




















Maidenly
standards

From Giles Auty, National Art
Correspondent for The Australian
Tim Bonyhady’s article in your last
issuc has something of the tone of a
maiden aunt doling out disapproval
and peppermints to undeserving
nephews. As one of three of these—
Brian Kennedy and John McDonald
were the others—I merited only the
broken peppermint from the bottom
of the handbag for the apparently
short-lived verve of my first few
articles as art critic for The Spectator
back in 1984.

In short, the sneering tone was
thoroughly familiar to an Englishman
accustomed to living in Australia, but
the great surprise was to encounter it
in a publication which goes out under
the imprimatur of the Society of Jesus.
For the rest it was tut-tuts all the way,
as in: ‘Auty has indulged in ever more
autobiographical anccdotage.’

In all T wrote some 477 pieces of
art criticism for The Spectator, whose
cditors and readers arc widely held to
he among the more discerning in the
world. At the end of my time there
I was informed [ had become their
‘most rcad’ columnist—not too bad,
perhaps, for someone writing in the
wceekly company of some of the top
journalists in the world.

While T may not please Mr
Bonyhady’s prim, maidenly standards,
I clearly enjoy the rather unusual
advantage for an art critic of being
perused consistently by a general
readership. While he may think Ido it
all wrong, evidence suggests other-
wise. Before I became an art critic I was
a professional painter and thus had
some experience, at least, of life in the
trenches. Mr Bonyhady prefers to pour
scorn, however, on my entire life,
dredging out such obscure, hostile
references to me as he can find.

This scorn extends to an experi-
ence I have written about with some
candour and which effectively
converted me from a confused young
modernist to the artist and writer
I subscquently became. Perhaps
onc of your Jesuits could counsel
him on the significance of such
experiences?

Reverting to a lower and more
pragmatic plane, my personal bricf
from The Australian docs not  lude
frequent coverage of private art
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gallerics—although exactly 50 per cent
of my articles for The Spectator
featured thesc.

If, as an ‘overpaid’ journalist, T had
to find all my air fares from my own
pocket I would comfortably overspend
what I am actually paid. In fact, by a
little forcthought and management,
I arrange to give talks and workshops,
open exhibitions and judge art prizes
even in the more obscure corners of
this vast continent. Since much of my
travel is covered by air fares supplied
for these purposes, I do not feel myself
to be compromised professionally
when T write about exhibitions in
those areas.

But thanks for the slur anyway,
Aunty Tim.

Giles Auty
Sydney, NSW

Lacking
subtlety

From Gary Catalano

[ can’t recognise myself in Tim
Bonyhady’s glancing reference to me
and my work in his article in the July/
August issuc. In the six years I was art
critic on The Age, I don’t believe I once
told my readers what they should or
should not buy, and I certainly didn’t
make a point of being outraged at
contemporary art. What did irritate me
from time to time was the manner in
which certain curators and academics

te C
distinction is an important onc.

Mr Bonyhady, who s had the
benefit of a legal trainine should be
more careful in the way 2 expresses
himself. T would suggest he takes
T.S. Eliot’s advice and refrains from
commenting on a writer until he has
read all of his or her work. That way
his writing might acquire the
authority—and subtlety—it now
patently lacks.

Gary Catalano
Cliftton Hill, VIC

Serious job

From Peter Timms

Linda Williams, in her review of the
Meclbourne Biennial (Eurcka Sireet,
July/August 1999}, accuses me of being
dismissive and claims that my review
in The Age was a ‘denunciation’ of that
exhibition. Yet she is happy to dismiss
me, in turn, as ‘a mild-manncred
conservative’. I've no idea what that
means but it’s obviously intended as
a personal jibe.

She says that I praised just four
works (it was six actually), assuming
from this that [ ‘reject’ all the others.
She fails to mention that I cited only
six works in a negative context also.
Unfortunately, I am limited to less
than 800 words, so I can’t mention
everything.

My praisc (which occupied almost
exactly half of my review) included
phrases such as ‘this is a magnificent
installation’, and ‘like all the best
works in this exhibition (Chad
McCall’s) is transformative ... precise
and exquisitely detailed’. I said there
were works in the show that ‘will
knock your socks off and make you
believe that art might yct be capable
of re-enchanting the world’ and so on.
This is Linda’s idea of denunciation?
Even the Bicnnial’s own advertising
included glowing quotes from my
review.

But yes, Idid think the exhibition
as a whole failed, and I tried to explain
as best I could why I thought so. I'm
glad Linda had a different view, and
I was interested to read her comments.
But her clear imputation that I was
unprofessional and lazy and that
[ failed to take the exhibition seriously
is, in a word, cheap. I might, in her
opinion, be wrong, but I do take my
job, and the exhibitions I review, very
seriously indeed.





















Perhaps the group most
forgotten are the East Timorese
asylum seekers, many of whom
have been waiting for certainty
about their status for six years.
While they are no longer an
irritant in Australian relation-
ships withIndonesia, the change
in Indonesia and in East Timor,
togetherwith the focus on Kosovo
refugees, has taken them out of
the public spotlight. But they
remainnoless needy or anxious,
and their claim for residence is
no less pressing than before.

The arrival of Kosovo
refugees also led the govern-
ment hurriedly to introduce
legislation allowing temporary
residence for refugees. The
legislation, which did not
receive the bencfit of com-
munity consultation, may
adversely affect future asylum
seckers. While the legislation
was occasioned by the Kosovo
crisis, it reflects a growing
international interest in
restricting refugees’ access to
permanent residence. The
human conscquences of such
legislation lie in the anxicty and
lack of motivation that breed
when people cannot plan for
their future because they may
be sent back to their own lands
when the situation is deemed
to have changed. The legisla-
tion is therefore of concern.

The situation of most

Inside information

The following is an extract from a letter by refugee claimants at the Maribyrnong
Detention Centre, in which they describe their situation:

"The Australian Department of Immigration and Ethnic Affairs maintains a policy
wherein those requesting refugee status and asylum sceckers are placed in mandatory
detention. If this policy implied an initial period (c.g. three months), during which
the Department began or completed the process of determination of cach case then,
we believe, this period of waiting could be sustained by most without psychological
damage. However, for the majority of detainees, the waiting time is much, much
longer. For some, it cxtends more than two years and the outcome of such confine-
ment is clearly destructive. Those who formulate these policies rarely, if ever, come
into contact with any of the people livingunder these conditions. As you know, refugecs
have experienced tragedy, trauma and dispossession of family, friends and country.
Consequently, detention places enormous stress on cach person with the imposed
inactivity, with the outbursts (at times violent} which occur from built-up tension
and with “tlashbacks’, remindcrs from past trauma.

‘“We came to Australia with healthy minds, awarc of the uphceavals and injustices
in our native countrics. We came desperate tofind hope for our future. Yet we see that
the Australian Department of Immigration policy brings about the gradual destruction
of our hopc. Our world is very much aware of what unemployment can do to people
of working age. Our question: “Is the Immigration Department aware of what
inactivity in confinement can do to a person?”

‘The detrimental effects of detention can be verified by officers, doctors, nursces,
lawyers, visitors and others who have contact with detainees. The common symptoms
arc stress, migraine, depression, insomnia, loss of appetite, inability to concentrate.
These arc usually treated with medication and some residents are sedated, but the
majority of detainces refuse to resort to this. While we get medical treatiment, the
enclosure of the detention centre can only increase the pain and suffering.

‘A major concern for us is the children. Women have given birth while here and
young children spend their lives confined within barbed wire fences. We have asked
ourselves again and again, “Is this the democratic country we thought we were
coming to?” or “Is this a country where the abuse of human rights and the rights of the
childisignored?” The Department seems to have no understanding of the suffering they

asylum seekers in Australia
remains precarious. Detention
is entrenched, despite its mani-
fest destructiveness. After a few months in
detention, most asylum scckers complain
of depression and difficulty in slecping.
Thisisinevitable when pcople dealing with
loss are deprived of freedom and of the
normal interchanges that ordinarily distract
us from our problems. In the last two
months, incidents at Port Hedland and
Melbourne have received publicity. In both
cascs, the pressures caused by prolonged
detention were a significant factor in the
incidents. The response—transferring thosc
responsible to prison—treats the symptom
and not the causc. It also further confirms
the assumption that asylum seekers are
criminals who have broken laws by coming
to Australia and have only to return to their
own lands to be free of their hardship.

continuc to inflict upon us who are in fact seeking sanctuary.’

Criminals, however, are sentenced
before they are detained and can look
forward to a decfined day of relcase.
Mecanwhile, the government continucs to
propose legislation that would limit asylum
scekers’ access to the courts, a proposal
that has not so far won the support of the
Opposition.

Where asylum seekers arc regarded as
objects of control rather than as subjects of
rights, it is to be expected that they will be
treated ininhumane ways. The deportation
to China of a pregnant woman who faced
forcible abortion on return was the most
publicised recent case. Sedation, forced
fceding, removal without warning, and the
use of private security firms to get detainees
back to their country of origin, are some of
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the other practices that the government has
detended. Such practices have under-
standably becn made the subject of a
wide-reaching Senate Inquiry.

To come close to people affected by
Australian refugee policy is often to be
distressed on their behalf. But refugees are
the symptom of the lack of an effective
will to ensure the equitable distribution of
the world’s resources. Refugees normally
come from nations whose share of the
world’s wealth is diminishing. The
harshness of their reception in developed
countries reflects the desire to protect
privilege.

Andrew Hamilton sj teaches at the United
Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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negotiate with Sinn Fein over power-sharing
arrangements. And, on the proviso that the
Irish Constitution was amended to abolish
a (symbolic) territorial claim over the six
counties, they agreed to the Irish Govern-
ment’s taking on a limited role in relation
to the province’s affairs.

All this was donc on the premise that
there would be some concrete evidence
that, as far as the IRA was concerned, the
war was over. The cvidence in that regard is
mixed.

The British Weekly Telegruph news-
paper reported on 7 July that significant
IRA members arc defecting to splinter
groups committed to hiding their weapons
and continuing the violent struggle. The
Telegraph stated that British and Irish
security forces {Special Branch, MI5 and the
Irish Gardai) had intelligence that the IRA
has enough weapons to conduct a full-scale
war for about six months. On 4 August, it
reported the seizure of eight consignments
of guns from the US to Ireland, apparently
headed for the Northern Irish republicans.

Retired Canadian General, john de
Chastelain, has been appointed to head the
decommissioning body, butin carly July he
was able toreport tonegotiators at Stormont
Castle that the only paramilitary
organisation willing to commit itself to
disarmament was a splinter Loyalist group.
Little if any progress has been made since
that time. But there has been no reversion
to terrorist campaigns by paramilitaries of
citherside (despite the odd, aberrant acts by
breakaway dic-hards).

In an attempt to break the deadlock
between the Unionists and Sinn Fein/IRA,
British and Irish PMs, Blair and Ahern,
drew up ablueprint, “'The Way Forward’, for
the implementation of the Good Friday
Agreement. Sinn Fein was to be allowed to
join the government on 15 July; the IRA
was to commence disarming within weeks
and to complete that process by May 2000;
the International Commission on
Decommissioning was to set a timetable
for and confirm the commencement of
decommissioning; and, most significantly,
the new government and assembly were to
be suspended by the UK Government if
decommissioning was not carried out
satisfactorily.

There are obvious problems with this
plan. First, itransoms the future of Northern
Irish sclf-government and power-sharing to
the IRA. Second, cven if the IRA gives an
uncquivocal pledge to disarm, the dissidents
and splinter groups arc¢ not parties to the
agreement. Third, there is no fail-safe
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eologiae

Seekmg a way

.~ V E ALL HAVE DOG-DAYS WHEN, even if we do not go so far as longing to be delivered from
this body of death, we at least dream of other forms of employment. Accordingly, my hopes
were temporarily raised recently by an article by Gerald Bray in Themelios, a solid
periodical from the Conservative Evangelical school. It was entitled ‘Rescuing Theology
from the Theologians’. If the prisoner is set free, I mused, its kidnappers might also be free
to do something more interesting.

It was an enjoyable read: Bray echoed my prejudices. He wants theologically informed
preaching that decently conceals its academic plumbing: ‘I have a personal rule about
this—if a preacher refers to the “meaning of the Greek” during the sermon, there is trouble
ahead.’ His main concern, however, was to insist that the task of theology is to articulate
the faith of the church, and not to present a smorgasbord from it or to make compost out
of it for a secular flower bed.

So far, so good. The difficulty comes, however, when we try to say with any precision
how theologians will serve the church properly with their work. Recent periodicals, which
display multifarious ways of doing theology, underline the difficulty.

Some theologians, for example, are concerned to speak out of the Gospel to their
culture. The most recent copy of Interpretation (April 1999), with the resounding title
‘Apocalypse 2000’ takes up the way in which the structure and imagery of the Book of the
Apocalypse has helped shape cultural expectations and political rhetoric in the United
States. It has provided a language and imagery for reflecting on the social hopes and
discontents of different ages. The article shows, incidentally, how malign can be the results
when churches assume that they have access to the meaning of Biblical texts without
recourse to critical enquiry.

In contrast to this work of exposition, the notable Croatian-born theologian Miroslav
Volf reflects from a Christian perspective on the formative metaphors of social life
(Concilium 1999/2). In his work, Volf has built a theology around the great themes of
reconciliation and inclusion. In this article he examines the metaphor of the contract, one
which emphasises freedom of individual choice. But it also encourages a view of social
relationships as shallow and impermanent. Volf is more enthusiastic about the recent use
of covenant as a central metaphor, but points out that in Christian terms covenant is
inseparably linked to sacrifice and costly love. These extend beyond inclusion to embrace.

Other theologians reflect on life within the churches. They meet the paradox that to
build and understand life within a tradition, you need to go outside it. In Studia Liturgica
(1999/1), for example, Eugene Brand discusses Lutheran liturgical reform in the United
States. He makes the obvious but easily missed point that in developing liturgy in English,
the Lutherans inevitably had to draw on the experience, ritual and language of other
churches. He shows, too, how more recent liturgical reform in the Catholic Church has
necessarily been done ecumenically.

Nevertheless, theologians properly reflect on the practice of their own churches. In the
New Theology Review (May 1999), Michael Lawler presents ten theses on divorce and
remarriage. He is concerned with the sad exclusion from communion of so many divorced
and remarried Catholics. Since Luther’s time, theses, whether nailed to doors or not, have
had a combative and controversial edge. These are no exception, for Lawler addresses head-
on the theological justifications for exclusion. These include the arguments that the hands
of the church are tied because Jesus forbade divorce and remarriage, that the practice of the
church has always excluded it, and that the risk of scandal forbids the divorced and remarried
from being admitted to communion. Lawler argues that in the New Testament there are
diverse teachings about marriage and divorce, that early church practice shows no sign of
hands being tied, and that the current Catholic attitudes have developed through historical
contingency, and sometimes inconsistently. On this base, he argues for pastoral flexibility.

I would argue that in his theses Lawler perhaps overplays his historical hand. But his
article provides an example of a theologian properly at work articulating the faith of the
church. The evils caused by exclusion from the sacraments are so great that conventional
wisdom needs to be sifted in robust discussion. [ ]

Andrew Hamilton sj teaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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The state of Victor.a

Ar d football finals, the spring racing carnival and the opening of the new tollway system,
Victoria is heading for elections. Moira Rayner looks at the condition of democracy and
civil Iiberties in Premier Jeffrey Kennett's ‘Victoria on the Move'.

i KENNETT'S popularity has never been
higher, especially among young voters and
young malcs in particular, in the newer
outer suburbs of Melbourne. His has been a
remarkable metamorphosis. Even as he led
the coalition to its massive landslide into
government in 1992, Kenncett was widely
seenasdclumsy, impulsive politician, prone
to gaffes, personal abusc and intemperate
gestures. (He wou  rather we forget his
infamous mobile phone conversation with
Andrew Pcacock in which he described his
political colleague, John Howard, in four-
letter words, and his repeated interjections
when Joan Kirner, then Minister, spoke in
the Victorian parliament, that she was a
‘stupid woman’.] Even as her Labor
administration was definitively rejected by
the people, in 1992 Joan Kirner was still by
far the people’s preferred premier.

Now, as the celebrity premier, with his
carefully crafted ‘rough-diamond’ media
image, headsinto his third electoral contest,
and an undoubted third win, it is hard to
recall {and younger voters simply don't)
that this was the man dismissced as a
‘boofhead’ in the '80s and a buftoon in the
'90s. The Teflon premier personifics his
government, thriving despite scandals,
professional opposition and popular protest
at the wholesale changes wrought, in just
scven years, in the structures of govern-
ance. He has cffectively silenced his critics,
both within and outside his government
and his party. He has no heir apparent: there
is no sign that he has any plans, or another
place, to go. Jetf Kennett’s face is an icon, as
Nicholas Economou and Brian Costar
remark in their introduction to The Kennett
Revolution (UNSW Dress, 1999), of ‘the
most robust example of the way the Liberal
Party of Australia’s approach to govern-
ment and politics altered under the
influence of neo-classical liberalism’.

As Costar and Economou write, the
Victoria of 1999 has thoroughly cast off
traditional liberalism, both the paternalism
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of the Bolte years, and the small ‘', social-
democratic liberalism of Hamer and Cain,
Victoria was the cradle of aliberalism which
used state intervention to achicve cquality
of opportunity, so important to liberal
philosophers such as John Stuart Mill. Since
1992 that public infrastructure, established

4

over 150 years of conservative administra-
tors {Labor governced for just 19 years in all}
has been dismantled. The ‘conservative’
social and political culture which saw
Meclbourne described as ‘grim city’, the
home of Protestant wowsers and a bastion
of social conscrvatism, has gone with it.

It is timely to review what Kennett has
wrought.

The most obvious change is the
personification of government in one man.
Victoria has a new verb: to be ‘jeffed’. Jeff’s
foibles, now he is so powerful, seem amusing,
reportable, and almost endearing. The
bullying tone has softened into cajoling and
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cosying, though critics are quickly labelled
disloyal, sclfish and un-Victorian, and
dismissed. His government’s willingness
to seek out major events, such as the Grand
Prix, and create new projec , such as the
Docklands stadium, CityLink and Crown
Casino, has invigorated business [and a
certain chauvinism). The Victorian premier
has also embraced multiculturalism {onc of
his most attractive acts was his genuine
rejection of One Nation policies), supported
moves to liberalise laws to allow the termi-
nally ill to die with dignity, and (off and on)

advocated drug law reform. He is,

of course, a minimalist republican.

IHL MOsT PROFOUND cffects of the Kennett

reign, however, strike at the heart of good
governance. These transformations are
complete and probably cannot be undone.
In the name of small government, free-
market policies, and individual choice, no
area—not even justicc—has been left
untouched. Paradoxically, the effect has been
an increase in central government control
and regulation, largely under the personal
control of the premier himself. Even the
heads of the departments report not to their
ministers, but to the premicr, personally.

The greatest changes came quickly, as
the new administration cashed in on the
atmo  1ere of ‘crisis’ which it could blame
on Labor. But benefits—such as the
minimisation of statc debt through public
asset sales and the cfficiencies of
privatisation, corporatisation and restruc-
turing of the public sector—have come at
the cost of accountability.

The changes to the public sector and to
industrial relations have been immensc. In
refra1 ng the employment market, for
example, Victoria abolished the old award
system and Industrial Relations Commis-
sion in 1993, then simply handed over its
own new system to the Co nonwecalth in
1997. In the process, it abolished its own
(not particularly tame) creature, the




























for a festival, and from being ablc to draw from unaccus-
tomed pots of money. It stems even more from people not
yet being used to hearing the sound of their own voices
on stage. When speech does occur, it often runs the risk
of becoming a declaration; of not being shaped sufficiently
to enmesh with the lines of other characters.

One production which used musical elements very
tellingly was that by Third World Bunfight, as they are
engagingly called, in The Prophet. This dealt with the
appalling story of the Xhosa cattle killing of 1856-7, a
cargo cult movement which spread through these parts
as blacks hearkened to the prophecies of an 11-year-old
girl.

They destroyed all their corn and cattle so as to ready
themselves to be rejoined by warrior ancestors, where-
upon they would be able to drive the white man into the
sca. Theresults were calamitous: anything up to 100,000
people may have died in the famine which followed,
while white conquest of the region was accelerated. How
then might such a painful set of events be restaged?
Previously the company had taken up another outbreak
of hysteria, bascd on contemporary witcheraft; that
production had, from all accounts, rawness and urgency.
But this one dealt with a national cataclysm, albeitalong
time ago. A path therefore had to be found which, while
allowing a convincing dramatisation, might also have
something of the character of a requiem, cautcrising the
wound cven as it re-examined it.

The drama therefore unfolded liturgically. On enter-
ing the vast space of the old power station, onc noticed
sceven figures like statues of Ramescs seated at intervals
around the hall; their eyes were scaled. When the Xhosa
came on and made for the central podium, they were
children; the statue figures intoned amonotonous chant.
Grown men exchanged roles as ancestors, as warriors,
and cven as doomed cattle, their path always a circular
one trailing through the audience. The prophecics, thanks
to amplification and a drooping intonation, were eerie in
their effectiveness, all the more so for the massed chant
in the background. Later, the stcady pace of the picce was
punctured by two bold theatrical moments. The first was
when a symbolic sun rose, and the Xhosa held their
breath in expectation that it would stop in the middle of
thesky, as foretold; this Sun did stop, but then moved on.
Later, when a second date for the miracle had been given,
and more intensive preparations made—echoed here in a
rising crescendo joined in even by the statue figures—the
sun rose again, but this time, before having the chance to
move on, it was knocked sideways. These were real
coups de thédatre, since the intensity of cach moment
eclipsed both common sense and historical knowledge.
Of course the production was not faultless: often the
voices did not carry sufficiently. But it had a notable
soundness of structure, even if some allusions were
obscure, while the detail could be impeccable. Three
white children were used as redceoats: as they picked over
the bodies of the dead Xhosa, the tentative character of
ncat, ten-year-old boys suggested nothing so much as
vultures.

There was not much sensc of contemporary issues
being addressed. Southern Africa has the world’s worst

AIDS rates, but so far as I could sce the discase was
represented only as a gay white problem. Cape Town is
probably the rape capital of the world; but rape too seems
to have been rarely confronted. Even in the checky
Vagina Monologues—a one-woman show put on in the
hall of the prim Diocesan School for Girls—it was largely
transposed to Bosnia. Perhaps the all-pervasive issues of
race and the need for transformation effectively crowd
out all others.

Excepting crime, that is. Despite a notable (and rarce)
police presence at the Festival, a critic was pickpocketed
on the very first day—lcading to squawking of an
altogether different kind—while a visiting dance troupe
wererudely awoken by a gang of thieves. The New
Yorkers were shocked; but Picter-Dirk Uys, South
Africa’s Barry Humphries, would have said: You're
in the Eastern Cape, and this is the province
where they've even stolen the deficit. Criminality
was constantly referred to in the Festival’s stage
works. A character in Love, Crime and
Johannesburg, a musical with a thin plot strung
around a real-life poct who was jailed for robbing
a bank, nihilistically observed that “There's no
history. There’snopast. There’snoright or wrong.’

The show ended with talk of a general amnesty for
criminals, businessmen and politicians {almost
interchangeable commodities), the audience
being comforted with the assurance that
‘Everything will be all right—in a hundred years’
time.” Mcanwhile, the young black comedian
David Kau c¢nded his show saying that some
people would have realised he wasn’t a stand-up
comic—and yes, they were right. The small
audience then found themsclves
confronting a glinting gun.

NE EXPLANATION for the contemporary
omissions is that the pastis still there, just beneath
the surface—and that bits of it still project into
the landscape of South African life. In a moving
monologue on the Fringe, Woman in Waiting, Mannic
Manim dealt with the life of a black servant woman. Her
constant marginalisation, as an incidental consequence
of a white madam’s capricious change of plans, was
brought out forcefully. But more theatrically effective
were the scenes drawn from childhood, when she had
accompanied her mother (represented by a huge dress) to
Durban. There one day she had gone with her to work—
since otherwise they rarely saw cach other—and then,
when abandoned, went looking for the loo. She found it,
only to be bawled out by the white master. Worse, her
mother came running, and to the child’s consternation,
fell into an apologetic heap. When the scene was over,
the little girl turned round and said, ‘You must be a very
important person, Mr Toilet, to be treated in this way.’
Then she opened the lid. Inside was a dress; of normal
dimensions now. Her mother had been cut down to size.
It is not only blacks who bear the scars of the past. It
comes as a bit of a shock to find a man not yet 30 old
cnough to have been conscripted into the old South
African army. As a morale booster, he and his mates were
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trooped into a hall to hcar the State President open

parliament. But it was the wrong year: 1990, when De

Klerk announced the release of Mandela and the

unbanning of the ANC. Greig Coetzee, in his show

White Men with Weapons, notes the effect on the

Afrikaner officers, and milks it for all the comedy it is
worth. But the sense of futility he detects
first in them he has come to experience
himself. There they were, ‘at the bottom of
Africa with our arses on the line’. And what
was it all for? Nobody can say, but all bear
its mark. ‘Living dinosaurs are what we've
become, white men in Africa.’

Another show, The Story I Have to Tell,
bravely brings these black and white
perspectives together. The phrase comes
from the proceedings of the Truth and
Reconciliation Commission, and three
actors arc matched by three people who
gave testimony before that body.

To go through this re-cnactment must
be difficult, particularly as they have done it
for some months now. One woman spoke in
Sotho—which made it impossible to pick
up the nuances of her story. (The multi-
lingual nature of South African theatre is
striking, and often impressive, especially
when one finds it exemplified in the range
of one actor.) But the other two had clearly
been affected not only by their experiences
and their testimony, but also by the
continual re-cnactment. One, atall, striking
black man with a powecrful presence,
described how he had been framed, and
jailed for a crime he did not commit; word
has it that when he first took to the stage, he
could not face the audience. Similarly, the
sccond woman had also been transformed
by the experience. Initially she had told her
story of police rape and brutality and,
believing it would not do much good, had
decided not to go to the commission: it was
the audience response which had prompted
her to do so. Here, too, audience interaction
followed the narrations. So keenis the desire
for acknowledgement and healing—the
nation is still in therapy—that even some

quite stupid statements seemed to be tolerated. Rather,
ignored as irrelevant; for as an officer of the TRC remarked,
the limitations of the commission could be accepted
when it was seen for what it was, not as a
conclusion, but as ‘the beginning of a journey’.

CerTICAL OF MOsT political rhetoric is Picter-Dirk
Uys, who for a week drew a couple of thousand people a
day to his satirical shows. Having performed at
Grahamstown almost since the Festival began, this time
he had five quite separate shows on offer. One was a
cabaret centred on Noel Coward and Marlene Dietrich,
while  other was in =7 7 only— the old
woman character he creates so hates the English that she

JREKA STREET ¢ SePTEMBER 1999

can’t bring herself to speak their language. That still left
three for me to go and see. Only one of them I thought a
bit thin, Going Down Gorgeous, a scrics of sketches—
written over 20 years—in the life of a kugel, a South
African Jewish princess. But the character is herself
shallow, milking the system while professing to oppose
it. Indeed the old Jewish refugee lady in Dekaffirnaied, a
collection of sharp sketches, was a much more fully
realised character. Noblack characters appeared, although
Uys doces do them; instead it was a cavalcade of figures
from the present and the recent past. At first the audience
felt indulged, for there are some very good jokes at
everybody’s expensce. But then just before the end of the
program, on came Uys as a CNN reporter in the year
2004, giving a horror scenario of how the country might
have gone under black rule. If the audience hadn’t been
jolted already, it had to take this blow quite manfully.
More agreeable for them was the focus of the fifth show,
Tannie Evita. She is Uys’ Dame Edna, who more or less
makes it up as she goes along—and every bit as entertain-
ingly as Humphrics. There was scarcely a line repeated
from her last appearance in Grahamstown three months

ago, when she toured the country in a bus,

urging people to register to vote.

NE OF THE SENSATIONs of the Festival was Boots, an
artfully packaged burst of gumboot dancing. Originating
on the minces of the Rand, gumboot dancing is energetic
and enthralling—foraboutaquarterofan hour. It involves
men slappingtheir es, bending double and also slapping
their booted shins, all the while jumping to a varicty of
rhythms spelt out by jingling mectal rings attached to
their ankles.

Very sensibly, after the worldwide success of Tap
Doys, our very own Nigel Triffit was called in to help
fashionan entertaining hour-long show from the dancing.
Fitting out the dancers in blue jeans, coloured headbands
and sweatcloths dangling from their belts, their casual
stylishness was clinched by the cool mectal set, all
platforms and rectangles, scrviceably made to suggest
everything from a shower to a mineshaft. Exuding
sexuality—and even suggesting taking members of the
audience to dinner {still a bit more daring in South Africa
than most places)—cach dancer had been encouraged to
project his distinctive personality by gesture and
insinuation. For coherence, the show relicd on occasional
speech or song, but was swept along by the raw energy
and good-natured exuberance of the black dancers. At
Boots’ end, the overwhelmingly white auditorium rose
in a standing ovation.

This desire to reach out was also apparent in another
Australian contribution. Queensland University of
Technology sent along a student group to join two other
young companics, from Pretoria and Hong Kong. The
Chinese came on first, and then alargely white company.
Were these the Australians? After 60 scconds there was
not the slightest doubt. The way those beefy guys were
picking up and throwing about those sheilas, they could
only be Queenslanders. To be fair to them, the piece was
called Tension. And what was interesting about the style
of dancing was that it demonstrated a brutalism cased by
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Ibu Sulami spent 20 years in Indonesian jails. Now 74, the former
General Secretary of the Indonesian Women’s Movement was one
of many imprisoned in the aftermath of the 1965 coup.
Peter Mares interviewed her in Tangerang, West Java.

HIRTY-FOUR YEARS AGO, on the night
of 30 September 1965, therc was a
mutiny in Jakarta. Army units led by
Licutenant-Colonel Untung murdered
six top Generals, ostensibly because they
were plotting against Indoncsia’s found-
ing President Sukarno. The rebellious
officers then captured a radio station and
declared a revolutionary council.

The coup attemnpt was shorte-lived.
Major-General Suharto, 44-year-old
commander of the army Strategic Reserve
{Kostrad), mustcred loyal troops and
quickly crushed the rebellion. With che
Generals decad, Suharto emerged as the
most powerful military figure in Jakarta.
He usced his new strength gradually to
sideling, then eventually replace, Sukarmo.

The cov attempt is known as
Gestapu (Gerakan September Tiga
Puluh, The September Thirticeth
Movement) and it was blamed on the
Indonesian Communist Party, the PKIL
A ruthless military-backed crackdown on
the party and its sympathisers followed.
Hundreds of thousands of people were
killed. No-one knows the exact number,
but most researchers consider half a
million to be a reasonable cstimate.
Hundreds of thousands of others were
arrested. 1 re than ten thousand
remained in jail without trial or charge
for well over a decade.

Indonesia’s greatest living author,
Pramocdya Ananta Toer, was among those
arrested and transported to a penal colony
on the remote island of Buru. A collection
of his prison notes and letters has just
been published in English by Hyperion
as The Mute's Soliloquy: A Memoir:

During these past twelve years T have
indeed scen far too much death. At the
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Tangerang Detention Centre there was
a period when between two and four
prisoners died every day. The same was
true at Salemba Prison. The prisoners’
reserves of strength were sapped by
forced and constant hunger; the end
result was bereberi and  all  the
complications that ensued ...

Most of the firse men to die were
farmers who, because of the physical
labour they were forced to do, required

larger rations of food—rations that were

not given to them. After suffering a
month of near starvation, when their
families were allowed to visit and
brought with them baskets of boiled
cassava, they would eat until their
intestines ruptured,

Pramoedya and most of his fellow
inmates were cventually released in 1979,
but their frcedom was conditional. All
former dctainees had their identity cards
stamped with the code ‘ET’ (eks tahanan
politik, former political prisoner), a
stigma which restricted their right to
travel, limited their access to education
and other government services, prevented
them (and often their relatives) from
working in any public scctor jobs, and
which banned them from all political
activity, including voting.

The arbitrary mass arrests and
killings of late 1965 and carly 1966
loomed large through the Suharto years,
cven though they were rarely discusscd.
The massacres were an ever-present
warning of the danger of dissent; the
lurking terror that helped to cnsure
obedience to Suharto’s New Order
regime. Even today, many Indonesians
would rather forget that the ki™™ 1gs ever
took place.
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Since Suharto’s fall in May last year
there have been constant calls for a
thorough investigation into the wealth
of the former president and his family and
the corruption, collusion and nepotism
that characterised his 32-year dictator-
ship (a term which ¢ven Foreign Minister
Downer now uscs to describe the regime
with which Canberra was once so cosy).

Less prominently reported are the
calls for Suharto to be prosecuted for his
role in crimes against humanity,
particularly the 1965-66 massacres that
accompanicd his rise to power.

Leading the push for a thorough
investigation into the killings is 74-year-
old Thu Sulami, who spent almost 20
years in Suharto’s jails. When the killings
took place, Ibu Sulami was on the run,
moving from house to housc in Jakarta
to evade arrest.

‘Tdid not sce very much o= 1¢ killings
with my own cyes,” she told mc. ‘But
some nesIwould be staying somewhere
and [ would hear someone being arrested
in the house next door and it was a very
frightening time. And I did hear a lot of
stories coming in from the provinees and
it has become an obsession of mine ever
since really, to find out whether these
storics were all true and to bring it out
into the open.’

Today Ibu Sulami lives in a simple
house in Tangerang, an indu  ial city in
West Java, that runs into the urban sprawl
of Jakarta. She looks frail, but her
memory is sharp and she has summonced
the energy to delve into the most
sensitive period in Indonesian history.
Since 1994, Ibu Sulami has been
systematically investigating the 1965-66
massacres, trying to account for the
people who died and to pinpoint












all the more remarkable. Walker shows
how opinion was constructed with an eye
to geopolitic  conscquences. Thus, for
example, if the Australian land mass was
potentially rich all over—one of the fondest
fantasics in our history—then it had to be
quickly claimed by vigorous white settle-
ment. If, on the other hand, it was largely
desert, then this fact had to be proclaimed
loud and clear, to dissuade invaders from
the north. Evervargument, it scems, had its
‘anxious’ corc  ry.

An awakening East powerfully affected
thecway Briti  -Australians saw themselves
and their country. They knew they were a
small, mostly coastal and urban population
and that translated into an anxiety about
the future and afear that, as lazy and languid
city folk, they 1ight be surpassed by more

dispossession? Answer, yes and no.

The idea that Australia might be an
Asian land accidentally settled by Britons
unsuited to both climate and regional
culture was a disturbing undercurrent.
Asia’s carefully noted energies were
matched by new concerns about malign
intelligence and ‘inscrutability’, best
embodied in the fictional Dr Fu Manchu.
“The Doctor’, writes Walker, ‘infiltrated
Chapter 13 of this book one dark, mist-
shrouded morning, enjoying, no doubt, the
superstitious dread his presence there would
cause.” Anxious Nation entertains.

Some of the anxicty traced here is
explicitly gendered. Would the male or the
female principle win out in Australian life?
How tounderstand these principles at work
to the north, not five days’ steam away? In

In 1933, the Dean of Canterbury suggested that
Australia should share the Northern Territory with
Japan to help reduce international tensions.

The local press had a field day.

vigorous raccs to the north and become the
‘white Aborigines of the Empire’. The
decliningbirthrate became afocus of heavily
gendered fears: city life was seen as draining
the virile, masculinc qualities of the race (a
theme Walker has followed since his fine
and funny essay, ‘Seminal Loss and National
Vigour’, appearedin Labour Historyin May
1985). Enter ‘Asia’ as a kind of rhetorical
device to compel whites to do their duty
andfill the country. Enter the ‘sturdy bushman
as race hero’, though here a key text in the
discussion of blood and the bush—C.E.W.

Bean's Flagships Three (1913)—

is missing.
.» -NALKER ARGUES THAT the ‘awakening

East’ accentuates the ‘powerful masculin-
ising and racialising impulse in Australian
nationalism’. s is not new. What is new
and important is the way he ties this under-
standing into a review of contemporary
debates about life and land in Australia.
This is done with cconomy, style and wit.
The best sentence in the book—'Narrative
loves danger’-—has all three. By examining
a range of literature, from scholarly papers
to newspaper controversies to invasion
narratives, Walker documents the
survivalist anxieties at the heart of
Australian nationalism. Could Anglo-
Saxons take the heat of the North? Could
they contemplate the meaning of Aboriginal
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1900 the Town and Country Journal ran an
article on ‘The Contempt of Asiatics {
Europeans’, in which gendered meaning
was foremost: the encounter between the
‘Asiatic’ and the European was likened to
that between ‘a clever woman’ and an
‘average and slightly stupid man’, the latter
no match for this female ‘other’.

Walker links the self-doubt at the heart
of Australia’s survivalism with a misogyny
cvident in the fear both of Asia and of the
rise of the ‘new woman’ in Australia. That
feminist female was identified as self-
seeking and sexual, a kind of racial betrayal.
Some saw that betrayal confirmed in the
declining birth rate. Says Walker: ‘Women
were viewed with great suspicion. They
were given many of the elusive properties
of water. They were gushing, tidal,
uncontrolled, all-engulfing’, like the
feminised ‘bush spirits’ of a Sydney Long
painting. An Asia enhanced by a feminine
cunning and cruelty, and the new woman
in Australia, constitute one of the key
interplays in the anxiety Walker documents.
Amidst the many propaganda fictions about
the Empress Dowager Tzu Hsi, one title
stands out: The Woman Who Commanded
500,000,000 Men (1929).

When the Japanese squadron came to
Australia in 1903, the Argus noted culture,
order, efficiency and competence in these
visitors. There were vast crowds and
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elaborate welcomes during the 1906 visit
too. In the wake of Japanese victory over the
Russians, perceptions were shifting from
‘enchanting’ and ‘aesthetic’ to ‘disciplined’
and ‘soldierly’, but the reception was still
rapturous, in one port after another. The
disse: ng press blamed female weakness,
among other failings, for this ‘misguided’
enthusiasm. Hospitable femalces were
dubbed ‘George Street Geishas’ by Truth,
which claimed their behaviour made
criticism of the debasement of women in
Japan that much harder to sustain,

Worse still, Japan was ¢ brated by
somc as the embodiment of a new
Elizabethanism. For Australians who had
formed the idea that they would be the new
Elizabethans—creative, adventurous and
heroic¢, a racial inheritance—this was
parti larly galling. ‘Here were the
“imitative” Japanese, showered with
adulation, at just the moment when the
eycsof the worldshould have been occupied
upon the newly created Commonwealth of
Australia’, writes Walker. The dissenting
press, notably the Worker and the Bulletin,
was astonished at the enthusiastic
welcome given to Japanese squadrons,
Walker devotes a chapter to this rapturous
reception, to the clash of opinion where

formerly a monologue had
prevailed in our historiography.

UBVERSIVE TEXTS surface in every chapter.
In response to the puffed-up bush manliness
of the invasion scare novels, Rosa Praed
wrote Madam Izan: A Tourist Story,
published in 1899. Here race and gendcr are
knitted intoa satiric pattern. Pracd reversed
the accustomed roles for her travellers: her
women are courteous, curious and open-
minded about Japan. Her ‘ill-read men’ are
good bushies who are ‘bewildered and
hostile in the face of sophisticated Japancse
difference’. Praed is part of a lost
conversation, an intriguing ambivalence in
our culture, now resurrected by Walker. In
that conversation some Australians did
ponder the benefits of fusion between East
and West. Within its broader themes,
Anxious Nation charts the odyssey of the
‘sympathetic Asianists’ in our history.
But a white man in Australia might,
equally, get anxious about England. Walker
notes a number of not entirely consistent
worries. Some, like William Lane, blamed
Britain’s aggressive trade policies for
‘awakening China’, echoing the labour press
in gencral. Louis Esson worried about the
colonisit  arrogance of the English, the
impact ot their venality and bureaucracy,



and the loss of Asia as a colourful spectacle
for travellers like himself. Needless to say,
he despised W.H. Fitchett, the great late
19th-century imperialist propagandist. But
the greatest concern was focused on British
‘racial appeasement’ as manifested in the
1894 trade treaty with Japan and the
implications for a white Australia. What
about building trade with ‘natural allies’?
There was the suspicion that England saw
the White Australia policy, and its colonial
precedents, as national selfishness. In 1933,
the Dean of Canterbury suggested that Aus-
tralia should share the Northern Territory
with Japan to help reduce international
tensions. The local press had a field day.

Great anxicty fuelled plenty of crackpot
thinking about the land. Hot climates
became a worry. Sir Charles Dilke
denounced the ‘labour-saving banana’ as
the ‘curse of the tropics’. Australians
worried about the problems of ‘languor’ and
‘tropical neurasthenia’ were not so sure
about the banana. On the other hand,
Randolph Bedford was certain about the
carrying capacity of dry country—he
challenged anyone who doubted it to go
look at the green grass on Kalgoorlie’s race-
course. He said Lake Eyre could be the
world’s greatest rice field. {Atomic idealists
after World War II made similar claimsg
about the multifarious benefits of nuclear
power, so we cannot be too hard on Bedford.)
Dr Richard Arthur campaigned to fill the
north with good white citizens. He told the
editor of the Australian World in London:
‘never a word about the Ycllow Peril, or
Socialism or strikes. And print everything
you can lay your hands on to the detriment
of Canada.” How many scheming lies can
we put down to ‘anxiety’?

In Walker’s book, crackpot opinions and
big fibs are contextualised. They figured in
dialogues, driven by both fear and reason,
which somechow advanced our collective
understanding of the land and ourselves. By
the mid 1930s, the remarkable Griffith
Taylor, speaking for ‘scientific inquiry’
against ignorant bombast from the likes of
Bedford, had helped to shift the debate
around ‘Australia Unlimited’ fantasies to a
more sober estimate of Australia’s diverse
environments and the skills needed to settle
pcople in them. Concerns about environ-
mental degradation also played a part.
Walker links the controversy that dogged
Griffith Taylor’s career to his insistence
that Australia had a classic Oriental desert
at its very heart. The Oriental associations
of ‘desert’ were an affront to his opponents,
intent as they were on redeeming the

wilderness, not herding camels orbecoming
Arabs.

A new problem followed from the
controversy which the name Griffith Taylor
signified. The limits to Australia’s carrying
capacity meant that Australians had to think
of new ways to keep Asiain Asia. While the
Great War refuelled fears of race debilitation,
cnvironmental rcalitics shifted some
thinking from anxious speculation and its
mad schemes towards an understanding of
nceds in Asia and how they might be met.
Walker resurrects some great moments. In
1923, Griffith Taylor walked into the lion’s
den: he addressed a meeting of the Sydney
Millions Club. He challenged the stupidity
of racial purism with a favourite party trick,
showing the unhappy audience a slide of
Robert Louis Stevenson standing beside his
Samoan cook. He argucd that, by ethno-
logical standards, ‘the cook was a morc
intellectual type than the famous author of
Treasure Island.” He called for ‘accom-
modation’ with the East, for inter-marriage
of Australians and Mongolians (whom he
admired) and thus a phasing out of Whitc
Australia.

The strength of feeling against racial
inter-marriage was reflected in popular
fiction and films about doomed inter-racial
love. The idea of moving closer to Asia did
not win out. Even in commerce, where
opportunity beckoned, industrialists and
marketersscemed half-hearted. In a chapter
called ‘Money For Jam’, Walker quotes a
European manager in Tsientsin who would
not sell Australian jam to the Chinese
because the tins looked so alarming. The
uscof icons in labelling was carelcss: ‘Asian
consumers often assumed they were being
offered tinned koala or platypus, delicacics
for which they were unprepared.” Anxious
Nation shifts from the realm of culture to
the world of trade and back again and
concludes with a chapter on the Institute of
Pacific Relations, an organisation which
was ahead of its time, well-informed on
Asiaanddriven by a desire for understanding
and accommodation. In the Cold War, a
subject for the next volume, the IPR was
savaged.

Walker is an cditor of the Annotated
Bibliography of Australian Overseas Travel
Writing {1996), so it is no surprise to find
that traveller’s books provide a good bit of
the scaffolding in this study, albeit inter-
laced with literature on land, population,
climatology and so on. My gripes are few
given the achievement here, butITdowonder
whether the rcliance on travel writing
throughout Anxious Nation makes for some
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problems. In the case of the Indian mutiny,
for example, commentary is drawn from
books, mostly travel tomes, which appeared
several decades after the event. In Sydney at
the time, there was open debate about
British misrule and cruelty, and at least one
appeal to the ladies of England to commend
mercy to their men. Walker merely quotes
the Argus on the ‘ferocious cruelty’ of the
Indians. What’s missingis the contemporary
milieu, notably a colonial ambivalence
towards the British, which influenced
debate about events in India. That
ambivalence has a history fired by
experience in other parts of Asia too,
something which is acknowledged.

Walker has mapped out an entire ficld
and shifted the discussion of our relation-
ship with multiple Asias ncarer to the centre
of historical debate. In diving parlance, the
degrecof difficulty in his projectis high. It’s
a triple somersault with twist, pike, and a
travel book under cach arm. It is a great
contribution to a’commitment of the mind’
to a futurc with or in Asia. Which
preposition will it be?

Peter Cochraneisafreelancchistorianbased
in Sydney.
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destructiveness, but it’s also about the
holiness of the heart’s affections.

It’s a long time since [ read a novel as
confident and modest and spaciously sane
as this one. There is very little in the way of
surface drama in William Maxwell’s book,
but the intensity of the style is remarkable.
Maxwell’s writing is for people who like
the traditional satisfactions of sophisticated
straightforward fiction but who won't
compromise on subtlety and do not want
them cut-price. The cover of this book
shows two boys boxing by what looks like
a lake, the latter shining through the
chiaroscuro of the sepia photograph. The
boy on theright, narrow-waisted with broad
shoulders, looks as if he will rapidly dispose
of his opponent, who has his head down, his
gloved hands shiclding his face; but they
are locked in a formal dance.

It is perfectly suited to this flawlessly
written story of private life in a social
setting. My only question mark about The
Folded Life was whether it didn’t once or
twice head towards sentimentalism, but
I don’t think that is a judgment which can
stand. The moments of greatest dramatic
intensity arc very stark moments indeed.
Besides, Maxwell’s novel is, among other
things, a novel about growth, and it carns
its optimism. A novel as unambiguously
good as this {never mind great) makes you
want to sit down and read the rest of the
writer’'s work. Readers who are just
discovering William Maxwell should be
grateful to Harvill for the 1200 pages or en
of his work which arc now in print.

Peter Craven is currently editing the Best
Australian Essays 1999.
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Hanniba’

LREADY AN INTEMPERATE admirer of
Red Dragon (1981) when in 1988 T came to
review its sequel, Thomas Harris’ The
Silence of the Lambs, I called him ‘the poet
of horror’. Peter Craven once went further,
likening Harris to Dostoevsky.

But Harris’ lineage is American. Like
his great contemporary, Cormac McCarthy,
heisan heirof Hemingway, whose influence
isapparent in the command of dialogue and
inarresting passages of violent action. Harris
has other distinctive strengths: insight into
the psychopathology of his murderers,
intricate but plausible criminal investiga-
tions and a wide and esoteric body of
knowledge that he deploys with pedantic
relish.

All his books contain brilliantly drawn
minor characters, who live forus vividly, in
their terrible isolation: the scandal-
mongering journalist Freddy Lounds; the
funeral attendant Lamar; the grieving,
upright parents of murdered Frederica
Bimmell; Will Graham's wife Molly; the
autodidact Barncy, erstwhile guard of
Hannibal Lecter, among many. These are
the achievements, not of aformulaic thriller
writer, but of arichly skilled novelist, whose

leftovers

resources of language, imagination and
cunning arc at the service of a nihilistic
vision of a world of serial killers, victims
and hunters.

The latest of Harris’ novels markets
itself with a single word title: Hannibal.
The front cover blurb adds what fans of
Harris have long desired but—in the 11
years since The Silence of the Lambs—
began to fcar would never happen: ‘The
Return of Hannibal Lecter’. Yet,
intriguingly, disturbingly, thatisnot exactly
what we get. Lecter has altered himself
physically, better to hide from a legion of
pursuers and his internet fans. Collagen has
changed the shape of his nose, surgery
removed the extra middle finger on his left
hand (‘the rarest form of polydactyly’, as
Harris precisely notes).

Lecter is older, nearing 60 (although, as
John Sutherland observed in the TLS of
18 June, Harris fudges the chronology),
but forall that, he remains a genius whose
1Q and cgo (as Harris is fond of telling us)
are not measurable by any means known
to man. Lecter is a polymath, a lover of
arcane knowledge, a gifted musician and a
man apparently immune to emotion.
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Among literary portraits of genius,
Sherlock Holmes’ dark side is perhaps the
nearest analogue.

In her essay in Cannibalism and the
Colonial World {1998}, Maggie Kilgour
observed that Lecter’s name holds out
tantalising clues: Hannibal was Freud’s
favourite general, while the surnamec
reminds her of Baudelaire’s line, ‘hypocrite
lecteur, mon semblable, mon frere’
(‘hypocrite reader, my likcness, my
brother’). In the earlier novels, such
resonances were part of amystery cultivated
in tandem by Harris and Dr Lecter. Now,
and with chillingunexpectedness, Hannibal
dispels the mystery. The novel does not so
much complete the trilogy that began with
Red Dragon, as form a sequel to the film of
The Silence of the Lambs (1991). This last
incarnation of Lecter (a figure now belonging
more to cinema than literature) owes much
to Anthony Hopkins’ silky performance

and to the weight of expectation
which the film created.

ELLY TO APPRECIATE what has been lost,
we need to backtrack. Red Dragon begins
when stoic Jack Crawford of the FBI lures
Will Graham out of retirement to catch a
killer of two families of five, whom tabloids
such as the National Tattler have dubbed
‘The Tooth Fairy’ because he likes to bite.
Graham is the man who caught Lecter, and
was almost fatally stabbed for his pains. It
is he who informs a collcague, and the
reader, that Lecteris ‘not crazy’, that ‘he did
some hideous things because he c¢njoyed
them’. ‘He has no remorse or guilt at all.’
Ultimately, ‘he’s a monster’. That word
reverberates through each book of the
trilogy. Lecter, whom Graham interviews
both to seek help with the ‘Tooth Fairy’
case and out of a fearful curiosity of his
own, has the last word on his ‘manhunter’
{title of the very good film made of Red
Dragonin 1986, directed by Michacel Mann):
“The reason you caught me is that we're just
alike.” Lecter’s horrible revenge is to sct the
murderer on Graham and his family, just
when we assumed that the horrors of the
novel were done.

In the next instalment, The Silence of
the Lambs, another investigator calls on
Lecter. FBIrookie, Clarice Starling, has also
been despatched by Jack Crawford. She is
after another serial killer, whom the papers
haverechristened ‘Buffalo Bill’, ‘because he
skins his humps’. Both this man, (actually
Jame Gumb) and ‘The Tooth Fairy’ cum
‘Red Dragon’ (Francis Dolarhyde) desire a
transformation of themselves. Dolarhyde
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spcaks of his  :coming’, wherein he turns
into the Red Dragon imagined by William
Blake. In one of the most shocking scenesin
a truly frightening book, he enters the
Brooklyn Museum and eats the Blake painting
of “The Gre ed Dragon and the Woman
Clothed with the Sun’. More mundancly,
Gumb sceks tobecome his lost mother, and
thus is sewing a suit made of the skins of
the women he has murdered. Harris invested

less energy in this portrayal, for in the
second novel, the infinitely more complex
figure of Dr Lecter is also on the loose.
When Starling asks Lecter what
‘happened’ to him, he answers reprovingly:
‘Nothing happened to me, Officer Starling.
I happened. You can’t reduce me to a set of
influences. You've given up good and cvil
for behaviourism.” Then he offers her an
admonitory anecdote: ‘A census taker tried
to quantify me once. I ate his liver with
some fava beaus and a big Amaronc.’ The
story follows of how he scerved the sweet-
breads of his patient, Benjamin Raspail, to
the president and the conductor of the
Baltimore | ilharmonic. {Lecter, let us
admit, makes us laugh, if from a safe
distance.) His courtesy—Dboth in conversa-
tion and in the letters that the authorities
improbably  not censor—is also disarm-
ing. As no-one since Graham has managed,
Starling will learn to imagine Lecter’s
desires and intentions. She will also learn,
at the cost of some humiliations, never to
seek to quantify, or to explain them.
Themore  sconcerting then that Harris,
returning to lecternow, does reduce him to
a person v ose eating habits can be
explained. Worse still, he bestows on his
‘monster’ a biography which, if hardly
conventional, makes him more like all of
us than he had ever been before: born of
aristocratic lineage in Lithuaniacirca 1938,
growingup on the family estate near Vilnius,
his father was a count and his Italian mother
a Visconti. This information has been
gathered for Mason Verger, one of Lecter’s
victims whos  vived having his face caten
by dogs and v 0 now plots revenge: he is
arranging for Lecter to be devoured alive by
pigs specially bred from savage varieties
around the world hy a family of sadistic
Sardinians. Lecter also had a sister Mischa,
‘long dead and digested’. For once Harris is
not playing fair We are led to suppose that
Lecterdidthe gesting, when, in fact, after
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the estate was bombed and their parents
killed in 1944, Mischa and Hannibal were
taken by German army deserters. Plumper
than her brother, Mischa was the one eaten.
Hannibal “did sce a few of Mischa’s milk
teethin the reeking stool pit his captorsused’.
And that, we appear meant to infer from
this grisly detail, was the trauma that
explains Lecter’s subsequent career. Since
then he has come torecognise ‘how hisown
modest predations
paled beside those of
God, who is in irony
matchless, and in
wanton malice beyond
measure’. No wonder—we are hardly pre-
vented from reflecting—that Lecter became
a connoisseur and collector, in his richly
stored ‘memory palace’, of the fatal collapses
of churches. We seem to be asked to accept
that Lecter’s past is the partial justification
for his homicidal career. The problem is
that the last person likely to urge such
extenuation is the Lecter whom we used to
know, the villain of the first two novels. In
the third, behind the endearingly familiar
title Hannibal, he is no longer the same.
This eponymous hero has become somcone
who ‘very much liked to shop’; who takes
his Fauchon lunch ona trans-Atlantic flight
to avoid airline food. Most disconcerting,
he lets himself be captured, because of the
quixotic gesture of leaving Starling a $300+
bottle of Chiteau Yquem of the

vintage of her birth year.

IHIS 1s A LEcTER who invites our

sympathy, rather than horror or reprobation
or guilty laughter. Hannibal isnot the Lecter
with whom the first two novels of the
trilogy were engrossed. To be sure, in
Hannibal, Harris puts Lecter through some
familiar paces. After dazzling a small,
irritable, sclf-important group of scholars
in Florence with his lecture on Dante and
Judas Iscariot, the linkage between avarice
and hanging, Lecter escapes from the first
Verger-inspired attempt to capture him. He
informs Detective Pazzi (who twigged,
unfortunately for him, that the distin-
guished Dr Fell was in fact the infamous
Dr Lecter) that ‘I'm giving scrious thought
to eating your wife.” Then he arranges his
death in a manner which recalls Botticelli’s
painting of Pazzi’s disgraced and hanged
ancestor, Francesco de’ Pazzi.

Ghastly brio was always Lecter’s long
suit. The problem, in Hannibal, is that he
lacks a foil. There is no Will Graham, nor
the younger Starling. Disillusioned and
disgraced by the FBI, she will, in effect,
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switch sides. Leaving Lect  on essentially
uncontested ground (Sardinian assassins and
pig-herders apart), the novel loses intensity.
Harris does not seem to mind. He prepares
alastscene of excess. As Dr Chilton, director
of the asylum for the criminally insane,
hour dLecterin The Silence of the Lambs
{dooming himself to the edible fate that
Hopkins c¢ncourages audiences to smirk
about at the end of the film), so Starling is
persecuted by Deputy Direc - Krendler.
He is that stock 1990s villain, a would-be
politician, and in Verger's pocket. In Lecter’s
words, Starling is ‘a warrior’. The conflict
between the heroice realm and the realm of
politics that trammels and betrays it, is as
old as Norse saga. Starling chooses at last to
escape into a luxurious it dangerous exile.
Impossible at first to imagine, she becomes
Lecter’'s companion and lover, offering him
her breast, and then learning Italian hetter
to converse with him.

Before then, Krendler has come todinner.
Kidnapped and drugged by Lecter, the FBI
man has his skull neatly sawn off and
watches—his attention nccessarily
drifting—while Lecter and Clarice cat his
frontal lobes with a sauce of caper berries.
Thedirty dishesare emptied into his vacant
brair .

Tuus Lecter avenges Starling, as carlier
he had revenged himsclf on the egregious
Chilton. But what has Harris done? This
culminating horror (the pigs have had their
fun and Verger’s lesbian sister has done
away with him with the aid of a moray eel)
makes unfilmable the novel that the success
of the film of The Silence of the Lambs
dictated {perhaps to a reluct : and even
nervous Harris). Evidently Jonathan
Demme, who directed, and Hopkins, who
won a Best Actor Oscar, do not wish to be
involved in the cinematic adaptation of
Hannibal. But if not them, others will be.

A the artistic compromiscs which
Harris has made, lessening the austerity
and power of his art, his fidelity to compre-
hending the worst of what we might be,
will matternotatall when box office takings
are projected. Harris will be a beneficiary at
the expense of his own genius. There have
been few sorrier circumstances to ponder in
modern American literature, orin the show
busincss that can attend its po alar forms,
This is especially so when the author is as
cccentric, reclusive and imperiously
indifferent to those who might have edited
him as Thomas Harris.

Peter Pierce is Professor of Australian
Literature at James Cook University.
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Stage business

Playwright Jack Hibberd says Australian theatre is in crisis. Director Barrie Kosky
says we mustn't do Shakespeare, or at least not the way we're doing it—give it to
Circus Oz instead. Peter Craven takes heart from two recent
Australian productions and argues for a national style with no

frills

UGENE O’NEILLis the father of modern
American drama. Without him, Miller and
Tennessee Williams are inconceivable.
Without him, we would not have the
tortuous psychodramas of Edward Albcc or
the familial frce-for-alls of Sam Shepard.
He gave the American theatreits dialogue
and its dilemma. The dialogue tended to
consist of how to kill a loved one, with
actions or words. The dilemma was how to
travel with this abiding premise of
heartbreak and horror without turning the
play itself into a carouscl of melodrama and
masochism.

Long Day’s Journey Into Night is
O’Neill’s masterpiece, and the towering
nature of its authority is heightened by the
fact that its production was so long delayed
that it appeared in the midst of other plays
from the school O'Neill had spawned.

It’s the story of a family engaged in a
moment of self-vivisection. Tolstoy says
that an unhappy family is unhappy in its
own way, but the great family dramas are as
intimately familiar as one’s own‘domestics’
and are written in a language which is in no
way beyond the level of our nightmares. We
feel for these people and are appalled by
them because they go for each other and
continue to love each other in ways that
stare us out of thought, hecause what we
recognise are our own fears distorted or
transfigured in some moment of violence
or agony of vechemence.

Hamlet is famously the play in which
theleading actor haslicence to play himself
(orsome extroverted and configured version
of the gestures of that self), but Long Day's
Journeyislike apartforaquartet of Hamlets,
each haunted by his own ghost, each on a
vengeful quest to break down the spirit of
the others, as if revenge had become a
psychological and sclf-destructive
compulsion, inseparable from the bond of
love and the pieties of attachment.

((

Allof this gives the play an extraordinary
warmth. Its very idioms seem so rooted in
universal habits of mind (self-dclusion, self-
revelation and pride, self-satisfaction,
criticism of others, castigation and calamity
and attack with long knives) that it now
appears almost comic in its exhibition of
the postures through which we strut.

Long Day's Journey Into Night is as
fresh and as black as the day Eugene O’Neill
wrote it. It is the confabulated story of a
family on one not-uncharacteristic day of
crisis. This is the day when the younger
Tyrone son, Edmund, is diagnosed as having
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consumption and told that he will have to
g0 into a sanatorium. It is the day when
Mary Tyrone, the mother, loses her long
battle with narcotics and the day when
James Tyrone, hack actor and racontcur,
proves himself to be a miser and his clder
son, James junior, twists himself into a coil
of treachery and intelligence.

One of the deeply American things about
this play is that the Tyrones are presented
as profoundly ordinary people even though
the family quartet constitutes four of the
richest parts in modern drama.

The most widely scen version of Long
Day’s Journey Into Night is Sidney Lumet’s
film with Katharine Hepburn and Ralph
Richardson as Mary and James Tyrone, and
Jason Robards and Dean Stockwell as the
sons. It is a gift of a play for actors, bringing
out the full range of whatever light and dark
they have in their bag of tricks. People tend
toremember like beacons the performances
they have scen: Olivier at the National or
Jack Lemmon on Broadway. I once saw
Prunclla Scales (Sybil from Fuwlty Towers)
asasturdy Mary Tyrone and then, aweek or
so later, the great Bibi Anderson, ravishing
and ravaged, in a Swedish production
directed by Ingmar Bergman.

The first thing to be said about Michael
Edwards’ production of O'Neill’s master-
picce with Robyn Nevin and John Bell for
the Bell Shakespeare Company is that it is
up there with productions that people
remember for the rest of their lives. This is
a supple, intelligent, ferociously invigor-
ated representation of O’Neill’s drama and
it’s not only the best thing I have seen the
Bell company do, it is one of the best
productions to be seen on the Australian
stage in years.

Michael Edwards, an Australian who
works in America, gets morc imaginative
mileage than you would expect from the
simple decision to dispense with American
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so familiar they make the audience flinch.
The repressive urbanity of the set of star
chamber inquisitions in living rooms is so
stark because commonplaces and civilities
are wielded like whips.

Jenny Kemp's production is terrific, full
of pace and portent. Again, the dropping of
any pretence at English accents (as with the
disavowal of stage American in the O'Neill)
liberates the actors so they can stick, with
musicianly precision, to the rhythms of
Pinter’s pattering dialogue. There can have
been few dramatists in any age so
experimental and ‘original’ who had at the
same time such a massive naturalistic gift,
such a microphone of an ear.

The sweet scarifying nothings of Pinter
proved adaptable to the cinematic master-
pieces of Losey and the laconic cloquence
of arange of film-makers. In The Collection
he is served splendidly by his quartet of
actors. Robert Menzics, Bruce Myles, David
Tredinnick and Melita Jurisic have an
ensemble strength and sense of actually
hitting the note {not swerving around it)
which is rare in Australian theatre.

Menziesin particular has a sharp, hectic
quality which is in no way separate from
this actor’s classical strength. He can hear
the pauses in Pinter the way the Shake-
spearean hears the rise and fall of the line.
But cach of the actors gets the necessary
knife-edge restraint to allow Pinter, that
poct of intimidation, to sound like himself.

Bruce Myles is as nasty and insinuating
as Donald Pleasance in the role of the older
art dealer in The Collection, and he directs
The Lover, whichis rather more of ascherzo,
though a masterly onc, with considerable
skill.

The Lover is alimost a two-hander—like
Noel Coward and Gertrude Lawrence in
onc of the subtler chambers of hell.

Again Menzies’ acting has a hectic
brilliance and precision. At times Melita
Jurisic seemed to mc to be overplaying the
Jean Greenwood-like voice of deep honey
shc assumes for this role, but physically she
is marvellous, fiery and then disarrayed,
torn, distracted.

One had the strange illusion with this
Pinter duo that these plays were being
performed as they were written. It is an
illusion, of course. Any achievement of the
theatre will be a victory of interpretation,
but it was nice to sce it working so tacitly
and implicitly without show or swank.

Isuspect what Australian theatre needs
at the moment like a shot in the arm is
more of this naturalism and this—for want
of a better word—classicism. It does not

INALTL LLEVWLELLTIN

Tadpoles

‘One is very still

it may be shy

or perhaps

it's missing its mother.’

he says peering into the bucket.

We are digging a pond
beside the young fig tree
frogs arc what we want.
What I've got

cannot be described

but when Tlook at him
my heart’s

a bucket full of tadpoles.

Norfolk Island Pinc

The pine tree stands
a chalice full of sky.

Beyond,

the sea is also blue

and is what the land sips
every day.

Birds are singing

in the Tree of Heaven®
which holds the feeder
full of sced.

The lawn is a green cloth
on this earth.

All ITnced to do
1s pray
to be a glass of poetry.

*Ailanthus altissima. Also called Marryattville Tree.

need pscudo-boulevardier hacks falling on
theirbottoms pretending to be Trevor Nunn.
It needs chamber style productions, perhaps
especially of the classic modern works orin
the classic modern style. Paradoxically this
will be, if only as a whisper and a trace
element, a national style. What clse would
it be?

If the Bell Shakespeare Company would
learn to do Shakespeare with the restraint
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and intensity that they have done O’Neill;
if the MTC could get on to its main stage
the feeling for words and fundamental
dramatic solutions—rather than extrinsic
hyperbole and declaration—that it showed
in Pinter ... well, then we might have 2
mainstream theatre worth spitting at.

Peter Craven is currently editing Best
Australian Essays 1999.
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fellow working as a tout outside a strip
joint. His luck is about to change. Pando
offers Jimmy a simple job. The job turns
sour and Jimmy looks like he’s in line to
take anunpleasant camping trip with Pando,
a large gun and no waffle-maker.

Enter Alex [Rosc Byrne), an angel with
peroxide hair just arrived from the country.
Hcr dairymaid blush shames the nastiness
of King Cross. She offers Jimmy a chance to
work in a rustic trade somewhere up north.
I thought she was going to ask Jimmy to
work on her dairy and make real money.
But no, Jimmy has to shoot a few cops first,
hut the love of a good woman scems to ensure
he’ll remain a good bloke—ijust as long as he
can find a paddle for his barbed-wire canoe.

Two Hands has a couple of genuine
belly laughs; armed robbers who plan hold-
ups and childcare in the same conversation
offer the best laughs.

The casualness with which people are
blown away, drowned and run over probably
does make this a hip film. Even so, Two
Hands might have some real meaning;
sometimes we're made to wonder if places
hold memories of past wrongs.

Maybe it will be flawed hcroes like
Jimmy who'll right the wrongs embedded
in the bush and bencath the city asphalt.
Then again, Two Hands might just be
another film about nothing. It's worth going
and spending 103 minutes making your
mind up. —Paul Sinclair

Extraordinary

Joe

My Name is Joe, dir. Ken Loach. There’s
something incredibly beautiful about the
plainness of this film. It covers familiar
territory for director Ken Loach, focusing
on a community battered by mass long-
term unemployment, drugs and poverty.
Despite the potential for blecakness and
miscry, Loach offers us something more
difficult to understand and to show: the
possibility of hope amid hopeless conditions.
The Joe of the title {a wonderful
performance by Peter Mullen) is an
unemployed alcoholic, with nothing to
show for his 37 years, and no prospects
either. All he has goingfor himis 11 straight
months off the booze, the local unemployed
workers’ soccer club which he coaches {who
have only won a single game, ever), and his
friend Shanks, who took him to his first AA
mceting. He meets Sarah, alocal community
health worker, and despite the gap in their
social class (she has a job you sce), they
begin a tentative but hopeful romance.

Each of them, in their own way, is
committed to the battered community they
live in. They first cross paths attempting to
help Liam, an ex-junkie and drug-dealer
trying, like Joc, to stay straight. Unfortu-
nately, Liam’s wife is still using, and has
racked up impossible debts with the local
dealers in doing so. The dealers, of course,
will have their due, onc way or another. In
hisattempts toprotect Liam, Joe gets drawn
inextricably intoan increasingly impossible
and desperate situation, where his desire to
do the right thing by everyone around him
backfires tragically.

This is a familiar plot—the good man
cornered by fate is a classic formula for
tragedy. What makes this story so affecting,
however, is the simplicity of its telling. It’s
as if, in offering us these characters’ storics
in such an unadorned, straightforward
manner, Loach is affirming his faith in the
value and significance of their experience
just as it is. Perhaps more importantly, by
giving it to us directly, he also gives us
nowhere to hide from the rawness and the
raggedness of that experience.

—Allan James Thomas

I ay to the end

Plaving by Heart (dir. Willard Carroll). It's
worth staying to the end of Playing by
Heart to see how the seemingly separate
strands of the story all come together. Not
that you’ll be bored in the meantime. For
most of the film, we follow five distinct
relationships. While each of them is vibrant
and engaging, it’s hard to find any point of
connection between them, except for the
fact that they all take place in Los Angeles.
Indeed, you begin to suspect that this is
something like New York Stories, except
that these narratives run concurrently rather
than sequentially.

You wonder if perhaps Willard Carroll,
who wrote the film as well as directed it,
has created a loose structure to fit the
emotional claustrophobia he is exploring.
Butthen, in the final 20 minutes, the strands
come together so casily and simply that the
result is delightful. Each strand of the
narrative has been strong. The final fit is
well nigh unbreakable.

Paul {Sean Connery} and Hannah {Gena
Rowlands) have been married for 40 years.
They live in comfort. But Paul has been
diagnosed with a terminal discase and there
ar¢ someissucs which have beenunresolved
in their marriage for 25 years. Meanwhile,
Joan {Angelina Jolie) is cruising clubs and
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runs into the surly, withdrawn Kcenan
(Ryan Philippe).

Meanwhile, Gracie ([Madeleine Stowe)
is having an affair with Roger {Anthony
Edwards). Mildred (Ellen Burstyn)is waiting
by the bed side of her dying son, Mark {Jay
Mohr}. Meredith (Gillian Anderson)is doing
her best to fend off the attentions of Trent
{(Jon Stewart). Such storics are the bread and
butter of living in a western city. They are
told with humour and wit. Carroll’s
direction uses the talent of his big-name
actors without allowing them to dominate
the large cast. This film surprises you by
showing how much these characters have
invested in cach other. Take your cynical
friends. It will do them good.

—Michael McGirr s

Bubble and squeak

Bedrooms and Hallways, dir. Rose Troche.
‘Wild Men' weekends, the sexual fantasics
of London real-estate agents, screwball pop
psychology and sharp domestic wit makes
this romp round London relationships
enormously engaging. Bedrooms and
Hallways is lightweight cinematic delight.

The plot twists fancifully around the
gorgeous gay Leo (Kevin McKidd), who is
persuaded toattend a New Age men's group
by his open-minded but straight business
partner. Somewhere between the ‘honesty
stone’ and the group sauna Leo admits to
finding a fcllow member of the group
attractive—a revelation that unleashes a
flood of confused sexual shenanigans,
reassessments and aggressions. Everything
it seems is up for grabs—literally.

With the men’s group in a shambles and
gay Leoinlove with straight Brendan (James
Purcfoy), enter Sally {Jennifer Ehle), Leo’s
high-school sweetheart and straight
Brendan’s ex-long-term girlfriend. What to
do? Whom to turn to? Which team to bat
for?

Yes, this is soap, in fact it’s a bubble
bath, but I enjoyed it from start to last.

Hugo Weaving is masterful as a gently
menacing real-estate agent in lust with the
sartorially outrageous Darren, while Simon
Callow and Harrict Walter put in
mischievously over-the-top performances
as the New Age group leaders. In fact,
the film’s players, big and small, are ripper.
Londonitself putsin a handsome, if heavily
disguised, performance—endless sunshine
and pots of red geraniums add charmingly
to the soapy fantasy of it all.

—Siobhan Jackson

e EUREKA STREET 49












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

