observed the effects of such 
conditions upon country and city people 
alike. All people needed jobs, a secure future, 
and, where appropriate, support from the 
State. Unemployment was a scandal, and a 
terrible waste of human beings. Those were 
his conclusions . 

The Country party, long dominated by 
rich farmers and graziers, was a Free Trade 
party. They wanted industrial tariffs cut, 
and saw the City, in particular the Unions, 
the Labor party, the banks and the com
modity traders as their opponents. City 
conservatives were only the lesser of two 
evils, and then not always. So political 
coalitions were usually uneasy, mistrustful 
affairs, likely to blow up at any time. 

McEwen was able to change all or much 
of this. He converted his Party to protec
tionism, then went on to gain widespread 
insti tu tionalisa tion of Protection itself, via 
his Liberal partners. Australian industry
employers and workers - needed little 
convincing. 

But the miners were a different matter
and as mining came to replace food and 
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non-minerals in export clout in the '70s and 
'80s, the free trade lobby gained in strength, 
until it won. But that came later. Mean
time, McEwen, calculating that th e Coun
try party must lose electoral ground as 
farm er numbers shrank, was intent on 
forgmg a close ideological and political alii
ance with the Liberals, whereby the CP 
could sustain a measure of power and influ
ence disproportionate to its numbers. 
McEwen succeeded, partly because Menzies 
was quite agreeable, partly beca use a new 
powerhouse of Trade, Agriculture, Customs 
and a major input into industrial and min
ing policies was erec ted. Controlled by 
McEwen, and sidelining Treasury, protec
tionist stra tegies and philosophies could be 
deployed throughout thi s co mplex, and 
Treasury just had to lump it. 

Treasury didn ' t like this, went looking 
for journalists and economists who could 
di scredit McEwen and Protection, and a 
political spokesman who could perform a 
s imil ar service. So, we had Maxwell 
Newton, with a sustained a nd often 
scurri l ous campaign to del egitimise 
McEwen; Alan Wood who is still beating 
the anti-tariff, level playing-field drum at 
the Australian, with arguments little 
different and no better than they were 20 
years ago, and Free Traders from the Tariff 
Board. Plus MacMahon, an intensely ambi
tious and widely unpopular politician who 
obtained the Treasury portfolio, which he 
hoped to use to become Liberal Leader and 
Prime Minister. A compulsive lea ker, 
seriously disloyal, denying the obvious 
when called in to explain his latest in
trigues, he comes over as a quite unappetis
ing character. But with powerful corporate 
backers, and an old school ch um of New
ton's, John Stone. 

McEwen's views on the n ecessity for a 
measure of protection of Australian industry 
were fai rly straigh t forward. Agriculture 
and mining could never supply new jobs; on 
the contrary, their capital-intensive rather 
than labour-inten sive character would 
reduce jobs. Only manufacturing indus
tries could provide the work which would 
enabl e us to grow. And this largely urban 
base was the precondition of any substantial 
migration flow (And, incidentally, the 
migrants would set tle where the jobs were, 
the c iti es, princ ip a ll y Sydney and 
Melbourne) . 

He did not believe there was, or ever 
wo uld be a level playing field-the big coun
tries would always secure or try to secure 
their own national advantage-as defined 
by th eir important pressure groups-and, 

from his experi ence as a grea t Trade 
nego tiator-and he was-other countries 
didn' t practise what they preached . 

GATT boiled down to a wish list of th 
economically powerful, quite often at the 
expense of the weak and not so powerful. 
Australia was not powerful. Free trade was 
advocated by those whom it advantaged
thus our wool growers and margarine manu
facturers, but not our sugar growers or dairy 
farmers . Other Free Traders were 
multinationals and grea t banks, who liked 
to trade with one another across borders 
which they hoped would go away, ending 

all t hat t ediou s talk about 

M 
National Interes t . 

cEwEN WAS FOR the National Inter
est, not some porous concept like the World 
community, the Globa l village, or the 
Global market. His job, as he saw it, was to 
see that we didn't get into debt, and that we 
provided work for all (anything over three 
per cent unemployed was quite unaccept
able, and any governm ent which allowed i t 
would go out, or deserved to go out, he said ). 
Workers should be protected by arbitration 
and a living wage, manufacturers protected 
against cheap imports, farmers by orderly 
marketing and measures to prevent middle
men ripping them off, and banks skinning 
them (along with small business and house 
buyers). 

He fought the British-run conference 
shipping lines m onopoly-whereby our 
transport costs were grea tly inflated. Out of 
that came our ANL. He disliked the open
ended welcome to foreign investors offered 
by Treasury-money shouldn 't come in to 
take over Australian firms or land, but 
rather to start up new en terprises, provide 
new jobs. His battle over this with Treasury, 
the media, and foreign -oriented interests 
was a long one. He retired,worn out, in 
1971, with the battle going th e wrong way. 
After him, the Deluge. 

One way of helping Australian firms to 
bea t off takeovers, or start new concerns, 
was via som ething which becam e the 
Australian Industries Development Com
mission which would go into partnership 
with private firms until these were safe, or 
safely running; then sell out. Jim Cairns 
picked it up for a time, but nothing came of 
it; no blame on McEwen. McEwen said 'I 
was never prepared to condone general poli
cies which would strip away from exis ting 
industries, which were reasonably efficient 
in their own environment, the degree of 
protection they needed to sustain employ
ment. You have to see the whole picture, 
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not just the efficiency side, before deciding 
if any industry is worth protecting', and if 
there is a choice to be made between jobs 
and effici ency, jobs come first. How long 
since a lea ding Labor man said that ? 

McEwen's view was that it was often 
more wasteful, economically as well as 
socially, to close down a firm and maintain 
the workers on the dole, than to bear h igher 
unit costs and keep th e th ing going. Of 
course th ere are limits to inefficiency and 
excessive cos ts, born e by con sum ers. 
McEwen could perhaps be accused, for all 
his shrewdness, of underestimating the 
extent to which other people rort the sys tem 
and bludgeon the job and their society. H e 
never did, so perhap lacked in imagina
tion. And it was the rorting of the protection 
sys tem by Unions and Business which pro
vided so much ammumtion to Free Traders . 
Some of his farmers could be as greedy and as 
opportunistic as the best of them . 

But abolishing protection has just 
changed the focus of the rorters. Not so 
many of us can now rort in the old fashioned 
way. But those who do have run wild via tax 
schem es and government handouts. Predict
ably, weare now being asked to accept a GST 
so as to ease the intolerable tax burdens on 
the new super rich and our fore ign-owned 
corpora te giants. Kick them when they are 
down, is the new corporate logo. 

McEwen anticipated, earlier than most, 
the inevitable loss of our bes t market, the 
UK, so sought a replacement. I twas Japan
then in the doghouse, and the source of 
much bitterness here. McEwen undertook 
to try a rapprochem ent and make a Trade 
Treaty on his own. He would take the brick 
bats and the blame if it fail ed. He succeeded, 
having to overcome great mistrust from 
Japan, and many Australians. Leading Japa
nese couldn't believe that we meant it or 
would stick to our word. But as this enor
mously beneficial relationship prospered, 
the Japanese came to accord McEwen a very 
special status and regard. For one thing, 
other countries fo llowed our lead, and Japan 
was on her way. I don ' t remember McEwen 
receiving much praise in this country then, 

or subsequentl y, for that achieve-

R 
ment. 

E LIVED THE LI FE of a lonely WOrka
holic-politiCS and his farm-rarely having 
time with his wife, who declined in h ealth, 
retired more and more to her room, and 
expired in 196 7. John h ad severe dennatiti s 
for the last 20 years, which flared up under 
stress. He suffered more and more stress. 
The relentless Press sniping on behalf of 



the Free Traders and foreigners, the end
less intrigu es of MacMahon, slowly wore 
him down. Then his party would become 
res tive and the big woolgrowers set am
bush aft er ambush . Menzies' retirement 
in 1966 lost him his great ally, and I don ' t 
think he thought much m ore of the subse
quent Liberal leaders than we did. He did 
pay bac k M acM ah o n by ve t oing his 
becoming PM. 'If Big Ears becom es PM, 
the Country Party will wa lk ' . Murdoch 
helped him h ere and Gorton go t his chance. 
And blew i t . 

Gorton and Black Jack agreed on many 
things, su ch as buying back the farm and 

old fashioned Corn-Stalk nationalism . But 
th e w ea ry McEwen couldn ' t t ell the 
impetuous, basically inexperienced Gorton 
anything. Nobody could, and Gorton swiftly 
alienated the states, the DLP and the oil 
companies; whereas th e voters loved him . 

I think M cEw en ha s been t o t ally 
vindica ted by the economic ra tionalist 
perform ances, not leas t by what is facing 
his farmers now, for example, being run out 
of their m arkets by h eavily subsidi ed 
American produce and quota-ed out of 
others by Big Brother, who orders us to stop 
support sch em es for our m anufac tured 
exports, and to cut our tariffs ASAP. Do as 
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I say, not as I do. Otherwise you'll get taken 
to the WTO, that creature of the big five 
traders and the 200 transnationals. McEwen 
would say, 'I told you so' . 

T o end on a lighter n ote: Menzies 
conferred the title 'Black Jack' on his 
colleague-a charac ter in Scottish history, 
with, perhaps, the darkness of McEwen 's 
countenan ce and not in frequently, the 
m ood. Golding's book is very interesting, 
one that needed wri ting, and I think that 
even Black Jack would give it a Pass. • 

Max Teichmann is a Melbou rne writer and 
reviewer. 
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ENVY SPO RTS WR ITERS. I envy them for the Martin Flanagan across to Les Carlyon and yond the picket fence around the oval or the 
manner in which sport allows them to write. up to Spiro Zavos, you quickly develop the rails bounding the hom e straigh t. And i t is 
A good sporting contest has m ore m elo- sense that good sports writing com es from the circumstance of a spirited perform-
dram a than a hostage crisis in the middle of an understanding that sport extends be- ance-the history, the personaliti es, and 
a wedding on Neighbours; enough in the obstacles-which more often than 
fac t for a writer with an explorer 's the skill exhibited on the day, decides 
de termination n ot jus t to expand whether it will be remembered or not. 
beyond facts and figures but to turn Les Carlyon loves his racing. He 
sportintosomethingofaparallelworld. savours every thing about it and I'm 
The reader tolerates the m any conceits sure if he could he'd nurture it wi th the 
that sports writers employ in this pur- same care m y next-door neighbour 
suit because for them it is an escape. employs with his agapanthu s. His 
How many times have you seen som e- winning entry Farewell to a Warrior 
one open up a paper at a bus stop or displays the anatomy of his affection 
train station, briefly cast their eyefrom for racing in the shape of one horse, 
under a furrowed brow at the first Schillaci- the grey that just kept win-
page, then turn the paper around with ning sprints and middle-distance races 
relish and immerse them selves in the wh en it w as n ' t s upposed t o. H e 
sports section? describes the lead-up to the Futurity 

But eventhough sports writers m ay Stakes at Caulfield in the autumn of 
have more clay on their potter's wheel 1995, the last win, when his track-
than poor old economics correspond- work suggested that the only way he 
ents or political roundsm en, we are was going to fini sh wa with the assist -
blessed in thi country with an a bun- ance of a horse-sized wheel-chair. But 
dance of talented people who know on the day, the old bugger bested 1994 
how to use the opportunity. Many of cupwinnerJeune andhorse-of-the-year 
them found a spot in Carlton and Mahogany. 
United's Best Australian Sports Writ- I can remember feeling no animos-
ing and Photograph y (a venture which ity towards the old grey when it got up, 
marks CUB's expanding sponsorship even though it had done m y money, 
of sports to help fill the void left by the because that particular Futurity was a 
enforced absence of tobacco-dollars). race with character. (In my less gracious 
As you skip from Peter Fitzsimons to moments, I can be heard to suggest 
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that a particular horse should be transferred 
to the Slaven/Nelson stable. They achieved 
fame with their steed Rooting King using 
an unusual training method involving three
penny hungers and couple of cricket 
stumps.) Indeed I had backed Jeune out of 
loyalty more than judgment, since it won 
the Melbourne Cup for me at 20/l. It did, 
however, put some form on the board when 
it resumed earlier in the autumn with a race 
record win in the Orr Stakes. But Schillachi's 
run was full of so much guts, and from most 
points of view so improbable, that it just 
had to be admired. The tone of Carlyon 's 
tribute says a lot about a game old war
horse, yet it says as much about racing and 
why people love it so. 

Alongside this mock eulogy is an all too 
real one given by Spiro Zavos, The Sydn ey 
Morning Herald 's eloquent Rugby Union 
and leader writer. It marked the passing of 
Wanda Jamrozik, a sports writer with The 
Australian, who early in 1996 was found 
dead in her Bondi flat. Zavos sent her off 

with a subtle 
comparison to her 
Union idol David 
Campese-another 
'risk- ta k er' - and 
Virgil's phrase 
lacrimae rerum (the 
tears of things). 

There is a bit of 
humour too: Clinton 
Walker describing 
what it's like to grow 
up in Melbourne's 
outer suburbs as a 
football addict and a 
piece by Jeff Thom
son in conjunction 
with Paul Toohey: 
'Pansies are Grown, 
Bowlers are Born'. 
Thommo offers us 
this insight into the 
world of advertising 
from the perspective 
of the hired person
ality: 

I' ve done lots of 
ads ... Aeroplane 
Jelly, I did that. Hang 
on .. .it wasn't Aero
plane Jelly. It was 
some other shit. We 
did that ad at VFL 
Park. It was a warm 
day and the jelly was 
melting ... It an
noyed me. Espe-

cially eating it. I don't mind jelly, mind 
you, but by the bucketload it gets a bit 
much. I was spitting it out everywhere. 
Then I started getting bored. Maybe it was 
Pioneer Jelly. 

Thommo obviously doesn't belong to 
the Michael Jordan school of product 
endorsement. 

One of the disappointments of the book 
is, surprisingly, the two pieces by cricket 
writer Gideon Haigh. To be fair this is 
because his shorter pieces cannot compare 
to his books. His seemingly inexhaustible 
mine of facts needs length to be woven 
together by his soft, prosaic style. His 
reflective diary of the 1994/95 Ashes tour, 
One Summer, Every Summ er, has this gem 
of a passage on Alexander Downer at the 
Adelaide test match, shortly after he was 
dumped as opposition leader: 

Alexander Downer appears in the box, 
like one of those Elizabethan ghosts that 

40 EUREKA STREET • JANUARY-FEBRUARY 1997 

walk around with their heads under their 
arms, and receives a sympathetic reception. 
His stock have a long association with the 
Oval. .. a hundred years ago the ex-premier 
Sir John Downer had sat next to Albert 
Trott, soothing his nerves as he waited to 
bat on his test debut. Trott went into the 
annals with 8-43 and two unbeaten innings, 
but I'd waited fruitlessly for Alexander to 
make a pitch for the cricket vote. 

No, he had been too busy making 

H 
hisbed. 

IS LATEST WORK is an updated version 
of Ray Robinson's On Top Down Under. A 
detailed profile of every Australian captain 
since Test cricket began, it combines two 
writers who are masters of the aside. I had 
not read any of Ray Robinson before open
ing this book, something which I now regret . 
His departures are poignant and there is a 
Lawson-like quality in his adroit use of 
simple English. The stand-out is his 
conclusion to the chapter on Harry Trott, 
Albert's brother, who captained Australia 
prior to the turn of the century: 

The man who was everybody's fri end 
died gauntly at fifty-one on 9 November 
1917. As the cortege moved towards 
Brighton cemetery it became greater at 
every part of the journey. 

The early chapters of Robinson's have 
such a stamp of authority that I found 
myself racing through them in anticipation 
of what he wrote about Bradman and his 
reputation for being aloof and distant. He 
gives a couple of reasons for this: the 
practical joking of team-mates in his early 
days as the boy-wonder that bordered on 
the malicious; and his single-mindedness 
in scoring as many runs as possible, other 
players' interests notwithstanding. 
Robinson promptly qualifies this last 
suggestion by stating the obvious
Bradman's success was in the team's best 
interests. 

Robinson does have his favourites and 
there is no doubting that Lindsay Hassett 
was at the top of his list. He was charmed by 
Hassett's endearing larrikinism and simple 
joy in playing the game, and disappointed 
that he earnt the disapprobation of some of 
thegame'sadministrators. Robinson delights 
in relating anecdotes about Hassett, one of 
which regards the time the touring party 
encountered in the Suez an Arab Sheikh 
who had 198 wives. Ruminating on this 
extraordinary example of polygamy, Hassett 
observed that if he had two more he'd be 
entitled to a new ball. Another has him 

I 
I 



I 
dining in London one night when a waiter 
removed Hassett's jacket to have it cleaned 
after spilling some Peach Melba down its 
front. Noticing a spot on his slacks, he called 
the waiter back, pantsed himself, and sat 
there for the rest of the meal in shirt, tie and 
jocks. And this was in the Park Lane Hotel. 
For Robinson, to whom the quality of the 
cricket and the personalities who played it 
were far more important than the record of 
winning and losing, Hassett was a prize. 

For those thirsting for more detail, 
Oxford University Press has released its 
Companion to Australian Crick et, a fol
low-up to its Companion to Australian 
Sport. A more comprehensive volume on 
cricket's history, its players and its themes 
is hard to imagine. In flicking through I was 
reminded of the pluck of David Boon when 
after having his chin cut open by a rising 
delivery at Sabina Park, Jamaica, he stayed 
at the crease to have the wound stitched 
before he went on to make a century. I 
discovered that Bodyline's mastermind, 
Douglas Jardine, was not the one-dimen
sional character depicted in the Kennedy
Miller production, but in fact a complex 
man deeply interested in eastern philoso
phy and mysticism. And an insight into 
Cheryl Kernot's political behaviour is 
proffered by an entry which credits her as 
one of the first women to umpire men's 
grade cricket in Australia. After she 
acknowledged an appeal in a fourth-grade 
match at Sydney Uni's oval in 1975 the 
batsman petulantly refused to accept her 

decision. She stood firm, however, 

G 
and he soon trotted off. 

IVEN THAT IT HAS ALWAYS been over
shadowed by the men's game, to have gath
ered so many facts and stories about women 
who played first class cricket represents 
some intrepid research. Revealing for this 
reviewer was the entry on Alma Vogt, a 
right-arm quick who played just the one 
test for Australia against the touring English 
in 1948/49. She first played in Melbourne 
for a club, founded before the Second World 
War by rails bookmaker Harry Youlden, 
which predates the one that presently has 
the pleasure of my ham-fisted services. Now 
we'll have to find a photo of her and put her 
up in the honour roll. I'm sure she'd like the 
club these days: half the players go by the 
nickname 'Nuts', the beer is cold and cheap 
and the Club President is an excellent 
barbequer of dim sims. 

One of the best, and saddest, stories to 
emerge from these three annals is Eddie 
Gilbert's; an Aboriginal fast bowler from 

Cherbourg Mission who played for Queens
land in the 1930s. His claim to fame was 
dismissing the Don for one of only six 
ducks he fell for in first class cricket. His 
bowling was so quick that day that Brad
man described it as the luckiest duck he 
ever made (one delivery was reputed to 
have knocked the bat right out of his hands). 
What was extraordinary was how success
ful Gilbert was, playing over six seasons 
with the state, at a time when indigenous 
sporting success was far from encouraged. 
According to the piece in the CUB volume 
by Colin Tatz, The Aboriginal Protector 
would not pay his expenses and controlled 
his movements with a chaperone (he was 
even forced during Brisbane matches to live 
in a tent pitched in an administrator's 
backyard). His success came at the expense 
of another talented sportsman, Rugby 
League player Frank Fisher. An English 
club wanted to sign him but authorities 
refused, stating that one sportsman from 
Cherbourg was enough. Fisher was Cathy 
Freeman's grandfather. 

The entry on Bodyline in the Oxford 
Companion to Australian Cricket suggests 
that there was a strong argument about at 
the time that Australia shouldfightfire with 
fire and select Eddie Gilbert to bowl the 

same line as Larwood, however he lost form 
and confidence after he was controversially 
no-balled for throwing in a match against 
Victoria . Perhaps it was just as well as it 
would have been an ignominious debut. 

Having come close to Australian selec
tion, Eddie Gilbert ended his days in sad 
circumstances. He died in 1978 at an asylum 
where he had spent the previous 30 years. 

I first encountered Eddie Gilbert five 
years ago on the walls of the Queensland 
Art Gallery. Ron Hurley's painting Brad
man bowled Gilbert took hold of me for a 
couple of hours. The Don is depicted as a 
shining knight playing a luminescent cover 
drive, losing his stumps to Gilbert, who is 
martyred on the cross yet still able to get a 
ball away. 

At least they met as equals out in the 
middle. • 

Jon Greenaway is Eureka Street 's assistant 
editor 

Below; some young spectators on the 
now concreted SCG Hill in 1958. 
Left: Paraplegic wheelchair rock
climber Nick Morozoff in Sydney, 
photographed by Tim Clayton. 
Previous page: Kathy Freeman, 
photographed by Montalbetti /Campbell 
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SuMMER BooKs: 4 

PAUL COLL!NS 

Revisiting Vatican II 
H "' A "'"'M' "" '"'"" ''"" the beginning of the Second Vatican 
Council in October 1962. In fact, it is 37 
years since Pope John XXIII (1958-1963) 
announced his intention of calling a 
General Council to a bemused and 
unimpressed group of mainly curial 
cardinals at a consistory on 25 January 
1959 in the chapter house of Saint Paul's 
Outside the Walls. 

The Council concluded in December 
1965, but we have had to wait until now for 
a major history of the event. The first of 
the projected five volumes of the History 
of Vatican II has only recently become 
available in Australia. The work is being 
carried out by an international group of 
scholars under the general editorship of 
the leading Italian historian of the 20th 
century Catholic church, Giuseppe 
Alberigo of the Instituto per le Scien ze 
Religiose in Bologna. The English version 
is being edited by Joseph A. Komonchak of 
the Catholic University of America. 

It will cover each of the four sessions, 
with the first volume focusing on the 
preparation and events in the years leading 
up to the Council. 

The international range of conciliar 
scholarship is well represented in the first 
volume: Alberigo has written an excellent 
essay examining the period just before the 
announcement of the Council; he then 
discusses Pope John's intentions in calling 
Vatican II and looks at the response of both 
Catholic and non-Catholic ins ti tu tions and 
individuals to the idea. He also outlines 
opposition to the conciliar concept from 
within the Roman Curia. 

Etienne Fouilloux of Lyons sets out the 
history of what was called in 'vaticanese', 
the 'anti-preparatory' phase. Komonchak 
looks at the struggle for control of the 
formation of the agenda between those who 
wanted a pastorally oriented council and 
those who wanted to focus on doctrine and 
specifically on the condemnation of error. 
Klaus Wittstadt of Wurtzburg examines 
events in the months immediately before 
the opening ( 10 October 1962) and practical 
arrangements for it. In a fascinating 
contextual essay, J. Oscar Beozzo of Sao 

History of Vatican II. 
Announcing and Preparing Vatican Council II: 
Towards a N ew Era in Catholicism, Giuseppe 

Alberigo,and Joseph A. Komonchak (eds). 
Maryknole: Orbis/Lcuven: Peeters, 1995. 

ISBN 1 57075 049 1 (v. 1) RRP $160.00 

Paulo surveys the religious and ideological 
world of the early 1960s. 

Why did John XXIII call the Council? 
Alberigo says that he became convinced 
during the first months of his papacy of the 
need for a Council and the decision resulted 
directly from ' the personal conviction of 
the pope'. He also seems to have been 
influenced by the synodal practice of the 
Eastern church. 

There had been discussion about 
continuing Vatican I under Pius XI ( 1922-
1939) and Monsignor Celso Costantini 
actually drew up a plan for a council some
what like Vatican II. Pius XII had suggested 
a Council which he placed in the hands of 
Cardinal Alfredo Ottaviani in the early 
1950s, but due to the Pope's drawn-out 
illness nothing came of it. Pope Roncalli 
seemingly only heard of these earlier plans 
after he had called Vatican II. 

John was convinced that the church 
faced a new situation that was not 
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threatening but full of possibility . He 
wanted an open, pastoral council, not one 
that would condemn the 'errors of the day'. 

Alberigo says 'Pope John wanted a 
Council that would mark a transition 
between two eras, that is, that would bring 
the church out of the post-Tridentine period 
... into a new phase of witness and 
proclamation and would also recover 
substantial and abiding elements of the 
tradition considered able to nourish and 
ensure fidelity to the gospel during so 
difficult a transition'. 

The Pope's vision was extraordinarily 
broad and he had an almost prophetic sense 
of the significance of the historical epoch 
through which the church was passing in 
the 1960s. 

In some ways the media and ordinary 
Catholics responded more positively to 
John's vision than did the bishops. Alberigo 
comments on 'the initial myopia' of most 
of the hierarchy who seemed to lack any 
broad perspectives on the relationship of 
Catholicism to contemporary culture. 

This is well summed up in the com
ment of Cardinal Norman Gilroy of Sydney, 
reported by Edmund Campion, that the 
Council would be over in within weeks 

with the bishops simply ratifying Roman 
decisions. Re-enforcing this lack of vision, 
Fouilloux reports that in response to a 
Roman request for vota or suggestions for 
conciliar topics 'Thomas McCabe, Bishop 
of Wollongong in Australia, took six months 

to reply in six lines that he had 

0 
almost nothing to suggest'. 

NE OF THE MOST SIG NIFI CANT SOUrCeS of 
opposition to the idea of the Council came 
from within the Curia itself, especially from 
a group around Ottaviani's Holy Office 
(successor to the Roman Inquisition and 
predecessor to the Congregation for the 
Doctrine of the Faith). The prevailing feeling 
was that if they could not sabotage the 
Council, the curialists should try to get 
control of the process. 

The sense of bitterness and resentment 
surrounding the Pacelli Curia is well 
expressed by the caustic and cynical priest, 
Don Giuseppe de Luca, writing in August 



1959 to the then Archbishop Montini of 
Milan : 'After an initial scare the circle of 
elderly vultures is returning. But it returns 
with a thirs t fo r new torments, n ew 
vendettas. Around the carum caput [i .e. the 
'dear head'- the Pope] this macabre circle 
presses close. It has regained its composure, 
that 's for sure'. 

One of the m os t interesting sections in 
the book is Fouilloux's summary of the 
vota or responses that came back from the 
bishops, Ca tholic universities and experts. 
What is striking about the vota is that so 
much was actually achieved in the Council 
against a prevailing background of su ch 
ecclesiastical narrowness and insularity. 
Despite their antagonism the influence of 
m os t of the curial offices on the prepara
tions seem s to have been rather limited. 

The vota contained widespread calls for 
condemnations of theologian s (especially 
those from the nouvelle theologie like 
Congar, de Lubac, Rahner and T eilhard de 
Ch ardin ). There w as a deep sen se of 
alienation from the world and culture. There 
was no feeling even in Latin America for 
ques tions of social justice (the Paraguayan 
bi sh op s all ow ed th e loca l di c tat or , 
Stroessner, to pay for them to attend the 
Council). Largely forgotten today is the all
pervading mariology of the preconciliar period. 
There was li ttle attention to the wider world 
and the surrounding cultural context. 

Anglo-Saxon responses were character
ised by strong ultram ontanism and th e 
assertion of a Catholic identity over and 
against the surrounding Protestant world. 

The m ost open responses cam e from 
two distinct sources: the north-wes tern 
European world (especially from the Belgian, 
Dutch and German Bishop's conferences) 
and from the Eastern Catholic churches. 
The Eas terners were highly critical of 
constant Latin encroachments on their 
privileges and they feared new definit ions 
that would separate them even m ore from 
the Orthodox. 

Another group that responded well to 
Pope John's call for aggiornamento were 
the Indonesian bishops, no doubt influenced 
by the Dutch . They actually placed the 
problem of world population first on their 
vot a. Fouill ou x comments th a t ' the 
antepreparatory consultation brought out 
less the unity of the Catholic world than its 
diversity' (p 132). 

The other key issue that em erged was 
Chris ti a n uni ty. The imp ortance of 
Augustin Bea, the German Jesuit, and the 
Swiss priest Otto Karrer in the ecumenical 
aspects of preparation for Vatican II were 

pivotal. Th e Orth odox, Anglicans and Prot
es tants cautiou sly w elcom ed Catholic 
initiatives, especially through the world 
C ouncil o f C hu rch es. H ow ev er, 
non-Catholics seem ed to be asking them 
selves cautiously: 'Can Rom e change?' 

Above all it was the theologians who 
first perceived the possibilities opened up 
by the Council. Perhaps the m ost impor
tant of these was Yves Congar. Reflecting 
later in his Journal Congar said: 'I saw in the 
Council an opportunity not only for the 
case of unity but also of ecclesiology ... and 
for m aking substantial progress in matters 
ecumenical. I committed m yself to the task 
of stoking public opinion so that it would 
expect and demand much '. The then young 
Swiss theologian, Hans KlinK took a similar 
view and his books and lectures across 

the world probably forced a broad-

y er agenda on unwilling bishops. 

ET, DESPITE THIS, A THEOLOGIAN of the 
distinction of Karl Rahner was still suspect 
in Rom e as late as June 1962. He was told by 
the Jesuit superiors that 'all his writings 
were under Roman censorship' (p 456 ) and 
he played lit tle or no part in preparations 

for the Council. Cost was an important 
issue for the Vatican . It was assumed the 
C ouncil would las t on e year with an 
estimated cost of between US$25 and $33 
million . The expenses of over 1000 bishops 
were paid for by Rome. There is one story of 
a missionary bishop from Cam eroon who 
was 'almost out of money for his journey by 
the time he reached Paris; he had to continue 
to Rom e by second class train, and this 
while fasting, until finally som e French 
soldiers gave him som e of their provisions' 
(p 498). 

I have not referred here to the rich detail 
in Kom on ch a k 's essay on the actu al 
prepara tion of the documents that were to 
be so quickly re jected by the firs t session of 
the Council. 

In fa ct the whole book is a treasure t rove 
of detail. Despite the drawbacks of a rather 
sti l t ed transla tion and the high pri ce 
(A$160L History of Vatican II will certainly 
rem ain the authoritative source on the 
Council for many years to come. • 

Paul Collins is a priest, broadcaster and 
writer. His Papal Power will be published 
by HarperCollins this year. 

SuMMER B ooKs: 5 

A NNELISE B ALSAM O 

Telling on the Fourth 
Estate 

The Truth Teller, Margaret Simons, Minerva (Reed Books 
AustraliaL 1996. ISBN 1863305343s RRP $15 .95 

M ARGA RET SIMONS' SECO ND novel, This novel is not a lyrical, breathtaking, 
The Tru th Teller, is aptly titled. Against or even pretty read . Sim on s, a form er 
the current tide of esoteric novel titles, journalis t , i s interes t ed, ins t ea d, in 
Simons' them atic intention is immediately inves tiga ting her subject, and spends no 
explicit . But this is not a simple exercise in time on obvious literary devices. But the 
finding a person who tells the truth. Simons' straightforward narrative style is a double-
truth teller is a m ovable feast : she does not edged sword- while it does cut to the heart 
legitimise one teller, as ' right' or ' real ', in of Simons' inves tigation, it can also appear 
the novel. Instead, The Tru th Teller explores simplistic, even slightly pat. I think, how-
the complicated activity of telling itself. ever, the novel is rescued by a dramatic and 
Much of this novel is about the m ysterious genuine undercurrent: viciou sn ess and 
dynamic between the person who tells and anger surface in some unexpected places. 
the person who listens, and how truth is Simons sets about her task through a 
(re)constructed in the rolling, never-ending very calculated structure. She has fourprin-
cycles of telling and h earing. Simons cipal tellers. Three work as journalists in a 
unpacks this shifting truth as the key to newsroom on a daily paper and one works 
identity, to intention, and to the heart of in the sex industry. (Only used-car sales-
human experience. m en and lawyers, surely, sit lower on the 
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truth-telling scale.) Yet i t is because these 
four tellers speak with such forked tongues 
that Simons is able to dig around in the 
ashes of telling and truths, and hint at the 
possibility of renewal. 

Each teller represents a way of telling. 
Simon Spence is the quintessential news
paper man, telling his stories in short para
graphs, beginning with who, when, why, 
what, where. He tells what h e thinks the 
public should hear. Pru Faraday is, perhaps 
problematically, the 'female' voice who 
writes, and tells, human interest stories. 
Hers are emotional tales, the stories that 
'make a difference'. Max Killinger, a Machi
avellian character, is interes ted in showing 
rather than telling. (The novel calls this 
madness.) Ophelia, the sex worker, is coded 
as a whore on two levels : she is profession
ally a whore (her name is a joke given to her 
by a pimp), but, as a kind of textual joke, she 
also tells all the stories readers are supposed 
to desire. So she tells the 'inside' stories 
about brothels (and som e fair ly unsavoury 
sexual activities), juicy little anecdotes 
about each of the three journali sts, and 
embarrassing stories about childhood. 

She explores vulnerability . Paradoxi
cally, this story whoring-that is, being 
told the stories that 'get you in the mood' to 
be a sympathetic reader-actually does 
redeem most of the other tellers in the 
novel. 

But telling, Simons warns us in The 
Truth Teller, is not just about the self. That 
Simon Spence can reveal himself as soulless, 
that Pru Faraday chooses the biggest hu
man interes t tale of all, motherhood, or 
that Max Killinger chooses to show madness 
rather than tell reason, is one thing, but 
tales also reach outwards, to destroy or 
redeem other subj ects (a nd oft en those who 
listen). So while Ophelia occupies the 
uncomfortable position of the hooker with 
a tongue of gold, the journalists have razor 
tongues, particularly Simon Spence. Indeed 
i t is his (re)telling Ophelia's stories about 
brothels in his newspaper that darkens the 
skies with destroyed subjects, including 
Ophelia h erself. 

The difference between self-serving tell
ing, and therapy through telling is, in the 
novel, very much a difference of gender. 
Men tell when telling will serve them well. 
Women tell to protect, assist, love, heal. 
Men and women might tell the same stories, 
but they are never told the same way. 

It is here that the undercurrents of anger 
and viciousness I mentioned earli er, becom e 
detectable. Simons seem s actively to resent 
the way telling is gender specific. And she 

is, I think, even more deeply angered by the 
way the male way of telling is preferred. To 
tell it 'like a woman', in this novel at least, 
exposes you to exploitation, and forces the 
wom en who do tell into som etim es unten
able positions of compromise. 

The true price of compromise becomes 
clear through the interaction of Ophelia 
and Pru as storytellers. Ophelia 's 'female' 
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stories are abou t the brutality of m en, and 
economic and sexual exploitation. Pru 's 
stories are about how the sexes might, and 
can, relate on equitable ground. But she 
demands m en tell her the s tories that she 
want, and needs, to hear . Ophelia, however, 
demands only that her (male) partner tells 
her an interes ting (sexual) fantasy. Of these 
two women, it is Ophelia who is mos t able 
to trade in the world of men, and under
stand the limited scope of their telling, 
while Pru loses her way, loses the guy and 
loses her place from which to tell. At the 
end of the novel, she is t elling stories to her 

children. This, the novel tells us, is no place 
at all . 

Th e Tnzth Teller, while init ia lly 
suggesting the promise of renewal, ulti
mately offers the reader little hope about 
tellers and their truths. When each of the 
four characters finally find their way into 
the right story, the price they pay seem s too 
high . The end of the novel throws in a series 
of plot twists, turns and shocks through 
which each character is m eted out som e 
kind of rough justice. 

The reader, too, di scovers rough justice . 
Necessarily a listener, the reader never tells. 
We know, from the novel, that this is a very 
dangerous position . So we allow ourselves 
to be cajoled, flatt ered and seduced by 
Ophelia, and exquisi tely frustrated by the 
oth er characters, but we are given no room 
for a tale of self preservation . The end then, 
a ferocious parody of romantic love, is both 
resisted and desired, and of course, inevita
ble. 

'It is evening. Even with daylight sav
ing, it is beginning to get dark . The end of 
this story is approaching. There is not very 
much more to tell. Can you see where I am 
yet? Where all this is leading? ' 

'Well ... yes!' the reader shou ts. Too late 
and too smug, I realised the final com eup
pance in th e novel was to be mine. Reader's 
desires make truly irksom e endings. • 

Ann elise Balsamo is a freelance writer and 
reviewer. 

P OETRY 

A LAN W EARNE 

Prime rating 
Weeping For Lost Babylon, Eri c Beach, Angus and Robert on, 1996. 

ISHN0207 18625l RRP$17.95 
The Angry Penguin, Selected Poems of Max Harris, Nationa l Library 

of Australia, 1996 ISH 0 642 10663 0 RRP $16.95 
The forest set out like the night, John Anderson, Black Pepper, 1995 

H ISBN ] 876044 055 RRP $15.95 

ow oo POETS ACHIEVE the lesser or essays and cri tica l/ biographica l studies, 
grea ter distinctions of b eing over or prizes, grants, an overseas reputation, plain 
underrated? old fa shioned publicity and the acclaim of 

Well apart from the obvious determi- peers . Whew! Why, it might be asked, does 
nants-being in the appropriate place at th e anyone bother? Because with m os t poets of 
appropriate time (a nd the prejudice of those talent 'being rated' comes well down the 
doing the rating)-here is a grab-bag of list of reasons for writing. 
criteria: wheth er a poet's collections are Messrs Beach, Harris and Anderson are 
reviewed, and, if so, whether they are decent decidedly underra ted and here for each are 
reviews, frequency of publication, sales, the major reasons: Beach because he is 
anthology appeara nces, appearances at perceived as hanging out with ' the wrong 
fes tivals, readings, residencies, appearances crowd'; Harris because he was such an all-
on academic courses, being the subject of purpose fi gure (editor, columnis t , 
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businessman, enfant terrible) and poetry 
was seen as just another bow-string; and 

Anderson because most Oz-Lit 

B 
groupies will ask 'John Who?' 

EA C H IS A STR O N G C ANDIDATE for 
Australia's most underrated. Weeping For 
Lost Babylon will alter this condition. If his 
non- app eara n ce in the Tranter-Mead 
anthology was a scandal this is ironically 
outweighed by his inclusion in the N ew 
Zealand equivalent (no matter that he hadn' t 
lived there for two decades). Perhaps the 
underraters have avoided Beach because 
his books take years to appear. (Sorry, I'd 
refer them to Houseman) Or because he is 
perceived as a 'performance poet'-(non
sense: the talented require no labels and 
besides, Beach publishes extensively and 
constantly). In an aside let m e put the issue 
of 'performance' poetry to rest. It was a 
term coined in a moment of exuberance by 
writers of verve, and later appropriated by 
mountebanks and the ignorant. I recall 
the boss of some writing course urging 
me to 'Whack in some performance 
poetry, Al!') 

Some people might even be preju
diced against Beach because he is that 
most old fa shioned of poets: a lyricist 
who writes words to be set to music . I 
would point them in the direction of 
Mr Shakespeare and Herr Goethe. 

The title poem is one to be enthused 
over: a group of poems on the death of 
his son, it is the emotional centre of the 
collection. As befits an improviser, a 
performer, a Rigoletto, Beach can be a 
flip word juggler, at times deliberately daggy. 
Well, in this sequence the joker is wild ... 
wild with grief. I rank it amongst our bes t 
elegies, poems like 'Five Bells', 'The Tomb 
of Lieut. John Learmonth, AIF' and (although 
it is an anticipatory elegy) Buckley's 'Stroke' . 

Max Harris the columnist might have 
appeared as the land's weekly curmudgeon, 
pontificating on whatever took his fancy, 
but he was hardly a promoter of his verse, 
let alone himself as poet . Thankfully, h e 
has, and we have, been rewarded with this 
posthumous selection. It is a great find: for 
one thing Harris was the best poet South 
Australia has produced (though produced is 
the operative word; that remarkable talent 
Ken Bolton is disqualified by being produced 
far far away). 

Everyone has their two bobs' worth over 
the Malley hoax and since Harris, and what 
he stood for at the time, is dead centre of 
that affair, here's mine. Point one: all of us 
have been duped by bad- no, let 's call that 

dodgy-verse: more often than not it is our 
own . Harris's only fault was to go public 
with his enthusiasms at an early age. He 
may never have gon e out on such a limb 
again, but luckily he still continued telling 
the world what h e liked and why. For exam
ple he was a great supporter of New Zealand 
verse (especially Bax ter's, which he pub
lished) and that more- than-merely remark
able Afrikaner noveli st, Etienne Leroux. 

Point two: if Malley was a bad poet he 
was a very good bad poet; and I'd rather one 
of them than a bad good poet . There are 
h eaps of 'good' poets in Australia (let alone 
the English-speaking world) all of them 
terribly boring and bad! 

The pieces that the young Harris wrote 
as a prodigy from Mount Gambier are 
certainly interes ting artifacts of their time: 
they would have made grea t workshop and/ 
or poetry reading fodder (if such institu
tions had been abroad in the early '40s). 
They certain! yare on a par with early Baxter, 

another prodigy if ever there was one. (A 
further Malley aside: if his 'Sonnets for the 
Novacord' don' t read like early Baxter, 
nothing does!) 

After his apocalyptic excesses (which 
doubtless would have faded with or with
out the infamous hoax) Harris still wrote. 
The major beauty of his mature verse was 
that it was never faddish: he was his own 
fashion. If he made poems with an admit
tedly moderate-conservative t echnique, 
they seem sure to survive: 'Incident at the 
Alice', 'On Throwing a Copy of The N ew 
Statesman into The Coorong', 'Martin Buber 
in the Pub', ' the Death of Bert Sassenowsky', 
and 'The Tantanoola Tiger', these are poems 
that even after countless readings make me 
say: 'well that's interes ting ... what's afoot 
here?' I first encountered 'The Tantanoola 
Tiger' at 14. Even then I couldn't quite see 
how the author of this (as graspable as 
Douglas Stewart's 'Silkworms ') could be 
the evil genie of obscurantism that the 

hoaxers and their cohort pursued so 
relentlessly. (And what is 'The Tantanoola 
Tiger' but a tale of a people hoaxed, told by 
one who knew what it was truly like?) 

Critics and academics can run up count
less fl ags: the poet as seer, as sage, as bard, 
blabbermouth, storyteller, scene-setter and 
whinger . . . post this-ist, post that-ist . In the 
end, though, there can be but one banner: 
after answering Yes to Can he/sh e put one 
word after another in a talented way! you 
fly ' the poet as poet. ' That is the only way 
to judge Harris. What other Australians 
born five years either side of 1921, his birth 
year, wrote poems that have survived and 
(even better) are as readable? Webb and 
Hewett certainly, McAuley and Harwood 
often, Dobson at times, ditto Buckley and, 
yes, Malley. 

John Anderson is underrated for the finest 
reason: few know who he is. His previous 
volume arriving 18 years ago, he has since 
been assembling these 11 8 pages. To my 

knowledge no-one today has kept up 
such a constant, patient ploughing, and 
the least his audience can do is to apply 
them selves with commensurate effort. 
One of the best things about Anderson is 
that his readers are required to work 
(though note I didn't say struggle). 

What does he give in return? An 
interconnected weaving of rhapsodies, 
evocations and prose poems celebrat
ing aspects of the Australian landscape, 
its flora and fauna, not just of now, nor 
even before white arrival, but from 
before humanity. This is a small-sized 
book of which the term 'big picture' is 

the inadequate cliche it always has been. 
Has Anderson Laurie Duggan's 'The Ash 
Range' for a neighbour? Certainly for those 
who don' t know Anderson's work it could 
be explained thus: vis-a-vis 'The Ash Range' 
they are neighbours in the way that two 
hermits living 60 kilometres apart in the 
bush, with no-one in between, are neigh
bours. 

Has Anderson (have you) read the 
remarkable Canadian writer Christopher 
Dewdney? He too m ay be a neighbour, 
although Dewdney has been known to go 
back to his domain's geological foundations. 
Butfishing about for comparisons is, on both 
sides, somewhat of an insult. Anderson is as 
original and ambitious as any writing today. 
I'd be certain he knew of his originality and, 
surprise surprise, be as sure he wouldn't 
know, or care, how ambitious he was. • 

Alan Wearne is a poet and author of the 
verse novel Th e Night Markets. 
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PROFILE 

PAUL ORMONDE 

Moving sideways 
T,, " ' wo< '" TH< m-emne ""d 
strong-of people who have faced death, 
accepted the prospect, and survived. It is 
the look in the dark eyes of Doris Brett, poet 
and psychotherapist, who, with poetry, 
worked her way through the experience. 

Brett an award-winning poet, has had 
two experiences of ovarian cancer in the 
last two years. She is now in remission and 
says, 'it feels good'. 

'I would not go back and undo it,' she 
says ' because I have gained a lot from it .' 

Her latest book of poetry In the Constel
lation of the Crab was launched at the 
headquarters of the Anti-Cancer Council of 
Victoria by Chris Wallace-Crabbe, a poet 
whose philosophy 'We are put on this earth 
to be joyous' is endorsed in Brett's poems of 
hope and optimism. 

Thus he can say of her: 
'Here with heightened intensity and 

grea tly augmented range are the strong 
themes which have already distinguished 
Doris Brett's poetry: flight, light, magic, 
metamorphosis. Of especial power are her 
haunting lyrics about cancer and the all-too
real operating theatre, but her reinventions 
of old fairy tales are also marvellous .' 

Brett knew much about cancer before it 
first struck her in 1994. It had been her 
profession as a psychotherapist to help other 
people to cope with it. For eight years she was 
a consultant to the oncology (cancer) depart
ment of the Alfred Hospital in Melbourne. A 
substantial portion of her private practice 
specialising in psychotherapy and hypno
therapy was focused on cancer patients. 

She was also an establi shed writer, 
having won the Fellowship of Australian 
Writers' Anne Elder Poetry Award in 1984 
and the Mary Gilmore Award the following 
year for a first collection of poetry. 

Early in 1994, she felt run-down and had 
written little poetry for months. After a 
standard medical checkup, her GP referred 
her to an oncologist. Brett was prepared for 
bad news, particularly when the ultrasound 
test led to surgery by the oncologist soon 
after. She knew then, from her own clinical 
experience, that she must have ovarian 

cancer. Days before the surgery confirmed 
her fears, she began writing again. 

'Although I knew I was facing great 
danger, I felt calm, not panicky, she said . "I 
was fully engaged. The poetry came flood
ing back instinctively.' 

The first part of her book is her personal 
diary of the fight to survive cancer- the 
'Crab' of the title. After surgery in February 
1994, she went into remission for two years. 

Then almost exactly two years later it struck 
again. She went on writing. 

'The cancer poems were my journal- ! 
wrote my way through the experience. Their 
essence has been the transformation of of a 
life-threatening experience, with all its pain 
and terror, in to something illuminating and 
transcendent.' 

She takes us on her journey. In Packing 
for Hospital she notes: 

Here is the suitcase, open-mouthed 
at where it is going. Take care 
what you put there. It will 
follow you everywhere 
like a dog 
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bringing all that you give it. 

In On the Way to the Operating Theatre 
she cap tures the impotent feeling recog
nised by anyone who has made that upward
eyed journey from ward to theatre: 

How strange it is 
to see the ceiling go by like a river. .. 
on ly we 
upside down fliers 
on hospital linen 
are privileged to see it. 

In Chemotherapy she embraces an 
autumn of her own in which she loses her 
dark curly hair, h er eyebrows, even her 
eyelashes: 

Having often admired trees 
I now find I am to become 
like one. Here in the season 
of falling, I am the au tum n 
one, un-feathering, un-feathering, 
Bald as an egg, a kind of nun 
of the new beginnings ... 

Brett finishes the first part of her book 
with a poem called In Kansas. The symbol
ism of Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz is 
irresistible-yet she does not see arrival in 
Kansas as the end of her agony of doubt, but 
a launch into hope. 

As she puts it: 
'I had a dream of being in Kansas when 

I was waiting for the result of a blood tes t . 
I had never been to Kansas but my dream 
suggested it to me as a sort of heartland, a 
symbol of home as Dorothy saw it. 

'The dream of being in Kansas was very 
very peaceful. I waked with a peaceful sense. 
I felt I had been in the home of the heart. I 
did not know what lay ahead of me ... just a 
peaceful feeling of going on and dealing 
with whatever I had to deal with.' 

This is the road that leads 
to Kansas. To get there 
you must fall in love 
with gusting wind, 
the roofs tumbling under your head ... 
This is the poem that writes you 
to Kansas and knows 



that in Kansas 
you 're always coming home. 

N ow she is home in Caulfield, Mel
bourne-remembering her body's autumn 
and winter and smiling at the prospect of its 
spring, as her hair, eyebrows and eyelashe 
break through to start life anew. Soon she 
will be able to put aside the handsome 
velvet hats her daughter Amantha has made 
for her public appearances. She is now 
preparing to resume her psychotherapy prac
tice-with no regrets, in fa ct, almost a grati
tude for the experience.She has difficulty 
trying to explain how her cancer experience 
might influence her psychotherapy. 'All of 
one's experiences add to richness as a 
therapist,'she says. 'I don 't think I will be 
more empathic. I just know more in a 
different way.' 

Poems in h er new book have already 
won four prizes : the Queensland Premier's 
Poetry Award ( 1994), the Northern Terri
tory Government's Literary Award ( 1995) 
and two Fellowship of Australian Writers 
John Shaw N eilson Awards (1990 and 
1994). 

The cancer poems were not so much a 
personal therapy as a way of understanding 
and transforming the experience. ' Although 
I'm sure my psychological training has 
influenced m e in all kinds of ways, I feel as 
if I come to my poetry a a 

H 
person, not as a psychologist. ' 

ER FASCINATION WITH fairy tales seems 
to be more linked with her profession, with 
the stories highlighting emotional reali
ties . She explains : 'There are underlying 
messages in fairy tales-that is why they 
have lasted. I have always been interes ted 
in these stories as metaphor. 

'In Hansel and Gretel we have the story 
of a woodcutter who has married again. But 
he is a weak man and he agrees with the 
plan of the stepmother that they cannot 
afford to keep the children. So they decide 
to lose them in the forest. But on the first 
trip Hansel drop pebbles on the track and 
eventually they find their way back . But on 
the second trip, he drops bread crumbs and 
the birds eat them. They arrive at the witch's 
house made of sugar and candy. The witch 
decides to eat them but Gretel tricks the 
witch into the oven-and they survive.' 

In psychological terms, the story is 
about children's fear of abandonment . It is 
also in the tradition of the wicked step
mother as the villain. 'But in m y poem I 
shift the focus to the role of the weak 
father who agrees to abandon his children 

for fear of losing his wife': 

Even now it still haunts me, 
how if yo u asked him 
he would say 
he was only obeying orders ... 

Doris Brett is 46. She lives with h er 
husband Martin, a computer analyst, and 
18-year-old Amantha . She was born in 
Melbourne in 1950 of Jewish parents. The 
family had come to Australia in the late 
1940s from Poland. Brett went to Lee Street 
State School in Carlton where her teacher 
in 4th grade in the late 1950s was Gerald 
Murnane, then virtually unknown, but 
des tined to be an Australian writer of 
remarkable individuality. 

'He inspired us all,' says Doris . 'He had 
just read Jack Kerouac and was was teaching 
us according to the principles of the beat 

genera ti on . H e was liberating. 

B 
That year was a standout.' 

RETT
1
S NEXT STEP in education-a t 

Elwood State School-was 'a downer '. 'I 
had to do sewing with the girls.' After that 
she went to Elwood Central and finally 
Elwood High. Even at school she was known 
as ' the psychiatrist'-som eone to whom 
others could brought their problem s. At the 
University of Melbourn e, she engrossed 
herself in psychology. Her earlier experi
ments in poetry were put aside for the next 
seven years to concentrate on h er 
profession.She dates the birth of Amantha 
as the beginning of the renewal of her growth 
as a writer. 

'From being pretty lyrical and superfi 
cial in my teenage years, I think I began to 
write with greater strength and depth,' she 
says. 

Brett says her experience with cancer 
has helped her clarify who are h er friends. 
'It clears the decks in all kinds of ways- it ' s 
good to face reality rather than the illusions 
we have about people, even those we 
thought might be close to us. 

'I think this is almos t a uni versa! expe
rience for people who have had to face a 
crisis like this. You can discover that peo
ple you thought were close to you are not 
friends at all. 

'Sometimes they are too frightened or 
even angry to be there for you a t any level. 
The anger can come from seeing you as a 
needer of help rather than in your more 
usual role as a giver. On the other hand, 
those you haven ' t seen much of can turn 
out to be wonderful. ' 

Brett is a woman of the spirit, without a 
formal spiritual outlook: 'I think the world 

is very m ys terious place. There are a lot of 
mysteries I am open to .' She is an op timist 
and an idealist. As she writes in The Wait 
ing Room, a poem in which she muses 
about the strangers around her outside the 
doctor's surgery: 

And I think that if we all 
reached out, wingtip 
to wingtip, from where we sit, 
including the receptionist 
typing in the corner, 
we could stretch out our arms 
and slowly lift, rise up ... , lighter than 
flowers 
over the rusty roofs 
and hover 
strange grea t blooms 
and look, see-
the houses are breathing 
in and breat hing out, 
bright as candles 
wishing towards each other • 

Paul Ormonde is a freelance writer and 
reviewer. Doris Brett's In the Constellation 
of the Crab is published by Hale and 
Iremonger, RRP $12.95, ISBN 0 86806 603 6. 
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Through Irish eyes 
Michael Collins, dir. Neil Jordan (Village). 
Like most accounts of Irish history, on 
paper or celluloid (and by now there must 
be a few in cyberspace too), this film has 
become a point of controversy between 
romantic nationalists and sceptical 
revisionists (all right, that really comes 
down to a fight between apologists for 
today's IRA and their critics). For the record, 
the foo tball-ground scene and som e others 
are not accurate accounts of what happened. 
But we knew that even before the revision
ists pointed it out, because N eil Jordan told 
u s that he had overstated the case to 
emphasise the intimidatory nature of British 
security tactics in Ireland at the time (and 
since). 

Fair enough. Anyone who wants 
unfiltered history, if that is not an 
oxymoron, shouldn't go looking for it in a 
biopic anyway. But it is a pity that the 
revisionists have not directed their ire to 
the silliest part of a generally well-made 
and well -cast film , the relationship 
concocted between Collins (Liam N eeson), 
his friend Harry Boland (Aidan Quinn) and 
Kitty Kiernan (Julia Roberts, unfortunately). 
An trite, predictable love triangle from the 
director of The Crying Game and Interview 
with the Vampire? 

Why N eil Jordan, a man who has never 
before had trouble mixing sex, politics and 
violence had a fai lure of nerve when he 
turned away from fiction may become the 
new Great Unanswered Question of Irish 
history. Because Michael Collins, whom 
many believe to have died a virgin, ought to 
have been a natural subject for Jordan. Some 
critics have found in the film an implied 
homoero tic attraction between Collins and 
Boland, but this, though arguable, misses 
the rea lly interesting point, which is that 

young Michael was a decent, 
clean-living (if hard-drinking) 
Cathol ic lad who also 
happened to be the greatest 
guerrilla leader of the 20th 
century. 

Killing came a lot easier 
than sex, apparently. Ah, now 
there's a fine subject for a 
film . 

- Ray Cassin 

N ot so sly 

Daylight, dir. Rob Cohen 
(Hoyts, Village, Greater Union). As far as 
action films go Daylight has it all. Tension, 
drama, plenty of explosive action and even 
a love interest for its never-say-die star 
Sylves ter Stallone. If you're not after much 
more than a good old-fashioned action flick 
then you could do a lot worse than this but, 
be warned, turn off your brain before you 
go. 

A diamond heist has gone wrong and a 
cargo of toxic waste in the Manhattan-New 
Jersey tunnel leads to a massive explosion 
and the tunnel collapsing. Sly plays a former 
head of Emergency medical services sacked 
for getting some of his staff killed in a 
bungled rescue. In true hero fashion he 
takes the chance to redeem himself and 
volunteers for the impossible mission of 
rescuing the survivors trapped in the tun
nel. He finds them OK, but getting out is 
different matter. They must battle fire, 
fumes, floods and, of course, each other as 
Sly frantically searches for an escape route . 

Daylight is woefully predictable-as 
soon as a character says 'see you tonight 
honey' you know very well she'll never see 
him again-and does little m ore than press 
the usual buttons. On the up side, as action 
flicks go it's not unwatchable. The pace is 
fast, the action furious and there are plenty 
of spectaular bangs. But the most spectacu
lar achievem ent of the film belongs to Sly . 
Anyone who can get through this whole 
two-hour ordeal suffering nothing more than 
a slight headache gets my nod as a real 
tough guy. 

-Nick Grace 

Contempt of court 

Ridicule, dir. Patrice Leconte (independ
ent) . Human beings are never far from the 
chookhouse, if the pecking-orderpolitics of 
Ridicule are to b e be li eve d . Remi 
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Waterhouse's script, based on actual events, 
tracks the jungles of social rivalry at the 
court of Louis XVI just before the whole 
noisome shebang was swep t away by 
something worse . 

The story is of Gregoire Ponceludon de 
Malavoy (Charles Berling), a country noble 
and amateur engineer who wants to improve 
the lives of the peasants on his impover
ished estates by draining the mosquito
infested m arshes. He needs government 
money for this and set off fo r Versailles, 
hoping ingenu ously to catch the ear of the 
king. He finds things there far murkier than 
swamp water. Ponceludon finds he must 
now use his brain to fight the m erciless 
battl es of esprit and to n egotiate the 
labyrinths of influence. Madame de Blayac 
(Fanny Ardant) is his m eans, but she is a 
seasoned warrior, an intriguer with whom 
a liaison can be tres dangereuse. Ardant is 
memorable as the supreme pragmatist, 
corruptly attractive, m aking hypocrisy her 
finest art. 

Leconte's treatment of the period is free 
from Merchant Ivory ponderousness, and 
w ithout th e gluttonous fussin ess of 
Greenaway's postmodern twaddles. The 
look is comfortably 18th century to a 20th 
century eye: it never distracts us from the 
real business of the film. Where costume 
and coiffure are emphasised, it is to make a 
moral point- high perruques are rendered 
in steel wool, sinis ter sculptures of detailed 
meaninglessness. Leconte demonstrates a 
world where proper feelings, sympathy for 
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Something has gone wrong here. Toke 
Townley and Richard Wordsworth in 
the 1955 film The Quatermass Experi 
m ent. The best caption for this pic will 
win the $30 film prize. 

The winner of the N ovember com
petition was Joe Johnson of Braddon, 
ACT who thought that Robert de Niro 
might have been thinking: 

I never really liked reading anyway. 
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others, faithful love, genuineness, give way 
before ba ttles of w it-bel esprit-where 
style masquerades as substance. A witty 
retort in an effete world can be a m atter of 
life or death , for to amuse the powerful is 
survival. Of course, that could never happen 
now ... 

- Juliette Hughes 

Catfight 

The Ghost and The Darkness dir. Stephen 
Hopkins (Hoyts, Village, Greater Union). 
As a kid I was besotted with the Willard 
Price adventure books-! read and re-read 
them until the stories were tattooed on my 
mind. I remember how the tale in African 
Adventure about two man-eating lions 
going berserk at the turn of the century 
made me look at our tabby, Sir Francis 
Chichester, in a different light. I've never 
liked cats since. 

I went into the film telling myself to 
barrack for the lions-after all it happened 
in 1896 when Africa was being carved up by 
the colonial powers . But my natural preju
dices and some good, simple story-telling 
sucked me in like butter into popcorn and 
I was soon baying for their blood. Hopkins 
does not worry about dressing things up for 
an era in which lions are threatened with 
extinction: he lets the story stand on its 
own. But then again if he had fidd led with 
it the right way it could have been much 
better than the pure adventure flick it is, 
particularly if he had explored the way the 
rampage derailed, li terally, British plans for 
expansion . Instead the film leans towards a 
bit of uncomplicated myst icism, which in 
this case is n ot quite as satisfying as good, 
hearty, poli tical fare. 

Val Kilmer as Colonel Patterson, the 
engineer sent to build the railway-bridge at 
T savo, is very watchable, but he's let down 
by Mi ch ae l D ou gl as as the hunt er , 
Remington, who carries on as though he's 
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just stepped off the set of Wall Street. But 
the real stars are the bi t players, the scenery, 
and of course the lion s. I suppose as a mark 
of respect to the great beas ts there migh t 
have been a less triumphalist ending, but 
we're talking films h ere, not h istory. 

-Jon Greenaway 

Lizard breath 
DragonHeart dir. Rob Cohen (Village and 
Hoyts). The real star of th is film is the 
amazing mechanical dragon Draco, voiced 
by Sean Connery, the ageless Scots crumpet . 
The theme of the story is a surprisingly 
revolutionary one about casting off the yoke 
of evil tyrants, and thereby retrieving ideals 
and self-respect. The film shows the 
peasantry being quite floridly oppressed by 
a father and son who put the nasty in 
dynasty. 

Dennis Quaid, as the 'proper' knight, 
one who understands noblesse oblige and 
all that, is put in charge of the education of 
the wicked king's wicked son (played 
with suitable horribleness by David 
Thewlis, of fond memory as That 
Really Nasty Bugger in Naked). 
Thew lis does not stint when asked to 
play a baddie. You can almost see 
him saying to himself, 'I must not 
disappoint my public. Evil they want 
and evil they shall get .' I wonder 
what part they'll give him next
Nero, Hitler, Margaret Thatcher; the 
list is endless. 

There are some strange but fasci
nating elem ents in the film: Freud
ians and Jungians and their ilk will 
argue for yanks over the scene where 
Draco takes our disillusioned Dennis 
to Avalon to imbue him once more 
with the spirit of King Arthur. In a 
circle of egregiously phallic pillars
the biggest one being Arthur's which 
lights up and speaks to him (they 
advertise things like that in the back of 
Cleo)- he gets back his knighthood. N ot so 
much Iron John as Stone Willy. 

But all in all the dragon was tops-in 
fact the fi lm would be worth seeing for 
Draco alone if it were not already a very 
decent sword and sorcery s tory. 

-Juliette Hughes 

Dream on 
The Starmak er dir. Giuseppe Tornatore (in
dependen t) . As in h is previou s fi lm Cinema 

Paradiso, T ornatore explores the ways film 
allows human nature to express i tself, both 
on and off camera. Bu t while Paradiso was 
a celebration of cinema, The Starmaker is a 
recognition that cinema can be destructive 
and a false witness. 

Joe Morelli is a con man travelling 
through Sicily from town to town offering 
screen tests, for the modest price of 1,500 
lire, to those wanting to m ake it big in the 
movies. In 1953, in land still visibly ravaged 
by war, tha t meant everyone. His tent, 
beat-up camera, and expired film-s tack play 
host to some extraordinary story-telling 
and confessions, yet as a self-centred man 
intent only on doing naive country-folk out 
of their dough, he is impervious to their 
charms. That is until he meets Beata, a 
beautiful young convent-girl whose 
devotion breaks him down. 

One thing you're certain of after seeing 
The Starmaker is that Tornatore loves the 
'50s and is intrigued by the life people led 
in rural Italy. Sici ly is laid out gloriously 
and the characters who step up for their 

chance at a better life (read, for som e, salva
tion ) seem to reflect the contours of the 
land around them . One su spect s that 
T ornatore feels it was at this time that the 
simple life was passed over for everything 
modern. 

The only disappointment in this film is 
that it is directed towards the redemption 
ofJoe Morelli, but it doesn 't quite get there
it stops short at his realisation that he has 
wronged Beata and the good people h e has 
fleeced. N evertheless the lament is nice 
viewing. 

-Jon Greenaway 
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WATCHING 
BRIEF 

The fish the 
networks reject 

L , RAHNGS swaN is 
highly overra ted. It leads to a 
popular perception that good 
program s should be axed 

simply because they are watched by fewer people. I often 
enjoy the programs that the channels dust off and sling on 
the box during the summer, when all sensible people are 
inside sheltering fro m the ultraviolet blast . There are som e 
grea t repeats-th e ABC has been showing Middlemarch 
again, an d you can find gem s like SBS' repeat of the 
documentary Studs Terkel's Chicago, or welcome revisits 
to French And Saunders. 

There are exceptions of course, but strangely, these all 
seem to be based on a notion of giving the public what it is 
perceived to want, like the frightful Carols by Candleligh t. 
Truly everything you don't want in a Christmas service, but 
a steadying reflection of the fact that an awful lot of people 
must be able to endure Ray Martin talking about peace and 
goodwill after what his program did to the Paxtons. 

And on the sweltering Sunday arvo of January 5, four 
network channels were showing sport, two of them tennis. 
The ABC programmers had been to the local video store and 
were showing The Importance Of Being Earnest. 

N ow I have no problem with a bit of afternoon sport on 
the box when the weather is inclement, but the choice 
between tennis, cricket, car racing and tennis is Hobson 's 
for someone like me. No doubt if there were ratings for that 
afternoon they'd show that m any people watched, but my 
guess is that it was the answer to the video store owners' 
prayer. 

When I was las t in the UK there were the brain-and bum
numbing mara thons of the snooker championships. And the 
(mostly m ale) Brits watched with a vengeance. Marriages 
foundered, children ran away from their hushed and darkened 
homes where fathers calcified on sofas under the Medusa glare 
of the shining box. There was a muted outcry from some peo
ple, who then said to themselves 'Sod it, [this was Britain you 
know folks] I'll switch off the damn thing and get a life.' And 
that probably accounts for the rash of lone yachtsmen intrep
idly sailing the Howling 50s and providing our defence forces 
with much-needed practice at search, rescue and PR. 

Some sports are good to watch on television. Skateboard
ing is skilful and exciting, and eminently deserves to be in 
the Olympics. Sumo wres tling, slalom skiing, figure-skating, 
surfing-all fine to watch yet one only sees snippets of them 
compared with the avalanche of the kind of sports where 
tycoons can buy a competition. Cricket this year has been 
stultifying, though in all hones ty I must admit that I have 
been reviled by m y teenage son and his fri ends for saying 
this. The programmers know this-there are no ads for age
defying creams or whatever else women are supposed to want. 
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Not that the programmers always do know what people want, 
despite spending large sums on market research . 

Channel Seven made a gigantic blunder last year when 
trying to woo a wider audience for its old reliable afternoon 
show Wh eel Of Fortune. In a move that recalled its master 
st rok e of selling Neighbours to Channel Ten, Seven's 
managem ent sacked host John Burgess and brought in Tony 
Barber. The ratings plummeted, and Nine's The Price Is 
Right was the beneficiary. My mother said 'Serve them 
right'. She just switched off-she liked the old Wheel, and 
can't abide the crassness of the new version. And she has 
her standards, so The Price Is Right is not an option. She 
felt hijacked, as indeed Burgess must have. It was a blatant 
attempt to force a change of taste, and it's heartening to see 
that it didn't work. 

But m atters of taste and education are central to 
broacasting of all types . The owners of private broadcas t 
stations are ever keen to know our taste in order to target 
their advertising m ore effectively. It 's then that you have to 
rely on the public broadcasters for any kind of public spirit 
or broader vision in the choice or commissioning of programs. 
SBS should have a medal for doing this kind of thing. Their 
summer viewing has been diverse, intelligent, attractive and 
well-placed. The very best documentaries can be found there; 
The Cutting Edge is precisely tha t. Their World N ews 
reminds us that there is more to life on this planet than 
persecuting dole recipients. And they have been showing the 
fascinating series Man sion: Great Houses Of Europe. Hosted 
by Alastair Something and Marcus Something Else, the 
Tweedledum and Tweedledee of taste, it is a delight . They 
are both grea tly knowledgeable about the art and architec
ture of Europe, and their rather uncritical enthusiasm allows 
you to form your own opinions of the societies that generated 
such piles of pride. 

Their enthusiasm is as genuine as Sister Wendy's, and 
as informative. They don't confine us to previous centuries, 
either. One of the most interes ting houses was Mies van der 
Rohe's Villa Tugendhat in the Czech Republic. The owners 
were Jewish and could live in it for only eight years before 
having to fl ee the Nazis . The sense of history conveyed by 
such a house in such a context, its clean solidity so familiar 
to our 20th century senses, reminds us that this extraordi
nary century we live in will soon be a dead and receding thing, 
as with all other centuries before it. Like a 17th century 
chateau, or a 19th century Schloss, a 20th century villa will 
soon be as much a thing of the conscious past as a Norman 
castle. Programs like Man sion remind us of our mortality, 
as we hasten together to perhaps perfect felici ty or perhaps 
something else. • 

Juliette Hughes is a freelance writer and reviewer. 



Eureka Street Cryptic Crossword no. 50, January-February 1997 

Devised by Joan Nowotny IBVM 

ACROSS 
1. & 23. Regularly formulated, often broken, but showing promise! [3,5,10) 
6. An adder, perhaps, basking in the heat. (6) 
9. Such a type could be called a shirker. (4) 
10. Diagnose one of the clots, or miss both possibly. (10) 
11. Alternative title for The Piano perhaps? Theatrical Education head 

without a clue! [3,7) 
12. Sounds as if bygone days belong to you. (4) 
13. Solidly built porter at the inn. [5) 
14. Though short, Eric could be a singer in church. [9) 
16. Study girl intended, it seems, to add spice to her course. (9) 
19. Hail employment in the building. (5) 
21. From my poisoned foot I caught an infection of the ear. (4) 
23. See 1-across for the answer again. 
25 . Law-makers should train ample constituents to take their place, if 

required. (10) 
26. Convey balance. (4) 
27. Beat about the bush and foiled the attack. (6) Solution to Crossword no. 49, December 1996 

28. Peculiar red-headed visitor? [8) 

DOWN 
2. It describes decayed teeth people identify originally. [7) 
3. Being faithful to 1 & 23, you keep it through time's circle. (4-5) 
4. I can't play the clown as they did in ancient times. (5) 
5 . Take extensive exercise? (7,4,4) 
6. To modify the recipe, work out mils per litre-it couldn't be plainer! 

[7) 
7. Tall Tom, the cricketer, can be surly. [5) 
8. Sounds as if the saga you're writing is about a gourmet. [7) 
15. People like the Waughs, for instance, practise fair play. [9) 
17. What an atrocity-but fury is not acceptable! (7) 
18. Fantastic dream I'm having about her! (7) 
20. Wise about Hill's reserve capacity. (7) 
22. Boy in charge has severe stomach pain . [5) 
24. King, having passed on, was recognised subsequently. (5) 

Please send two free copies of 
Eureka Street to: 
Name ................................................... . 
Address ............................................... . 

.............................. Postcode .............. . 
My name is ....................................... .. 
Address .............................................. . 
.............................. Postcode .. ..... ... ... . 
Tel ............................................ ..... . 




	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48
	Page 49
	Page 50
	Page 51
	Page 52

