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FETER DITEELE

You never know
your luck in
a big city

FTER THE RECENT REPUBLICAN DEMARCHE in Washing-
ton, the story drifted around that the Devil appeared to a
prominent politician and offered him comprehensive power
on condition that he lose his soul, to which the candidate
said, "Where's the catch?’. This sour little tale catches up a
readiness to attribute both knavery and folly to politicians—
or to some of them, an attitude familiar in Australia. A dit-
terence between the two countries is that whereas Americans
tend to believe in the sacred nation state, Australians do
not, so our slanging of our politicians, whether or not it slurs
the offices they may hold, docs not perturb us greatly, though
of course it can’t be much fun for them. It is impossible to
imagine an Australian equivalent of the sitcom routine in
which an ordinary citizen, finding that a telephone call is
from the White House, automatically comes to attention.
No devil took me up to the high spot overlooking the
Potomac and much of the District of Columbia, but the scenc
turncd mce thoughtful anyhow. This sclf-fabling city is a
pretty small place physically, and lowslung, by design. As a
result, the well-known monuments and other buildings are
casy to descry. The Washington Monument, until the build-
ing of the Eiffel Tower the tallest man-made structure on
earth, and still a lkind of North Pole of national devotion for
the millions who visit it cach year. The Kennedy Center, in
whose cultural ceremonies the complex, gifred, flawed, and
murdered President is well remembered. A good stone’s
throw away from it, the Watergate Complex, a monument
of a different kind to a different presidential toppling. The
Capitol building, humped on a small hilltop, its dome an
object of admiration, detestation, or sheer perplexity through-
out the world. Near it, the Library of Congress, aswim with
more information than anybody could possibly begin to deal
with. Downhill, at the various segments of the Smithsonian
outfit, more of the same: space capsules, a stuffed elephant,
Foucault’s pendulum, Dorothy’s slippers from The Wizard
of Oz, the Hope Diamond, Renoir’'s Girl with a Watering
Cuan, the original Star-Spangled Banner, a mummy ...
Swing this way and that from the observation point,
and other things are scanned in. The National Cathedral,
implausibly clean by comparison with the Gothic hulls on



which it has been modelled. In the distance, National
Airport, from which planes gun up with a manic con-
stancy that suggests a battle zone, but which is really
the playing out of the local hunger for mobility. At
an arc from the airport, the Pcentagon: and conven-
iently close to it, Arlington Cemetery. Something, so
to speak, for everyone.

Which is, T suppose, much of the point not only
of this city, but of them all. The archaeologist ferret-
ing away at the carthed-in corridors of Pompeii or Troy
or Jericho is going to find any amount of material
specific to that spot, but what they all stand for is the
human appetite for variety,
for options. The city itself is,
we have hoped for thousands
of years, a bazaar of alterna-
tives. The preferred yield may
be quite palpable—brighter
woollens, more succulent
peppers—or less tangible—the
flux of opinions, the repertoire
of procedures; and access to
this cornucopia is usually reg-
ulated by many considera-
tions, some nanicd and some
not. The wrong pigmentation,
the wrong accent, the wrong
cut of one’s clothes, the wrong
distribution of genetic mate-
rial, and streets become cul-
de-sacs, the most urgent
outbursts inaudible. But the
dream of the city, its modell-
ing in the mind before the real
thing is attained or after it has been flooded, bombed
or burned, is a dream of fully-engaged human capaci-
ty, fully encountered outreach, fully vindicated re-
flection.

Hence all the hymns, secular and sacred, to real
or imagined cities: “The last time I saw Paris’, ‘Chica-
g0, Chicago’, ‘Jerusalem my happy home’, ‘Arrivederci
Roma’—sentimentality blurs their reception, but a
deep and necessary sentiment mobilises them in the
tirst place. It may or may not be true that ‘the unex-
amined life is unliveable’, but it is certainly true that
the altogether unenchanted life is unliveable. And the
city is the locus of enchantment. Scarred, filthy, un-
just, tottering-—even in extremis it is a kind of talis-
man of human aspiration. Aeneas, fleeing burning
Troy, carrying his father and trailing his son, is already
headed for the foundation of a successor-city—'The
City’ as the Romans immodestly called it. In Ameri-
ca, there can be something irritating about the con-
stant reference to ‘our goal’ and ‘my goal’: but to be
quite without goals is simply to be out of the human
game. Cities house, and indeed themselves are, so
many reminders of that fact.

If cities encompass avenues of opportunity, they
are also knots of intersections. When, years ago,

Kansas City had only two automobiles, they contrived
to meet and have a collision: cities do that for you, as
well as provide the wherewithal for clearing up the
mess. As you rcad this, the betting is that at least half
a dozen celebrated cities in various quarters of the
world will be coming up both with triumphs of hu-
man intelligence and moral vitality and with yet more
violations of elementary hope: we will be, once more,
both in the black and in the red. The mildest brood-
ing on the physical scene in Washington makes for
reminders of this fact. Warmakers and peacemakers
sit at adjoining tables in restaurants: the abundant
muscums are shrines of re-
tricved stability and of inces-
sant change: black mayor
splits the photo space in the
newspapers with white pres-
ident: outside the glitzed
mall, Georgetown Park, rag-
ged beggars shake their paper
cups in front of the bustling

and well-hecled.
To all seeming, Christ-
mas here will be gone in a
welter of materialistic thea-
tre—as if Jesus had a sibling,
who was a Barbie Doll. Tshall
be glad to be elsewhere when
this happens. Still, the harsh-
nesses which will no doubt
find a place in Washington,
the broil of one set of hopes
and hungers in competition
with other sets, are of course
the very mirror of the first Christian circumstances.

To be born away from home at the disposition of
an occupying power, and then harried under threat of
death into refugeedom is not a propitious way to be
starting a flourishing life. To proceed from that point,
first as a despised provincial, and then as a vexatious
maverick, to the stage where the local authorities and
the military governor think it best to have you tor-
tured to death in public doesn’t sound like good train-
ing for getting into a Christmas carol.

As for the city itself, Jerusalem, it is already, in
pre-Christian experience, both the oasis of the sacred
and the menace of prophets—the tertiliser and the
frustrater of hopes. It may be hard to get a ‘proper’

Christmas in Washington: it was damned

hard to get one in Jerusalem.
MIND YOU, WHEN ONE THINKS of how citics either
serve hopes or subvert them, it is a good idea not to
take them too rapidly on their own terms. Near the
centre of Washington, the equestrian statues face,
loyally, towards the heart of government: across the
Potomac, in Virginia, the horses have a different ori-

entation. Alternative views are always possible. Au-
den, musing on many upheavals of our time, wrote,
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Tt is the unimportant/who make all the din: both God
and the Accuser speak very ¢ tly.” As those words
make clear, just listening to still small voices is no
perfect solution—what one may then hear is what
Auden also called ‘the occanic whisper’ which says,
‘there is no love; There are only the various envies,
all of them sad.” But among the repertoire of possibil-
itics offered by life in the intricacy of cities is that of
having second thoughts. This can be the beginning,
and for good, of conversion: but it is at least the first
step towards having ampler views.

Whatever does appen in Washington, or ema-
nates from it, at that deep-winter moment, the

Potomac will still be there, as it was before the blacks
came north, before the Europeans came west, beforc
the Amerindians came south. Whatever the shuffling
on its banks, or on the Seine’s, or on the Swan’s, that
primal street, the stream, will go indifferently about
its business. It may be a reminder to case back on
self-absorption. The Republic of Solitude, after all.
does not have much of a future.

Peter Steele SJ has a personal chair in English at the
University of Melbourne. During 1994 he has been
visiting Professor at Georgetown University, Wash-
ington DC.
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Minding our language

All of them were filled with the Holy Spirit and began to speak in other languages, as the
Spirit gave them ability ... And at this sound the crowd gathered and was bewildered,
because each one heard them speaking in their own language. —{Acts 2:4-6)

HE PENTECOST GIFT of hearing the Word of God
in one’s own language has been denied to the women
of the Catholic Church by the Vatican’s Congrega-
tion of the Doctrine of the Faith. Last month, the con-
gregation banned the use in liturgical and catechetical
texts of the New Revised Standard Version {NRSV) of
the Bible, becausce of its use of inclusive language. The
decision came as a shock to bishops’ conferences in
English-speaking countries. The US bishops had ap-
proved the NRSV text for liturgical usc in 1991, a de-
cision confirmed by the Congregation for Divine
Worship and the Sacraments. The Canadian bishops
published a lectionary using the translation in 1992,
and work has been proceeding on an NRSV lection-
ary for Australia.

The NRSV is the work of an ecumenical team of
scholars who had been charged with producing a trans-
lation of the Bible reflecting rceent advances in the
study of the ancient languages. In other words, the
NRSV represents the state of the art in biblical trans-
lation and the ban scts the Catholic Church outside
mainstream scholarship.

The translators, sensitive to the awareness of
linguistic sexism in contemporary culture, also set
out to remove the masculine bias of previous English
translations, whicl  ad in many cases restricted or
obscured the meaning of the original texts. As well as
providing a morc accurate translation, they used
inclusive language wherever it was historically and
culturally appropriate. For example, the translation
of the Greck anthropos by the  ore accurate ‘human

EUREKA STREET eDECEMBER 1994

being’, rather than ‘man’, and the replacement of the
exclusive term ‘brothers’ by the inclusive ‘brothers
and sisters’ in the Pauline letters, where the apostle
is clearly addressing a mixed congregation.

But are we not still hearing the word of God,
regardless of the translation? For som ¢ women in the
Catholic Church, the answer to this question must
now be ‘no’. The Word of God is not just words on a
page but something that issues forth in action; this is
the understanding expressed in the first creation story
in Genesis, where God speaks and the world is formed.
The texts read each Sunday become God's word for
us as we incorporate them into our lives, when they
are not only heard but received.

That is why, down the centuries, people of
different cultures have translated the scriptures into
their own languages, so that they might speak direct-
ly to their particular experience. The ban on the NRSV
denies women the right to hear the Word of God in
language expressing their experience. Language both
describes and shapes the world, and if only mascu-
line language is used to mediate and describe the
experience of the world and the divine, women have
no place in the liturgical assembly into which they
were drawn by baptism. How can women celebrate a
liturgy that refuses to name them?

I find myself thinking of a man standing by
an empty tomb in a garden, who announced a
resurrection for all when he called a woman by her
name (John 20:16).

—I laA.]l  kes






I accuse

From Craig Minogue, ‘" Division,
H.M. Prison Pentridge

I was pleased and heartened that you
chose to publish my commentary on
the closure of ‘H’ Division. Among the
numerous radio and television reports
and written articles which purported
to cover the end of ‘H’ Division’s infa-
mous (and, of course, illegal) cruelties,
yours was the only ¢ which gave
prisoners a voice.

As you may well be aware, there
is in our society a legislative, ad n-
istrative and cultural weave that ettec-
tively  denies  prisoners and
ex-prisoncrs their status as human
beings.

I would cite the fa  that prisoners
are not covered by Work Care for the
injuries they sustain while operating
power tools, heavy machinery and ar-
ticulated vehicles; Iw  ldcite the fact
that prison kitchens, tilthy as they in-
dubitably are, were specifically ex-
cmpted from Health Department
inspections and regu  ions; I would
cite the fact that the forced labor  of
prisoners who are pa  $5.00 per day
for their work contributes to the prof-
its of prominent businesses, industries
and marketing chains in this state; I
would cite these and a hundred other
breaches of international agreements
governing the treatment of a nation’s
citizens as evidence of the culture of
dchumanisation, as evidence of the
fact that prisoners are simply not cov-
ered by the ‘Human Beings Act’.

It is difficult to gauge how much
of this culture of neglect derives from
a consciously contrived agenda, and
how much proceeds from unconscious
prejudices.

In the final analysis it matters lit-
tle to a man whose aged mother was
strip-scarched on Mother’s Day
(nothing, of course was found during
this humiliating and degrading proce-
dure), or 2 man who lcarns that his
debilitating work injurics are not cov-
ered by Work Cover, if the denial of
his status as a human being results
from prejudice or policy: the effect, and
its pain, is the same in cither case.

What doces matter, in a socicty that
displays too little sympathy for its
imprisoned citizens, is that inhumane
trcatment diminishes the humanitv of
every man and woman within  at
socicty. Much attention has been
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focused upon the suffering of victims
of crime.

The emotion generated by this le-
gitimate concern can sometimes cause
us to forget that prisoners, for the most
part drawn from the poorest and least
well-educated ranks of our socicty’s
citizens, are themselves victims of
crime. Injustice towards them de-
means us all and impugns our claim
to join the forum of humane and civi-
lised nations.

I take heart from your interest in
our welfare and your willingness to
publish my commentary. In the end I
believe that compassion and humane
concern have the power to change a
society, no less than an individual man
or woman, for the better.

Craig Minogue
Coburg, Vic.

We accuse

From the Victorian Brigidine Social
Action and Awareness Group.

There are dilemmas in educating girls
within a sexist socicty and even great-
cr dilemmas in a sexist church within
that society.

It is true that Catholic schools
have contributed much to the educa-
tion of girls, challenging them to be
independent, creative and unselfish
members of society, and to be commit-
ted to working for justice. The young
women in our schools need to explore
their emerging faith and spirituality,

but it is difficult to do this within a
community that denies their basic
equality with men. The real dilemma
lies in the apparent lack of will with-
in the church to address the question
of the inequality of men and women,
a question which is much broader than
the ordination of women to the priest-
hood. An approach to ministry that
values shared leadership and decision-
making, and which sces service as
essential to Christianity, is needed.

The issue of equality of education-
al opportunity for girls has been high-
lighted by some major policy
developments, such as the National
Policy for the Education of Girls in
Australian Schools {1987). Since then
the National Action Plan for the Edu-
cation of Girls (1993] has recognised
that many arcas of study exclude or
trivialise women'’s contributions, ex-
perience and knowledge. This mirrors
our wider society where roles that are
more interesting and influential are
often portrayed as male. A society such
as this must be labelled for what it is—
sexist.

That similar sexist attitudes and
structures exist within the church is
even more disturbing. Women are not
only the ‘silent majority’ in secular
society but within the church as well.
There is a quandary in cducating
young women to be articulate, think-
ing and active members of the Church
when they will have little opportunity
to live out such a role in that Church.

We expect the church to act
according to its own teaching that in-
dividual humans are created equal be-
fore God. When the English edition of
the Catechism of the Catholic Church
was published this year, however, the
text read ‘God created man in his own
image, in the image of God he created
him. Man occupies a unique place in
creation: he is in the image of God’
(par. 355).

Such exclusive language docs noth-
ing to uphold the Church’s teaching;
indeed, it is so offcnsive to many that
it blocks them from hearing the real
meaning of God’s word.

In order to sharpen our understand-
ing of the roles of women and men in
the Church we would do well to give
greater importance to scriptural texts
that affirm the truth that all are made
in God’s image and that there is nei-
ther Jew nor Greek, neither slave nor
free, neither male nor female, that we
are all onc in Christ [{Gal 3:28). In the
light of this truth it is surely more



significant that Jesus was human than
that he was male!

Scxism, against which we protest
and which is named as sinful in the
new Catechism of the Catholic
Church, is aided and abetted within
the Church. If decisions about who
does what, and who decides what, are
made on gender lines they are unjust
and irrational. It is particularly diffi-
cult that God is enlisted on the male
side, when the Church teaches that
God is neither male nor female!

We need open and honest dialogue.
The future of young women within the
Church is at stake. Indeced, the future
of our Church is at stake.

The Victorian Brigidine Social
Action and Awareness Group
Springvale North, VIC
[Signed: Brigid Arthur, Margaret Cass-
idy, Louise Clcary, Margaret Fyfe,
Catherine Kelly, Ged Lannan, Pat
Long, Ceccilia Merrigan, Maureen
Minahan, Dorothea Pini, Helen
Toohey).

Lies, damn lies

From James Rodgeers, housemaster ai
St Ignatius College, Riverview.

The publication of Graham Richard-
son’s book Whatever 1t Takes does
Australian politics and politicians
little credit.

His boasts about ‘necessary’ lying,
his statement that ‘leadership con-
tenders have to lic, and do so public-
ly’; his subsequent revelation that, at
times, lying is ‘compulsory’ should
make those of us who attempt to teach
ideals and valucs to the young squirm.

This is not just a guestion of leap-
ing immediately to moral high ground.
It does make us question the point of
exhorting our young men and women
to consider a carcer as representatives
of the people What does Richardson
wish to achicve by such (presumably
truthful} revelations? A boast? A con-
tession? A justification?

The issuc invites comparisons.
When Brazil’s Finance Minister, Ru-
bens Ricupero, made remarks {which
were incidentally broadceast) to a jour-
nalist about cconomic statistics in
September of this year—'What is good,
we usc; what is bad, we hide’—at lcast
he had the grace to resign. The Amer-
ican people’s rejection of Oliver Norch
who admitted lying in the Iran-Contra
affair may give some further hope here.
When Vaclav Havel was elected Czech

president in 1989, there was a prevail-
ing sensc that truth at last would pre-
vail. Under communism, many had to
live a double life, telling necessary lies
to survive. Havel’s New Year's Day
broadcast in 1990 commented on this
‘contaminated moral environment’ in
a memorable and uplifting speech:
‘My dear fellow citizens, for forty
years you heard from my predecessors
on this day diffcrent variations of the
same theme: how our country flour-
ished, how many million tons of steel
we produced, how happy we all were,
how we trusted our government, and
what bright perspectives were unfold-
ing in front of us. I assume you did not
proposc me for this office so that I, too,
would lie to you ...
The worst thing is that we live in
a contaminated moral environment.
We fell morally ill because we became
used to saying something different, not
to belicve in anything, to ignore cach
other, to care only about ourselves ../
When will the type of politics prac-
tised with such enthusiasm by Mr
Richardson and his mates cease to be-
come just a game for those who seem
to hold such values in contempt?
When will we be able, with confi-
dence, to encourage our best young
people to consider this profession?
When will a Havel emerge again to put
to shame such pretenders?
James Rodgers
Lanc Cove, NSW

Sell-off a se |-out

From R.W. Carroll

This lemming rush towards the sca
cliffs of privatisation of utilitics scems
to be proceeding as if its benefits are a
‘given’ in the same way that cconom-
ic rationalism was adopted. The jury
still has not reached a verdict but it
may yet be decided that the cure is
worse than the illness or at least, that
the wrong medicine was given, or that
the dosage was wrong,.

Be that as it may, our masters are
not answering known resulting defi-
cits that the policy has caused, such
as the price and guality of water sup-
ply in Britain. Dare one suggest that
the cost of implementing and enfore-
ing sateguards in these regards would
exceed any possible savings.

Corporatisation, so that financial
results can be casily measured, and the
results of mismanagement shected
home, would scem preferable, exeept
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that this coursce makes it casier for gov-
ernments to impose additional taxa-
tion in the form of so-called ‘dividends’
necessitating higher charges for serv-
ices.

John Legge {The Age, 18 August
1994) analyses shortcomings on the
technical side of the proposed break
up of the State Electricity Commission
of Victoria, but he does not consider
the fact that two or more levels of prof-
it margin will be included in our pow-
cr bills. The same will apply to water.
Presumably Governments will extract
high prices for the sale of these

coop LORD! A CHRISTMAS

CARD THAT /SH'T MADE oyT
OF RECYCLED PAPER, AND
DOESN T SUPPORT A
THIRD NORLD CHARITY
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monopolies ostensibly to reduce State
debt, but the real result is that citizens
will be paying more through their util-
ity bills to provide for private provid-
er company return on capital and profit
margin. It is merely a sleight of hand
hire-purchase and we all know how ¢x-
pensive that is.,

Perhaps some possible motives for
privatisation could be explored. Tt
could be said, with some justification,
that labor unions have too tight a grip
on utilities. Would it be Toosened or
would private owners be softer union
targets?

Could these companies be a source
of well-paid sinceures for ‘mates’ or
cven ex-politicians, heaven forbid! Or
is itjust possible that these characters
actually believe their own rhetoric?

R.W. Carroll
Shorcham, VIC
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Cape ot doubttul hope

APE TOwN 1as atways b a
reputation for agrecableness. Part of
it has been PR, first evident w  n
the King of Portugal traded in the
name ‘Cape of Storms’ for the more
auspicious Cape of Good Hope. This
cndorsed his aspiration of fin g
the clusive new route to the Indies;
but in other, more specifically
local,ways the name appeared well-
chosen.

Nature had endowed this jagged
peninsula with hur  eds of wild-
flowers found nowhere clse; and
travellers who put in at the ‘Tavern
of the Seas’, as the infantcity ere »d
by Table Mountain soon bec e
known, would marvel at its beauty
and, perhaps, be soothed by the coo-
ings of the Cape turtle dove. Earlier
this century, old whitewashed build-
ings from the Dutch period were
still plentiful. Within living memo-
ry, it was possiblc to lcave your ship
and walle up the main street, past
Parliament House where Queen
Victoria extended an unscep  +d
hand, and on
through the
oaks of the
Avenuce to
reach the
Mount Nelson
Hotel, Cape
Town's cquiva-
lent of  the

nr.

Windsor.
Today Cape
Town feels

quite different.
Extensive land
reclamation
thirty years ago
brought into
being a whole
new quarter of office blocks, and the
continuation of the main street ena-
bled the Nationalists to recyele its
old Dutch name, the Heerengracht,
In the 770s and ’80s the office blocks
marched northwards, destroying
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much of the fabric of the old city.
Then arrived the mall, pedestrianis-
ing—in both senses—onc of the main
streets. Cotfee shops and souvenir
shops are there in force, along with
pavement stalls and street vendors.

Mcanwhilc a massive redevelop-
ment of the old docks has occurred,
turning them into a high-class
DarlingHarbour, with quality shops,
restaurants, cinemas and a theatre.
Victoria and Alfred itis called, after
the Queen and her sailor son. (No
once scems troubled by the hint of
incest.) This postmodern fantasy
scems to cater largely for tourists
and  wcalthier  Capcetonians:
Coloureds and blacks are scarcely in
cevidence.

Quitce otherwisce is Long Strect,
which leads out of the city proper to
the south. Long Street used to be
scrutfy and down-at-hccel: when
browsing in a junk shop there in the
'60s, 1 witnessed an African being
attacked by others with steel rods.
Today the junk shops have gone,
replaced by second-hand book shops
and a few upmarket antiquerics. In
one of these Imet an Afrikaner who
despaired of understanding his own
people and who, atter a 10-ycar
absence, found it impossible to re-
new his friendships with Colourcds.
Apartheid had then bitten too deep.

Further along, when I ventured
my dislike of the new central city to
another shopkeeper, he snorted
‘Calcutta by the sea!” As far as he
was concerned, Coloured and Afri-
can street vendors were ruining the
place. When [ gently suggested that
the recent changes had been over-
duc, he disagreed: “The people are
just the same. It was fomented tfrom
outside.” Prod a white South Atrican
and politics always dribble out.

In an art deco building also in
Long Street will be tound the activ-
ists of ABIGALE, the Association of
Biscxuals, Gays and Lesbians, The

legacy of apartheid has given a pecu-
liar twist to radical sexual politics.
Traditionally c¢xcluded from many
venues—and from white, middle-
class gay organisations—Colourcds
and blacks decided to form a new
onc. They have some 300 people on
their books, but only five per cent of
them are white, Multiracialism—
cxpressed as multiculturalism—may
be the mood of the momentin South
Africa, but it still has a long way to
go. ABIGALE cven had to persuade
the AIDS cdu-
cation unit to
hroadenits con-
stituency and
goand work in
the black town-

ships.
Mandcla
was swept to
power in April,
but in Cape
Town there has
been lictde evi-
dence of change
since my last
visitin January.
Qucen Victoria
is still there,
outside Parliament; having survived
the Afrikancer regime, she will prob-
ably last forever. More surprising is
the way the big picture of W,
Botha’s cabinct is still there too, in
the building he constructed for his
tricameral  legislature.  Only
Verwoerd, the high priest of apart-
heid, seems on the way to being
extirpated: a statue was toppled
in Bloemtontein, and some
Cape Town government
oftices have been renamed.

PARTHIID 1iAs GonE from the
trains, of course; but in its place
arc first-class and third-class tck-
cts, sold trom the old racially-
categorised windows, Once in a
while a white male pensioner will



be seen buying a third-class ticket,
and some blacks and Coloureds fre-
quently travel first-class. But all this
amounts to a softening of the old
order, rather than its replacement.

A good many whites still impute
too much to the glow arising from
their havingyielded power with good
grace—some arc surprised when you
suggest that further changes, real
and symbolic, must be made. But, as
Nelson Mandela wrote in the pre-
amble to the recently-released draft
Reconstruction Development Plan:
‘Our people have elected us because
they want change. Change is what
they will get.” The government is
committed to reducing the national
debt and to scaling down the public
service, so development for blacks
will depend on a redeployment of
existingresources. Whites have been
promiscd that there will be no further
tax rises, but now that black town-
ships and white arcas have been
amalgamated there will be some
dramatic shifts in spending.

Many white South Africans have
perhaps not paid as much attention
to these harbingers of change as they
should have done. But then, they
always tended to take things at a
gentle pace. In many respects South
Africa is still an old-fashioned
country. Religionremains an impor-
tant part of national life—most
Africans profess some varicty of
Christianity—and the press duly
noted how the South African Broad-
casting Corporation was reallocating
its ‘Godslots’. Many whites dress
very plainly; the men, despite the
hot climate, generally regard hats as
an affcctation, and wearing one
singles you out as a tourist. Many
people smoke, or have ‘pudding’ with
their meals. But thisisalso a country
of residual sternnesses. Fathers can
make arbitrary wills, and go unchal-
lenged; condoms injails are unthink-
able.

The very accent of English South
Africa upholds an old order, its
fracturcd Edwardianism cliciting the
genteel from women and a kind of
verbal strut from the men. But this,
at least, isnow changing. The young,
probably becausc of the influence of
television, are as fluent in hoon-
speak as their contemporaries any-
where: the use ‘she goes’ and ‘he

goes’ to mean ‘she says’ and ‘he says’
i1s as common in Grahamstown as in
Geelong. And cven the old circum-
locution ‘bioscope’ isnow giving way
to‘movies’. In contemporary popular
culture, the appeal of ancestral
England—still very much there for
oldergenerations—is beingdisplaced
by the glitter of America.

One change
thathas alrcady
occurred is the
appearance of
white beggars.
There are not
many, but with
the govern-
ment’s imple-
mentation of
affirmative
action there are
bound to be
more. The sys-
tem no longer
cosscts feckless
whites, as it
uscd to do with

jobreservation, which effectively ex-
cluded blacks and Colourceds from
competing for desirable jobs. Older
white South Africans—particularly
if they live in the towns, unchal-
lenged by the day-to-day practical-
ities of rural existence—often strike
onc as incffectual, too accustomed
to having everything done for them.

Encountering the retirces who
ran a commendable charity torelicve
distress in the black townships, 1
was struck by how casily they were
flummoxed. A request for a receipt
for hooks bought threw a couple of
them into a flap; I ended up writing
it mysclf. Then they had no idea as
towhether the Post Office sold pack-
ages or not—my ringing up to find
out was a radical departurc. Mcan-
while a woman continucd to
demonstrate her helpfulness by
fetching cartons that were three-
quarters complete. Compared with
this, the younyg arce rclatively
resourceful. A group hanging about a
suburban caravan park hassle
passersby for money, and—bcing
hip—try to sell key rings bearing the
new South African flag.

There has been a steady increase
in crime rates during the past few
years. Proportionally, many more
people were murdered in South
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Africa during the first eight months
of this ycar than in Russia or the
United States. Recently a man was
stabbed to death in the short distance
that lay between his car and the
concert he wasattending in the Town
Hall. Pcople find it expedient to give
young boys the money they ask for
when parking their cars, because if
they don’t, there’s a good chance
they will return to the cars to find
them scratched or the tyres slashed.
Most pecople seem to have
stories of thefts, burglaries
or muggings.

OME SAY THERE HAS BEEN a mood
shift since the beginning of the year,
and perhaps there has. Everyone
knows that a nasty civil war was
narrowly averted, and most people
realise that if the new South Africa
is going to succeed, then it is up to
cverybody to make it do so. What is
striking now is the old-fashioned
courtesy people often extend to cach
other. ‘Pleasure’, someonc—of what-
ever community—will say when you
thank them for information over the
phone.

Given the relative brusquencess
of Australians in similar situations,
this led me to ponder the ditferences
between multiculturalismin the two

countrics. In
Australia, the
recognition of
diversity has
been cencour-
aged in order
to case the
acceptance of
migrants by the
majority com-
munity; up toa
point, this lcg-
itimates scyg-
mentation. But
apartheid gave
South Africans
a guttul of any
kind of separa-
tism, and ener-
gy now flows from a coming together.
Again, ncarly all the cultures ot South
Africa draw confidence from being
basic clements in the configuration
of the country [except perhaps new-
er communitics, such as the Portu-
guese). Soto an Australian eye South
Africa scems to be exemplifying
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cross-culturalism, rather than mul-
ticulturalism as we understand it
Nowhere is this plainer n
when watching the South African
Parliament in session. [t is an
extraordinary assembly: onc or two
Cape Malays in their white cans,
digniticd Zulu men with kno ly,
polished ebony faces, Natal Indians,
African women dressed flamboyant-
ly in contemporary style and bril-
liant colours, togetherwithasw, e
of Afrikancr Nationalists, capped by
the shock of white hair of General
Constand Viljoen, a {respected)
cmissary of the right, rigidly sitting
there in a state of coiled
alertness.

QU REAUTTFOR A HANDSET tO trans-
late when people are speaking in
Afrikaans, as many whites do, or in
any of the African languages. The
instant translations arc not always
available, but since people are enti-
tled to speak inany of the 11 official
languages such hitches are incevit-
able. South Africa is run by a
‘'government of national unity’,
which includes Nationalists as well

Rome

Free time for indepe lent
sightseeing, shopping and
further travel on all tours!
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as the ANC, but this does not pre-
vent keen point-scoring in debating.
A former Education Minister, Piet
Marais, asked some questions of the
present minister, Sibusiso Bengu,
about the lack of clear planning

(a fair question,

onc gathers); he (
was immedi- '

atcly  counter- |

c¢d by a refer- /

cnce to the in- \ (
iquitous legacy

of the former

regime, to ap-

plausc from the

ANC benches. “

/

Inatricethe
Speaker, magis-
terial in her
bluce sari, called
the housce to
order. A tight
rein has to be
kept on pro-
ceedings, as the past is covered by
very thin ice indeed. "We are still in
a pathological state in this country’,
said an old friend, explaining arson
attacks and resenting the way the
Nationalists arc hell-benton repack-
aging themscelves as the one true
non-racial party. 1t is all still there,
just benceath the surface. During a
debate on correctional services, an
ANC member recalled her prison
experiences, and broke down.

Although Parliamentsitsin Cape
Town [as it has done habitually, the
country otherwise being adminis-
tered from Pretorial, thercisacertain
irony about this now since the Cape,
once seen as the bastion of liberal-
ism, in April clected the only white
provincial government in the whole
country. {The new flag is not a com-
mon sight here—most of the masts
in Addcricy Street ave bare.l The
provisional government is led by
former National party strongman
Hernus Kriel, and was returned
because of the Coloured vote. A
friend of mine out shopping was as-
tounded to hear a young Coloured
behind the counter shout to another,
on the morning the results came in,
‘We'vewon!”'What!', shesaid, ‘After
all the Nats have done to you peo-
ple! The young man replied that all
that had nothing to do with him.

What'’s pastis past. What reme

real for the Coloureds, as for right-
wing Afrikancrs, is the swart gevaar,
the danger from the blacks. Others,
too, are flocking to the Cape for that
very reason: it has  vays been a
place of retirement, but now those
cexcecutives who can move about arce
beginning toscttle there, pushing up
land prices. [Cape Town already has
the highest inflation in the country,
and the world’s twitchiest taxi
mecters. )

It's not surprising that there
shouldbe an undercurrentof tension
in Cape Town, and that it should
spasmodically crupt. In the one week
I was there late in October, Pan-
Africanist Congress student activ-
ists greered the 18-year sentences
for the murderers of the idealistic
young Amcrican Amy Bichl with
cries of ‘One seetler, one bullee!’; che
University of Cape Town was trashed
by striking support staff; and 10 peo-
ple were killed in the continuing
taxi wars, shots being exchanged
between rival taxi groups in Cape
Town's main strect.

A tew days betore, there had been
a march by the Municipal Workers’
Union. A group brokcaway and head-
ed for the Civie Centre, where they
began taunting the police and their
dogs. Soon they forced the police to
beat a retreat, then began throwing
things. Warning shots were fired and
had no cffect, so the police fired into
the crowd. At least these days the
bullets are made of rubber, so no one
was killed. Tear gas could have been
uscd to disperse the rioters, but oth-
crwisc the police response was grad-
uated, complete with an order to
stop firing. The police have a ditfi-
cult role in the new South Africa:
they are being killed at an alarming
rate, and somec have suicided. At this
demonstration matters were further
confused when a police dog

turncd round and bit his
master.

HE MUNICIPAL WORKERS were strik-
ing against plans for privatisation
andijobretrenchment: national goals
now, apart from being a particular
tug-of-war in the Western Cape be-
tween the Nationalistsand the ANC,
as the ANC says that facilitices in the
province are well above the national
average. b gerialism and supply-






RAYNER .
WO WORDS SEEM TO STRIKE FEAR into the hearts

of men, even unto the vitals of lumberjacks and
bouncers: ‘sexual harassment’. Or so it would scem. Some
of my fricnds—New Age men, practitioncers of the law and
even of politics—have expressed a kind of fellow-feeling
for Terry Gritfiths, who protested that he had been the vie-
tim of a Star Chamber inquiry into complaints that he sex-
ually harassed his staff. My friends arc uncertain about the
duty to be fair to an accused, whilce also being responsive
to the alleged victim’s complaint.

In the public interest 1 offer a ¢ircuit breaker. Men do,
often cnough, genuinely misread women’s friendliness as
‘come ons’, which is significant when sexual harassment
is defined as an ‘unwelcome’ sexual advance, an ‘unwel-
come’ rer est for sexual favours or ‘unwelcome’ conduct
of a sexual nature. But harassme:  is not a sexunal crime.
Old-fashioned gentlemen need not be worried. Courtesy,
or even condescending behaviour, including compliments
about dress or jewellery (though not about someone’s body)
are not sexual harassment. It in doubt, consider the
ctymology of the word. ‘Harassment’ comes from an Old
French word for hunting hounds pulling down a wounded
quarry. Essentially, sexual harassment is bullying of a
scxual nature. There arc at least three levels of work-based
harassment, all of which require ditferent responses. The
worst is the most obvious and statistically the least com-
plained about: blackmail, i.c. an implied threat about the
consequences to someone of not  mting sexual tavours

At the other extreme is what one might call ‘gender
harassment’, where the environment is sexually hostile or
unscttling or heated, with {for instance) displays of pic-
turces of women as objects of sexual fantasy, a culture of
sexually suggestive jokes or derogatory remarks about
women lor gay men, a growing class of complainants). [es
princip:  langer lies in its desensitising effect. Whether or
not a formal complaint is lodged, i ft unchecked italmost
always cscalates. In a recent case in WA, the first women
to be employed on a construction site asked for pomn post-
ers to be removed. In response they got hardcore porn
depicting bestiality and sodomy, toilet gratfiti and threats.
But after they left and made formal compla  ts they also
got $95,000 in damages trom the union that, like the em-
ployer, hadn't bothered to protect them.

Right in the middle is the so-called ‘grey area’ that is
personally dirceted: uninvited physical co e, such as
touching, stroking or standing too close, or 2 making of
personal remarks, practical jokes and inappronriate social
conduct. This requires clear codes of condu

But why have a law at all? Why don’t women just tell
men to stop oftensive behaviour? Well, as e WA case
shows, they usually won'’t stop. 1t is also hard to do this,
precisely  ccause the harassers are cither numerically, or
hicrarchically, superior, and it is  Hse to impossible it it's
their boss or supervisor. Besides, the usual response is to
trivialisce or personalise the complaint and attack the com-
plainant’s work record, personality or sense of humour, or
bluster about defamation.

The duty not to discriminate — an integral part of the
new federal industrial relations law, which has also im-
poscd ‘due process’ requirements on dismissals procedures.
On the other hand, courts have started to award signifi-
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Bearing the burdens of proof

cant, punitive damages against employers for proven sexu-
al harassment. Law firm Baker and McKenzie was slapped
with $US7.2 million in (mostly punitive) damages for fail-
ing to prevent, or act appropriately upon the complaint of
the sexual harassment of a sccretary by a former partner
(punitive damages are not recoverable under most profes-
sional lability insurance policics) mostly because a jury
was unimpressed by a history of women's complaints
against the same man, which the firm had not taken seri-
ously, or by some disdainful evidence from the
partners. Two years ago, the Tasmanian Supreme Court
awarded partly punitive damages against the Hobart City
Council for its failing to respond appropriately to a young
woman'’s complaints of assault and depriva  n of liberty:
the total award and the costs must have come close to $A|
million in total.

Most harassment complaints are dealt with through
conciliation, and scttled. However, damages awards are a
kind of Zen stick, which the Master applics unexpectedly
to the person of a drifting meditator. It makes a lot of noise
and docsn’t do any damage, but it sure focuses attention.

Griftiths’ case is another big Schtick. We can expect
more, from women who have been forced to tolerate
harassment as an informal condition of employment, in
indircet discrimination complaints. Failure to develop pol-
icies and training might well be ‘wilful and contumacious
disregard’ by employers of workers’ rights which is what
leads to punitive damages awards. The message is clear.
Gritfiths was not denied a hearing, He knew, and respond-
¢d to, every allegation. He did not have a public rape trial,
the threat of which would certainly have deterred any com-
plaints being made at all. 1t was John Fahey's political de-
cision to stand him down from the portfolio. Greater men
than he have suftered similar indignity. Anyway, some-
times a choice has to be made between tormal proceedings
and stopping a potentially dangerous practice. Would we
tolerate ‘hearings’ before removing a driver whose work-
mates said he had been ‘teasing’ them by goosing them
with his forklift, from behind its controls?

Finally, arc formal complaints appropriate for dealing
with sexual harassment by superpowerful men? Probably
not. Relatively few self-identified vietims of harassment,
especially of the most serious kind, make formal com-
plaints. They fecar, rightly, the informal repercussions,
notably publicity and blame. If Griffiths’ victims had made
formal complaints to the Anti-Discrimination Board, they
could only have been offered conciliation. This would
almost certainly have got nowhere, and they would not
have taken the option of a public hearing,

Any ecmployer who does not have a clear harassment
policy, education and grievance process is endangering statf
and running avoidable risks. A complaint can be dealt with
by general training, individual counselling, internal infor-
mal procedures, or internal formal procedures with disci-
plinary or dismissal possibilitics {when ‘natural justice’ is
essential) or by going to outside bodics. When the bully is
the boss it’s difficult to sce any way in which a worker
could stop harassment without resigning, unless there is a
champion for their right to be sate at work. John Fahey did
it for Griffiths’ statfers. Who doces it for all the others?
Moira Rayner is a lawyer and freelance journalist.



Half a story tells no story at all

EPORTING ON THE WAR in Bougainville contin-
ues to be unbalanced and uninformed.

The last item in this year’s final session of the
ABC'’s Foreign Correspondent was a report by a ven-
turesome journalist, Wayne Cole, hitherto unheard
of as an authority on the South-West Pacific. To be
fair, we were told that the viewpoint was solely that
of the rebels and supporters of the Bougainville Revo-
lutionary Army, but, uncontestcd as it was, what is
the ordinary viewer to think? Such a disclaimer hard-
ly compensates for yet another tear-jerking plea for
the rebel cause without any balancing perspective, not
just from Port Moresby but from those Bougainvil-
lecans who oppose the BRA. And they are almost sure-
ly the majority. From what was said—that the PNG
army violated the recent ceasefire and prevented
attendance at the recent peace conference in Arawa—
it was difficult to believe that some previously hard-
core guerrillas turned up and remained unscathed.

Moreover, scveral local leaders came out of the
central redoubt where the most recalcitrant rebels
have dug in during the past six years. In particular, a
certain Theo Miriung emerged, an ex-seminarian, law-
yer and former acting Supreme Court judge, and a
longtime adviscr to the BRA lcadership. Known to
me personally over 25 years as a man of keen intelli-
gence and integrity, Miriung chose to suffer for
secessionism with his own people during the block-
ade but now realises that peace and rehabilitation
should supersede, at least temporarily, full sovereignty
as goals.

Yet in Foreign Correspondent Joseph Kabui,
former premier and now billed as a deputy leader of
the interim government, could say that ‘any scensible
person would be scared to go the conference!’
Certainly the PNG troops can be ill-disciplined and
unpredictable and the rebels had cause to be wary,
but their ultimate failure to make any gesture of
cooperation in the peace process is due more to their
convictions that intransigence will bring victory, that
the PNG government is in dire financial straits and
cannot maintain forces indefinitely, and (correctly)
that another sympathetic Mamaloni government
would soon be re-clected in the Solomon Islands.

While Cole’s report presented the burning of
villages and infrastructure by PNG troops, it over-
looked the fact that the greater part of destruction
was the work of the BRA. Atrocities against individ-
uals have been notorious on both sides. It is a pity
that Cole did not interview some ex-BRA supporters
such as Nick Peniai and Misac Rangai of South Bou-
gainville, men who were marked for excecution along
with former MP, Anthony Anugu, in 1992.

Cole also did not make it clear that officially the
blockade of Bougainville has been lifted and that are-
as rcleased from BRA control have been getting sup-

plies since 1991. When the PNG government sent the
supply ship Cosmaris into Central Bougainville in
January 1992, it was burnt to the water by the BRA.
So much for their cooperation. Schooling has long
recommenced in a rudimentary way in arcas freed of
BRA.

The revolutionary government president, Francis
Ona, was particularly concerned to blame Australia
for fighting a war
against the Bou-
gainville pcople
which Port Morcs-
by alone cannot
win. It is truc that
one can hardly ex-
pect Ona to sce
Australia as being
obliged to honour
an obligation to
support a state it
helped to create,
but it should not be
beyond media ob-
servers. If PNG
were to be assaulted on its western flank, one can
imagince the cry that would go up to ‘support’ Port
Moresby.

The sad fact is that this is not just a war between
Port Moresby and clements in Bougainville but a civil
war among Bougainvilleans themselves. So, even if
there were a convincing casc for secession, the gov-
ernment of the breakaway province could not be hand-
ed over to those with guns to use against fcllow
Bougainvillcans. While Chan’s peace initiative failed
to get the responsc it needed from the BRA, the emer-
gence of Miriung and others represents a breach in
the hardcore BRA which should be widened. Chan
can do this by making it clear that he will restore
provincial government as soon as possible and give it
control over the copper mine and other resources. An
amnesty will also have to be worked out and some
futurce constitutional convention foreshadowed where
degrees of autonomy can be canvassed. Chan has
already made some gestures in this direction and
progress can be expected within 12 months.

Meanwhile, Foreign Correspondent’s convenor,
George Negus could plan an opening 1995 session
with some balanced opinions on what constitutes a
right to secede and what legitimacy the BRA has to
talk for its fellow Bougainvillcans.

umes Griffin is Professor Emeritus of History, Uni-
versity of Papua New Guinca. He has been writing
about Bougainville for 25 ycars. He lived in PNG from
1968-76, 1981-84, 1986-90, and has visited Bougain-
ville 30 times.
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‘Even if there were to be aggressive investment in native-forest industries, there
is no hard evidence that these industries could be competitive in the world markets
opening up in the next five to ten years. Demand for forest products is increasing in the
economies of the Asian ‘tigers’, but so
Since the break-up of the Soviet Unic , for example, a cash-strapped Russia has been
selling its native forest at a prodigious rate to the same customers that Australia needs to
attract. Japan’s demand for pulp or chips from Australian native forests may be in doubt
if a $1.4 billion project to exploit Siberia’s untouched forests goes ahead, and South

Korea’s second biggest industrial group, Hyundai, has been logging in Siberia since 1989.,

Spitting chips
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JULIETTE HUGHES

GREENIES ARE UNREALISTIC TREE-KISSERS who

want to halt an important resource business. Some of
them will even resort to sabotage to get what they
want.’

That kind of rhetoric is familiar enough in forest-
industry circles. What is wrong with it is not only
the crazy hyperbole, but the fact that it ignores real
points of agreement between conservationists and the
industry. Both sides, for example, accept that wood-
chipping will always be necessary—it provides too
many cssential items to think of doing away with it.

The real disagreement is over the source and type
of raw material, and whether Australia’s woodchip
exports will be able to compete with the vast euca-
lypt and pinc plantations in Brazil, Chile, China,
Indonesia, New Zealand, Spain and Thailand that will
be in production before the end of the decade. When
that happens the higher-quality plantation chips will
flood the world, creating a buyer’s market. For some
cconomists, the real issues are about timing.

There is reason to believe that investment in Aus-
tralian plantations has been hindered becausce the for-
est departments in most states effectively subsidise
logging of native forests. (Consulting cconomist Fran-
cis Grey has identified 23 types of cffective subsidy
from recent state and federal government commis-
sions, inquiries and reports. |

When rural Labor backbencher Peter Cleeland
was shown a secretly filmed video of high-quality logs
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‘e the sources of raw material available to them.

being fraudulently downgraded to end np as
woodchips, he was told that this was o: 7 the
tip of an iceberg of rorts and inefficiencies. The
industry’s response was that the practice was not
widespread, and that offending companies should lose
their licences. But that penalty has rarely, if ever, been
applied. And some economists and many conscrva-
tionists warn that the logging of native forests, with
or without rorts, has fundamental cconomic flaws.

One of the most serious of these flaws is the
incompatibility between native forest logging and
efficient water catchment management. A hectare of
old-growth mountain ash, clcar-felled, may produce
$270 worth of woodchips, once. A generation later it
may produce half as much (regrowth is sparser, drier
and more fire-prone).

According to Read, Sturgess and Associatces, con-
sulting economists commissioned by the Victorian
government, if that same hectare is left unlogged it
produces more than $6000 worth of water, year after
year. After logging there is a significant long-term
decrease in the amount and quality of water produced.
Logged catchments are subject to more intense varia-
tion of rainfall—floods in winter, droughts in sum-
mer—which sometimes has to be fixed by building a
dam, costing the cconomy even more. Contamination
of the sourcc is also an issue, one well known to the
inhabitants of Phillip Island, with its singlc pipeline
drawn from a logged and grazed mainland catchment
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From pl18&
percentage point to the cost of capital for investment
in Australian forestry projects or Tasmanian projects
in general ../

The commission also stated that the native hard-
wood industry was failing to maintain productive
capacity. Its report quoted Forest Use, a 1991
government survey prepared by the Ecologically
Sustainable Development Working Groups: ‘In the
present environment, the native hardwood industry
in Australia is characterised by low levels of
investment, minimal value-added processing,

diminishing competitiveness and a failure

to restructure.’
EVEN IF THERE WERE to be aggressive investment in

native-forest industries, however, there is no hard ev-
idence that these industries could be competitive in
the world markets opening up in the next five to ten
years. Demand for forest products is increasing in the
economics of the Asian ‘tigers’, but so are the sourc-
¢s of raw material available to them. Since the break-
up of the Soviet Union, for example, a cash-strapped
Russia has been selling its native forest at a prodi-
gious rate to the same customers that Australia needs
to attract.

Japan’s demar for pulp or chips from Austral-
ian native forests may be in doubt if a $1.4 billion
project to cxploit Siberia’s untouched forests goces

Edited by
Carl Bridge

An accessible examination of Manning
Clark's place in the study of Australian
history—his i1 uence, importance and
relevance. The range of contributors
includes Stuart Macintyre, Peter Cra-
ven, John Rickard, John Hirst and
Miriam Dixson, among thers. Stimu-
lating and often provocative, these
essays are a must for anyone interested
in Clark and ¢ stralian history.
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ahead, and South Korea’s sccond biggest industrial
group, Hyundai, has been logging in Siberia’s Taiga
forests since 1989. Hyundai has applied to increase
its annual cut to a million cubic metres in the Sikhote
Alin area of the forest, and has contracts for other
areas as well,

So how arc the problems of the native-forest
industry being dealt with? In the states, government
agencics whose job it is to balance the demands of
industry with the requirements of conservation have
often been compromised in this task by departmen-
tal restructuring. In WA and Victoria, for example, a
single department now has responsibility for both
conservation and the forest industry, and this has ef-
fectively resulted in the ascendancy of forestry agen-
das over conservation.

The costs of this have been apparent even in the
lack of coordinated accounting procedures in Victo-
ria’s Department of Conservation and Natural
Resources, as the Victorian Auditor-General’s Tim-
ber Strategy Audit noted in 1993. The Audit reported
that the department was cffectively subsidising na-
tive forest operations, failing to prevent log-grading
rorts and implicitly restricting new entrants to the
industry: ‘In the case of hardwood operations, the
department reported a loss of $13.2 million for 1990-
1. However, duc to limitations in its financial data,
the department is unable to accurately assess the
extent to which this loss represents a subsidy to in-
dustry, production inefficiencies or adverse market
factors.” {cmphasis as in the original)

Changes arc under way, but the task is Herculean,
costly and 80 years overdue. Nor is Victoria the only
state with accounting problems in forestry—the In-
dustry Commission reported that there was a nation-
wide problem with the underpricing of the resource:
“To the extent that logs are underpriced, the activities
of the forest products industrics are subsidised by
taxpayers. Underpricing by forestry agencics also de-
presses the prices obtainable by private wood grow-
ers and, hencee, discourages private sector investiment
in plantation and agro-forestry activities ... Inappro-
priate pricing of logs by government bodics can

distort investment decisions by wood using

industries and growers of private wood.’
UNDER SUCH CIRCUMSTANCES it Seems unrcasona-
ble to continuc to insist that the cause of the indus-
try’s prablems is the ‘locking up’ of native forest. In
fact, current practices in federal and state agencies
are more likely to ‘lock up’ plantation resources, with
private owners waiting until it becomes cheaper to
harvest from their own sources rather than native for-
¢st. The Commonwealth would do well to change il-
logical tax requircments that det  all but the most
determined large-scale plantation investors.

Any scrious attempt to address the economic

issucs facing the forest industry also needs to consid-
er wider ranges of value, and in 1991 the Resources



Assessment Commission conducted two surveys to
measure the industry’s ‘contingent’, or non-market
value’ (see glossary). One survey calculated that if
logging of native forest were to ccase in southern NSW
and East Gippsland, the immediate financial effect
would be a loss of $11million in trade. A further $32
million would need to be spent on ‘adjustment
assistance’, making a total cost of $43 million. That
would amount to a nett lump sum payment of $6.05
per adult living in NSW and Victoria, or alternative-
ly, a continual annual payment of 43 cents.

The other survey measured the willingness of
Australians to pay for the preservation of the National
Estate forests in south-eastern Australia. The median
willingness was estimated at $43.50 per houschold
per year, or $22 per person per year. The samples were
rigorously conducted and evaluated, with 5000
respondents drawn randomly from the Common-
wealth electoral rolls in NSW, Victoria and ACT. The
expected return was 50 per cent; the final valid re-
sponse rate was slightly over that amount.

If, as the survey suggests, people arc willing
actually to lose money in order to keep the National
Estate forests, then what might be the community
support for a profitable, sustainable plantation
industry that provides employment while protecting
the native forest? And what might be the gains for
tourism in such a buoyant atmosphere? In 1992, the
Resources Assessment Commission’s Forest and
Timber Inquiry noted ‘that innovative commercial
approaches are required to generate more revenue
from the use of parks and services, to support required
management function and provide better scrvices to
the community, particularly in relation to ccological
objectives.’ (my emphasis)

The merits of park land and biodiversity may
seem vague to an unemployed Orbost timber worker,
but the bureaucratic wilderness may scem more of a
threat to the small sawmiller who has been squeezed
out of business, or to the desperate ficld worker whose
reports are suppressed so that a different agenda may
prevail.

With overseas demands for Australian woodchips
likely to wane in the near tuture, and with communi-
ty resentment at the loss of native forests unlikely to
decrease, the time has come to make money by pre-
serving unique Australian resources. The outcome
could be a flourishing forest industry, supported by
community attitudes, and unshadowed by sovereign risk.

Juliette Hughes is a Eurcka Street staff writer.
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Come buy with me

HERE’S PLENTY OF EVIDENCE that people think the recession is
over. In Melbourne, every Saturday in the months leading up to
Christmas, there are about 160 buses competing for parking space
in the streets near inner-city factories. This impressive fleet is evi-
dence of one of Melbourne’s boom industries, the shopping tour.
Having spent years looking for reasons to come to Melbourne, it
seems that the rest of Australia has at last found one.

Rhonda O. Rust is the managing director of ‘Shopping Spree
Tours’. Recently she has had 47 buses, each with an average of 30
passengers, doing the rounds of the bargain outlets in one day. Her
record is 53. The cost of the expedition is about $30 and this includes
lunch in a restaurant. The average shopper spends $217 in the day.
A driver for a rival company, Kevin Jarvis, says it’s nothing for a
busload to spend $15,000 and utterly exhaust themselves in the
process. They start at 8am and finish around 6pm, although by the
last two or three outlets most passengers have to force themselves
off the bus. ‘But they usually make it,” he says, ‘they think they
might miss out on a bargain.’

What lies behind the phenomenon ?

Rhonda Rust explains that many tours are organised as a fund-
raiser by clubs. The club gets about 8 per cent of what its members
spend. The company also provides prizes to raffle on the bus and so
on. But for committed shoppers, signing up for a tour off their own
bat, the appeal is being able to spend up big and save money all at
once. The brochures tell you that you will save your fare at the first
outlet. At a place called Faulty Towels, a couple can be seen going
through a bundle of towels which has been marked down to $50 for
the lot. They are wondering if they throw out the black towels in
the bundle, which they abominate with enthusiasm, will they still
be ahead? It appears they will. And somebody at work might score
the ‘disgusting’ black ones for Christmas. A decision is made and
the couple squeeze out to the door and trundle off to Newman’s
Chocolates, then Bollé sunglasses, then Siricco lcather goods ...

‘It’s great,” says Kevin Jarvis, ‘people can do their whole shop-
ping for the year in one day. By the end of the tour, you can’t move
in the bus. People are literally jammed in with their shopping.’

Rhonda Rust has busloads booked from Adelaide and sells
tickets in Brisbane. She has a special tour for Tasmanians. They
can come overnight on the Spirit of Tasmania, shop all day, and go
back on the ship the following night. From 1 February, she will be
operating around Redfern and Alexandria in Sydney.

Is there a greed factor in this business? ‘There certainly is’, Rust
says, ‘there are too many people trying to get into the industry.
There’s some real cowboys out there. It’s too competitive.’

David Crow is the general manager of Newman’s Chocolates.
He says that the outlets at one end of Church St, Richmond, can
take ‘several hundred thousand’ in a day. He notes that residents
are worried about noise, litter and parking problems. But the out-
lets are bringing money into the district.

‘If you live in the inner city,’ says Valerie Hockin, manager of
Just Right Shopping Tours, ‘you have to put up with inconvenienc-
es. I wouldn’t live here if you paid me.’

Kevin Jarvis, a tour-bus driver, stresses the fun that people have.
‘Some of the people on this bus were out with me two weeks ago.
They’re shopaholics. They should do the same thing for men. A
tour of spare parts and hardware outlets. They'd love it.’

Michael McGirr SJ is the consulting editor of Eureka Street.
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The law turns about-face on justice

S WL HAVLE LEARNED RECENTLY 10 Janus,
the law has to do with wisdom. It is about
analysing con cting claims with intelli-
gence and compassion, and resolving them
elegantly. [tis <clf-confident enough to wel-
comereview.'  zothersideof law has to do
with will. It s} nsclegance or wisdom, for
these are supertluous when conflicts can be
resolved by unfettered power. This face of
law doces not welcome review, because it
getsin the way of the cffective use of power.

In immigration legislation, generally
both faces have been seen, but the face of
power has morce recently been visible. Two
picces of legis  ion recently before Parlia-
nmient present the two faces of Janus: one
must handle genuinely conflicting claims,
while the other has to do with asscrting
cxeeutive power. The Migration Amend-
ment Bill (No.4} 1994 attempts to deal with
a real dilemma, arising from the arrival by
boat of Victnamese asylum seckers from
Galang Camp in Indonesia. These boat peo-
ple had been rejected in sereening estab-
lished under the Comprehensive Plan of
Action (CPA), which has been supported by
the UN High Commissioncer for Refugees.

The CPA was introduced to cope with
the frustration of nations like Hong Kong,
Indoncesia an Malaysia and Thailand to
which the boat people had come. Because
few were being accepted for resettlement,
threats werce made to push off new arrivals.
The CPA ensured screening of the existing
boat people, resettlement in developed coun-
tries of those found to be refugees, and the
ceventual repatriation to Vietnam of thosc
rejected. It therefore offered a defined future
for the boat people, and in the meantime
guaranteed their temporary protection in
the countrics to which they had come. For
all its faults, the CPA has provided some
sccurity and s 1¢ definition to the future
of the Vietnamese boat people. It is unlikely
that amorc gencrous policy of resettlement
or of temporary protection will ¢ver be
offered.

Therein lics the dilemma for Australia.
It pecople who have been rejected under the
CPA can come to Australia and win a new
asscssment of their claims for refugee s
tus, this will undermine the CPA. New and
unrealistic hope will be offered to people
whose only real future lics in Victnam, and
they will effee ely submit themselves to
screening by wind, storm and piracy. This
consideration suggests that new assessment
should be dented.

On the oth  hand, those who have patr-
ticipated in the processes of screening know
that they arce flawed. According to newspaper
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reports, some asylum seekers have bought
theirrefugee status. More importantly, how-
cver aany of those rejected have had good
cases. Of the first 17 people to be inter-
viewed in Australia, three were given refu-
gee status at the first stage. This is the
normal proportion for any group of onshore
asylumscekers. It suggests, as lawyers work-
ing with the process alrcady know, that in
most countries the process yields very rough
justice indeed.

These defeets of the CPA suggest that
Australia, whosc policy is to judge cach
individual application for refugee status,
should hear again the asylum scckers’
applications: justice would secm to demand
that they have the opportunity to make
their claim by Australian standards of jus-
tice. The wise responsc in this difficult
situation would be in principle to refusc to
reassess people who have already been re-
jected under the CPA. The fact that they
had the opportunity to apply for refugee
status clscwhere, and the harm donce to the
Victnamese asylum scckers as a whole
would justify this step.

Given the serious flaws in CPA screen-
ing, however, asylum scckers should be
entitled toaninterview in which they could
make their casce for a fresh assessment of
their casce. To cnsurce transparency, that
interview and decision should be made by
the Refugee Review Tribunal.

T Government’s response has been to
recognise strongly the claims of the CPA,
but to allow for some little flexibility in
individual cases. Its legislation will prevent
thosc assessed under the CPA from making
a valid application in Australia for refugee
status. The minister, however, has an over-
riding power to allow applications to be
considered in the public interest, though he
is not accountable if he declines to exercise
that power.

Undecrthelegislation, however, the Gov-
crnment has also taken on powers which do
not bear on this problem. It will be author-
ised to make agreements with prescribed
third countries, under which asylum scck-
crs can be returned withont having had
their cases heard in Australia. ‘Safe third
countries’ are defined as those where the
asylum scckers have resided for a time or
have e right of entry: the concept was
born in Europe, where it appeared that asy-
lum seekers were shopping around for the
forum most favourable to their applica-
tions. In Australia, however, it poses a fu-
ture dilemma.

On the once hand, it would be ethical to
retnrn asylum seckers only to countrics

e DECEMBER 1994

where human rights, and particularly the
right of asylum scekers to protection, are
recognised effectively in law. Otherwisce,
Australia’s own duty to protect refugees
would not be exercised. But on the other
hand, few nations, and almost nonc in our
region, guarantee a full protection of refu-
gees. Thus, in any crisis in which the Gov-
crnment may be tempted to appeal to this
new legislation, it will have little scope to
do so ethically.

In summary, this amendment does deal
with a genuine conflict of intcrest, and
resolves it with some discrimination. But
the legislation is too preoccupied with
powecr, in that it lcaves the Minister unac-
countable for what he fails to do. Farther-
more, the legislation gives the Government
practical powers which are likely to be of
practical use only if the human rights of
asylum seekers are disregarded.

The sccond picce of legislation, the
Migration Law Amendment Bill (No.3) 1994
is the latest episode in the saga of the Cam-
bodian boat people. The goal of this legisla-
tion is to ensure that the Government docs
not have to pay compensation to the asy-
lum-scckers for unlawful imprisonment.
The Government’s problem was created
when some High Court Judges said that the
boat pcople may have been imprisoned
unlawfully before May 1992, After some
asylum scekers took action to scck com-
pensation, the Government enacted
legislation to limit any compensation to
onc dollar per day.

Another decision by the High Court,
however, in a case unrelated to refugees,
suggested that this legislation may be
declared invalid. Accordingly, the present
Bill will repeal the limitation of compensa-
tion, but will amend the Migration Act to
declare that all people ever detained under
it were validly detained. Thus, they will
have no grounds for compensation.

This legislation is a naked excrcise of
power, by which the Government will award
itself impunity for its past actions. Unlike
other members of the community, who arc
accountable before the courts for their
actions, the Government will enjoy the
privilcged position of being able to put the
actions of its officials beyondjudicial review.
Some commentators believe that the Gov-
crnment will use the bill to trigger a double
dissolution of Parliament. It is hard to
imagine that the electorate would be
attracted by thisbrutal face of Janus.

Andrew Hamilton SJ teaches at the United
Faculty of Theology, Parkville, VIC
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INETEEN-NINETY-FOUR
marks the 50th year since the Liberal
Party was founded to represent the in-
terests of middle  istralia. But, although
the Liberals are in power in every state
except Queensland and only narrowly
lost last year’s federal election, the mood
of Menzies’ party during this anniversa-
ry year has been less than buoyant. The
Liberals continue to be obsessed with
self-scrutiny, unsure of what will cure
their crisis of confidence.

That forming the government in five
states cannot compensate the Liberals
for being the Fe ral Opposition for a
record 11 years is one measure of the
shift in power from the states to the
Commonwealth. Before 1983, the Liberal
Party had been in government for all but
eight years since 1944. Labor has now
assumed the mantle of ‘the natural par-
ty of government’, and the Liberal ma-
chine is struggling to find the magic
formula that will convince the elector-
ate not to vote for the ALP.

The troubles of both the Hewson
and the Downer/Costello leadership
teams suggest tk the party is still look-
ing for its soul.  wson took the Liber-
als to the extr 1es in search of an
economic panacea and in the process lost
the ‘w isable’el  rion. Downer is strug-
gling in his attempt to paint a softer por-
trait of the party that spooked the
electorate in 1993, and current specula-
tion that John Howard might be resur-
rected is an indication of how limited the

Liberals’ opti s are. So where to for
the good ship Liberal as it rounds the
50-year buoy and sails towards the
next century? The answers might li¢
with the generation waiting in the
wings.

Ross McClymont is 25, a Mcl-
bourne solicitor, and national presi-
der  of the Young Liberals. He
concedes that the party is undergo-
ing an identity crisis that has its ori-
gins in the loss of the middle ground
to Labor during the 80s: ‘Our tradi-
tional constituency is saying “Well
the Keating government is doing
things that we agree with.” The Labor
party has had to jettison all its
ideology and all its baggage to get
where it is t¢ y, and we now have
the Liberal Party fighting another
liberal party.’
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McClymont attributes the shift to the past elec-
toral success of the Liberals: ‘In 1949 it was a free-
enterprise, middle-class party versus the socialist
working-class party. Chifley and all those were open-
ly socialist; these days “socialist” is a word that has
negative connotations. We have won the battle of
ideas. The Labor Party federally now is in many
respects more rightwing than Bob Mcnzics ever was.’

But, though the Liberals may be having trouble
coming to grips with Labor’s shift to the right,
McClymont believes this augurs well for the long term
because Labor’s MPs are leading the ALP away from
its traditions. ‘I think what’s going to happen is this:
it’s OK when you are in government to papcr over
problems but ultimately, when the Labor Party does
lose government federally, there will be a backlash
and the party will move back to the left becaunse the
rank and file of the party are far more leftwing than
the leaders.’

Achicving that clusive electoral success is the
current challenge for the party. For Margaret Fitzher-
bert, who at 25 is retiring as the Victorian president
of the Young Liberals, what is needed is not a rein-
vented party but a more consistent adherence to tra-
ditional Liberal values. ‘1 think what the Liberal Party
really needs to do is stand its ground on issues’, she
says. ‘During the ‘80s, when I was at university, there
was a lot of talk about the Liberal Party moving to
the right. If you look at the figures in the Liberal Par-
ty who saw that as the way to go ... there has been an
acknowledgement that this is not a popular message
in the electorate.’

Fitzherbert, a politics graduate from Monash
University, and currently working as a projects offic-
er for the Victorian Automobile Chamber of Com-
merce, disputes the notion that the clectorate has
tolerated Labor’s to shift to the right because it is more
interested in the conflict of personality than the con-
flict of ideology. ‘1 think Australia—certainly since
the war—has had personality politics’, she says. ‘You
couldn’t say that Mcnzies was not part of personality
politics. Whitlam is still a folk hero, not only to the
Labor Party but to many Australians. Personality
politics is a worldwide trend but we still sec a big
battle of ideas at the same time.’















Quixote

Ray Cassin

1
T LOOKS LIKE it’s been there for centuries, wait-
ing for us.’

‘Enough with the Picnic at Hanging Rock jokes.
It’s just a big ugly old ram. A laughing stock in itself,
but with absolutely no mystical significance.’

Celia swung the car off the road and into the car
park of something called a Life Australia Centre.
There are many Life Australia Centres, but that which
we were entering was special. Not only did it have
several score of petrol pumps, a barnlike pub, a
restaurant with fake Viennese décor and various oth-
er Life Australia Centre accoutrements, it also had a
Big Ram. There are many Big Rams too, of course. In
fact, at least one town in each state claims to the be
the home of the Big Ram, and they’re all wrong.
Several Australian country towns own the Big Ram
in the way that several medieval monasteries owned
supposedly unique relics, like the head of John the
Baptist. But the Goulburn Big Ram is special none-
theless. It’s the only Big Ram that stands beside a
Viennaworld.

Some people might think this noteworthy sim-
ply because of the unfortunate architectural juxtapo-
sition. In other words, two displays of bad taste are
worse than one. I have long suspected, however, that
there is a more esoteric connection between these two
hideous edifices. I concede that my evidence for this
belief is anecdotal and circumstantial, not conclusive.
But it’s at least as good as anthing you’ll hear from
the UFO lobby about why God was an astronaut and
how space aliens control your mind. The following
incident is submitted for your consideration.

I followed Celia into Viennaworld and surveyed
the limp offerings in the bain marie. Lasagna, sweet
and sour pork and several other classic Viennese dish-
es, ladled on to plates by a bored adolescent in a dirndl
skirt. Celia opted for a salad and I, less wisely, for the
sweet and sour pork. The meal really needed beer to
wash it down but we collected a couple of Cokes from
the fridge instead and headed for a table. After a swig
of fizzy black fluid I forked some pork and raised it to
my lips. A heady aroma misted my eyes and a vision
of the animal I was about to eat hovered before me. A
greasy, dung-encrusted brute, rolling in its own mess
and snorting out the message, Go ahead. Eat me and
see what I make of yvour day.

I wrinkled my nose and replaced the dead-swine
slice on my plate. Now I am not saying, of course,
that Viennaworld of Goulburn {and, I am sure,
Viennaworld of anywhere else) serve rotten meat. No
sir and no ma’am, no way would I even imply such a
thing. Clearly they would never do that. For one thing,
it’s illegal. And for another, we were sitting in a res-
taurant full of dead-swine munchers, each of whom
looked as healthy and happy as a pig in, er, my vision.
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How the ram brought
home the bacon

So the vision itself must have had some other expla-
nation.

Celia smirked at my lack of enthusiasm for the
meal. ‘T told you not to eat that in a place like this.
It’s always deep-fried leftovers drowned in something
sticky from a bottle.’

‘I think not. It’s a sign. From Jumbuck.’

A dead-swine muncher at the next table turned
round to stare at us. ‘Keep your voice down,’ hissed
Celia. ‘People will think you're strange.’

‘They should be afraid of Jumbuck, not me,’ I said
gesturing at the Big Ram outside the window. ‘He has
sent me a vision because he is angry. People come
from all over the world to worship at his shrine and
they are forced to eat pig meat. Not sheep meat, the
pure food that nourishes Jumbuck’s children.’

Celia groaned and switched seats to a stretch out
on a bench beside the table. ‘If I have to listen to any
more of this I'll go into labour right here and it’ll be
your fault. Yours and Jumbuck’s.’

By now the man at the next table had abandoned
his plate of dead swine too. Celia propped herself on
an elbow and addressed him: ‘He,’ she said, meaning
me, ‘believes that Jumbuck’s statuc is a cosmic beacon
placed here to guide the return of ancient star
travellers. And he thinks it has a mysterious relation-
ship to Viennaworld, guarding it like the Sphinx
guards the pyramids in Egypt. In fact, he
reckons that Jumbuck, Viennaworld, the Sphinx

and the pyramids are all aligned on some
astral map.’

IHE MAN STOOD UP SLOWLY, mopping the last streak
of dead-swine grease from his lips with a traditional
Viennese paper napkin. This exercise complcted, he
dropped the object and walked out, striding towards
Jumbuck’s statue. Celia turned her gaze in my direc-
tion and gave me one of her you-deserved-that looks.

“You shouldn’t have told him that we know about
the alignment,’ I said as we returned to the car park.
‘He may have been sent by Them. To preparc the way.’
Her expression switched back from you-deserved-that
mode to labour-is-imminent mode. ‘And a distinctly
unpleasant way for Them to come back, too,’ she said,
pointing to where our luncheon companion now stood
gazing up into the Ram’s posterior. ‘I hope for Their
sake that Jumbuck isn’t flyblown.’

Celia started the car and drove in a circuit round
the car park, towards the exit nearest the Big Ram.
And, as we drew level with the dead-swine muncher,
she slammed on the brakes.

I wouldn’t swear to it, but I think he was
levitating,. [ ]

Ray Cassin is the production editor of Eurcka Street.
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There is endless
complaining about
Australia, how White
is fated to live here

but the place stinks

headed and even began to wonder
what, from apsychoanalytical stand-
point, ‘Australia’ might mean.

For me, a main intcrest of this
new volume is its revelation of what
it is like to be one kind of writer.
White belongs in the company of
Ycats and Lawrence, the Romantic
Moderns. ‘I'am a romantic at heart’
he says. He quotes Bandelaire: ‘Gen-
ius is recaptured chi  100d.” There
is evidence here of his mysticism,
his love of the exotic, his sense of
himsclf as an outcast,
his trust in intuition.
What offers to be about
the worldalways comes
back, in the end, to that
giant incxhaustible Sclf
which the romantics be-
qucathed to psychoa-
nalysis. ‘I am always
walking on eggs’ White
tells Dutton ‘when 1
become a Greek char-

and he’s a Londoner acter.’

at heart... By t 2 end
I came to feel as
Dutton does, that

all this was pla
tiresome and
wrongheaded a 1
even began to wonder
what, from a

psychoanalytical

standpoint,

‘Australia’ might

medan.

32

‘Texpectall my char-
acters are really bits of
mysclt, and it inhibits
me when foreignness
forces me into a certain
amount  objectivity.’

Writing is not for
this man a trade, orcven
a calling; it is a fate: the
writer ‘must read and
write, read and write,
and forgetting all about
being a writer, live, to
perfect his art’”. He is
compelled and con-
demned to work, each
new book burming and
pressing inside him,
Lear’s hysterica passio
—or a bad case of indi-
gestion—until he heads
for the desk. Yet this is
as it sho  be: “Thank
God for the Demon
Work to combat the oth-
er Devils.’

Viewed this way, White's cgo-
tismand cxclusiveness arc less char-
acter defects than they are aspects of
a way of being in the world. The
letters reveal a man who found ¢
rather quickly what necessi 3
in lifc were, and answered to them
with great purity and ruthlessness.
(Dutton sces this, as he sees so much
else about White.) wanted to
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share his life with a lover; he found
Manoly Lascaris, and they were to-
gether for over forty years. He want-
ed the tangibilities of land and the
daily routines of a farmer and he
found them outside Sydney at Cas-
tle Hill—until the day came when
the city’s call was stronger, and off
he went to Martin Road . On Sunday
mornings he would spend hours on
the telephone to Maic Cascy or Eliz-
abeth Riddell but his telephone
number was silent.  His circle of
friends wasso tightly controlled that
those excluded from it decided he
must be a recluse. All this, always,
for the sake of the writing.

These are the letters of a slave
and atyrant. Visionary writers serve
their visions, and where the appear-
ances of the world resist inclusion,
they must somehow be subdued.

‘Perhaps Tam notarcalist. When
we came to live here I felt the life
was, on the surface, so dreary, ugly,
monotonous, there must be a poetry
hidden in it to give it a purpose, and
so I set out to discover that secret
core, and The Tree of Man emerged’.

‘Reality’ or what passes for it,
must be effaced and replaced. The
letters show White checking facts
and asking correspondents for details
of manners or period, but in the
tapestry of his writing these
are coloured wools that he

stitches onto the fully-

drawn cartoon.
1 s. S WITH THE NOVELS, so the read-

er of these letters must suspend dis-
tance and allow the particles of the
sclf tobe pulledinto White'’s gravita-
tional ficld. Full contact or nothing,
vassal or enemy. It was the
same with his friendship, which
depended on your remaining the
person he had decided you were.
When you changed, or he decided
you had changed, he dumped you.

Some of the most concentrated
writingin Out in the Open concerns
White, about whom Dutton is per-
ceptive, not only because of their
long friendship but because they are
so gloriously and painfully unlike—
and, I think, because White hurt him
so badly that he¢ has been foreed to
think hard and long.

We now have both sides of the
famousrift, the letterin which White
announces that he’s ‘had enough of

Duttonry’ and the one Dutton shot
back: ‘as for telephoning, T wouldn’t
waste the ten cents on you.” Grist
for the gossips. What is more sub-
stantial is to follow through the ref-
crences toone anotherin bothmen'’s
books. It is not just that Dutton is
astute; he is also a persuasive wit-
ness to the moral squalorinto which
the great man was capable of dec-
scending. {Try the dinner party
scenes at pp. 379-81 of Out in the
Open)

But equally, Dutton’s claim in
the severance letter that White was
once ‘a humane, gencrous and even
good man’ is borne out by the new
collection. Thereisabeautiful letter,
for example, to a young relative,
Philip Garland, latcr to be diagnoscd
as schizophrenic. As for the gener-
osity, that is by now well-known:
turning the Nobel Prize money into
an award for neglected writers, giv-
ingaway—overalong period—scads
of moncy to the Smith Family. And
it is not fair to remember only the
cast-off friends: to a handful of
pcople—not, intcrestingly, the
famous—White was persistently
loyal and steadfast: Peggy Garland,
Frederick Glover, Ben Huchsch, Jean
Scott Rogers, Ronald Waters.

In 1969, Dutton was in crisis. He
wrote to White: ‘that [ was profound-
ly depressed, that in the old phrases,
my soul was afflicted and disquicted
within me. But I felt guilty about
these feelings, because (so I wrote) |
lived in a beautiful place with a
loving family ... So why should I
not be happy?’

White replied: “. . . T don’t see
why you need be plunged in such
gloom and remorse for having it good
in life and an amiable character
thrown in. There are so many
depressive, violent, irritable, sleazy,
destructive people about, it’s a relief
to think of somebody attractive and
enviable.  So relax and enjoy your
spiritual status.’

And keep smiling. Those who
still think of Patrick White the man
as a colossus rising from the shal-
lows of Australian culture have murh
to ponder in the new volume.

Bruce Williams is Head of the School
of Arts and Media, La Trobe
University.
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FRED UHANEY

Hail, high tlier

EVER APPEAR for a friend in
court is a good rule for a barrister. I
learned that rule when I broke it
many years ago. Don’t ‘shadow’ a
minister who is doing a good job
might be another one for a politi-
cian. I broke that rule of prudence
when I shadowed John Button in the
earlicr part of his years in the indus-
try portfolio. A third rule [am break-
ing now is never review the work of
someone you know and admire.

Itis hard to be objective and most
readers of John Button’s ‘Flying the
Kite’ will find it hard to separatc out
the impressions they already have of
a well known figure from what he
has written.

This author may be regarded as a
rare, cndangered species. He left Par-
liament after 19 years in 1993, well
liked in industry circles where he
had worked fora decade and popular
with the public as a man not like
other politicians. A bit franker at
times, a bit funnicr at others, a good
bloke really. He has the figures to
support the proposition that he was
an effective minister. He presided
over the industry portfolio for a dec-
ade during which there was massive
restructuring.

In the steel industry for example,
the Button Steel Plan required the
loss of about half the jobs in the
industry toachiceve competitive pro-
ductivity. Some opportunities were
lost. Expressed ambitions to move
from woodchip cxport to adding val-
uc in Australia foundered in part on
the failure of the government tobring
together environment and industry
policics. But the rapid growth of man-
ufactured exports to a wide range of
countries during the latter part of his
decade suggest that he got a lot
right—a detractor might in more
grudging vein say he didn’t muck it
up but I would give him a better
mark than that.

Part of his success lay in his pro-

motion of a new culture in industry.
That is what makes this book so
interesting. It lays out some of the
experiences which led him to advo-
cate approaches which fell outside
the fashionable hands-off markects-
are-all view but still put a lot of
pressurc on individuals and indus-
tries to perform.

The book is made up of 16 essays
written around Button’s ministerial
travels abroad and earlier visits to
the United States and the United
Kingdom as a backbencher in oppo-
sition in the seventies. This is his
account of his attempts to break out
of ‘a morass of tired and borrowed
ideas’, the response of a thoughtful
man to the sensc of a ‘Lucky Coun-
try” drifting without confidence or
purpose down ‘the Argentinian
Road’.

For most of us the criticisms of
Australia’s position became accept-
¢d clichés without our cver coming
to grips with the substance of our
problems, let alone finding solutions
to them. Button is not clichéd, and,
as we have known since the New
Testament, a tale works better than
a lecture. Button’s travels were no
doubt real, but they also function as
parables about what works in the

modern competitive world
and what doesn’t.

T 15 AN EASY READ. The quirkiness
of the man is reflected in the quirky
sclection of cevents he chooses to
deliver his message. In part it is casy
toread because he isnotalways kind
to those hedescribes including those
who served him below his exacting
standards. Some public servants—
both Australian and British—will not
cnjoy hisdescription of their inanity
and incffectiveness. Acts of kind-
ness delivered in the context of slack
irrelevance to the job in hand are
held up to ridicule. Coasting on the
job with no clear objectives does not

bring out the author’s amusing side:
indeed, he is savage about incompe-
tence. These negative sentiments
come through more strongly than
the praise for work well done which
is acknowledged from time to time.
Phillip Flood, a previous ambassa-
dortoIndonesia, canrest easy, which
accords with my own experience.
On the other hand, as someone who
has had a similarly hosted visit to
the United Kingdom, I can say that
John was dead unlucky to strikc all
duffers.

He is much more at case with
America and Americans. Sure those
are problems but ‘I felt good about
the visit’ and ‘All the competencics
were there’ reflect an apparent liking
and therc is regret rather than con-
tempt about the fact that in Rca-
gan’s America there is no onc to
bring it together.

And thatisperhaps the key to his
even morce relaxed sensce of Asian
countries. Here you find people who
are both competent and directed.
This isapersonal parable of the open-
ing up to Asia which is happening
and has to continue.

Therc are two related things or
ideas which emerge from this book.

The first is the learning experi-
ence which being a minister in a
Westminster system governnient
involves. Button is frank about his
uncertaintics when he started on the
job. Some readers may find that con-
firms their fears about our system of
government. Others, like me, might
welcome it as encouraging an
approach to government which is
practical and based more on reality
than idcology mindlessly and carce-
lessly applied.

Paul Hasluck wrote, correctly in
my view, that ‘policy is shaped and
developed best when it is the out-
come of practice rather than of
theory’. These essays describe a man
looking at practice around the world
and shaping national policy around
the suceessful outcomes he observed.
[ hope they are read by lots of politi-
cians and would-be politicians.

Fred Chaney is a former Liberal
Senate leader, Cabinet minister and
MHR. He is now a Rescarch Fellow
at the Graduate School of Managc-
ment, University of WA,
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the Gardiner book, there is a sensce
that the reader is being urged to
judgment—the thinking is bc g
done for us. Fr Woods was an
extraordinary man. He was a scien-
tific explorer and obscrver whose
published papers, listed at theer of
the biography, carned him the re-
speet of the major scientific bodies
at the time, yet his credulity in spir-
itual matters led him to make some
bizarre decisions.

Duped (as the eminently sensi-
ble MacKillop was not) by the antics
of two unhealthily obsessed young
nuns in the new order he had found-
cd, he encouragedak of mystical
rivalry in which diabolical manifcs-
tations, visions and divine revcela-
tions were the currency. When final-
ly the two women took their frands
to the point of arson s I'sacrilege, a
scandal erupted, severely embarrass-
ing the order. He was never to admit
that he had been wrong, indeed he
himselt had a habit at the time of
falling into ‘trances’ during ordinary
conversations. Eventually he was to
spend the last years of his life being
looked after by a devoted communi-
ty of ex-nuns who included onc of
the ‘mystics’.

The other publica  ms are for a
much lighter market. Mary Mackil-
lop Unveiled, by Lesley O'Brien, is a
quick trip through the essentials, a
readable and occasionally revealing
accompaniment to the other books.
Snippets of the real v man are re-
vealed through the sort of anecdote
for which Gardiner and Press
couldn’t find a placc. Two of the
most agrecable come  ym near the
end of her life:

‘One day mother Mary was in
her wheelchair down the garden,”
Sister Mary Protase recalled. “When
she needed anvone she would blow
a whistle. I happened to be near at
hand and heard it, so mv compan-
ionand I ran to sce what she want-
ed. Motherlooked at us and then got
a fit of laughing. When she recov-
cred she said, I wanted two big
horses to lift me up and two little
Shetland ponies ran to me.”

New Zealand's Sister Marv In-
cen also remembered a visit to the
wheelchair-bound Muary: "Mother
Mary was sitting in her invalid chair
the morning we arrived in Sydney as

EUREKA STREET eDECEMRER 1991

postulants. I was so excited when [
went to kiss her that Ialmost fell on
her. She laughed outright and said,
“My dear, you've come all the way
from New Zealand to kill me!” !
The ABC offering is a tape and a
transcript of a radio play by Clare
Dunne, both sold separately. The
blurb describes it as ‘simple and ac-
cessible’. Tt is a brief atmosphere
picce, notable chicfly for its use of
archival letter extracts narrated by
various actors. The commentary is
rathersimplistic, completely uncriti-
cal and often banal, but should be
uscful for a first overview for, per-
haps, RE classes. The world is still
waiting for the publication of a rep-
resentative sclection of the volumi-
nous correspondence between Mary

MacKillop and the people she knew.
The recurrent impression for me as |
readall these works {and others about
her) was how much the text of the
biographies pales in comparison with
the sheer life that lcaps from the
extracts of thelettersand documents.
All the nuances of personality and
motive, all the quirks of expression
and fashions of thought are there,
waiting for us to rcad for ourselves
and make up our own minds about
them. We may still decide she was
some kind of hcro, but we won't
have been nudged into it.

Juliette Hughes is a Eurcka Street
staff writer.

e Sce ‘Flash in the Pan’, p43, for a
review of the feature film Mary.
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IVIATTHEW KICKETSON

Desperately seeking
Sylvia

The Silent Woman, Janct Malcolm, Picador, 1994,
1SBN 0330 33577 4 rurr $14.95

vrious Fact No. 1: Since
Sylvia Plath’s death in 1963, no few-
er than six full-length biographics
and a memoir have been written
about her.
Curious Fact No. 2: a book has just
beenreleased in Australia thatpruncs
the biography industry that hasflow-
cred atop Plath’s grave. That is, it's a
bhook about the books about a writer
ot books.
Curious Fact No. 3: this new book is
attracting more attention than any
of the previous five.
Curious Fact No. 4: the author of
this book—Janct Malcolim—is being
talked about as much, if not more,
than the much-discussed Plath her-
self.

Curiouser and curiouser. Let's
take them one at a time. The multi-
ple biography trcatment is usually
reserved for the literary heavy-
weights, and then only over many

years, While Plath was a gifted poct,
it scems likely the biographers [and
their readers) have been drawn as
much by the tragic story of Plath's
lifc and suicide aged 30. In February
1963 she put out mugs of milk and a
plate of bread for her two small chil-
dren as they slept, closed up the
kitchen door of her flat in London,
put her head in the oven and turned
on the gas.

Apart from any apparent ghoul-
ishness, the reason there are five
biographers and one meta-biogra-
pher, as Bernard Crick recently de-
scribed Malcolm in the New States-
man and Socicty, is because biogra-
phy is the hot literary genre of the
moment. Once the poor cousin ot
the literary world, biography usced to
be dismissed as too lightweight by
the scholars and too prosaic by the
writers with a capital ‘W’ Now, says
Hazcl Rowley, author of the ac-



claimed biography of Christina Stead
and co-convenor earlier this yearof a
conference on biography, colleagues
of hers in university English depart-
ments are reading more hiographics
than novels. ‘Biography is at the in-
tersection of being a scholar and a
writer. If you get the scholarship
wrong, then the academics will
hound you and if you get the writing
wrong then readers will desert you.”

Getitright though, she says, and
the rewards, both literary and finan-
cial, are great. Biography sells: in
Australia Paul Barry sold over 80,000
copies of his exposé of Alan Bond
and has already sold over 90,000 cop-
ics—in hardback—of The Rise and
Rise of Kerry Packer, according to
his publisher, Judith Curr, at Trans-
world. It is more popular than any
other non-fiction category with the
exception of those hardy perennials,
cooking and gardening. Mark Rubho,
owner of Readings Bookshop in Mel-
bourne, says: ‘It is very hard to sell
hardback books these days. Biogra-
phy isone of the few areas where you
can.’

These days it is not uncommon
for biographers to win the non-fic-
tion scction of any of the literary
awards that proliferate avound Aus-
tralia. Rowley’s Stead and David
Marr’s 1991 biography of Patrick
White are two shining examples.
Publishers are anxious to secure the
right to these authors’ next projects.
Brian Boyd, author of a respected
biography of Vladimir Nabokov,
wants to write a literary eritical work
about Shakespeare but his agent is
hissing, ‘put that to one side, what's
your next biography?’ In England,
where the biography boom began in
the late '60s with Michael Holroyd’s
book about Lytton Strachey, there is
a new round of lives of writers be-
cause, according to English journal-
ist and biographer Michael Davie,
readers want to know what Victoria
Glendinning has to say about Rebec-
ca West, or what Holroyd will make
of Bernard Shaw’s life. Holroyd was
paid a massive $1.4 million advance
for his three-volume Shaw.

If this information gocs a long
way toward explaining curious facts
numbers one and two, the explana-
tion for the third and fourth lies in
Janet Malcolm herself.

First, she is an exceptionally fine
writer. Sccond, she is a genuinely
provocative one. Try this on for sizc:
‘The biographer at work, indeed, is
like the professional burglar, break-
ing into a house, rifling through cer-
tain drawers that he has good reason
to think contain the jewelry and
money, and trivmphantly bearing
his loot away. The voyeurism and
busybodyism that impel writers and
rcaders of biography alike are ob-
scured by an apparatus of scholar-
ship designed to give the enterprise

an appearance of banklike

/ blandness and solidity.

I HE BIOGRAPHER IS PORTRAYED
almost as a kind of benefactor. He is
seen as sacrificing years of his life to
his task, tirelessly sittinginarchives

and libraries and patiently conduct-
inginterviews with witnesses. There

is no length he will not go to, and the
more his book reflects his industry
the more the reader believes that he
is having an clcevating literary
experience, rather than simply lis-
tening to backstairs gossip and rcad-
ing other people’s mail.” {The Silent
Woman, pY).

As someonce who has not only
read and enjoyed many biographies

VOLUME 4 NUMBER 10 e

but is now rescarching and writing
one, [ wince every time I read that
passage. I'm skewered, like a butter-
fly on a collector’s display board.
Malcolm has already written with a
similarly sharp stylus about psycho-
analysis in 1980 with Psycho-
analysis: The Impossible Profession,
about the Freudian establishment,
in 1983 with In the Freud Archives,
and about journalism in 1990 with
The Journalist and the Murderer.
However, third, and most inter-
cstingly, there is a curious and com-
pelling tension between what Janet
says and what Janet does. It is also
dual-edged; Malcolm’s critics, and it
is not surprising she has a number,
trivmphantly point to her errors to
arguc that she is no better than the
people she sacrifices. But Malcolm
also has a knack of demonstrating
many of the best qualitics of the

professions that fall under her scarch-
ing gaze.

She became mired in a decade-
long, $A11 million lawsuit after the
publication of In The Freud Archives
when Jetfrey Masson, heir apparent
to the archives, who had become a
savage critic of Freud, sucd for libcl,
accusing Malcolm of fabricating
some of his quotes. For instance,
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cighths, and how to tell if the joint of
beef is done. This book does exactly
what it says it will do. It lays out
every step of the cooking and prepar-
ing process, in pictures and words,
so that nothing is left to chance. But
Creative Casseroles includesunnec-
essarily complicated recipes that
couldn’t help but make nervous
cooks even more nervous, or per-
haps just tired. Cooking is not an
cxact science, with guaranteed
‘success every time’, and really,
who’d want it to be?

Every day it scems there are new
cookbooks on the shelves, but some
oldies arc so good that they stay
there. Marcella Hazan's Classic Ital-
ian Cookbook was first released in
1973, was reprinted numerous timcs,
then revised and reissucd in 1988,
andreprintedagain since. If you want
a comprehensive and mouth-water-
ing account of Italian cuising, this is
the book to buy. In the best Italian
tradition Hazan is informative, wel-
coming, cxacting, and immodest. In
the chapter on first courses, for ¢x-
ample, she describes the treatment
of homemadc pasta in other books as
‘cursory, inadequate or, even worse,
misleading’. The Classic Italian
Cookbookisan invaluable reference
book, listing essential herbs, equip-
ment and techniques, and a great
recad. And I agree with her: mushy
lasagne is an abomination!

Allegro Al Dente, pasta and op-
era, is a very different, but no less
[talian, cook book, which comes from
the people who last year put out the
first food and music compilation Hot
Food Cool Jazz. The idea here is that
you play the CD of great Italian arias
that comes with the book, as you
create! According to authors Terry
Durack, Jill Dupleix, and Melbourne
restaurateur, Ronnie Di Stasio, ‘as
long as there is pasta and opera in
your life you will never feel hunger
of any kind’. Allegro Al Dente is a
very stylish, you could say slick ‘con-
cept’ book, with spectacular photog-
raphy throughout. What savesit from
death by pretension is the simple
cxcellence of the pasta dishes from
Cafe Di Stasio chef, Valerio Nucci.
The opera’s not bad cither (especial-
ly Cecilia Bartoli singing Una voca
poco fa from The Barber of Seville).

In the proper tradition I've sar

the best until last. The two finest
cook books out this season are Fifty
Great Curries of India, by Camellia
Panjabi, and Fine Family Cooking,
by Tony Bilson. Both really make
you want to cook. And in different
ways they provide a rare reminder of
just how good books written by
restaurateurs can be when the cook

carcs about more than culi-

nary high wire acts.

EN]AM HAS sPENT almost two dece-
ades rescarching and promoting re-
gional Indian food. Her restaurants
in India and Britain, and this cxcep-
tional, broadly rescarched book, are
the result. She explains that food
served in Indian restaurants, inside
and outside India, is predominantly
North Indian. Much of the rest of the
subcontinent’s rich culinary herit-
age is kept in private hands. Panjabi
has put some of this heritage down
on paper for the first time ever. There
are some regional variations of
familiar favourites, but most are
scldom-seenrecipes from individual
tamilies or regions. Fifty Great Cur-
ries of India is not just a tour of rare
delights, itisan induction into Indian
culture, theology and cuisine, mix-
ing Ayurvedic texts with guides to
basic curry making and familial
duties: ‘He alone can remain healthy,
who regulates his dict, exercise and
recreation, controls his sensual
plcasurces, who is gencrous, just,
truthful and forgiving, and who gets
along well with his relatives.’

Tony Bilson is not, like Panjabi,
rescuing aspects of an ancient
cuisine. But he certainlyisereatively
re-inventing—perhaps resuscitat-
ing—an Australian tradition, which
heaptly describes as fine family cook-
ing. Bilson’s approach reminds mc of
my grandmother’s: likc her, he hunts
out the best Australian produce {(but
not necessarily the most expensive)
and combines old and new tech-
niques to produce spectacular re-
sults. Refreshingly, there is not a
strand of pasta in sight. Fine Family
Cooking is not just a showcase for
Bilson’s talents, itis an inspiring and
irresistible spur to action—to eet
into the kitchen and have a go.

Catriona Jackson is a freclance
journalist.






were apparent. Graham’s trecatment
of the story focuses, in a lincar and
grittily realistic narrative, on the re-
lationship between the Sprague boys’
mother and girlfriends, who form a
strongbond among themselves: they
are supportive of cach other and
blindly supportive of theirmen,v o
in their cyes couldn’t have done
anything to hurt anyone. {AsJocelyn
Scutt suggests in an illuminating
introductory cssay, ‘While women
believe, men rape, torture and k
Who is to blame?’) The all-femalc
action is punctuated by flashbacks
to the fateful day of Brett’s home-
coming and the fatal night that fol-
lowed.

The play is overladen with heav-
ily articulated dialoguc, designec
help the audience tounderstand cve-
ry character’s every ~ction. When
reading the text this  nost makes
theiractions unbelicv ¢, butbyall
accounts Alex Galeazzi's production
was so well-acted that this short-
coming was not a problem on the
stage.

Another play of Nick Enright’s,
Mongrels (first performed by the
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Ensemble Theatrein Sydney in 1991),
is also rooted in violence of a kind.
Early in the picce, Edmund Burke is
freed from prison (where he spent a
long stretch for violent crimes), but
Enright’s Burke—unlike Gordon
Graham’s Brett—is set up for a suc-
cessful carecr as a playwright. He is
nurtured by a wealthy theatrical pro-
ducer, Elaine Vanderficld, who soon
introduces him to another of her
stable of playwrights, the homoscx-
val Vincent O’Hara.

The two writers strike up a bond
of mutual respect and envy. O’Hara,
for example, gives Burke considera-
ble dramaturgical assistance early in
his ‘outside’ career but resents being
partly supplanted by him in the
theatre’s favours. He is nevertheless
one of the few to come to Burke’s
deathbed, ¢ven though he is very ill
himself. In fact, it is the relationship
between the ratbag but genuinely
talented Burke and the sensitive (but
campily acid and by then mediocre}

O’Hara that provides most

of the interest in this play.
RF:/—\[)ERS FAMILIAR wiTH the Syd-
ney theatre scence in the 1970s will
have little trouble recognising Jim
McNeill and Peter Kenna in these
two characters, and Enright liberally
sprinkles events and character traits
from the men’s lives throughout his
fast-moving and well-observed ac-
tion. Seeing the play published by
Currency adds a certain extra frisson
to one’s enjoyment of its nuances:
that press’s proprietors were promi-
nent among McNcill’s supporters,
and published both playwrights. This
is a good and lively play, and its
interest in art and artists is an added
bonus.

Arguably the best of the four plays
in this group (and the one which has
had the greatest success) is Timothy
Daly’s Kafka Dances, also premiéred
by the Griffin in 1993 but revived
this yecar as a Griffin/Sydney Thea-
tre Company production at the
Whartf. Daly is a writer whose previ-
ous main achievement was his trans-
lation and adaptation of Patrick Siiss-
kind’s cxcellent monodrama, The
Double Bass, with Henri Szeps for
the Ensemble in 1990. Kafka Danc-
esissctsimultancously in the drear-
ily conformist home of the young

Czech-German writer Franz Kafka
and in the inspiring café of the Yid-
dish Dream Theatre in Prague, circa
1912. The two scttings arc comple-
mented by no less than three simul-
tancous frames of action. One con-
cerns the consumptive, acquiescent
and utterly indecisive Kafka’s do-
mestic life: he does pretty much what
he’s told by his authoritarian father
Hermann. His weird dreams, in
which the Yiddish actors teach him
to ‘act’ (in many senses of the word),
form the sccond action. The third,
from which the play derives its title,
concerns Kafka’s long and indeter-
minate engagement with Felice
Bauer, with whom he corresponded
for years but rarcly met. In these
scenes, she teaches him to dance.

In learning from the Yiddish
actors and from Felice how to act
(i.e., to take responsibility for his
actions as well as to act his proper
role in life) and to dance (i.c., to lct
his spirit take flight), the hopeless
Franz is emboldened to read frag-
ments of his masterpicece Metamor-
phosis aloud to his bewildered fam-
ily during the play’s remarkable cli-
max, when all hell breaks loosc
around him and them. The utterly
anti-naturalistic fabric of Daly's play
isfurtherenriched by deliberate char-
acter-doubling, whereby the actors
playing Kafka’s family also play the
archetypes (The Father, The Moth-
cr, The Daughter etel in the Yiddish
Dream Theatre.

This is a fantastic picce of thea-
tre, blending Strindberg’s kind of re-
alism, Breton’s surrealism, German
expressionism and Pirandello’s
metathcatre (not to mention mo-
ments of ironic Aussic and age-old
Jewish humour) into a dream-play
form peculiar to Timothy Daly. Hav-
ing vastly enjoyed reading it in the
form of a Currency Press play text, [
can only say I would love to have
scen it in Ros Horin'’s stage produc-
tion. If onc of the functions of play
publication is to  wide the reader
with a vivid sensc of what the writ-
ten text might be like in perform-
ance, then Currency is continuing to
do its job conspicuously well.

Geoffrey Milne is head of the divi-
sion of drama at La Trobe University
and a drama critic for the ABC.
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on Matilda, the 11-year-old daugh-
ter, played withengag:  scverity by
Amy Terclinck. M. da is old
enough to drive a ute to the school
bus pickup and young cnough to
sulk when life is hard. When her
father has to take a shotgun to his
stock and her ancient hecler/kel)
she doesn’t forgive hi at least not
for a convincing gap ot time.

The film is unembarrassed about
archetypes verging on stercotypes—
Matilda’s family and ftriends are
sunburnt and laconic; the banker
villains wear ties and pressed mole-
skins, and lack humour. But good
actingand some sharp scripting guar-
antee authenticity. And there are
some quirky and en anting mo-
ments. In one marvellous scene, Elf-
ick has therangy, cash-  appedfarm-
cr (Geoft Morrell) break into an un-
likely Zorba dance, more game ener-
gy than parody, which carries his
family and audience along with him.

The Bellslose their farm and have
to head, like Steinbeck’s Joads, for
the promisced land. Sydney is not
kind but it is convincing. So is
Elfick’s film. —Morag Fraser

The main chance
The Music of Chance, dir. Philip
Haas {independent cinemas), based
on Paul Auster’s novel of the same
name, concerns itself with control,
personal and political. It is about
how power is given and wielded,
how one’s vulnerability is affected
by chance, and how patterns are im-
posed abitrarily on the world and on
people.

Two eccentric millionaires
habit an American Olympus—therr
wealth allows them ¢ rices of be-
nevolence or cruelty. I'wo drifters,
one a louche ‘pro’ cardplayer (James
Spader), the other a guict, decent
Ishmael type (Mandy Patinkin), meet
by chance and go into business to-
gether. The ‘business’ is a serious
poker game with the two milli
aires. To come under their power is
totake arisk-—thekind of risk known
to gamblers and the >werless as

ey attempt to m tiply their
chances in a game that signifies so
many American cultural realities.

This film is an interesting dé
feature for its director, sharing 1ts
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themes and concerns (obsession,
endurance, the scarch for meaning
in a journey, the dark side of power]
with such great American myths as
Moby Dick, Easy Rider, Deliverance,
cven Duel. The fairytale symmetry
of the beginning and ending places it
firmly in a high category of Ameri-
can art. —Juliette Hughes

Fischer king

Scarching for Bobby Fischer dir.
Steven Zaillian (independent cine-
mas). I'm once of those people who
learnt to play chess because of Bobbhy
Fisher. For a few brief years in the
'70s, he captured the imagination of
the West. He was a child prodigy, an
cceentric world chess champion and,
in 1972, a Cold War hero. He was
also a political fanatic and a down-
right difficult customer.

This film is about who Bobby
Fisher could have been. At the age of
seven, Josh Waitzkin (Max Pomer-
anc) plays an occasional game of
chess with the passing parade in New
York’s Washington Squarc. His
triend, the streetwise Vinnie (Lau-
rence Fishburne), schools him in a
kind of aggressive game called ‘blitz
chess’. Pomerane, who what is prob-
lematically known as ‘real life’ is
himsclfachess whiz kid, rattles picc-
¢s round the board with anauthority
you couldn’t learn in acting class.

People start to whisper hehind
their hands that Josh is the next
Bobby Fischer, and his father, Fred
(Joe Mantegna), takes him for les-
sons to the legendary Bruce Pan-
dolfini {(Ben Kingsley). At first Pan-
dolfini shrugs them off, but he real-
iscs that Josh, unlike the ‘competent
fakes’” who lurk around the chess
club, is a creative player.

What follows is a model educa-
tion for the talented. Josh is urged to
succeed but allowed to fail. And, of
course, Josh ends up as a well-bal-
anced kid with good friends. It never
happened to Fischer, but it makes a
heart-warming story.

—Michael McGirr SJ

Recycle, recycle

Miracle on 34th Street, dir. Les May-
ficld (Hoyts). Mention the title of
this film and most people will think

of the 1947 original with Maurcen
O’Hara, a classic comedy that gets
dredged up each Christmas by some
TV station in need of a movie for the
insomniac slot. The association with
Ms O’Hara will probably ensurc a
short run for this remake, because
its chief defect is that she’s not in it.

Sure, dismissing it in this way is
a bit hard on Elizabeth Perkin, who
puts in a creditable performance as
the character O’Hara played i the
original. But Perkin would probably
play a competent llse Lund, too, were
anyonc cever stupid enough to remake
Casablanca; and that wouldn’t
change the fact that the role is forev-
cr Ingrid Bergman’s.

Apart from the absence of Ms
(O’Hara, the remake of Miracle is
noteworthy for its fidelity to the
original-——perhaps because the writer-
dircctor of the 1947 version, George
Scaton, collaborated on the sereen-
play for this onc. And there is onc
casting triumph: Richard Attenbor-
ough as Kris Kringle, the department-
store Santa Claus who believes heis
the real thing. It is a role that the
dircctor-turned-actor hasbeen grow-
ing into for years.

Miracle on 3dth Street (version
[T} also prompts a question about the
relationship between the world we
actually live in and the world as
Hollywood presents it to us. H you
were looking for a 1940s comedy
that could plausibly be remadce in
the '90s, would you choose one about
a single mother/business exccutive
type who will only find happincss by
starting to play housc again?

—Ray Cassin

Mrs Prufrock

Tont and Viv, dir. Brian Gilbert (in-
dependent cinemas), which tells the
story of T.S. Eliot’s first marriage,
lingers in the memory long after the
tinal credits have disappeared from
thesereen. Eliot met Vivienne Haigh-
Wood before World War I, when he
was still an ambitious young Amer-
ican studying at Oxford, and the pair
fell in love and cloped. Only after
their marriage did he discover Viv's
mental illness, caused by a hormo-
nal imbalance. Her erratic mood
swings gradually forced them apart,
and eventually she was declared in-
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