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IVIORAG FRASER

A fine balance

ARLY IN THE NEw YEear I had to queue to get into a
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 cvery technical
trick a onetime music video produccer has up his sleeve. It
begins on a television screen, with a scasoned 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 medium for the gravity
of the circumstances—vendetta, civil corruption—in which
the young people tind themsclves. Tt flexes to voice their
lyricism and their aspirations as well as their frustrations.

The film is violent, the imagery is post-Christian. Julict’s
bedroom and her tomb are a clutter of kitsch madonnas,
garish and outrageous. The Montague boys, Mercutio
particularly, mix Ecstasy 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-
ments with herbal remedies which by any other name would

be declared drugs, and young boys hang around him
avidly. It could all go terribly wrong. Yet it doesn’t.
-» ~ 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 preciousness 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 vyet 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 to him.
Mercutio’s ‘A plague on both your houses’ is as unbearable
in Luhrmann’s late twentieth century metropolis as it was
in Elizabeth’s England—the judgment 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 hear



language equal to their own imagining. It kept
occurring throughout the screening I attended.
What is going on in this universal play/film
directed 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 understands what tragedy is about.
When his Romeo, in high passion, kills Tybalt and
then cries out ‘O, [ am fortune’s fool’, his offence is
understood but not mitigated. The fine balance
between personal responsibiltiy and the forces that
move us to action is held.
That’s a fine start for the New Year.
—Morag Fraser
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Against the grain

T THE TIME OF WRITING, wheat farmers across
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 some areas the weather threatened to
dump rain on the whole lot, dramatically lessening
the value of the crop. Fortunately in most areas
disaster was avoided, but you can imagine the stress
of seeing up to eighty per cent of your annual income
at risk due to someone 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 dercgulation
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
handling, 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 bloedv
queuc.

Margaret Simons is a freelance journalist and novelist.
She lives in wheat-country New South Wales.
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CariTAL LETTER

Y MOST CHEERING READ for many a day
was the NSW Independent Commission Against
Corruption’s [[CAC] 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
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
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 magic formula
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. Twojunior 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 areason ...It wasn’t for me to know that reason
and T 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. T was aware that
there would be other information which the commissioner had
thatldidn’thave.laccepted that. Inan office such asours, it'sa very
pressured environment; there are a lot of complex decisions made
all the time.’

The poor girt 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 02 3185999 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,

JACK WATERFORD

From the unapologetic defiance one gets when
those concerned are taxed with their conduct,
one knows that many politicians
do not even have a basic understanding of
accountability and propriety.

Cowboys in the public service

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.

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
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
publicinterest. 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 simultancously
having threc jobs for three separate governments posed a potential
conflict of interestrather 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 arc even more
nccessary in these days in which public service bosses have
unprecedented power and discretion, is to guard against misuse of
the power and partial ¢xercise 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
ficld 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 cditor 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 interest, but all
[ can say is that it does not really
portray the Tasmania I know, and I
tried to work out why. Perhaps the
cluc is in the caption concerning
himself: ‘He is descended from Lt John
Russell, the first Conr  andant of Port
Arthur’, so he began with his mindset
(a word I got from his article} in
history, not geography. But people who
live here live primarily in geography
and the present, not the past. Ross
might change from a town to a village
or some other title, but that’s the way
people there will survive until who
knows what twist {anything from an
agricultural boom to a computer/
information haven) because they like
living in that spot.

If history overwhelms the
visitors, it doesn’t the locals, because
geography is nonjudgmental. History
is another aspect of humans’ lives,
perhaps a more spiritual one, but we
live in both sphercs and balance
them in different ways. For a ‘Main-
lander’ coming from a warmer
climate and an open skyline with few
mountains there is perhaps a danger
that they lump the geography in with
the history and it all becomes oppres-
sive, that the background to us
becomes foreground to them.
Perhaps when a writer says he smells
‘the stench of prison  ips’ in Hobart
that is becausc for him the history is
more important and interesting—and
fair ecnough, some writers are people
functioning in that way, or pcrhaps
that was the atmosphere in that
particular novel. Locals would be
more inclined to question the local
sewage works for a spill 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 scen
it mirror the booms and busts of
Australia, albeit on a smaller scale.
‘Stasis, paralysis of will, the creation
of a mindsct that disables action’ while
having some of its origins in the
history of the State is also a result of
hard economic times in a changing
world and the confusion that brings
rather than the nced to reconcile
attitudes to the past, fascinating
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though thcy might be. All T can say
perhaps is that you can’t go to work
{or stay at home) cvery day with a
whole lot of manacled ghosts on your
shoulders. Instead, you arc more likely
to look at a stunning view and be
gratcful for being where you are—if
you can’t enjoy the history, enjoy the
geography.

A word of warming for the rest of
Australia. Martin Bryant is a sad misfit
who could live anywhere, and to feel
perhaps the place came before the man
is a little dangerous if society is ever to
help people like him before they kill.

Cynthia Scott
Blackmans Bay, TAS

What about men?

From Malcolm White

The article ‘Working for the man’
(Eureka Street, November 1996} by
Professor Wajcman was, I felt, 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 belicve it to be a false assumption
that 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 Wajciman deals with the
workplace tensions very well;
however, the workplace is only part of
the picture. Deep in the consciousness
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of men are, I think, underpinning
notions of honour and duty. I suspect
most men and especially fathers
implicitly understand that when the
chips are down they arc expected to
bring home the bacon. Ultimately
society, and especially the extended
family, will and do make very harsh
judgments on men who fail to provide.
Paid work therefore takes on a hard
edge for men and it is little wonder it
gets out of balancce for some.

Many men would dearly love to
spend more time with their families,
with ageing parents and with friends
and neighbours. They know however
that in the 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 positions have ‘few
domestic responsibilitics’ perhaps
through the support of full time house-
wives’. Again I think there is a wider
issuc here. While it would be intellec-
tually irresponsible not to argue for
greater numbers of women in scnior
management positions, I think there
is a need to understand that many men
are impelled into these positions.
Women more  often have the
flexibility, the courage and the gender
support to say no to scnior 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
gencration of fathers will have more
time to play with their children. T hope
men will have more time for their part-
ners, for their parents and for their
community. Let us not fail to recog-
nisc, however, that at least one reason
for men being as they are is the expec-
tations of women.

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

Malcolm White
Launceston, TAS

What about men...

From Richard Manuell

The special supplement on work in
progress at the Research School of
Social Sciences, ANU (Eureka Street,
November, 1996) was informative and
provocative, particularly Professor
Wajcman'’s insightful ‘Working for the


















The 1997 People’s
Convention promisec
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 Torre:
Strait Islanders will
be permitted

to choose their

own delegates

to such a Convention

14

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

Thec code was the initiative of two Queensland
senators who received a complaint from Aborigines
in the scat 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
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
does not derogate from the representative
obligation of members of Parliament; it is a
fulfilment of that constitutional obligation.

The Prime Minister claimed that the
parliamentary resolution was enough. There
was no necd for a code. This plea of ‘No need
for signals; look at the substance’ would be
more comp ing if the Howard government
could demonstrate a commitment to avoid
racially discriminatory behaviour at all costs.

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
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.

The Howard government would not
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 ubt 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.’

EUREKA STREET e JANUARY-FEBRUARY 1997

The government questioned whether the amend-
ment was ‘totally benign’ and questioned whether a
precedent should be set. But then within the weck,
the government agreed to the Melham amendment’s
being inserted in the amendments to the Social
Security Act limiting wclfare 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 Raeial Discrimination Act.’

If the legislative guarantee of non-discrimination
on the ground of racc is to be extended to migrants
with limited welfare entitlements, then why not to
Aborigines with limited heritage protection cntitle-
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
I with the Racial Discrimination Act.

T IS GOOD THAT OUR PARLIAMENT has spoken by means
of the bipartisan resolution of 30 October 1996 pledg-
ing the nation to non-discriminati  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 necd a guarantee of non-discrim-
ination along thcse lines: ‘Everyone has the right to
freedom from discrimination on the ground of race,
colour, cthnic 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 ! . T 1 ory
legislation should hereafter never be an option.



Mr Howard should take out his
pen and sign the code of racc 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
premicr, Richard Court, who requires
greater ‘workability’ of the 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 government. Negotiation in
good faith between indigenous and
other Australians should be the first
option whencever the post-colonial so-
ciety is to impinge, for good or ill, upon
the lifestyle and lands of those who
have always constituted Australia,
cspecially if Parliament is to limit
common law rights as government is
being urged to do in the casc of native
title holders on pastoral leases.

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

The 1997 People’s Convention
promiscd by the Howard government
will be only one century too late to
cntrench the principle of non-
discrimination on the grounds of race.
And it is to be hoped that Aborigines
and Torres Strait Islanders will be
permitted to choose their own
delegates to such a Convention.

Frank Brennan sy shared the 1996
ACFOA human rights award with
Patrick Dodson for his commitment
to and work on reconciliation.

sy . .
The sky ain’t the limit

N THE EARLY ’70s, when America’s National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA) was
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 upnew
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
1300°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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Don’t keep a good woman down

HEN BETTY FRIEDAN WROTE 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’srights 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 orno choices and voices than
men?

I certainly wondered about that when,
on 10 December, the Age ran a story about
anew 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
only women—and indeed, 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 hijab under the bonnet of a car’. Shades
of the Taliban, I thought, sending female
pupils home from Afghanistan’s colleges and
universitiesand 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
society 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 themselves ‘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-
tions so changed that it is safe?

PEMINISTS’ 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-being were 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 collaborationbetween
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 harmo-
nious community.

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

Iboughthim 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 Shiva. 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, Shiva 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
100252.3247@compuserve.com
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In carly 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 porttfolio of
official positions—clerk, Postmaster and Customs official—he
accompanicd his father to establish the West Australian
Governiment’s presence at the recently formed Camden Harbour
Settlement, on the Kimberley coast 2501 north of the present
town of Derby.

As Government Resident, Robert Jo n Sholl (£400 a year:
his labourers got £24 and rations) held a position comparable
to William Lonsdalc’s when, a genceration earlier, that officer
had been sent by Governor Bourke to establish 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 skills and determination to salvage 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 scttlement flourished and
scrved as the North-west’s administrative centre for a cen-
tury: Rochournc, 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 Rocbuck Bay, ncar what would, in the
1880s, become the pearling port ot Broome and, in the 1980s,
onc of Australia’s prime tourist destinations. During the five
day stop-over Trevarton Sholl remained ashore, staying with
Alexander McRag, a 23-ycar-old Victorian pastoralist who had

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

H IGHLY RLGARDED BY 1HE SHOLLs, father and son, McRac had

accompanied cach 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 fecatures of the West Kimberley.

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

Although it is always true that individual texts only attain
their full historical significance in context, [ 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-
ducced 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 tamily held on to everything that was his. Onc
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-face 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, torgotten ‘minor’ i~ lents
su as thesc 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 Villaret at 2 pm in 7 fathoms water. |
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,
Cowle, 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' 1 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
Fitaroy. The farther they went the better the country seemed—at their
farthest there was first rate grazing country. They were obliged to return
in consequence of finding no water. When camped at a place called
‘Barlee’s Spring’, the native who was on watch about 2 o'clock in the
morning, saw a niumber 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 the 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 cast 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 dirvections, 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 hin, 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 e laid down whilst tiirowing tihe first but wien 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, lie seeing the direction the
gun was pointed ran sideways and held his shield behind him thinking
to stop the siot and he received part of the charge on the abore 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 liim.

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

The fate of Panter, Harding and Goldwycr, 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 bi-~st funcral
until then scen in the Colony. (To page 24.)






IN MEMORY OF

FREDERICK KENNEDY PANTER, Aged 28,
JAMES RICHARD HARDING, Aged 25,
WILLIAM HENRY GOLDWYER, Aged 34,

Who together departed this life on N.W. Coast of Australia. In
the vicinity of ROEBUCK BAY, NOVEMBER 13 1864, they werce
murdered, apparently whilst aslcep in the night, by ABORIGINAL
NATIVES with whom, as there is every reason to suppose, THEY
BELIEVED THAT THEY WERE ON FRIENDLY TERMS.

The Colonial Government, 1.5. HAMPTON being the GOVERNOR,
took upon itself the task of recovering their remains, interring
them in this place, and erecting this monument, MAITLAND BROWN
was the leader of the little band of brave men~ 9, 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. Ex ring 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
raid, providing him with the necessary logistic support.

A 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....

Myr 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
SJrom 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 proprictorship
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 from the Depdt
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—uwhich
was far from beautiful.

w.We edseveral ve o1 "to the T n-
well supplied with water. After staying a short time at the station we


















30

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
anumber 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: until 1607, the first son to reach the Treasury on the decath 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 f¢ 1tain 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 mediated by two ‘interpreters’

+ 4+

QOur guide is a stout, middle-aged gentleman with arc cking 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 some 1es 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 redl  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.

+ 4+

anning the old script was perhaps the cruellest thing Ataturk did: flowing Turkish signatures
are a lament for the great lost art of calligraphy.

L 4

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.. o

‘Where then?’

A pause. ‘Antarctica’.
2222222

‘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 me, Turkish
coins have been rationalised in the way the notes have not. The small money has simply  opped
the thousands of lira that still bedevil transactions in the currency, merely stating the quantity.
Buttl > money [n Turkey you can be a millionaire with one note worth less ' n tw
dollars.
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There are also hints 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 eightfold 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 bhe
more arbitrary than the sultan of Turkey. Once, discomfited by a thunderstorm, a sultan wondered
who to punish: looking at the scroll of versc 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 T 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 changed, so this was scen 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 usc 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 carly Turkish classical music the singer produces a clotted intensity of
singular expressiveness within the most restrictive formal constraints.

* 4+

Often they laugh and go away. But this 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
mecets the eye. We go to a park bench. Ali says he is about to go on military scrvice; T express
surprise, for with that strcak 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. OQut comes a wallet and a photograph of a square-jawed girl with hesitant cyes: she'’s
not quite sure of the consequences of what she might do. The girl turns out to be the link between
thosc far-oft 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.

* 4

A visit to the Ataturk Muscum, an old housc 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 alonce; 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 Traq, 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 source of Ataturk’s great and abiding authority, and how the secular, modern
state is scen as his legacy. In one sense it was a second liberation, for the Ottomans were transna-
tional, traditionally served by pcople 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 twenticth 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 once 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 apologisce 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 drenched with western
pop; not because the films on show are invariably amerikitsch. Not even because muscum captions
jat least in English) are scrupulously respectful of other religious traditions, as befits a secular
state. Rather, it is partly because Ataturk cffectively estranged the Turks from their past. Even the
son of a muczzin 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 Mcecea and the promotion of Islam by Saudi
moncy, there is the cconomic magnet of the west and the hope of full membership of the European
community.

+ee

[t was onc of the great strects of the world. Not broad and ample like the Champs Elysées, the
Mall or Nevsky Prospekt perhaps, but the Grande Ruce de Pera of Constantinople was rightly named
all the same. It ran—indeced still runs—down the ridge which formed the spince of the old European
quarter, to the Galata bridge which leads to the old Turkish city. And so in the 19¢h century it was
said (for it was only in 1973 that a bridge was thrown across the Bosphorus) that a stroll across the
Galata signiticd a crossing from Asia to Europe.

Not any morc. The days when a small majority of Istanbul’s population was non-Islamic—{or
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 turm of the century still lurks here. A sweet-sounding, insistent
hell draws your attention to the tramline, with its double carriage tram strongly reminiscent of
Melbourne’s cable cars. On cach side the shops are in che contemporary international sevle, some
of them smart, although onc of the few carpet shops carries Turkish rugs with images of Tom and
Jerry and Mickey Mousce. But the moment you raise your cyes above
ground level, it 1s the battered fagades of a hundred years ago that
catch the cye, 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 streces
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 Cadcessi is a pedestrian highway.

Instead of carpet salesmen, there are a few touts, for various
dives arc 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 Tron Curtain has
restored a conncection 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 sce Slavs, as well as one or two
coffee-colourcd 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
wherce, and cven, so 'm told, descendants of old Genocese familics,
the first westerners to install themselves in the ity since the Romans.

In explaining Istanbul’s role in recent cencuries (while it was
still the capital) the analogy that has sometimes been drawn is with
20th century China. If that scems far-fetched, it should be noted that
cven 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 gateway—and then, once the dismemberment of the Ottoman Empire
began in earnest in the 19th century, seek to extract business concessions. It was as though the
risqué 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 British is like
an incommoded ducal mansion, large and frosty. 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 first European ally, built a plague
hospital at the top (now the consulate), and also some law courts to
impose their idea of justice, the facade 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 lycée. A modern 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 westernisation.

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 mood enlivens the
tattiness and makes it acceptable. Close to hand, and part of the same
once-fashionable development, stands another arcade, as slender as a
pencil. All light, linearity and clegance, 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 become 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 faded rooms suggest Agatha Chris-
tie, who often stayed here. But instead of the great and the wealthy having been brought across
Europe by the Orient Express, the carhorns beep from a freeway just below.

The ground floor public rooms remain truly splendid in the late Victorian style, suitably
ottomanised, while the plaques on the doors of rooms upstairs are a reminder of just how grand
this hotel once was. Guests recorded on just one floor include King Victor Emmanuel of Italy,
Trotsky, and Ernest 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 memory is closed on the Christian sabbath.

+ 4+

Although it is not Sunday, I go in search of the Crimean War Memorial Church. Poking around
side streets, I am just about to give up when suddenly, high on a ridge beyond a small mosque
nearby, there looms a turret 80 feet high, the church alongside rising most 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 me around. Inside the church the loftiness of the
ceiling is augmented 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 suggestion, 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. Near-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 gymnastics, his
master’s voice continues to intone without the slightest hint of emotion, 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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non-minerals in export clout in the ‘70s and
‘80s, the free trade lobby gained in strength,
until it won. But that camce later. Mean-
time, McEwen, calculating that the Coun-
try party must losc clectoral ground as
farmer numbers shrank, was intent on
forging a closc ideological and political alli-
ance with the Liberals, whereby the CP
could sustain a measure of power and influ-
cnee disproportionate to its numbers.
McEwen succeeded, partly because Menzies
was quite agrecable, partly because a new
powcrhouse of Trade, Agriculture, Customs
and a major input into industrial and min-
ing policies was crected. Controlled by
McEwen, and sidelining Treasury, protec-
tionist strategics and philosophics could be
deployed throughout this complex, and
Treasury just had to lump it.

Treasury didn’t like this, went looking
for journalists and cconomists who could
discredit McEwen and Protection, and a
political spokesman who could perform a
similar service. So, we had Maxwell
Newton, with a sustained and often
scurrilous campaign to delegitimise
McEwen; Alan Wood who is still beating
the anti-tariff, level playing-tficld drum at
the Australian, with arguments little
ditferent and no better than they were 20
years ago, and Free Traders from the Tariff
Board. Plus MacMahon, an intenscly 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 leaker,
scriously disloyal, denying the obvious
when called in to explain his latest in-
trigues, he comes overas a quite unappetis-
ing character. But with powerful corporate
backers, and an old school chum of New-
ton’s, John Stonc.

McEwen’s views on the necessity for a
measure of protection of Australian industry
were fairly straight forward. Agriculture
and mining could never supply new jobs; on
the contrary, their capital-intensive rather
than labour-intensive character would
reduce jobs. Only manufacturing indus-
trics could provide the work which would
enable us to grow. And this largely urban
basc was the precondition of any substantial
migration flow [And, incidentally, the
migrants would scttle where the jobs were,
the cities, principally Sydncy and
Melbourne).

He did not believe there was, or ever
wouldbealevel playingfield—the bigcoun-
trics would always secure or try to sccure
their own national ¢ rantage—as defined
by their important pressure groups—and,
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from his experience as a great Trade
negotiator—and he was—other countrics
didn’t practise what they preached.
GATT boiled down to a wish list of the
cconomically powerful, quite often at the
cxpense 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 great banks, who liked
to trade with onc another across borders
which they hoped would go away, ending
all that tedious talk about
National Intercst.

cEwin was rox the National Inter-
est, notsome porous concept like the World
community, the Global village, or the
Global market. His job, as he saw it, was to
sce that we didn’t getinto debt, and that we
provided work for all {anything over three
per cent unemployed was quite unaccept-
able, and any government which allowed it
would go out, ordeserved to go out, he said).
Workers should be protected by arbitration
and a living wage, manufacturers protected
against cheap imports, tarmers 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 monopoly—whereby our
transport costs were greatly inflated. Out of
that came our ANL. He disliked the open-
cended welcome to foreign investors offered
by Treasury—moncy shouldn’t come in to
take over Australian firms or land, but
rather to start up new enterprises, provide
new jobs. Hisbattle over this with Treasury,
the media, and foreign-oriented interests
was a long one. He retired,worn out, in
1971, with the battle going the wrong way.
Atter him, the Deluge.

One way of helping Australian firms to
beat off takcovers, or start new concerns,
was via something which became 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 ‘1
was never prepared to condone general poli-
cies which would strip away from existing
industries, which were reasonably efficient
in their own cenvironment, the degree of
protection they needed to sustain employ-
ment. You have to sce the whole picture,
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not just the efficiency side, before deciding
if any industry is worth protecting’, and it
there is a choice to be made between jobs
and cfficiency, jobs come first. How long
since a leading Labor man said that?

McEwen's view was that it was often
more wasteful, cconomically as well as
socially, to close down a firm and maintain
the workers on the dole, than to bear higher
unit costs and keep the thing going. Of
course there are limits to incfficiency and
excessive costs, borne by consumers.
McEwen could perhaps be accused, tor all
his shrewdness, of underestimating the
extent to which other people rort the system
and bludgc on the job and their socicty. He
never did, so perhaps lacked in imagina-
tion. And it was therortingof the protection
system by Unions and Business which pro-
vided so much ammunition to Free Traders.
Somc 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
schemesand government handouts. Predict-
ably, we arc now beingasked toaccepta GST
so as to casc the intolerable tax burdens on
the new super rich and our foreign-owned
corporate giants. Kick them when they are
down, is the new corporate logo.

McEwen anticipated, carlier than most,
the incevitable loss of our best market, the
UK, sosoughtareplacement. Ie was Japan—
then in the doghouse, and the source of
much bitterness here. McEwen undertoolk
to try a rapprochement and make a Trade
Treaty on his own. He would take the brick
batsand the blameifittailed. 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 Japancse came to accord McEwen avery
special status and regard. For one thing,
other countrics followed ourlead, and Japan
was on her way. Idon’t remember McEwen
receiving much praisc in this country then,

or subsequently, for that achicve-
ment.

£ Lived 1 Lk of a lonely worka-
holic—politics and his farm—rarely having
time with his wife, who declined in health,
retired more and more to her room, and
expiredin 1967.John had severe dermatitis
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 intrigues of MacMahon, slowly wore
him down. Then his party would become
restive and the big woolgrowers set am-
bush after ambush. Menzies’ retirement
in 1966 lost him his great ally, and I don't
think he thought much more of the subsc-
quent Liberal leaders than we did. He did
pay back MacMahon by vetoing his
becoming PM. ‘If Big Ears becomes PM,
the Country Party will walk’. Murdoch
helped him here and Gorton got his chance.
And blew it.

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

old fashioned Corn-Stalk nationalism. But
the weary McEwen couldn’t tell the
impetuous, basically inexperienced Gorton
anything. Nobody could, and Gorton swiftly
alienated the states, the DLP and the oil
companies; whereas the voters loved him.

I think McEwen has been totally
vindicated by the economic rationalist
performances, not least by what is facing
his farmers now, for example, being run out
of their markets by heavily subsidised
American produce and quota-ed out of
others by Big Brother, who orders us to stop
support schemes for our manufactured
exports, and to cut our tariffs ASAP. Do as
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Isay, 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’.

To end on a lighter note: Menzies
conferred the title ‘Black Jack’ on his
colleague—a character in Scottish history,
with, perhaps, the darkness of McEwen'’s
countenance and not infrequently, the
mood. Golding’s book is very intcresting,
one that needed writing, and I think that
even Black Jack would give it a Pass.

Max Teichmann is a Melbourne writer and
reviewer.

Out in the middle

ENVY SPORTS WRITERS. [ envy them for the
manner in which sport allows them to write.
A good sporting contest has more melo-
drama than a hostage crisis in the middle of
a wedding on Neighbours; cnough in
fact for a writer with an explorer’s
determination not just to expand
beyond facts and figures but to turn
sportintosomethingof a parallel world.
The reader tolerates the many conceits
that sports writers employ in this pur-
suit because for them it is an escape.
How many times have you seen some-
one open up a paper at a bus stop or
train station, briefly cast theireye from
under a furrowed brow at the first
page, then turn the paper around with
relish and immerse themselves in the
sports section?

Buteven though sports writers may
have more clay on their potter’s wheel
than poor old economics correspond-
ents or political roundsmen, we are
blessed in this country with an abun-
dance of talented people who know
how to use the opportunity. Many of
them found a spot in Carlton and
United’s Best Australian Sports Writ-
ing and Photography {a venture which
marks CUB’s expanding sponsorship
of sports to help fill the void left by the
enforced absence of tobacco-dollars).
As you skip from Peter Fitzsimons to

Martin Flanagan across to Les Carlyon and
up to Spiro Zavos, you quickly develop the
sense that good sports writing comes from
an understanding that sport extends be-

.
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yond the picket fence around the oval or the
rails bounding the home straight. And it is
the circumstance of a spirited perform-
ancc—the history, the personalities, and
the obstacles—which more often than
the skill exhibited on the day, decides
whether it will be remembered or not.

Les Carlyon loves his racing. He
savours cverything about it and I'm
sure if he could he’d nurture it with the
same care my next-door neighbour
employs with his agapanthus. His
winning entry Farewell to a Warrior
displays the anatomy of his affection
for racing in the shape of one horse,
Schillaci—the grey that just kept win-
ning sprints and middle-distance races
when it wasn’t supposed to. He
describes the lead-up to the Futurity
Stakes at Caulfield in the autumn of
1995, the last win, when his track-
work suggested that the only way he
was going to finish was with the assist-
ance of a horse-sized wheel-chair. But
on the day, the old bugger bested 1994
cup winner Jeune and horse-of-the-year
Mahogany.

I can remember feeling no animos-
ity towards the old grey when it got up,
even though it had done my money,
because that particular Futurity was a
race with character. (In my less gracious
moments, I can be heard to suggest
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1959 to the then Archbishop Montini of
Milan: ‘After an initial scare the circle of
elderly vultures is returning. But it returns
with a thirst for new torments, new
vendettas. Around the carum caput [i.e. the
‘dear head’—the Pope] this macabre circle
presses close. Ithasregained its composure,
that’s for surc’.

One of the most interesting sections in
the book is Fouilloux’s summary of the
vota or responses that came back from the
bishops, Catholic universities and experts.
What is striking about the vota is that so
much was actually achieved in the Council
against a prevailing background of such
ecclesiastical narrowness and insularity.
Despite their antagonism the influence of
most of the curial offices on the prepara-
tions secms to have been rather limited.

The vota contained widespread calls for
condemnations of theologians {especially
those from the nouvelle théologie like
Congar, de Lubac, Rahner and Teilhard de
Chardin]. There was a deep sense of
alienation from the world and culture. There
was no feeling even in Latin Amecrica for
questions of social justice [the Paraguayan
bishops allowed the local dictator,
Stroessner, to pay for them to attend the
Council). Largely forgotten today is the all-
pervading mariology of the preconciliarperiod.
There was little attention to the wider world
and the surrounding cultural context.

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

The most open responses came from
two distinct sources: the north-western
European world (especially from the Belgian,
Dutch and German Bishop’s conferences)
and from the Eastern Catholic churches.
The Easterners were highly critical of
constant Latin encroachments on their
privileges and they feared new definitions
that would separate them even more 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
vota. Fouilloux comments that ‘the
antepreparatory consultation brought out
less the unity of the Catholic world than its
diversity’ (p 132).

The other key issue that emerged was
Christian unity. The importance of
Augustin Bea, the German Jesuit, and the
Swiss priest Otto Karrer in the ecumenical
aspects of preparation for Vatican II were

pivotal. The Orthodox, Anglicans and Prot-
estants cautiously welcomed Catholic
initiatives, especially through the world
Council of Churches. However,
non-Catholics secmed to be asking them-

sclves cautiously: ‘Can Rome change?’
Above all it was the theologians who
first perceived the possibilities opened up
by the Council. Perhaps the most impor-
tant of these was Yves Congar. Reflecting
laterin his Journal Congar said: ‘I saw in the
Council an opportunity not only for the
case of unity but also of ecclesiology...and
for making substantial progress in matters
ccumenical. [committed myself to the task
of stoking public opinion so that it would
cxpect and demand much’. The then young
Swiss theologian, Hans Kiing, took a similar
view and his books and lectures across
the world probably forced a broad-

er agenda on unwilling bishops.

YT, DESPITE THIS, A THEOLOGIAN of the
distinction of Karl Rahner was still suspect
in Rome as late asJune 1962. He was told by
the Jesuit superiors that ‘all his writings
were under Roman censorship’ (p 456) and
he played little or no part in preparations

for the Council. Cost was an important
issue for the Vatican. It was assumed the
Council would last one 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 Cameroon who
was ‘almost out of money for his journcy by
the time he reached Paris; he had to continue
to Rome by sccond class train, and this
while fasting, until finally some French
soldiers gave him some of their provisions’
(p 498).

I have not referred here to the rich detail
in Komonchak’s ¢ssay on the actual
preparation of the documents that were to
be so quickly rejected by the first session of
the Council.

In fact the whole book is a treasure trove
of detail. Despite the drawbacks of a rather
stilted translation and the high price
(A$160), History of Vatican ITwill certainly
remain 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.

LAININLELIDE DALIAWVIVY

Telling on the Fourth
Estate

M ARGARET SIMONS’ SECOND novel,

The Truth Teller, is aptly titled. Against
the current tide of esoteric novel titles,
Simons’ thematic intention is immediately
explicit. But this is not a simple exercise in
finding aperson whotells the truth. Simons’
truth teller is a movable feast: she does not
legitimise one teller, as ‘right’ or ‘real’, in
thenovel. Instead, The Truth Teller explores
the complicated activity of telling itself.
Much of this novel is about the mysterious
dynamic between the person who tells and
the person who listens, and how truth is
{re)constructed in the rolling, never-ending
cycles of telling and hearing. Simons
unpacks this shifting truth as the key to
identity, to intention, and to the heart of
human experience.

VorLuMt 7 Numsir 1

Thisnovelisnot alyrical, breathtaking,
or even pretty read. Simons, a former
journalist, is interested, instead, in
investigating her subject, and spends no
time on obvious literary devices. But the
straightforward narrative style is a double-
edged sword—while it does cut to the heart
of Simons’ investigation, it can also appear
simplistic, even slightly pat. I think, how-
ever, the novelis rescued by a dramatic and
genuine undercurrent: viciousness and
anger surface in some unexpected places.

Simons sets about her task through a
very calculated structure. She has four prin-
cipal tellers. Three work as journalists in a
newsroom on a daily paper and one works
in the sex industry. (Only used-car sales-
men and lawyers, surely, sit lower on the
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truth-telling scale.) Yet it is because thesc
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 he thinks the
public should hear. Pru Faraday is, perhaps
problematically, the ‘female’ voice who
writes, and tells, human interest storics.
Hers are emotional tales, the stories that
‘make adifference’. Max Killinger, a Machi-
avellian character, is interested 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 apimp), but, as akind of textual joke, she
also tells all the stories readers are supposed
to desire. So she tells the ‘inside’ stories
about brothels {and some fairly unsavoury
sexual activities), juicy little anecdotes
about cach of the three journalists, and
embarrassing stories about childhood.

She explores vulnerability. Paradoxi-
cally, this story whoring—that is, being
told the stories that ‘get youin the mood’ to
be a sympathetic reader—actually doces
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 canreveal himself as soulless,
that Pru Faraday chooses the biggest hu-
man interest tale of all, motherhood, or
that Max Killinger chooses to show madness
rather than tell reason, is onc thing, but
tales also reach outwards, to destroy or
redeem other subjects {and often those who
listen). So while Ophelia occupies the
uncomfortable position of the hooker with
a tonguc of gold, the journalists have razor
tongucs, particularly Simon Spence. Indeed
1t 1s his (reltelling Ophelia’s stories about
brothels in his newspaper that darkens the
skies with destroyed subjects, including
Ophelia hersclf.

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.

It1s here that the undercurrents of anger
and viciousness [ mentioned carlicr, become
detectable. Simons seems actively toresent
the way telling is gender specific. And she
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is, [ think, even morce 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
women who do tell into sometimes unten-
able positions of compromise.

The true price of compromise becomes
clear through the interaction of Ophelia
and Pru as storytellers. Ophelia’s ‘female’

C pent of the
as ko1 veg-

£ 8
stories are abo
cconomic and scxual exploitation. Pru’s
stories arc about how the sexes might, and
can, relate on equitable ground. But she
demands men tell her the stories that she
want, and needs, to hear. Ophelia, however,
demands only that her {male) partner tells
heran interesting (sexual) fantasy. Of these
two women, it is Ophclia who is most 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 telling stories to her

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

The Truth Teller, while initially
suggesting the promise of renewal, ulti-
mately offers the reader little hope about
tellers and their truths, When cach of the
four characters finally find their way into
the right story, the price they pay seems too
high. The end of the novel throwsinaseries
of plot twists, turns and shocks through
which each character is meted out some
kind of rough justice.

The reader, too, discovers rough justice.
Necessarily alistener, thercader nevertells.
We know, from the novel, that thisis a very
dangerous position. So we allow ourselves
to be cajoled, flattered and seduced by
Ophelia, and exquisitely frustrated by the
other 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 sce where Lam
yet? Where all this is leading?’

‘Well ... yes!” the reader shouts. Too late
and too smug, [ realised the final comeup-
pance in the novel was to be mine. Reader’s
desires make truly irksome endings.

Annelise Balsamo is a freelance writer and
reviewer.
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ow DO roETs achiEve the lesser or
greater distinctions of being over or
underrated?

Well apart from the obvious determi-
nants—bcing in the appropriate place at the
appropriate time (and the prejudice of those
doing the rating)—here is a grab-bag of
criteria: whether a poet’s collections are
reviewed, and, if so, whether they are decent
reviews, frequency of publication, sales,
anthology appcaranccs, appearances at
festivals, readings, residencies, appearances
on academic courses, being the subject of
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rating

essays and critical/biographical studics,
prizes, grants, an overseas reputation, plain
old fashioned publicity and the acclaim of
pecrs. Whew! Why, it might be asked, does
anyone bother? Because with most pocts of
talent ‘being rated’” comes well down the
list of reasons for writing.

Messrs Beach, Harris and Andcerson are
decidedly underrated and here for cach are
the major reasons: Beach because he is
perceived as hanging out with ‘the wrong
crowd’; Harris because he was such an all-

purposc figure {editor, columnist,









that in Kansas
you'rc always coming home.

Now she is home in Caultield, Mel-
bourne—remembering her body’s autumn
and winter and smiling at the prospectof its
spring, as her hair, eyebrows and eyelashes
break through to start life anew. Soon she
will be able to put aside the handsome
velvethats herdaughter Amantha has made
for her public appcarances. She is now
preparing to resume her psychotherapy prac-
tice—with noregrets, infact, almost a grati-
tude for the experience.She has difficuley
trying to explain how her cancer cxpericence
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.’

Pocms in her new book have alrcady
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 Neilson 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 me in all kinds of ways, I feel as
it | come to my poctry as a

person, not as a psychologist.’

H ER FASCINATION WITH fairy tales scems
to be more linked with her profession, with
the stories highlighting ¢motional reali-
ties. She explains: ‘There are underlying
messages in fairy tales—that is why they
have lasted. I have always been interested
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
cventually they find their way back. But on
the sccond 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 my poem I
shift the focus to the role of the weak
father who agrees to abandon his children

for fear of losing his wifc’:

Even now it still haunts me,
how if you asked him

he would say

he was only obeying orders. ..

Doris Brett is 46. She lives with her
husband Martin, a computer analyst, and
18-ycar-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 Strect
State School in Carlton where her teacher
in 4th grade in the late 1950s was Gerald
Murnane, then virtually unknown, but
destined 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

generation. He was liberating.
That year was a standout.’

BI{ETT/\' NEXT sTEr in cducation—at

Elwood State School—was ‘a downer’. ‘1
had to do sewing with the girls.” After that
she went to Elwood Central and finally
ElwoodHigh. Even at school she was known
as ‘the psychiatrist’—someone to whom
others could brought their problems. At the
University of Melbourne, she engrossed
herself in psychology. Her carlier experi-
ments in poetry were put aside for the next
seven years to concentrate on her
profession.She dates the birth of Amantha
as the beginningof therenewal of her growth
as a writer.

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

Brett says her experience with cancer
has helped her clarify who are her friends.
‘Tt clears the decks in all kinds of ways—it’s
good to facereality rather than the illusions
we have about people, even those we
thought might be closc to us.

‘I think thisis almost a universal cxpe-
rienec 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 at 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,
thosce you haven’t seen much of can turn
out to be wonderful.’

Brettis a woman of the spirit, without a
formal spiritual outlook: ‘I think the world
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is very mysterious place. There are a lot of
mysterics [am open to.” She is an optimist
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 1 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, risc up ..., lighter than
flowers

over the rusty roofs

and hover

strange great blooms

and look, sce—

the houses arc breathing

in and breathing out,

bright as candles

wishing towards cach othcer

Paul Ormonde is a freclance writer and
reviewer. Doris Brett’s In the Constellation
of the Crab is published by Hale and
Iremonger, Rrr $12.95, 158 0 86806 603 6.
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