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LETTERS 
i 
Sir Garfield v. Gareth Evans 

Sir, 
Senator Evans, earlier this year, 

started a debate in London with Don 

Markwell about the latter's review of 

my book Sir John Did His Duty. It 

would be of advantage to your 

readers if your magazine were to 

reprint the resulting correspondence 

in the Times Literary Supplement. The 

Senator now "repatriates" the 

debate in your journal. I have no 

intention to intervene further in the 

debate between the Senator and Don 

Markwell. I have made my position 
clear and, in my letter to the Supple

ment, I dealt with those assertions of 
the Senator which I then thought 

warranted m y comment. 

However, there are three matters 

arising out of the Senator's present 

contribution to your magazine about 

which I wish to say something. The 

first is the Senator's conception of 

what makes a question justiciable; 

the second, the Senator's suggestion 

that the presence of section 57 in the 

Constitution made it unnecessary for 

a ministry which had failed to obtain 

supply from the Parliament to resign; 

and, third, Professor Arndt's percipi

ent article in your July/August issue 

from which the Senator seems to de

rive some comfort for his point of 

view. 
First, as to justiciability. In the 

book, I said I did not rely on prece
dent (though some did exist) in de

ciding to respond to the Governor-

General's request for legal advice. I 

considered for myself as a matter of 

principle the propriety of doing what 

I might be asked to do. I felt that I 

could with propriety give the advice 

if, in my opinion, the question on 

which the advice was sought was not 

justiciable. In that case, I would not 

be entering a judicial area and, in 

any case, I would be acting personal

ly. When asked by the Governor-

General if what he had decided to do 

was, in the particular circumstances 

then obtaining, within his authority, 

I formed the opinion that that 

question was not justiciable; that is to 

say, it was not a question the Court 

could decide. 

It seems to mc, reading the 

Senator's contribution to your maga

zine, that he thinks that if some pro

ceeding could be brought before the 

Court raising that question, the 

question itself was justiciable. The 

instances he gives of possible pro

ceedings seem to bear out my impres

sion. But the Court does not become 

able to decide a question because a 

proceeding raising it can be brought 

before the Court. The question only 

becomes justiciable when it is a 

question which is within the Court's 

jurisdiction to decide and usually 

about which it can do something. 

A neat example of the difference 

between the availability of proceed

ings and the justiciability of what 

they seek to raise is to be found in the 

P.M.A. Case (The State of Victoria v. 

The Commonwealth & Connor, 134 

C.L.R. 81). Sir Edward McTiernan 

in that case thought that the question 

ofthe validity ofthe P.M.A. Act was 

not, as he said, "justiciable", though 

the proceedings specifically raised 

that question. In this opinion, he 

differed from the majority of the 

Court, but that circumstance does 

not affect the point I make. Clearly, 

for Sir Edward and indeed for the 

majority, the existence of the 

proceedings did not make the 

question they raised justiciable. 

But, although I thought at the time 

and still think that the Court would 

have no jurisdiction to decide the 
question I was asked, I also consid

ered whether any proceedings, how

ever futile, might be brought. At the 

time I thought that "unlikely". I said 

so in my letter to the Governor-

General. This did not refer to the 

justiciability of the question but 

merely to the likelihood of proceed

ings being brought. 

Notwithstanding that the former 

ministry and its supporters had at its 

and their disposal such imaginative 

lawyers as the Senator, no proceed

ings of the kind now suggested as 

possible nor any other proceedings 

were in fact brought. It appears that 

the view that proceedings were 

"unlikely" was well founded. 

The reason briefly expressed in the 

book for the opinion that the Gover

nor-General's question was not justi

ciable is that no court can tell the 

Governor-General whom he should 

choose as his ministry. The Gover

nor-General, in substituting one 

ministry for another in 1975 was 

exercising the power to choose the 

ministry given him by section 64- of 

the Constitution. For the Court to 

interfere in that process would in

volve the Court in an attempt to par

ticipate in government. It would be 
an intrusion by the judiciary into an 

exclusively executive area. 

The Senator in what he has written 

seems to think recent discussions of 

the High Court lend support to the 

suggestion that the question on which 

I advised was or might be justiciable. 

He no doubt has in mind the P.M.A. 

Case and F.A.I Insurances Ltd. v. Win-

neke & Ors., 41 A.L.R. 1. In each of 

these cases, the Court's intervention 

was founded on the presence of a 

condition of fact to which the exercise 

of power was subject: in the former 
case, expressly so; in the latter case, 

by implication made by the Court 
upon its construction of the State 

statute giving the power. 

Clearly, it was because of the 

conditional nature of the power and 

the capacity ofthe Court to determine 
whether or not the condition had been 

fulfilled that the Court in these two 

cases was able to intervene to declare 

void an unwarranted exercise of the 

power, unwarranted because the 

condition of fact had not been fulfilled. 

In the latter case, the nature of the 

power or perhaps the nature of the 

particular exercise of the power 

under consideration was given by the 

Court as a very significant, if not an 

indispensable, reason for its interven

tion. The Court held that what was 

being done by the Executive Council 

in that case was of a "routine 

administrative nature" devoid of any 

policy considerations — hardly an 

apt description ofthe act of choosing 

the ministry. The power to choose 

the ministry is legally unconditioned: 

the discretion it gives is absolute. As 

well, its very nature places it beyond 

judicial control. The Parliament may 

and does control the choice of the 

ministry but the judiciary may not. 
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The Senate 

apart from the question of the 

Governor-General's legal authority 
to dismiss the ministry, there was the 

question of the propriety of doing so 

in the circumstances. Actually, I was 

.ot specifically asked that question, 
hough it would be fair to say that my 

opinion that the Governor-General 

vas in duty bound to dismiss a 

ninistry which failed to obtain 

;upply from the Parliament either 

>recluded any such question arising 

>r, in substance, answered it. In any 

ase, the Court could not decide the 

juestion of the political propriety of 
he exercise of this particular power. 

Amongst the suggested possible 

iroceedings mentioned by the 

•enator is one which seems to be 

>ased on the notion that the Gover-

or-General was bound to accord 

atural justice to the ministry, some-

ling in the nature of a hearing 

efore the exercise of his power. But 

ie nature of the power and the 

bsence of any condition upon its 

.ercise would make the implication 
fa condition requiring a hearing not 

.ly inappropriate but, in m y 

oinion, impossible. The judicial 

asons given for making such an 

.plication given in the case law, 

eluding any recent cases, are not 

ailable in the construction and 
iplication of a constitutional 

ovision such as section 64. M r 

hitlam, correctly in my opinion, 

vised the Governor-General that 

r Clyde Cameron had no right to 

heard before he was dismissed 

im his ministry. In this respect, all 

:mbers of the ministry are in the 

ne position. 

It might be appropriate if I re-

ied to the much repeated sug-
ition that the Governor-General 

i an obligation to warn the Prime 

nister before the exercise of his 

ver of dismissal. This suggestion is 

lally accompanied by a reference 

.agehot's well-known statement in 

English Constitution. But Bage-

did not say that the sovereign had 

obligation to warn. In laying it 

vn that the sovereign in matters of 

crnment must act on and in 

rdance with the advice of his 

•try, Bagehot conceded that the 

eign was entitled to be con

sulted, to encourage and to warn. 
These were not duties but rights or 
privileges. The sovereign could 
positively encourage his ministers, 

e.g. in a proposed course or, on the 
other hand, he could discourage the 
ministry by warning it of perceived 

consequences of a proposed course of 

action. In short, the reference to 

Bagehot in relation to 1975 is inapt. 

So far as M r J. G. Starke's sug

gestion of 1977 is relied on, it struck 
me at the time that it was a surpris

ingly odd proposition that a Prime 

Minister appointed by the Governor-

General — not by the Governor-

General in Council — to hold office 

at the Governor-General's pleasure 

— not that of the Governor-General 

in Council — could not be dismissed 

unless he advised the Governor-

General to do so. The Constitution 
so clearly distinguishes between the 

powers to be exercised in Council, 

that is to say, on ministerial advice, 

and those which are given to the 

Governor-General personally and 

which are exercisable without advice 
though, customarily, in some cir

cumstances on advice. 

SECTION 57 

The Senator says that the presence 

of section 57 in the Constitution (the 

double dissolution provision) renders 

inappropriate resignation of the 

ministry for lack of supply brought 

about by action or inaction of the 

Senate: that means that resort to that 

section is in those circumstances the 
only course to follow. 

The result of the use of section 57 

is the holding of a general election. 

Oddly enough, it was by use of 

section 57 that the dissolution took 

place in 1975 and the purpose of that 

section in affording the federal 
electorate the opportunity to resolve 

the parliamentary deadlock was in 

fact given. But that, I suppose, the 

Senator would say was a fortuitous 

circumstance. 

To apply section 57 to resolve a 

deadlock over the grant of supply, it 
is necessary to predicate that supply 

has not been granted due to rejection 

or failure on the part ofthe Senate to 

pass the appropriation bill. 

The section requires a second re

jection after a lapse of at least three 

months from the first rejection. The 

P.M.A. Case established that there 

must be three months between the 
first rejection by the Senate and the 

second passage of the bill by the 

House of Representatives. 

Thereafter, there must be a general 

election which must consume a 
further two months at least. 

Meantime, there being no supply, 

government obligations are not met; 

government is at a standstill. 

Meantime, also, the Governor-

General must keep the ministry in 

place, free to do those things it could 
do without the expenditure of 

unappropriated money. 
There may be circumstances in 

which section 57 could be used to 

resolve a deadlock over supply if 

sufficient appropriated funds were 

granted to enable government to be 
carried on during the time required 

to carry out the provisions of the 

section But those funds would not 
necessarily be granted. 

But, in the circumstances of 1975, 

use of section 57, by requiring a 

second rejection after an interval of 

time, would have brought disaster. 
Of course, the prospect of such chaos 

might give the ministry increased 

muscle in an attempt to overbear the 

Senate. But that cannot be the 

constitutional purpose of the section. 

The Senator argues other grounds 
against the need of a ministry which 

has lost supply through the action of 

the Senate, to resign or advise a 
dissolution. I will deal with such 

reasons when discussing Professor 

Arndt's article. Suffice it to say at 

this point that the presence of section 

57 cannot afford a reason for the 

ministry to be left in office without 

supply. 

As this letter is already too long 

and as what I wish to say in 

connection with Professor Arndt's 

article may occupy an amount of 
space, I will withhold my comments 

on that article and, with your 

indulgence, will present them in the 

next issue of your magazine. 

GARFIELD BARWICK, 
North Turramurra, NSW. 

"David and Goliath" 

Sir, 

In my 15 years of journalism I 

have read many academic commen-
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tanes on the media but few which 

have displayed as little understand
ing of the job as that by Robert 

Manne, in the October 1984 issue of 
Quadrant. 

In the second paragraph of his 17 
page article M r Manne states that he 
believes that the question of political 

bias in our media can be addressed 
objective!/ and he then goes on to 

express his views on the coverage of 

the Hope Royal Commission in the 

apparent belief that this mere state

ment makes his comment "object
ive". In fact M r Manne's article has 

a clear political bias. For this he 

should not be condemned. But do we 
really need the absurd veil? 

As one of the journalists whose 

articles have been "analysed" I 

would like to make a few points. 
Firstly it is easy with the wisdom of 

hindsight and the luxury of months of 

contemplation in the cloisters to pick 

up minor mistakes and loose lang

uage used by journalists writing 

articles to deadlines which academics 

cannot even dream of. Hundreds of 

pages of transcript were on occasions 

released by the Royal Commission 

well after 5pm leaving a journalist 

such as myself perhaps an hour to 

read them and get a story in print. 

M r Manne seems to think it 

strange that the media reporting the 
Commission hearings initially 

focused on the "veil of secrecy". He 

apparently believes that in early June 

there was not excessive secrecy. Let 

me point out a few facts. The Com
mission first met on June 1. Counsel 

for Commonwealth, M r McHugh 

submitted that the tapes or tran

scripts of the March 4, 1983 and 

April 3, 1983 conversations between 

Combe and Ivanov should not be 

made public. Combe should only see 

the transcripts and hear the tapes 

under supervision. M r McHugh also 

referred to another document which 

might turn out to be the "most 

decisive document". "It is a 

document ... in which for security 

reasons we would say that in no 
circumstances whatever could M r 

Combe or any of his advisers be 

given copies of it". 

The Commission next met in.pub

lic on June 14. M r Justice Hope 

ruled that the public would not be 

given access to the tapes or 

transcripts. Combe and his counsel 

was given access in a secure place. 

What was all this cloak and dagger 

nonsense about? The transcripts 

were eventually made public with 

absolutely no consequences for na

tional security. The media's reaction 

was justifiably "is that all there is?", .--

"what was all the fuss about?", 

"why the secrecy?". If it wasn't 

excessive secrecy to keep all this 

material initially secret, then was it a\ _, 
breach of security to later release it? 

M r Manne refers to the "decisive 

document" — the Matheson report 

— and puts forward a hypothesis as 

to why this document should have 

remained secret. Again, this docu

ment was eventually made public 
with the same reaction as that to the 

tapes. National security was not 

damaged and it is fair I think to say 

that its release again demonstrated 
the "excessive secrecy". There were 

many other examples, not the least of 
which was the procession of witnesses 

giving evidence in Camera. M r 

Matheson was the "mystery" wit

ness who everyday walked by the 

television cameras to give his 

evidence in secret. 

I believe that the media performed 
a useful function in highlighting this 

excessive secrecy and had it not been 

for this, much of the material would 

never have been made public. 

In his article M r Manne points to 

what he sees as the relevant points in 
the transcripts of the conversations 

between Combe and Ivanov on 

March 4 and April 3 and dismisses 

media commentators' views. He is 

apparently the "objective" analyst 

and all others are subjective. But one 

thing should be emphasised. Most 

major metropolitan dailies carried 

the transcripts in full. People could 

read them and decide for themselves. 

They did not have to accept the 

journalists' reports of their content. 

They could, if they wished, compare 
the two. 

While I did not know M r Combe 

before the affair began, many media 

people did and therefore they were 
not basing their comments on his 

image solely on the tapes but on their 

well founded knowledge of how those 

tapes fitted the character they knew. 

People knew that after a drink or two 

M r Combe could be expansive and 

opioniated and they put his words, as 

transcribed, into the real world 

where, when people are talking 

casually after dinner, they are not 

quite as careful or guarded as they 

might be on a political platform or in 

a witness box. 

M r Manne downplays ASIO's 

many mistakes. The important point 

here is that ASIO was using this error 

ridden materia, to make assessments. 

•1/vour matejnal is faulty and is dealt 
JSnspCTet^the faults may never 

be exposed, and the end product may 

well then be faulty. It is easy to laugh 

at the "Even old stacks talk" error in 

the transcripts. But anyone reading 

that transcript would have wondered, 

"now what did he mean by that", 

"is it code?". Suspicious ASIO oper

atives analysing the material might 

well have asked "what's he got to 

hide that he needs to speak in 

code?". Further what do the errors 

say for the professionalism of an 

organisation whose reason for exist

ence is information collection and 

analysis. Words attributable to one 

man in a two man conversation, were 

attached in a transcript to the other. 

This was a dangerous error. Would 

M r Manne like m y words to be 

attributed to him? I certainly would 

not like his to be attributed to me. 

And can M r Manne seriously suggest 

that it was not a significant error for 

ASIO to have Combe saying that if 

he got the Moscow ambassadorship 

he would have his hands on the 

"files" when he said nothing of the 

sort. Newspapers make mistakes but 

I have never seen any metropolitan 

daily in Australia with so many 

mistakes per paragraph. This was 

our one glimpse inside ASIO and it 

was frightening. 

The Bob Hogg incident also dem

onstrates ASIO's dangerous incom

petence. ASIO reported to the Prime 

Minister that one of his staff M r 

Hogg, had had breakfast with M r 

Combe. In fact M r Hogg had been 

nowhere near the Lakeside where the 

breakfast took place. If this mistake 

had been made by someone merely 

gossiping it would have been of no 

significance. But ASIO is a body 

charged with watching, listening and 
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reporting on people in secret, giving 

individuals no opportunity to correct 

inaccuracies. W e discover from his 

incident that ASIO was willing to 

report as fact, to the Prime Minister 

no less, an incident which had 

potentially damaging consequences 

for M r Hogg without even having 

bothered to attempt to observe the 

incident. 

A number of other errors made by 

ASIO were to M r Combe's disad

vantage. They helped to build up the 

unfavourable picture which was pre

sented to the National and Interna

tional Security Committee. I do not 

have the time to examine every 

slanted or out of context statement in 

M r Manne's story. But allow me the 

space to comment on one. He says 

"Malone argued against the view" 

of the K G B as "an all pervasive 

sinister body". What the article I 

wrote actually said was that material 

presented by M r Combe's Q C , M r 

Barker challenged the view of the 

K G B as an all pervasive sinister 

body. The article went on to say that 

some ofthe KGB's activities included 

legitimately collecting information 

and it followed that if M r Ivanov had 

developed a relationship with M r 

Combe the explanation might be that 

he simply wanted to collect informa

tion legitimately. 

Surely our diplomats collect 

valuable information legitimately 

and can anyone doubt that the 

Soviets use published and non confi

dential material to help build up their 

understanding of the Australian 

political and trading environment? 

W h e n I think back to my coverage 

of the Royal Commission there are a 

number of areas which come to mind 

where I could have done a better job. 

But M r Manne's article has not 

helped enlighten me in this regard. 

PAUL MALONE, 
Lyneham, ACT. 

"The Banality of Evil" 

Sir, 

Defamation suits are not my style, 

despite the viciousness of Frank 

Knopfelmacher's attack on m y novel 

Serpent's Tooth in the November 1984 

issue of Quadrant. Nor will I descend 

to the level of debate he revels in, but 

leave it to the good sense and honesty 

of your readers to compare his 

grotesque parody with the original 

and draw their own conclusions. In 

the interests of historical accuracy, 

however, I should like to correct 

some of his more outlandish factual 

distortions. 

1. Neither the Communist Party nor 

any external source provided the 

"necessary wherewithal" for m y 

trip to Moscow in 1962. As I 

make perfectly clear in the text 

(pp 217 and 254), I paid my own 

way there — and out again — 

from personal savings. 

2. M y parents did not make a "joint 

appearance" before the Petrov 

Commission. The most super

ficial reading of the text would 

show that only m y father was 

subpoenaed to give evidence. 

3. M y father was not "paraded" 
before the Commission as "a 

public enemy ofthe realm". The 

pretext for his being called was to 

establish if he was the same 

person referred to as "Bruce 

Milis" (sic) in a document said to 

have been brought by Petrov from 

the Soviet Embassy. 

4. M y mother did not feel obliged by 

her wedding vows to "obey" and 

support my father during his 

appearance before the Com

mission. She needed no such 

prompting for her native sense of 
decency to be thoroughly out

raged by the treatment he was 

accorded. 

5. M y ex-wife emphatically did not 

"use" me to "jump on various 

bandwagons" and obtain 
"vaguely unspecified propaganda 

jobs" in eastern Europe. It was I 

who persuaded her to go there, 

and like me she paid her own way, 

while the details of her jobs — 
firstly as an assistant-editor of the 

IUS magazine World Student News, 

then as announcer on the 

government Voice of African 

service of Radio Moscow (later 

still on the radio in Nairobi Kenya 

— are clearly spelt out in the 

book). 

6. Similarly, she did not "invade" 

m y parents' privacy or abuse their 

hospitality in any way whatso

ever. Again, as I make abundantly 

clear in the book (pp 397-8 and 

412-3), it was I who persuaded 

her against her better judgment to 

accept a situation which was not 

of her own making and was 

doomed to failure from the outset. 

Many young wives will be 

familiar with the disastrous 

consequences of living with their 

parents-in-law, even with the 

greatest goodwill on both sides. 

Knopfelmacher's gratuitous tra-

ducement of m y ex-wife, who is quite 

unknown to him and has done him 

no harm, is perhaps the most 

disgraceful aspect of his piece. I have 

no wish here to go into personal 

details, but the picture I paint of her 

and the nature of our relationship — 

which is all that Knopfelmacher has 

to go by — bears no resemblance to 

the cruel caricature he presents. W h y 

anyone would seek to pillory an 

innocent person in such a fashion is 

beyond m y comprehension, but to 

extend the jibes and sneers 

indiscriminately to her mother and 

late father is beneath contempt. 

Finally, I will thank Knopfel

macher to keep his hands off my 

parents' memories, which surely 

respect for the elementary precepts of 

human decency should have pre

cluded him from sullying, 

irrespective of his political 

prejudices. M y father is not here to 

defend himself against the calumnies 

heaped upon him, but there are 
enough people still living who 

remember and admire him for his 

manifest kindness, generosity, 

humanity and moral integrity, and 

above all for his lifelong commitment 

to trying to make the world a better 

place fit for human beings to live in. 

R O G E R MILLISS 
Potts Point, NSW. 

Sir, 

Having long been an admirer of 

Frank Knopfelmacher, I am disap

pointed at the peevish waspishness 

with which he tries to destroy the 

characters of Roger Milliss and his 

former wife in his review in the 

November issue of Quadrant of 

Serpent's Tooth, Roger Milliss's 

autobiography, and the breathtaking 

comparison of Milliss with Adolf 
Eichmann. 

6 Quadrant, January-February 1985 



Surely the point about Roger 
Milliss is that he was the compleat 
petty bourgeois masquerading (even 
to himself) as a Stalinist, and his 
memoirs have the merit of explaining 

how one could have fallen into that 
trap in the early fifties in Australia 

and remain stuck there. 

That Roger Milliss had the cour

age to expose the workings of his 

loyalties with such utter honesty to 

the prurient or finger-wagging gaze 

of his readers is surely commendable. 

To evoke the villainy of Adolf 
Eichmann and to sledge-hammer the 

point home by heading it "The 

Banality of Evil" is sheer over-

reaction, and will amaze anyone who 

ever knew Roger. I found the book 

enthralling, and believe it to be a 

valuable social document of an era, a 
way of life, and the acquisition of 

certain sets of ideas in that era, which 

will survive in Australian biography. 

SOPHIE CAPLAN, 
Northbridge, NSW. 

"The Usurpation of the State" 

Sir, 

In his 1984 Latham Memorial 

Lecture, "The Usurpation of the 

State" (Quadrant, November 1984), 

Roger Scruton rejects the arguments 

for "rolling back the frontiers of the 

state" with which some conservatives 

have countered the radicals' 

demands for social justice. He argues 
instead that conservatives should 

"confront directly the question of 

what the state is and what it ought to 

be". 

But any such enquiry must una
voidably lead to certain conclusions 

about what the state should and 

should not do. And any attempt to 

return to individuals responsibility 

for their own lives must involve 
substantially reducing state interven

tion in those lives. W h y does Scruton 

not accept the practical consequences 

of his own ideas? 

The reason seems to be his fear 

that less government would increase 
the power ofthe strong at the expense 

of the "weaker members of society 

who are the majority". But this is to 

accept precisely that welfarist myth

ology which he otherwise exposes so 

effectively. If the welfare state really 

did concentrate on the weak, there 
would be no problem. As it is, it is 

threatened with bankruptcy by the 
demands of the politically strong 

special interests organisations which 
should be able to look after 

themselves. 

Conservatives who reject the argu

ments for smaller government should 

recall that the modern intervention

ist, redistributive state which the 

radicals have usurped was itself 

largely the creation of post-war 

conservatism. 

MICHAEL JAMES, 
La Trobe University, 

Victoria. 

R. J. Stove 

Sir, 

I have been an interested reader of 

Quadrant for many years now and 

have been very appreciative of the 

very informative articles on topics in 

a wide range of cultural fields. Your 

selection policy is to be commended 

as most of the articles published are 

of high technical and academic 

standard, written by highly compe

tent and professional people. Even 

though some of them, frankly, are 

too long for a journal of general 

interest and some of them of ex

tremely specialised interest, nearly 

all of them are to be taken seriously. 
As too much is better than too little, 

I do not wish to be too critical. 

Sadly lacking, however, are intelli

gent articles of musicological interest: 

the amateurish opinions expressed by 

contributors in this field show just 

how far Music has fallen from her 

high place in the quadrivium to the 

trivial. Sometimes, of course, naive 

reactions can be illuminating, as for 

instance R. J. Stove's assessment of 

Stravinsky's later development in 

your April issue, but it would only be 

fair if such philistine scoldings as are 

to be read in his/her article in the 

September issue were to be balanced 

from time to time with some more 

informed articles. 

I noticed, for instance, that 

Donald Peart's decease went unre

marked in Quadrant and I venture to 

suggest that his effect on Australian 

culture may have been greater than 

that of, say, James McAuley. One 

shudders to think that if work such as 

his had not been done, our musical 

diet might still have been little more 

than the three B's and a little 

Debussy, as was the case before the 

founding ofthe Music Department at 

Sydney University. 

Music is not necessarily frivolous 

and so could care be taken to remedy 

this defect in an otherwise excellent 

journal? 

PAUL M A L O N E Y , 
South Yarra. 

"The Feminists and the 

Universities" 

Sir, 

David Stove (Quadrant, September 

and November 1984) claims that 

women have not been discriminated 

against in university appointments in 

the recent past, but that there is 

discrimination in favour of them 

now. He appears to have no evidence 
for either assertion other than gossip. 

So I would like to submit a little 
gossip from the other side. 

Stove, like many other men of m y 

acquaintance, has argued for the 

view that women are for the most 

part just not as good as men at 
"hard" academic disciplines. I recall 

one argument with him on the matter 

in which I instanced as a counter

example a student of whom we both 

thought well. "Ah, but she thinks 

like a man," was the reply. Where 

such opinions are prevalent there is 

very likely to be a presumption 
against appointing women unless 

they can show very clearly that they 

are exceptions to the rule. 

Even some of those women who 

claim never to have been under

valued because of their gender are 

mistaken. In one such case when the 

appointment process dragged on I 

asked a friend, a senior academic 

long since retired, why no appoint

ment had been made. " W e can't find 

any decent candidates," was the 

reply. "It looks as if we shall have to 

appoint that bloody woman!" 

I am not suggesting that there are 

many who are so crass as to under

value academics simply because of 

their anatomical characteristics, any 

more than they would undervalue 

black people simply bcause of the 
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colour of their skin. But they are as 

firmly against people who do not 

think and feel "like a white man", as 

the phrase which any middle-aged 

person can recall hearing has it. 

Naturally, most people are most 

careful about what they say these 

days. The tactic now is to insinuate 

that if a woman candidate is 

supported it is probably because she 

is a woman. So what is said in her 

favour is heavily discounted. I have 

seen this tactic used with devastating 

effect. M y impression, for what it's 

worth, is that sexism is as alive and 

kicking as it ever was. 

Presumably any reader of Quadrant 

is capable of seing the rejoinders that 

might be made to the other things 

that Stove says. There is, of course, 

very little that one could call 

knowledge about the issues that are 

raised by the movement for parity 

between the sexes. Ultimately only 

experiment will produce sound 

answers. In m y view it would be 

appropriate to give some degree of 

preference to women in order to find 

out what sort of changes would result 

when women no longer had to "think 

like a man". That view is very 

unlikely to triumph, granted the 

depth of present prejudice. It is even 

counter-productive to avow it. 

J O H N BURNHEIM, 
Department of General Philosophy, 

Sydney University. 

Harry Gelber replies to 

Charlotte Clutterbuck 

Sir, 

I regard Charlotte Clutterbuck's 
motives as admirable. I applaud, and 

share, her desire for peace, justice 

and the elimination of poverty. What 

I remain sceptical about is the 

possibility of sweeping solutions to 

the clusters of rather different 

problems raised in her letter 

(Quadrant, December 1984). To take 

her points in turn: 

1. It can indeed be more difficult to 

police a few weapons than many. 

If each side has one thousand 

missiles and verification proced

ures miss ten of them, it doesn't 

matter much. If each side is 

supposed to have ten missiles and 

one party succeeds in hiding ten 

more, it matters a great deal. Nor 

is it necessarily true that terrorists 

would find it more difficult to get 

hold of weapons if there were 

fewer around. A store containing 

ten weapons would have to be no 

less securely guarded than one 

containing a hundred and the 

risks of penetration by terrorists 

would be no less. In any case, it is 

unfortunately true that terrorists 

might well find it easier to make 

than to steal nuclear explosive 

devices — especially if they were 

backed by someone like Colonel 

Gaddafi of Libya. 

As for ship and aircraft collisions, 

two obvious points need to be 

made. One is that such a collision 

would not lead to an explosion of 

any nuclear weapon carried; and 

while the risks of radio active 

material finding its way into 

populated areas following such a 

collision may be greater than zero, 

it is trivial by comparison with the 

dangers of a nuclear explosion. 

N o good purpose is served by 

confusing these issues. Secondly, 

even if present nuclear stockpiles 

were halved — a move which I 

and no doubt Miss Clutterbuck 

would welcome — the remaining 

weapons would still have to be 

transported from time to time and 

the risk of collision between 

carriers would not be removed. 

2. The reports about Windscale, or 

similar events, are without 

exception inconclusive. Miss 

Clutterbuck is no more entitled to 

assert that there is a connection 

between the Windscale operation 
and the incidence of leukemia in 

some nearby areas than I would 

be to assert that there is no 

connection. The thing is simply 

unproven, and however passion

ately anyone may feel about the 

issue, will remain so until other 

possible explanations have been 

eliminated. Two other points 

deserve consideration. One is this. 

If all innovations had to prove 

themselves wholly innocuous 

under all foreseeable and unfore

seeable conditions before being 

adopted, there would be few 

innovations. W e should not have 

motor cars or aircraft (which can 

crash) or sleeping tablets (which 

people can use to commit suicide) 

or flammable materials or garden 

pesticides. It is, in fact, not 

reasonable to ask for a wholly risk-

free environment. The second 

point is that if Miss Clutterbuck 

rejects nuclear power, she must 

logically consider the alternatives. 

The current favourite is a return 

to coal. If Miss Clutterbuck pre

fers to accept the actual deaths of 

dozens of coal miners to the mere 

possibility that some people might 

contract leukemia, I beg to differ. 

The fact that a ship carrying some 

low-level nuclear materials was 

recently sunk may have been a 

media sensation but proves noth

ing at all. There is no evidence 

that the material has injured — let 

alone killed — anyone. 

It is indeed alleged that there have 

been accidental nuclear materials 

explosions in the USSR. They are 

unconfirmed, at least in the open 

literature. It is, however, true that 

there are indications that Soviet 

safeguard procedures have been 

less rigid and less effective than 

those in the West, which have 

themselves evolved from earlier 

and more unsatisfactory days. 

Miss Clutterbuck is right to chide 

me for writing as if one could 

ignore nuclear power develop

ments in the Soviet bloc. 

That some nuclear waste will 

remain dangerous for hundreds of 

years is true. It is also irrelevant. 

By now, the remaining problems 

of safeguarding nuclear waste are 

economic rather than scientific 

ones. For practical purposes, the 

problem of what to do has been 

solved; there remains only the 

question of how much it should be 

allowed to cost. M y own view — 

which I fear Miss Clutterbuck 

may not share — is that Australia 

would be wise to offer to store 

nuclear wastes for others in 

geologically stable areas of our 

distant and unpopulated interior. 

It would be a real contribution to 

international and especially 

regional stability and a way of 

helping our friends. In any case, 

within fifty years someone is sure 
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to have discovered a way of using 
the stuff, which will make it a 

valuable resource. 

3. Miss Clutterbuck is technically 

correct to say that no one can tell 
whether it is nuclear weapons 

which have played the major role 
in preventing wars between great 

powers in recent decades. Since 

such wars have, very fortunately, 

not happened it is in the nature of 

things impossible to prove why 

they did not. However, the over

whelming majority of the people 

who have studied the history of 

the Cold War have concluded that 

the presence of nuclear weapons, 

and their deterrent influence, did 

make an important contribution 

to the avoidance of war. It is also 

true that their presence has not 

abolished war and that lots of 

smaller wars have indeed 

occurred. Nevertheless, I regard 
the avoidance of World War III to 

date as a very great blessing and 

would strenuously oppose any 

measure which might make its 

avoidance in future more difficult. 

4. If Miss Clutterbuck is right that 

the peace marchers want "our 

Governments to make greater 

efforts for peace than they would 

without our urging" they are 

surely doing a grave injustice to 
the many dedicated officials who 

spend their professional lives 

trying to manage foreign and 

defence affairs so as to avoid 

conflict and dispute with other 
countries. If Miss Clutterbuck has 

any evidence to suggest that 

Governments do not try to secure 

peace or do not work to achieve it; 

that they need demonstrations in 

the streets to concentrate their 

minds on that elementary duty, 

one would like to know what the 

evidence is. 

The idea that "the people" 

always want peace and base their 

political aims and actions on 

common needs and feelings is an 

ancient and beguiling illusion, as 

is the assumption that the business 

of securing peace is somehow easy 

and simple, or would be if Gov

ernments did not get in the way. 

The trouble — whether Miss 

Clutterbuck believes it or not — is 

that some crowds do bay for blood 

and other people do not share our 
views about the way to do things 

or the virtues of compromise. W e 

in Australia have real and not just 

imagined differences of opinion 

with Indonesia not just about East 

Timor but about the propriety of 

the way in which we fuss about it. 

W e have equally serious differ

ences of opinion with Vietnam 

about Cambodia and with other 

nations about other issues. It is 

idle to pretend that these things do 
not matter. 

Those Israelis who believe their 

national security is closely bound 
up with the position in Southern 

Lebanon, or those Iraqis who face 

human wave attacks from fanati

cal Iranian teenagers eager for 

paradise, or even those Austra

lians who dislike the idea of Soviet 

bombers based in Vietnam within 

range of Australian cities will not 
be reassured by the fact that Miss 

Clutterbuck has spoken to some 
friendly Bulgarians. 

It is also true that in many wars 

soldiers from both sides have 

fraternised during lulls in the 

fighting. It is, I suggest, much 
more significant that in both 

World Wars, in Korea, in Viet

nam and elsewhere all appeals to 

brotherhood or proletarian inter

nationalism, or resistance to 

fascism, or common Korean or 

Vietnamese national heritage, fell 

on deaf ears. The realities, which 

people were willing to die for, 

remained loyalty to their own 

Governments and systems, unit 

cohesion, discipline. O n all sides. 

That may, of course, be a great 

pity. But facts are facts whether 

we like them or not. 

Miss Clutterbuck ignores, I fear, 

one other important considera

tion. To the extent that the peace 

marchers succeed in this country, 

they will affect that activities ofthe 

Australian Government, not the 

Governments of the U S or the 

USSR. Peace marchers in West 

Germany will affect the West Ger
man Government, and so on. But 

if Western policies are influenced, 

is there any evidence to suppose 

that the Russians would be 

affected by anything that Western 

peace marchers could do? Is there 

any evidence that the Soviets 

would fail to take advantage of 

any Western weaknesses or any

thing they might perceive as 

weakness? Miss Clutterbuck may 
think the Russians are bound to 

"respond" favourably. But they 

have not done so in the past; and 

what if Miss Clutterbuck's hopes 
for a different future turn out to be 

wrong? 

5. Finally, Miss Clutterbuck does me 
an injustice to suppose that I 

equate keeping the peace with 

maintaining the status quo. The 

issue is not the status quo but the 

ways in which it might be 

changed. Not all ways of changing 

it are equally attractive, not all are 

free of great danger and not every 

new pattern of international 

relationships is or ought to be 

acceptable. If things are to be 

changed, one would have thought 

it of some importance that they 

not be changed for the worse. 

Miss Clutterbuck says that she 

wishes to establish justice, to 

relieve people from starvation, 

illiteracy and sickness. She also 

wants to use funds substracted 

from arms spending to achieve all 

that. The trouble is that the 
nature of justice, the question how 

it can be secured and maintained, 

has been one of often bitter 

dispute throughout recorded 

history. If Miss Clutterbuck 

means to imply that these 

questions have somehow been 

resolved in our generation, that 

dissent from that resolution is self-

evidently unreasonable and that 

simple or easy ways have been 

discovered for putting that resolu

tion into effect, I very much fear 

she is just wrong. That she wishes 

to strive for justice is of course 

admirable. But she will undoubt

edly find that other people, just as 

dedicated, earnest and sincere as 

she, disagree fundamentally with 

her about what ought to be done. 

She is right to deplore the fact that 

some people go hungry, are illiter

ate or ill. But to say that is neither 

to define the problems nor to 

suggest real solutions. Though the 
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issue of hunger seems plain 

enough, there is in fact no agree

ment as to what constitutes pover

ty in a world where standards and 

needs vary so widely. An income 

below some accepted "poverty 

line" in Australia might be 

undreamed-off riches in Ethiopia 

or Mali. In any case, even if we 

assume that the problem has been 

defined, there remains the 

question of what is to be done by 

whom and at what cost to what 

donor or tax-payer or country. 

Good people have sought, and 

failed to find, satisfactory answers 

to those questions. 

By implication Miss Clutterbuck 

raises the question whether the 

important questions of the day can 

safely and properly be left to 
Governments and public bureaucra

cies. She is right to do so. The 

Corporate State is not benign, 

bureaucratic dirigism is unlikely to be 

consistent with individual liberty, and 
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great organisations, however 

beneficient their rhetoric and 

sometimes intentions, invariably 

prefer the welfare of the organisation 

and its elite to wider purposes or the 

general public interest. These 

principles apply quite as much to 

public services as to private 

institutions. Indeed, the most worri

some developments in Australia in 

recent years are without exception in 

the public sector and range from the 

steady expansion of its share of the 

G N P , or the way in which M r Hawke 

has tried to institutionalise the 

corporate state of big Government, big 

Unions and Big Business to the 

horrendous precedent ofthe introduc

tion of retrospective legislation. 

But in foreign relations and 

security matters Miss Clutterbuck 

will find it particularly hard to 

persuade or circumvent Govern

ments. If Australians are to be taxed 

to provide more resources for relief in 

other parts of the world, how could 

this be done if not through Parlia

ment and by Governmental decision 

following public service advice? 

In any case, if funds were to be 

raised by taking money away from 
defence, would the citizenry really 

thank the Government for diminish

ing the assurances of security? If the 

money came by way of higher taxa

tion, should people or would they 

prefef the relief of poverty, say in 

Africa, to more spending on 

hospitals, roads and schools at home? 

Miss Clutterbuck is very welcome 

to try to change the world. Goodness 

knows, much of it needs to be 

changed. But if she tries, she will find 

it hard to avoid the difficult realities 

of Governments, nation states, 

national security requirements and 

even the implications of the old 

Roman maxim: "si vis pacem, para 

bellum" ("if you seek peace, prepare 

for war"). 
H A R R Y GELBER, 

University of Tasmania. 
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A.D. Hope 

Botany Bay or The Rights of 
Women 
Illustrated by Sprod 

r^TILL highly as I respect marriage, as the foundation of almost every social virtue, I cannot avoid feeling the 

^^most lively compassion for those unfortunate females who are broken off from society, and by one error torn from 

KJall those affections and relationships that improve the heart and mind. It does not frequently even deserve the name 

of error; for many innocent girls become the dupes of a sincere, affectionate heart, and still more are, as it may 

emphatically be termed, ruined before they know the difference between virtue and vice, and thus prepared by their 
education for infamy, they become infamous. 

A woman who has lost her honour imagines that she cannot fall lower, and as for recovering her former station, it 

is impossible; no exertion can wash this stain away. Losing her every spur, and having no other means of support, 

prostitution becomes her only refuge and the character is quickly depraved in circumstances over which the poor wretch 

has little power, unless she possesses an uncommon portion of sense and loftiness of spirit. 

[Mary Wollstonecraft, A Vindication of the Rights of Woman.] 

I 

The Age is ended and the Reason too, 

To which these various narratives were due, 

Yet for some few decades there lingered on 

An afterglow, although its sun had gone, 

In the young Colony of New South Wales. 

Look southward, Angel, prompter of these tales 

And, in the cradle of m y homeland, let 
The final history of all be set! 

There I was born to live and trust to die 

And, since there is no prouder boast that I 

Can offer for the country of m y birth 

Than that she was the first of lands on earth 

To have decreed and given women the vote 
And freed the long disfranchised petticoat — 

Or rather the first step to make her free 

By giving her voice in the democracy — 

A first step, for the battle still goes on — 

M y tale is of her earliest skirmish won 

Here in the settlement of Botany Bay, 

Impossible in the England of that day 

Against the masculine, unthinking brute. 

II 

Elizabeth Chamberlain, a prostitute 

(As would have been the judgement on her then, 

W h e n sexual freedom was accorded men 

Botany Bay or The Rights of Women will appear in A.D. Hope's The Age 
of Reason, a collection to be published by the Melbourne University Press 

in 1985. 
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But, by the savage customs of the time. 

To be seduced was treated as a crime) 

A girl of some intelligence and charm, 

Breeding and sense, brought up upon a farm, 

In adolescence she had formed a plan 

To have her own career like any man. 

Well-educated, full of enterprise, 

She left her parents' home and family ties 

To make her own way. Soon she found a place 

As governess, almost the only case 

In which genteel young women of her class 

Could find employment, as indeed it was 

Earlier with Mary Wollstonecraft and then 

With the three Bronte sisters once again. 

But, unlike them, Elizabeth fell in love 

With a young gentleman, frequenter of 

The mansion where she worked, quite well-to-do, 

Pleasant and handsome and persuasive too. 

He offered marriage, solicited her to run 

Away with him to London, where undone, 

Seduced and then abandoned, her one skill 

Denied her, with her needle she could still 

Find casual employment, just enough 

Working long hours to stave starvation off 

And pay rent of an ill-furnished room. 

But dressmakers and milliners with whom 

She worked, she found, were all so badly paid 

That prostitution was their second trade, 

And often her work-mates urged her to the same. 

Still she held back, restrained by fear and shame 



To find herself at last upon the street. 

But in the long run, when she faced defeat 

And at the lowest ebb, she met with Jem. 

Her sempstress friends invited her with them 

To a small evening party. He was there, 

A large, rough-spoken man, but with an air 

Of quiet confidence and easiness 

In all his ways. He smiled and called her Bess. 

They met again next day, liked what they saw 

And liking grew to love. Almost before 

They realised this, she went to live with him 

And washed and ironed and kept his house in trim. 

But what his living was, she could not guess 

And when she asked, he answered, "Night-work, Bess, 

Well, mostly night-shift, sometimes of a day, 

A sort of overseer you might say 
Down by the docks in a big factory there." 

But would not tell her more. She did not care, 

Though doubting his evasions from the first. 

Nothing else mattered; she'd survived the worst, 

The fate most "fallen women" had to meet, 

That last descent to "being on the street". 

So life went on for them an even pace; 

Comfort and safety, as is often the case, 

Dulled fears Bess could not help but entertain 

Jem's absences at night, and then again 

His hanging round the house for days on end 

It made no sense Sometimes he brought a friend 

And would sit drinking with him while they planned, 

In jargon which she did not understand, 

— Jem railed it the flash language but which she 

Felt in her bom in lived conspiracy 
And sometimes — at long intervals indeed — 

Sitting late reading, for she loved to read, 
She would hear him, long before he reached the house 

After an afternoon's prolonged carouse 

Coming home quarreling drunk and violent too, 

And more than once he beat her black and blue. 

Next day in deep remorse to make amends 

He'd foreswear what he called his lush-ken friends. 

Although she loved him and although she knew 

That when he swore he loved her, it was true, 

And though she knew that wife-beating would pass 

Scarce noticed among people of his class, 

Yet being a woman of spirit and active will 

The indignity she suffered rankled still 

And, firmly in her heart of hearts she swore 

That she would leave him if he beat her more, 

Considerations that caused her more distress 

Than all her doubts about his business. 

One thing was clear: his business prospered so 

That when she mentioned not having enough to do 

He set her up in business on her own 

As dressmaker and milliner in the town, 
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Where her initiative and common sense 

Soon brought them in a modest competence, 

And within a twelve-month something more, 

A thriving shop that added to their store. 

Ill 
I have based Elizabeth's story, more or less, 
O n that great study of misery and distress 

Observed by Henry Mayhew (Volume Four), 

His London Labour and the London Poor; 

And I now turn to Jem's career, of course 

M y information's based on the same source. 

Elizabeth's suspicions, 1 am afraid, 

Were justified: house-breaking was his trade; 

Jem was a most successful burglar, but. 

In character above the common cut 

A country lad from a north country spot 

Apprenticed to a locksmith, he was not 

Innocent of opportunities in his trade. 

He served his time with credit and then made 

His way to London, where he soon became 

Expert in what flash language called The Game, 

And, though he prospered at it, did not show 

The usual easy-come-and-easy-go, 

But planned his enterprises far ahead 

And "fly as young Jem Hawkins ' people said 

Unlike most cracksmen to whom all is grist 

That finds their mill, he was a specialist, 
And, having planned a foray without haste, 

Took only such goods as could not be traced, 

'Dinged' jewels and silver, as they say in flash 

And concentrated all his plans on cash. 

Within a year or so he had amassed 

A tidy sum, but was 'bowled out' at last. 

It was bad luck: though not upon a 'job', 
He was taken up, charged with intent to rob, 

'Having the tools on him' as the phrase went, 

Which being proof sufficient of his intent, 

The crime, as every body knew, entails 

Seven years transportation to New South Wales. 

Jem, lodged in Newgate, was not much dismayed, 

Having all the privileges for which one paid, 

Since those who could afford it at that time, 

If they had money, regardless oi their crime, 

Could hire and furnish them a private room, 

Have meals brought in, invite their friends to come 

O n visits and dine and even stay the night. 

And affluent Jem assumed them as his right. 

And there, by ready money's artful aid 

Elizabeth joined him. But she was dismayed-

Her life once more in ruins and, her chief 

Concern, her Jem, a liar and a thief. 

But Jem, though he was penitent and kind, 

Firmly forbade all talk till they had dined. 

They ate in silence and, their supper done, 

Jem told her all from the beginning on, 

From the first time he ever picked a lock 

U p to the hour when, standing in the dock, 

He heard his seven year sentence. She in tears 

Broke out, " H o w can I bear it, Jem? Seven years, 

Parted from one another, my dear! H o w can. . . 

H o w could you?. . . W h y did you not tell me, man, 

About yourself, about the way you made 

Your living?" "What?," he broke in, "What, my trade? 

For I'm a craftsman, though outside the law 

And proud of it — but tell you that before? 

Nay, it was for your sake that I kept m u m , 

Or you'd be pulled as m y accomplice, chum." 

"Jem, that's just what I long for, don't you see, 

We'd stay together! Is it too late for me 

To break a law and be transported too?" 

"Bess, love, there's summat better you can do. 

Listen to this, I've nobbed it for a plan 

Will save us; an old pal, a 'family man' 

Was lagged and now come back from Botany Bay 

Told me the trick. The settlers there, they say 

As can't get labour, has convict help assigned. 

Some wives gets their own man; its easy, mind, 

I'll wait here in the hulks, say, half-a-year 

Before they finds me transport, never fear! 

While you take ship at once to Sydney Cove 

And there set up another shop, m y love, 

Just like the one you're in. Sell that and buy 

The stock for your new crib. The meantime I 

Will tell 'ee how to rise my plant, and what 

To do then: it's in twig, be sure of that. 

What do you say, lass? An't it a prime lurk" 

"Yes, yes, my dearest Jem, but will it work?" 

"I 11 pound it to be so, it's worked before, 
Only if you will promise one thing more." 

She promised to do anything he wished. 

"Right, lass, before you leave, we must be swished." 

"Jem, I knew what you meant about the cash. 

But times I lose you, when you speak in Flash. 

What does it mean?" "It means we must be wed. 

Now I'm a convict, I've no rights," he said, 

"But there are things the law cannot undo, 

If you be bound to me and I to you." 

She smiled and caught his drift. " M y cautions dear, 

Just as you wish, but you have naught to fear. 

All standing for a convict is unsure 

But, as a husband you should be secure, 

For all I own will then belong to you 

As the law stands. In ways you own me too. 

Jem, whether, I am your mistress or your wife, 

I trust my heart to you, my goods, my life; 

And it is fair, even though we are friends, 

That each holds ties on which the other depends. 

But there's one thing on which I shall insist: 

— And we must go our ways, if you resist — 
I marry only on this condition made, 

That you give up forever your so-called trade, 

Both after and before you serve your time, 

For I will have no partnership in crime." 

"Bess, love, you may depend on me for that; 

I'll not be lagged a second time, that's flat!" 

"Why then, I'll marry you with all my heart, 

But how arrange it, seeing we soon must part? 

And once convicted, they won't give you bail; 

H o w can we marry with you here in jail?" 
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"Nay, never fash yoursen, while I've the beans 

Even in Newgate there are ways and means. 

There's a jail-parson here will do the trick, 

His palm greased, he will wed us in the nick. 

IV 

So Jem and Bess were married and, next day, 

She left him, eager to prepare the way. 

First to the safe place where Jem's cash was hid, 

She put it in the bank as she was bid; 

But since she knew its source, Jem's stolen pelf 

She would not touch a penny for herself; 

Next, found a deputy to run her shop 

And act as London agent and back-stop 

For goods and needful furnishings to equip 

Her new establishments. Then, for the ship, 

Packed in five sea-chests, a well-chosen load 

Of gowns and millinery in the latest mode 

To see her business launched in Sydney Town. 

Having made these disposals, she sat down 

And scanned the newspapers from day to day 

Until a brief advertisement came her way: 

"Officer's wife, returning New South Wales, 

Requires ship-board companion. Vessel sails 

A fortnight hence. Fare paid. Expenses found," 

Elizabeth dressed with care, at once went round 

In a hired cabriolet to the address 

And met with an unqualified success. 

The woman, when she had welcomed her ordered tea 

And, told her purposes for going to sea, 

Exclaimed, "You seem an answer to m y prayer. 

M y dear, I have been almost in despair, 

Advertised several times, had no replies, 

— Perhaps that should occasion no surprise: 

A lonely convict settlement, after all, 

At the world's end — what likelier to appal 

A gentlewoman travelling on her own? 

As for my voyage to England, had I known 

The vulgar person I was forced to share 

M y cabin with for all those months — but there, 

I had no choice at all. Well you have sprung 

At heaven's behest, so charming, fresh and young, 

I'm sure that we shall get on famously. 

Miss Chamberlain, may I offer you more tea? 

You have not travelled before? I must explain, 

It's a long trip; we have to entertain 

Each other — tell me, do you like to read?" 

"Yes," said Elizabeth, "I do indeed. 

It is my favourite pastime; pray, do you?" 

" H o w pleasing! I have books enough for two 

And, since you are a sempstress, as you tell, 

Apart from books, we may talk clothes as well J" 

They parted from each other, already friends. 

Elizabeth tidied up her odds and ends, 

Sent her stock to an earlier ship, wrote Jem 

Her new arrangements and, defending them, 

Explained it was the best she could afford 

With her own means. Next day she went aboard. 

The voyage was speedy once they passed the Cape 

And both of the young women were in good shape 
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And in high spirits; they read, they talked, they sang 

And peals of laughter from their cabin rang 

And, as their friendship grew, Elizabeth 

Felt her heart lightened of that dread beneath 

Which it had laboured constantly for years. 

But the society of her former peers 

And their acceptance was what cheered her most. 

Her sense of being 'a fallen woman' once lost, 

She made determined plans to rise again 

And once, discussing the tyranny of men 

Over their sex with Laura, her new friend, 

Laura remarked, "I have a mind to lend 

One of my books upon that theme, which I 

Found quite compelling; would you care to try?" 

Elizabeth read the classic trumpet blast 

By Mary Wollstonecraft and found at last 

Her burgeoning ideas fall into place. 

And expressly applied to her own case 

The passage placed as preface to this tale. 

She had not mentioned Jem in Newgate jail, 

But told her friend, " M y husband plans to come 

When he has settled his affairs at home 

In our joint business enterprise. M y part 

Has been to go before and make a start." 

And Laura proved, accepting these small lies, 

A mine of information and advice. 

So with her help, when they at last made land, 

Elizabeth soon found, as she had planned, 

A shop in Pitts R o w with two rooms behind, 

A high, stout fence, a garden plot, a kind 

Of storeroom, workship, tool and potting-shed 

Where Jem, when he arrived could make his bed. 

Next, in the Government Gazette she made 

A brief announcement and her goods displayed. 

Since all the other shops in town, she found, 

Were 'general stores', and Laura spread around 

News of materials, costumes and designs 

In a new dress-shop run on London lines, 

Her opening day was an immense success, 

And she, so charming found that she, no less, 

Was welcomed. In this small society 

All were received, provided they were free. 

She settled down to wait and, as her store 

Was fast bought up, wrote back to home for more. 

V 

Jem's fortunes on his voyage did not compare 

With his Elizabeth's. He could not bear 

Confinement or her absence. Then he fell 

111 with jail-fever, while still in prison, as well. 

Taken raving to the prison hospital, 

For days on end there seemed no hope at all; 

But, young and strong, he rallied in the end 

Until they judged him fit enough to send 

Down to the floating hulks. He waited there, 

Six mortal months of vermin and foul air, 

For transportation to this continent. 

The voyage was dreadful. Most of it was spent 

Between decks and in double irons because 

He cursed an officer and threatened force. 



It was no wonder then, though he survived, 

Jem was in wretched state when he arrived. 

VI 

Jem had contrived, while at the hulks to send 
Intelligence to Elizabeth, by a friend, 

Naming the ship to which he was consigned. 

So when it came, she closed her shop to find 

Herself a handyman to do her chores 

And fetch and carry for her out-of-doors. 

And down the hill she tripped alert and gay 

To where her love was anchored in the bay. 

With beating heart she watched the deck and saw 

The convicts mustered there and rowed ashore, 
But, on the wharf, could scarce believe her eyes; 

Jem, she admitted, looked a sorry prize, 

Gaunt from a voyage of nine months on the way, 

Most of it spent in irons or the sick bay. 

To this add the debilitating brew 

Of loathsome smiggins and of foul burgoo. 

She bid for him and soon obtained her price 
And, the indenture signed, she bade him rise 

And follow her, his irons being struck off. 

And Jem obeyed her with ill-grace enough: 

A woman giving orders to a man! 

So with a rough grunt their new life began. 

As with her convict husband new-assigned 

She walked ahead, Jem followed on behind. 

Hating her elegance, nursing his wrath, 

He lurched along the Tank Stream's dusty path. 

But when they reached the shop and stepped inside, 

Her stiffness melted and his anger died; 

And in each other's arms awhile they stood 

Each conscious of the other's throbbing blood. 
The weary months, the barren seas between 

N o w seemed at last as though they'd never been. 

But when he clutched her fiercelier she said, 

"No, darling Jem, before we go to bed, 

And that I wish as heartily as you, 

One thing you positively have to do, 

Is have a long, hot bath. M y dear, you smell! 

And I've a meal prepared for you as well, 

When you are clean. Here, take these buckets to 

The Tank Stream dams we passed awhile ago, 

And draw yourself a bath. The fire is set 

And here's the tub. Go on now, while I get 

Out the fresh clothes I have for you to wear 

And dinner going. After that ship-board fare, 
Salt junk and mouldy biscuit you will think 

It quite a feast. I've saved for you to drink 

A bottle of prime claret, given me 

In payment for some haberdashery. 

— Here we live much by barter, did you know? — 

Dear Jem, how I run on! But you must go; 
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G o now or else you'll have me talk all day. 

But, Lord, m y dear, there is so much to say!" 

She pushed him out the door and on its lock 

She hung a notice: 'Closed for Taking Stock.' 

Jem bathed and shaved and in a new suit dressed, 

They sat down radiant to their little feast. 

A roast duck with potatoes and green peas, 

Cabbage from Kissing Point and strawberries 

Served afterwards with cream and then mince pies. 

They gave their tongues no rest nor yet their eyes. 

But long before even the half was said 

They left the board and took themselves to bed. 

VII 
Husband and wife, as their new life began, 

Found reason to applaud their artful plan. 

The business prospered and their garden throve; 

They had each other and were deep in love. 

Jem fetched and carried goods from ships in port, 

Delivered orders and, for things they bought, 

If customers paid in kind with wheat or wood 

He bargained with the surplus for their food 

So well that soon he added to their store. 

Elizabeth in favour as before, 

So kept their secret with her grace and youth 

That none of her acquaintance guessed the truth. 

Having taken a male servant, it is true, 

There was some gossip and, with this in view, 

Jem, banished to the hut at the back fence, 

Felt some resentment; but he had the sense 

To keep the strict rule this society 

Set between the convicted and the free. 

So he wore convict dress and stood aside 

To let a soldier pass and even tried 
Though with ill-grace enough, when Bess bespoke 

To parties, bade him follow with her cloak, 

While she within played cards or danced, to wait 

With other convict servants at the gate, 

Or, at whatever hour she bade him come, 

With his horn-lantern fetch her safely home. 

Jem, though an honest burglar as we saw, 

Like other heroes nursed a fatal flaw 

And that was drink, and drink in turn gave vent 

To fits of rage that made him violent. 

And, though his love restrained him at he first 

He had amassed a mighty twelve-month thirst 

While waiting in the hulks and then at sea, 

And Sydney Cove, so short of currency, 

Used grog for money and drank it out of hand. 

Though, by decree, for convicts it was banned, 

In practice they contrived to have their way 

And soldiers, to augment their meagre pay, 

Would buy it from the ships and not ask why, 
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But sell to anyone with cash to buy. 

Jem who had leisure time and cash to spare, 

Soon after landing, fell into this snare. 

He formed a habit, when his work was through, 

To meet a friend and take a dram or two 

And, though he managed to keep himself in hand, 

About a twelve-month after making land, 

One evening in a tavern drinking late 

He came home in the black and drunken state 

Which she remembered and recalled with dread. 

She had long given him up and gone to bed 

When she heard maudlin singing in the street, 

Next at the back gate, oaths and stumbling feet. 

She left her bed and stood in her night-gown; 

"Jem," she called out, "Jem darling quieten down! 

For if the neighbors hear you swear and sing, 

So late here, it will ruin everything." 

They met in their small parlour at the back; 

Her candle showed an ugly mood and black 

And, when she went to him, he threw a rough 

Punch at her face: "You blowen, I've had enough! 

Don't come the bloody lady over me! 

I'll lush red tape if I'm so minded, see! 

I'm sick of taking orders. Hold you jaw, 

Or by the living God, you'll get what for." 

She looked at him awhile: " O Jem," she said, 

I've had enough too dear; best get to bed." 

She went back to her room and locked the door. 

Jem kicked and battered, bellowed raged and swore 

Come the next morning, he would baste the bitch 

And kick her out of doors without a stitch. 

Next morning she closed shop, the reason why 

Was plain to see: he'd given her a black eye 

But Jem was cheerful, came in with a shout: 

" O , what a lovely shiner!," he burst out. 
She answered quietly, not to put him down, 

"Jem, I've an errand for you in the town." 

"What errand's that, Bess?". She did not reply, 

But, breakfast over, with a steadfast sigh, 

She went to a small escritoire and wrote, 

Folded and sealed and handed him the note. 

"Please take this to the Magistrate," She said, 
"Then come back here; you'll need to go to bed." 

"Nay, Bess, lass, tell me what's this all about?" 

He grumbled, but she answered, "You'll find out." 

"You'd better tell now. I've a right to know. 

If it's about last night, then I don't go!" 

He took a step towards her, fist raised high, 

Suspicion and defiance in his eye. 

She stood and saw unmoved his threatening hand. 

" M y love, some things you have to understand. 

But you are right, you have a right to know 

And to decide if you accept or no. 

Sit down, Jem! There's a lot I must explain 

Ere we two can live happily again. 

There are things we must decide today to do 

And others on which, maybe, your life hangs too. 

The first of these is — let us get this clear — 

What passed in London, Jem, will not do here. 

There once or twice you beat me, I admit, 

And even there I hated you for it, 

But, since I knew you loved me, I would think 

It was not you who beat me but the drink. 

I was your fancy woman. In this new life, 

I am no more your doxy but your wife 

W h o loves you as an equal, if you learn 

To treat her as an equal in return; 

Something I knew but could not say before 

When I was little better than your whore. 

A book I read, Jem, on the voyage out, 

Showed me my dream could now be brought about; 

And I resolved, upon those heaving decks, 

To end the ancient feud of sex with sex. 

You're a good man, m y love, and staunch and true; 

What life I have, I wish to spend with you" 

Jem, who had glowered through her opening speech, 

Patted her hand which lay within his reach 

And muttered, "Don't take on, Bess, that's alright! 

I'm truly sorry, lass, for yesternight." 

"You're truly sorry, my dear, I know, but then 

Can you warrant me it will not happen again? 

You can't, I know, but you're a proper man. 

I am a woman and I think I can. 

Jem, there's one way, my love, and only one 

To save ourselves now — and in the long run: 

You are my husband; that must not come out 

Or you'll be taken from me, there's no doubt. 

But, in the eyes of this community, 

You are a convict and employed by me. 

Last nights' to-do, before the sun goes down, 

Depend on it, will be all round the town. 

I have no choice but to report you, Jem, 

And you'll be punished — but that's up to them — 

You must accept, too, what the courts direct; 

Six lashes is the least you can expect. 

This note reports you merely brawling drunk. 

If I report the blow, we'd both be sunk. 

You'd be assigned the chain-gang at the least 

Flogged to a pulp, your seven year term increased 

Perhaps to life. It could be worse, I fear. 

You know, we have no trial by jury here; 

Bashing one's master's a most serious crime 

And frequent. Should the court decide the time 

Has come for worse deterrents than the cat, 

Jem, you could hang: it must not come to that! 

And there's another thing: If I keep still 

And don't report you, there are those who will. 

The neighbours do not love us, I'm afraid, 

And three of them are rivals in the trade. 

They would be pleased — informers here are rife — 

If it were shown that we are man and wife. 

You're a convicted felon, as for me, 

For the first time in all my life, I'm free 

And mean to stay so and, when you are too, 

Make a new life together, just we two 

In equal partnership, in equal trust. 

Will you not make the effort? — Jem, you must! 

Will you not venture with so much at stake? 

I say no more. The choice is yours to make." 

They sat together in silence for a while 
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Until Jem chuckled and answered with a smile, 

"Reckon I've earned it then; alright, I'll go. 

Bess, you're a rare one: got me trussed, I know." 

So Jem took his six lashes and a stern 

Warning that if he ever should return 

With fresh complaints he could expert to draw 

Upon him the full penalty of the law. 

He trudged back to the shop. Little was said. 

Elizabeth dressed his weals, put him to bed 

And, giving a head-cold as the reason why, 

She closed shop on account of the black eye, 

And nursed and gentled him for a full week. 

And yet, for all her care, Jem would not speak, 

But seemed withdrawn into himself and grim. 

She had no means to tell what troubled him, 

Whether it was his pride or else his heart 

Or being over-reached had made him smart, 

Or whether vengeance moved him or remorse. 

But she resolved to let things take their course 

And went on just as usual day by day, 

Cheerful and friendly, business-like and gay 

And her reward was seeing him unbend 

To joke and argue with her in the end 

And greet her every morning with a kiss. 

VIII 

It happened about six months after this, 

That Jem, his chores done, smoked and took his ease. 

Watering his broad-beans and his cabbages, 

In the small garden plot behind the shop, 

Heard footsteps cautiously approach and stop 

Outside the gate. A voice called him by name, 

A voice he recognised as from the Game: 

"Jem, hey Jem Hawkins? Aye, for sure it be. 

Unbar the gate; I'd drop a whid with thee. 

I'm an old pal". And when Jem let him in 

With, "Jack, so you was lagged!", said with a grin, 

"Aye, I was snitched on. If I warn't seen come 

Let's go where we can whiddle in your back-slum." 

When they were in, " N o w Jem, let's get to work. 

I've touted this crib; it's a tidy lurk. 

If you'll be in it, we will each go whack. 

I know as you was done, chum, for a crack, 

Fined for the tools, not taken with the swag. 

See, I'm lagged for my wind, you're just a lag. 

But stow that! This is a sweet job; no need 

To betty or screw the jigger: we just weed. 

When M a d a m Mollisher's gone off to bed, 

You bring a cant of dobbin to this shed, 

Or driz or other toggery, duds-crib stuff. 

Don't over-do it, pal, but just enough 

As won't be missed so no-one has a down, 

—Trust me to do it away upon the town — 

And sometimes, not too often, milk the lob. 
I tell you, it's as good as caz, this job. 

It's plummy! What do you say?" But Jem's reply 
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W a s short, "Jack, I don't do things on the sly. 
It ain't no use, Jack. N o w I'm on the square, 

I've turned up prigging, see! A n d should you dare 
S h o w yourself here again, or should you split, 

I'll bash you first, then see you sold for it." 

"So it's the covess! You've turned pensioner 

A n d dance the blanket horn-pipe n o w with her? 
Nice work, old c h u m . . ." — "Stow that! Jack! Hold 

your jaw! 

Get going! or I'll be one upon your taw." 

Jack took the hint, and though no more was heard 

O f him or of his schemes, J e m kept his word. 

A model convict, model husband too, 
H e merited w h e n half his time was through, 

A ticket-of-leave, which granted, left him free 

T o choose a trade, whatever it might be. 

H e chose the one in which he'd served his time 

A n d had professed before he turned to crime. 

H e took a shop, not far away from Bess 

A n d mended locks with even more success 

T h a n he had picked their mechanisms before 
N o w they proclaimed their marriage, what is more, 

Founded a family and, although J e m laughed, 

Christened their first girl, M a r y Wollstonecraft. 

IX 

They say one false step's ne'er retrieved. I think 

It is, if folk are not pushed to the brink. 
That's why I like this land where they can grow 

In ways that let them have a second go, 

As Jem and his Elizabeth surely did. 

But had Elizabeth not in time got rid 

Of those absurd obsessions which her sex 

Found fastened in that age about their necks, 

She and her children, children's children too, 
Might to this day have had good cause to rue. 

A chance at a new life on a new shore 

Was something, certainly, but even more 

Those virtues which the Age of Reason presents: 

Intelligence, enterprise, and common sense! 

This tale may have a moral; just what it was, 

I leave my readers arguing the toss. 

NOTES 

Botany Bay or The Rights of Women 

She bid for him and soon obtained her price 
Professor Manning Clark tells m e that both bidding for convict 
servants and outright assignment were used about this period 
(1804-5) 

The Flash Language and Colloquialisms 

Bash, bashing = same sense as today 
Back-slum = a back room or rear entrance 
Beans = guineas 
Betty = a picklock, to betty-pick and relock 

Blanket-hornpipe, to dance the = fornicate 
Blowen = a woman who lives with a man unmarried, a mistress 

of a highwayman. 
Burgoo = skilly, a gruel of oatmeal and sugar, served to sailors 
Cant of Dobbin, a = a roll ribbon 
Caz, as good as = certain to succeed 
Covess = the mistress of a house or a shop 
Crack = housebreaking, burglary 
Crib = house or shop 
Dinged = discarded, worthless or incriminating stolen articles 
Do something away = to fence or dispose of stolen articles 
Down, to have a = to suspect 
Doxy = prostitute, mistress 
Driz = haberdasher's card of lace 
Duds-Crib = dress-shop 
Family-man = a member of the thieving and swindling 
community 
Fined for, or taken with the tools = convicted for or arrested in 
possession of burglar's instruments 
Fly = knowing, sharp-witted 
Game, the « The collective form for all types of thieving and 
swindling 
Jigg17 = a door, screw the jigger = open a door with a skeleton 
key 
Job - any concerted robbery 
Lag = a convict, to lag = sentence to seven years transportation 
Lagged for his wind = convicted to transportation for life 
Lush = to drink, lush red-tape = drink brandy 
Lush-Ken = tavern 
Mollisher = a woman 
Nick, in the = on the spot, at the exact moment required 
Nobbed it for, I've = worked it out sagaciously. 
Pensioner = A man who lives with and on a woman of the town 
Plant = something hidden, especially stolen goods, to rise a 
plant = to take up something hidden away. 
Plummy = very good, it's plummy = it's a bit of alright! 
Pound = to ensure, make certain 
Prigging = stealing 
Pulled = arrested 
Screw = open with a skeleton key 
Smiggins = Water in which salt beef has been boiled, thickened 
with barley. 
Snitched on = informed on by one's accomplices 
Sold = informed on 
Stow that = same meaning as today 
Swag = stolen goods 
Swished = married 
Taw, one upon your = A threat of an indefinite revenge or 
violence 
Toggery = clothes in general 
Tout a Crib = to keep a house under observation 
Twig, in good = cleverly done 
Wack, to go = to go whacks, share equally 
Weed = pilfer, purloin small quantities 
Whid = word, drop a whid with = have a word with 
Whiddle = to chat, to talk together 

Note: Some of these terms are not recorded as early as 1804-5 
when the action is supposed to take place. Most are taken from 
James Hardy Vaux's vocabulary of the Flash Language. T w o 
are probably later 19th century slang, i.e. 'lurk' and 'shiner'. 
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Pringle on Molnar 
i 

L A D I E S A N D G E N T L E M E N . When I first came 

to Australia 32 years ago I had two vivid 

impressions. I was delighted by the beauty ofthe 

Harbour and dismayed by the ugliness of the newspapers. 

I don't suppose many of you remember what our papers 

looked like then. Some of you, of course, were not even 
born. But they were printed in very narrow columns on 

a kind of greyish paper — the result, I believe, ofthe first 

experiments at making newsprint out of Australian 

hardwoods. There was a great deal of rather heavy black 

type and very little art work. The revolution in 

newspaper typography, which was then starting in 

Britain, had not then reached this country. 

As I turned over the pages each morning I felt 

increasingly depressed, but one thing stood out like the 

smile on the face of a West Indian bowler just after taking 

yet another Australian wicket. That was George 

Molnar's cartoons which then appeared, I regret to say, 

in the Daily Telegraph. That elegant line, those bold 

contrasts of black and white, the sheer beauty of his 
composition quite apart from the wit and point of his 

cartoons, were irresistibly attractive. I was filled with 

envy and made up my mind that somehow the Herald 

should steal him from the Telegraph. I am glad to say that 

M r Henderson, then the Managing Director of the 

Herald, agreed and the deed was done. It was my first 

and, perhaps, m y only achievement as editor. 
Of course, as you know very well, George was by no 

means the first or the only good cartoonist in Australia. 
In fact Australia has a long tradition of producing 

excellent cartoonists, as well as philosophers, economists 
and astronomers — categories which do not always 

receive the credit that is their due. But George brought 

a European wit and elegance and sense of humour which 
were, I think, new at the time. It certainly derived to 

some extent from the great cartoonists of Central Europe 

but they were much more a product of George's own 

highly original, idiosyncratic but European mind. 

I may digress here to say that George is a man of very 

wide culture. An architect by profession, he is also 

appallingly well-read in four languages — Hungarian, 

German, French and English. If you mention a novel in 

any of these languages, George has always read it. I may 

add that this linguistic ability is one ofthe most irritating 

characteristics of Hungarians. One language, preferably 

Strine, should be enough for anyone. 

It is not easy for anyone born and brought up in 

another country to appreciate the subtleties, peculiarities 

and nuances of Australian politics. Yet George quickly 

This is the text of the official opening address of a recent exhibition of 
historical paintings by George Molnar at the Holdsworth Galleries, 

Sydney. 

became a political cartoonist of great skill. Of course he 

was by nature conservative which suited the Herald, but 

there too, I think, he was a conservative of a European 

kind. Perhaps his real home was one of those Liberal 

Parties which were so common in Central Europe in the 

first quarter of this century — parties which would 

appear at one moment radical and in the next 
reactionary. I could never understand them as a young 

man and, to be honest, I could never understand 

George's politics either. 

More important, I think, is George's attitude to 

politics and politicians of all parties. All his cartoons, I 

think, illustrate Shakespeare's famous lines: 

But man, proud man, 
Drest in a little brief authority — 
Most ignorant of what he is most assur'd. 
His glassy essence — like an angry ape, 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
As make the angels weep. 

Except, of course, that they make George laugh instead. 

He is acutely aware ofthe absurdity of human pretensions, 
especially the pretensions of those "drest in a little brief 

authority". Liberals and Labor are equally laughable to 

him. I think that his delight in adding sculpture and 

monuments to his cartoons is another aspect of this for, 

when you come to think of it, human pretensions are rarely 

expressed more absurdly than in state and municipal 

monuments of every kind. You have only to glance round 
the pictures in this room to see what I mean. 

He is also an acute social critic. Some sociologist 

should collect all George's cartoons to illustrate the 

changing fashions and manners in Australia during the 

last 30 years. George always likes to introduce a pretty 

girl into his cartoons — often looking remarkably like his 

wife, Carol — but she is always dressed in a slight 
exaggeration of the latest fashion. Mini-skirts, dark 

glasses, caftans — every absurdity of fashion is duly 

recorded from the vast shorts which used to be worn by 

Australian working men to the skin-tight jeans of young 

people today. 

George has rarely been a savage cartoonist. He is, I 

think, essentially a kind and tolerant man. If he were not 
we could hardly have remained friends for so many years. 

But he is certainly a man who sees the ridiculous side of 

nearly all parties, religions, causes and movements. He is 

not taken in by trends and fashions, because he judges 

them from a deep understanding of European civilisation 

which is, in spite of some efforts to denigrate it, by far the 

richest civilisation the world has ever known. Horace 

Walpole said that "Life is a comedy to those who think, 

a tragedy to those who feel". George is one of those who 

think. St monumentum requiris, circumspice. G o and look at 

his paintings for yourselves. 
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John Whitehall 

Liberation Theology 
Father Gore's Colleagues 

M A X I M G O R K Y had been "damnably disap

pointing." He had been guilty of "inexpress

ible foulness." According to Lenin he had 

been flirting with the idea of God! Lenin protested 

bitterly: 

you eliminate from the idea of God everything about it 
that is historical and drawn from real life (filth, 
prejudices, satisfied ignorance and degradation — 
serfdom and monarchy) and instead of the reality of 
history and life, there is substituted in the idea of God a 
gentle feeling — bourgeois phrase — God equals ideas 
which awaken and organise social feelings. 

Despite 60 years of Marxist-Leninist reality, there is a 
vogue of theology that is "damnably disappointing." It 

flirts with Communism. It eliminates from the idea of 

Marx everything historial and "drawn from real life", 

and substitutes instead a pleasing myth that Marxism 

awakens and can organise a perfected future. 

This theology is known as "liberation theology." It 

began some 25 years ago when certain Latin American 

theologians began to "contextualise" biblical concepts to 

an essentially Marxist concept of social progress. It 

spread rapidly,. In width, from the "contradiction of 

class" it was joined by theologies of liberation from the 

stated two other evils of mankind — racism and sexism. 

Thus "black" theology and "feminist" theology 

emerged. Not to be unexpected homosexual theology has 

also emerged from the liberated id! In height, the new 

theology quickly percolated through the World Council of 

Churches and other leading theological bodies and 

poured forth in a consistent brew of anti-Western 

attitudes and policies. These attitudes were not new, but 

were now given a theological rubric. It was "theological" 

to concentrate upon the foreign body in the eye of the 
West. What happened to be in the Communist eye was 

disregarded; stripped of its historical reality, the "beam" 

had been reduced to accidental "mote." By its very 

definition ofthe evils of mankind, liberation theology had 

excluded that massive oppression — Communism. 

THE THEOLOGY 

"Liberation" has long been a theological concept, 

integral to the personal and social teachings of both Old 

and New Testament. It was his personal "liberation" 

that spurred Newton to strive for the liberation of slaves, 

before Marx was born. However, "liberation theology", 

as christened by its high priest, Peruvian theologian 

Gustavo Gutierrez, is something entirely new. It is the 

"contextualisation" of the eschatology of Scripture into 

that of Marx. It accepts the Marxist dogma that class 

warfare is the path to Utopia. Thus heaven becomes the 

realisation of this Utopia; resurrection — revolution; sin 

— capitalism; salvation — the class struggle; the Anti-

Christ — the USA; principalities and powers of evil — 

transnational corporations; Calvary — expiating 

violence. Judgement however is not associated with 

mercy — the bourgeoisie demand destruction. And love 

finds its fullest expression in class hatred. 

Ferdinand Herzog, theologian at Duke University 

Divinity School says "as we all know, Latin American 

liberation theologians are deeply engaged with 

Marxism." Indeed Herzog declared that there could be 

no systematic theology "in North America today, 

without the analysis of Marx." This is because, without 

Marxist theory "we will continue to take God's name in 

vain in economics and politics.'' Herzog says that he once 

asked Gutierrez why he used the Marxist analysis. 

"Because the people use Marx" was Gutierrez's reply. 

Whether the people use Marx is arguable, but 

Gutierrez certainly does. His book A Theology of Liberation 

has become the bible of liberation theology. In it he 

considers "man the maker of his own destiny" and 

describes a process of "liberation" through which man 

will achieve an "evermore total and complete fulfilment 

ofthe individual in solidarity with all mankind." Marx's 

role in this inexorable progress to Utopia is_ seen as 

fundamental. Marx contributed "a scientific understand

ing of historical reality" which revealed the way to "the 

change from the capitalist mode of production to the 

socialist mode . . . where man can live freely and 
humanly", in control of nature. 

For Gutierrez "only a class analysis" will reveal the 

causes of poverty and "only active and conscious 

participation in the class struggle" will build a just 

society. To be "converted" means to be committed 

generously with "an analysis of the situation and a 

strategy of action." This class struggle cannot be effected 

by reform, which merely maintains the status quo of 

oppression, but only by a "social revolution" which will 

"abolish the present status quo" and replace it with new 

"relationships of production." He emphasises that 

"utopia is revolutionary and not reformist" and that 

proper Christian service means working towards "a 

radical change in the foundation of society, that is the 

private ownership of production." To make this revolu

tion succeed is "the greatest challenge of our time." 

22 Quadrant, January-February 1985 



Sin is not considered "as an individual, private or 
merely interior reality but as a social, historical fact", 

manifested concretely in capitalism. Therefore, sin 
demands a "radical liberation, which in turn necessarily 

implies a political liberation." Capitalism is an 

"inhuman and anti-Christian system" whose overthrow 

will permit "universal salvation." Participation in the 
class struggle thus assumes "salvific" dimensions in 

which "man forges himself' creating a newer man, and 

moving "towards the Utopia of a freer, more human 

man, the protagonist of his own destiny." Gutierrez is 

convinced that the "revolutionary experience of our 

times" validates this hope of gaining a Utopia on earth. 

Another prophet of the new theology, Jose Miguez 
Bonino, theologian from Argentina, and formerly Vice-

President ofthe World Council of Churches, affirms that 

"the socio-analytical tools . . . the insights into the 

dynamics ofthe social process and the revolutionary ethos 

and programme ..." of Marxism are "indispensable for 

revolutionary change." Bonino believes it is time for 

"basic revolutionary change." He says that the 

phenomenon of Latin America is the common participa

tion of Christians and Marxists" in a revolutionary 

project, the basic aims of which are "indissolubly based 

in a Marxist analysis." He says he agrees with a leading 

Argentinian Communist who said "... it should be 

inconceivable for progressive Christians to envisage a 
revolution without the orientating contribution of 

Marxism-Leninism." Bonino declares that there is now 

"a Christian pilgrimage" to Marxism. 

This pilgrimage to Marx would be so much easier if the 

latter could be shown to have been just a little less vicious 

in his atheism. If only he and Engels had not so strenu

ously urged the abolition of religion or, better still, if only 

Marxist governments had not so consistently persecuted 
the church. Bonino is not daunted; he accepts the 

challenge to prove that black is only qualified grey. W e 
are told "the original sources of Marxism are not 

unambiguous", and although none of the classics of 
Marxism are "favourable" to religion (now there's a 

euphemism!), the "nature and emphasis and weight of 

their criticism is by no means univocal." He says Marx 
"oscillates" about religion and that his criticisms should 

be seen in an historical perspective. Moreover, these 

criticisms are not without some justification, for Marx 

was a "witness" against a "bourgeois" church. There

fore, according to Bonino, Marx's criticism of religion 

should not be seen "primarily, as a general denunciation 

of religion as such." As Marx turned Hegel's idealism on 
its head, so Bonino has cruelly upended Marx the atheist 

— the man who, from his youth, identified with 

Prometheus': "I hate the pack of gods." 

Having blunted the teeth of atheism, Bonino takes file 

to the fangs of Communist persecution. Sensitively, he 

admits there have been "certain disquieting features" in 

"Marxist socialist revolutions," at least so far. He 

counter-attacks, warning that Westerners 
should be careful before indulging in self-righteous 
denunciation of "Stalinist terror" and "Communist 
oppression" without realising that at least as much 
terror" and "Communist oppression" without realising 

that at least as much terror and oppression — often even 
without hope — is abroad in the Western world. 

Reviewing Marxist successes, Bonino believes Com

munist China "has practically eliminated malnutrition, 

illiteracy and premature mortality"; Cuba has the basis 

for prosperous argriculture and has begun to develop 

"new forms of political participation in public life"; and 
Russia has become "a modern industrial nation." The 

revolution, we are told "has raised to human condition 

the life of at least half of the human race." Therefore, the 

"need for a socialist revolution in a world scale, is today 

more urgent than before." 

Juan Luis Segundo, Jesuit theologian from Uruguay, 

has contributed to liberation scripture with his several 

books. Recently in Sydney, he explained that Marxism 

was the prevailing ideology in universities in Latin 

America in the early 'sixties. He said that the first stage 

of liberation theology was the use of Marxism as a tool of 

analysis ofthe causes of oppression of society, and the role 

of the bourgeois church in that oppression. The second 

stage of the theology emerged in the 'seventies when, 
Segundo claims the "common people" began to seek 

"liberation for themselves", as opposed to having it 

pointed out to them by intellectuals. The people had 

become "conscientised." Allegedly, this had occurred 

spontaneously and not as a result of Marxist propaganda. 

However, once "conscientised", the church had a 

responsibility to increase the process by teaching the 
people the root cause of their poverty. That, of course, 

was the capitalist mode of production as revealed by 

Marxist analysis. 

Segundo sees capitalism as a sinful structure of 

oppression and failure to struggle for its removal, as a sin 

of omission. He looks toward socialism as an answer for 

the poor world, but would prefer something along a 
Swedish line, without the concentration camps of certain 

socialist countries. Then again, he would not mind 

something like Cuba without its dependency on Russia. 

The progress to socialism, however, will not come 

without "the opposing of one class to another", and the 

"conscientisation " of the people, which is a 

responsibility of the church, necessarily involves the 

teaching of the fundamentals of class struggle. This 

struggle is not necessarily violent, according to Segundo, 

but people do have the right to "overthrow the govern

ment even by violent means, in order to secure 

liberation." 

In September 1984, when the canonisation of Karl 
Marx seemed so permanent, and liberation theology so 

unchallenged as it recruited priest, pastor and nun into 

Marxist revolutions from the Philippines to Central 

America, the Vatican issued "An Instruction on Certain 

Aspects of the Theology of Liberation." This lucid 

document proclaimed a ringing condemnation of the 
attempted contextualisation of Scripture into Marxism. It 

has breathed a refreshing realism into third world 

theology which had become choked with Marxist myth. 

It is positively exciting to read a major theological 
document which actually warns that 

millions of our own contemporaries legitimately yearn to 
recover those basic freedoms of which they were deprived 
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by totalitarian and atheistic regimes which came to power 
by violent and revolutionary means, precisely in the 
name of liberation of the people. 

The document continues: 

this shame of our time cannot be ignored: while claiming 
to bring them freedom, these regimes keep whole nations 
in conditions of servitude which are unworthy of 
mankind. Those who, perhaps inadvertently, make 
themselves accomplices of similar enslavements betray 
the very poor they mean to help. 

The instruction was published with the "limited and 

precise purpose" of giving a warning about the damage 

being caused by "certain forms of liberation theology 

which use, in an insufficiently critical manner, concepts 

borrowed from various currents of Marxist thought." 

Nevertheless, the document is a Catholic commitment to 

the need "more than ever" to participate in the "struggle 

for justice, freedom and human dignity . . . and to 

condemn abuses, injustices and attacks against freedom, 

wherever they occur and whoever commits them." 

The document recognises that "zeal and compassion" 

should dwell in the hearts of all Pastors but warns that 

they may lead astray "to works which are just as 

damaging to man and his dignity as is the poverty which 

is being fought." 

The document emphasises that at the core of Marxist 

theory are"atheism, and the denial ofthe human person, 

his liberty and his rights." Specifically, it is stated that 
Marxist analysis cannot be separated from praxis; that 

the term "class struggle" is pregnant with Marxism; and 

that "class struggle as a road toward a classless society is 

a myth which slows reform and aggravates poverty and 

injustice." The document insists "those who allow 

themselves to be caught up in fascination with this myth 

should reflect on the bitter examples history has to offer 
about where it leads." 

THE ETHOS OF LIBERATION 

While the doctrinaire Marxism of "liberation 

theology" is declared to be unpalatable by certain leading 

theologians, nevertheless its ethos has apparently 

pervaded many theological institutions in Australia. It is 
reflected in consistent bias of policy and practice. It is as 

if Cardinal Ratzinger's "shame of our time" is unknown, 

and all the theologians have ever known are the short

comings of the West. The deficiencies of pro-Western, 

developing countries are scrutinised until a country slips 

from attention, into the "blind spot" of Marxist tyranny. 

The Philippines and Vietnam provide good examples. 

The Philippines is being dissected under the glare of 
theological attention while Vietnam, and all its 

persecution, is being ignored. 

NATIONAL MISSION AND JUSTICE 
EDUCATION PROGRAMME OF THE CATHOLIC 
CHURCH 

The development ofthe Catholic National Mission and 

Justice Education Programme (NMJEP) began in 1979 

under the responsibility of the National Missionary 

Council. It is funded by the Pontifical Mission Aid 

Society, the Catholic Education Office and the Australian 

Catholic Relief. Donations to Australian Catholic Relief 

are tax deductible. The programme is summarised in 

several booklets, and presented as in-service training to 

Catholic teachers and on occasions, to entire parishes. 

The aim is that "educators may be helped in preparing 

course of units in their education situation which have a 

mission and justice dimension." It is therefore an 

exercise in "consciousness raising" with the intention, 

according to an evaluation by the Catholic Education 

Office, "that participants actively reflect the perspectives 

of the programme in their work within the school 

system." 

The basic theological thrust ofthe programme is that 

"the mission of Christ . . . liberates." It is argued that 
Jesus directed his message "especially to the poor, toward 

the outcast and those who are powerless in society" and 

that Christians are to express an inner spirituality by 

working for "liberation by participating in the struggles 

against injustices and oppression." While it may be 

argued that Jesus' message was not meant "especially" 

for any particular section of society, it is not argued by 

most theologians that Christians should be involved in 

social issues. The contentious matter is the definition of 

the source of oppression. 

This most influential programme of education for 

Catholic teachers and thus a generation of children, 

neglects the "shame of our time" as defined by Cardinal 

Ratzinger, while reflecting upon the ills of the political 

system of the West. There is no acknowledgement that 

Communism is even one of those "social, economic, 

political, or cultural structures which cause human 

suffering." Instead, H o Chi Minh and Mao-Zedong are 

named as leaders of a movement for "national 

independence" and the redress ofthe "consequences of 

colonialism — poverty and dependence." (Nyere, 
Soekarno and Nkrumah are also named, with the similar 

inference that their periods of rule are to be noted for a 

mitigation of poverty and political oppression.) 

In the booklet "Orientations", "capital" orientation 

to development is compared with the Marxist model 

(euphemistically called "social") and then to an 

imaginary "liberation" model. The weaknesses of the 

capital model are mentioned, as are the strengths of the 

Marxist model. In a second printing, the differences are 

noted with a sharpened mood of criticism for the West. 

The "spirituality" of liberation is concerned that 

"each person should come to be more fully human, more 

freely alive both in themselves and in their social 

situation." W e are told that this is characterised by 
participation in community groups that seek liberation. 

The booklet "Resources" has listed certain community 

organisations that may be approached. It has provided a 

detailed list of names, telephone numbers, addresses and 

functions. For example, should one have sought a 

national organisation which is involved in "justice", one 

could contact the peace organisation, the Association for 
International Co-Operation and Disarmament (now 

known as People for Nuclear Disarmament.) This 

organisation's particular concept of justice has been 

influenced by the inclusion in its governing executive, of 
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at least 3 of the national leaders of the Communist Party 
of Australia and several other people known for their 

close association with that party. In joining the 
Association for International Co-Operation and Dis

armament, Catholic children will be organised to protest 

against the U S facilities in this country, to end the U S 
alliance and to join a struggle of support for certain "wars 
of national liberation." The "Transnational 

Corporative" was listed, apparently for its wisdom that 

foreign capital is exploitative rather than essential for the 

development of Australia. 

The "Movement Against Uranium Mining" is 

recommended for information about the peaceful use of 

nuclear power, unopposed by any groups that might 
confuse the issue by providing an alternative point of 

view. Also, one can approach the "excellent resources" 

of the Amalgamated Metal Workers and Shipwrights 

Union, for its interpretation of peace and justice, as 

influenced by its Communist leadership. It is an irony 

that these "excellent resources" were so prominent in the 

campaign to destroy church schools by the withdrawal of 
government funding! The inclusion of the Metalworkers 

contrasted markedly with the exclusion of M r B.A. 

Santamaria's National Civic Council. Were those 

responsible for the development of this programme really 

persuaded that Catholic children would benefit more 

from the wisdom of M r Carmichael and M r Halfpenny 

than that of M r Santamaria? 
It is no wonder that the "resource" list was one of the 

matters in the programme that has caused much contro

versy amongst the rank and file of Catholic education. In 

June 1983, delegates to the convention ofthe Federation 

of Catholic Parents and Friends, of the Archdiocese of 

Sydney, voted unanimously in complaint to the 

Australian Episcopal Conference. The delegates asked 
that the entire programme should be re-evaluated. It 

appears that since then, the "Resource" booklet has been 

quietly withdrawn. It is a pity because at its end, the 
booklet succintly revealed the mood ofthe programme in 

its list of topics. For example, Catholic teachers are to be 

taught — "Capitalism" — how it doesn't work, and 

"Communism" — does it really exist? 

THE CATHOLIC COMMISSION FOR JUSTICE 
AND PEACE 

According to its National Secretary M r Chris Sidoti. 

the Catholic Commission for Justice and Peace (CCJP) is 

directly responsible to the Bishop's Conference by way of 

an Episcopal Committee for Development and Peace. 

Seven Bishops on this committee are members of the 

commission. The CCJP is funded with a grant of around 

$200,000 a year which covers administrative expenses 

and some of the project's activites. 

The CCJP has become deeply involved in Philippine 

issues. In 1982 it published a report on the aid project of 

the Australian Government to the island of Samar. The 

report was prepared by a local group in Samar which calls 

itself "The Concerned Citizens for Human Rights." It 

criticises the nature of the Australian project, claiming 

that it is of benefit only to local elites. The report 

condemns the growing militarisation ofthe area which is 

said to be a result of the United States — Marcos ' 
dictatorship which rules Samar by coercion and 

deception. The report claims that there has been 

"massive killing . . . harassment, tortures . . . salvaging 

. . . rape . . . and theft" by the military rulers. It is noted 

that the New People's Army is spreading throughout the j 

island, but there is no mention of any of its abuses, or that 
it is the military wing of the Communist Party of the 

Philippines.* 
The report has become the backbone of a growing body 

of protest against Australian military aid to the 

Philippines. It has also lead to increased questioning 

about the wisdom of civilian aid to that country. It is 

argued that better roads are of greater blessing to the 
elite, than to the common man. M r Sidoti says that as a 

result, the CCJP has "specialised to a large extent in the 

Philippines" but denies that this represents an intentional 

bias. He says that the CCJP has been involved in issues 

regarding human rights in countries from Sri Lanka to 

Poland. 

M r Sidoti says that he has "no difficulty in saying that 
the only way you are going to get movement towards 

justice in the Philippines, of a substantial nature, would 

be through the removal, the overthrowing or the 

abdication of that oppressive structural system that is 

there." He maintains that the New People's Army is a 

wide spectrum containing a "small number of 

(Communist) ideologues, people who have suffered under 
the military, bandits, and young people bored with rural 

life." The Assistant-Secretary of the CCJP, M r Paul 

Bullen has undertaken research in the Philippines and 

believes that the New People's Army is not a "tight 

hierarchical structure" under Communist control. He 

admitted that his conclusion was based on "educated 
guesswork", because it was very difficult to get Filipinos 

to talk about the NPA.! 

When asked if Communist victory in the Philippines 

would mean persecution for the church, M r Bullen 

replied, "I honestly do not know whether Marxism-

Leninism is antagonistic to Christianity." M r Chris 

Sidoti said "from my superficial knowledge — I'd say 

that Leninism was totally opposed to Christianity." 

Neither of them appeared to know much about the 

sustained persecution of the Catholic church that is 

occurring just across the South China Sea from the 

Philippines in Vietnam. There, hundreds of Catholic and 

Protestant churches have been closed and some 200 

Catholic priests are still incarcerated in slave labour 
camps. Militant atheism has become a basis of education 

for children, while Christian schools, orphanages and 

other institutions have been closed since the Communists 

seized power. 

While the little "bookshop" in the CCJP office in 

Sydney was filled with "peace" literature, there is no 

information on the plight ofthe church in Vietnam. The 

* See Quadrant '84 "An Interview With Four Prisoners" for an account 

ofthe commitment ofthe Communist Party ofthe Philippines, through 

its military wing, the New People's Army, to the establishment of a 

Marxist-Leninist State in that country. 

Quadrant, January-February 1985 25 



CCJP has published no information. It once wrote a 

letter of protest about the imprisonment of the Catholic 

Bishop of South Vietnam. M r Sidoti explained that the 

Commission was dependent upon information coming 

from local churches and organisations. He said he did not 

know if there was a Vietnamese equivalent ofthe Catholic 

Commission for Justice and Peace. He explained that it 

was very difficult to get information out of Vietnam. M r 

Bullen added that in any case, the CCJP has limited 

resources and cannot be involved in all issues. M r Sidoti 

assured questioners that if a responsible group sent the 

Commission information on persecution in Vietnam, 

they would probably act on it. (The National Civic 

Council has regularly published information on the 

persecution ofthe Church in Vietnam. Is the CCJP also 

unaware that the Archbisop of Sydney recently led a 

march of protest on behalf of the persecuted in Vietnam?) 

Compared with its zeal for the Philippines, the C C C P 

reveals a stunning lax of initiative. Quite within its 

"limited resources", those research workers on the CCJP 

who are so diligently probing for imperfections in the 

Australian aid project in Samar, could easily visit the 

Vietnamese refugee centres in Palawan and Bataan in the 

Philippines. Refugees are being regularly washed onto 

the Philippine beaches and so the latest information on 

the church in Vietnam is available. For a few dollars, the 

Commission could send a research worker all the way to 

the refugee centres in the Western Suburbs of Sydney. 

There are hundreds of Catholics in those centres, all with 

a tale of oppression. Easier still, the CCJP could have 

telephoned those Catholic priests in Sydney and 
Melbourne who have known the inside of "re-education 

centres." 
The Australian Catholic Relief has recently launched a 

campaign for famine relief in Ethiopia. This is 

commendable. However it has been practice to spend 

some 1 0 % of money on so-called "development aid re

education". Part of this education is concerned with 

"structural sin". Will the Australian Catholic Relief, or 

the CCJP, now mount an educational programme about 

the "structural sin" ofthe Marxist-Leninist dictatorship 

in Ethiopia? Will the persecution of the church in 

Ethiopia be protested? Will Australian aid organisations 

campaign against the great "militarisation" of Ethiopia? 

In the face ofthe development of famine, that country has 

virtually become a military super-power in Africa. 

The CCJP is confronted by the Ratzinger report. The 

report emphasises that a great shame of our time is the 

imprisonment of whole nations in the name of Marxist 

liberation. It is a great shame that the CCJP is not 

balanced and reveals that special myopia which 

characterises liberation theology. Totalitarian, Marxist 

regimes demand at least the same initiative that the 

authoritarian government of the Philippines is receiving. 

THE AUSTRALIAN COUNCIL OF CHURCHES 

The Australian Council of Churches (ACC) has not 
been averse to liberation theology and is most unlikely to 

be affected by the Ratzinger report. Indeed, through its 

association with the World Council of Churches ( W C C ) 

and that organisation's "programme to combat racism", 

the A C C has been party to the provision of funds to 

Marxist liberation movements, even when they have 

been slaying Christian missionaries. 

The A C C attempted to broaden the scope of 

"liberation theology" through its publication 

"Liberation Theology and Feminism." In this 

publication, Jean Skuse, General Secretary of the 

Australian Council of Churches, and prominent in the 

World Council of Churches, declares liberation theology 

to have "come out of the common struggles of our time 

and is identifiable in three main areas of oppression and 

powerlessness — poverty, racism and sexism." While she 

mentions the "Western powers" who established "the 

structures and systems designed to perpetuate the power 

of a few at the expense of many", there is no mention of 

Marxist tyranny and the need for any liberation behind 

the Iron Curtain. Explaining the use of revolutionary 

violence, Miss Skuse reassures one that "the assumption 

that those seeking freedom will be more oppressive — is 

not necessarily supported in the reality of recent history." 

(She wrote her article in 1975. Was not Pol Pot more 

oppressive than Lon Nol in that year? Is there now less 

oppression in Vietnam? What about Mugabe in 

Zimbabwe? One could ask the Matabele if the money 

that certain Christians so regularly sent to M r Mugabe 

has inspired him to be a less oppressive leader.) 

O n a point of theology, Miss Skuse is less than 

orthodox when she describes the evolution of the God of 

Israel. Explaining the origins of a masculine concept of 

God, she maintains that 

in the polytheism of Canaan male deities often had female 
counterparts. As the divine functions and roles were 
concentrated into the one God of Israel the characteristics 
of both male and female deities tended to be replaced by 
only the masculine features. 

In the same publication of the A C C , a Marie Tulip 

declares, in the name of women's liberation, that the 

"Judeo Christian tradition has been perhaps the most 

powerful force in sustaining male dominance ..." Then, 

a M r Basil Moore contributes to theological 

pandemonium with the advice that males should liberate 

the image of God through "their own vitally important 

feminist struggle — the struggle to liberate their own 

social femininity." He declares that "most of us . . . 

expend enormous amounts of nervous energy trying to 

emulate the social ideal of our gender" and we should 

come "to terms with and own the suppressed 'gay' within 

us." Turning to Black theology, which is reckoned to be 

a theology of liberation from racial oppression, M r 

Moore adds "under the bogy of Communism we have 

suppressed the black dimension of our own humanity as 

much as we have suppressed the feminine." 

If the theological doctrines of the A C C are less than 

precise, its political ambitions are not. It has been party 

to the consistent campaign for the removal of U S bases 

from Australia, and by emphasis, to the disarmament of 

the West. Its members have thrown their theological 

weight upon the question of energy, deciding that we 

should not be liberated from dependency upon fossil fuel 
by the peaceful use of nuclear power. 
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Recently the A C C has deepened its involvement in the 
Philippines. According to its Information Officer, for a 
"long time" the A C C has been involved in projects with 
the Council of Churches of the Philippines and with the 

Ecumenical Movement for Justice and Peace in that 

country. About three years ago, the A C C funded an Aus

tralian research worker in the Philippines, whose job it is 

to "go on fact finding tours and make an account of what 

is actually going on in rural areas where there are military 

incursions and things like that." (The new missionary!) 

To handle an increased involvement in the Philippines, 

the A C C has created a "Philippines Desk." This desk 

will co-ordinate information and distribute it to churches 

and the media, in order to "enlighten people in Australia 
about the oppression in the Philippines." It has 

supported the visit to Australia by a Filipino academic, 

M r Roland Simbulam who toured this country preaching 

against the U S bases in the Philippines, which he terms 

"the Bases of our Insecurity." 

The most recent initiative of the desk was the staging 

of an exhibit of Filipino art. This was hung in the Pitt 
Street Uniting Church in Sydney and in other capital 

centres. The budget of $5,000 was provided by the 

Australian Council of Churches. One prominent painting 

in the exhibit was that of a young woman bearing an M 1 6 

automatic rifle. Around her neck was a red scarf. The 

name of the painting was "The New Revolutionary." 

M r Edgar Fernandez, one ofthe Filipino artists which the 

A C C brought to Sydney to accompany the exhibit, 

confirmed that the lady represented the contribution of 

women to the New People's Army. He acknowledged 

that the New People's Army represented the military 

wing of the Communist Party of the Philippines. When 

asked whether the A C C was wise to spend some of its 

limited funds on an exhibit which promoted a painting of 
an exultant member of a Communist military 

organisation, the A C C Information Officer replied, "I 

don't really understand the N P A at all. I do not know if 

it is the military wing of the Communist Party of the 

Philippines." She said that in any case, as art is 

"education", the Church would be justified in hanging 

the painting. 

The political "education", or propaganda, of this 

exhibit which the A C C brought to the churches of 

Sydney, was not unappreciated by some. In a booklet 

provided for comments, one viewer praised the exhibit 

"as a powerful denounciation of primitive capitalistic 

imperialism. Long live art and life." Another said "as an 

Australian Communist, these works give me a powerful 

feeling of solidarity and international struggle." 

As to whether Marxism was antagonistic to 

Christianity, the Information Officer replied "I'm not 

familiar enough to comment on it — I don't know — it's 

an area of debate — I don't think that persecution is 

inherent in Marxism." When asked whether she had 

heard about the Christian folk who have been imprisoned 

in slave labour camps in Vietnam, the Information 

Officer ofthe Australian Council of Churches replied "I 

have no idea — I do not know.'' When asked whether the 

Australian Council of Churches, in her knowledge, had 

ever protested about the persecution of Christians in 

Vietnam, she replied "No, it has not." She added "we 

have a very limited budget and cannot be involved in all 

issues." 

FATHER BRIAN GORE: AN INSTITUTION OF 
LIBERATION? 

Father Brian Gore has become a national identity since 

his imprisonment in the Philippines upon allegations that 

he had been involved in the murder of a local mayor. In 

October, in Australia, after his release from the 

Philippines, Father Gore said that whereas he had "no 
system or framework" of liberation theology, he had been 

practically involved, as a priest, with people who are 

"looking for a free society — freedom from hunger, want 

and oppression." He said that "for too long the gospel 

has been spiritualised" and was meant to be related to the 
whole of man's existence. The church should not merely 

be involved with the symptoms of poverty but, Father 
Gore insists, "should get to the root cause — which needs 

a radical change ofthe structures built into a society, over 

hundreds of years of greed." 

Father Gore said that he, himself, cannot accept the 

whole of Marxism but can well understand why "the 

people" accept the Marxist model. He wishes there was 

another, less violent, more church orientated way of 
revolution, but says, at present the Marxist means of 

transformation of society "is the only system they have." 

In the Philippines "there is no credible opposition" other 

than the Marxists because "there is no other group which 

has a large mass support." Therefore the people are 

caught between the "devil and the deep blue sea" — 
Marcos or Marx. 

Father Gore says that the present government in the 

Philippines will be overthrown and will be replaced by a 

Marxist leadership. "They are going to come to power" 

and so "the most we can hope for" is that some 

Christians will "remain Christians within a Marxist 

leadership, and perhaps even hold some positions of 

influence." Therefore , Father Gore argues that the 

church in the Philippines should join the revolutionary 

struggles, before the inevitable end. " W e aren't sure we 

will get a fair hearing in the end, but if you are not in the 

battle, you are not going to have a chance anyway — so 

at least there can be a minimised (outcome) or some 

Christian point of view (expressed) within the struggle 

alongside the Marxists." In any case, according to Father 

Gore "in the Philippines the goodies are the Marxists — 

its a load of crap to say that they are the 'sons of Satan' 

and all that ..." 

Father Gore believes there are "certain elements of 

Marxism you can borrow without embracing the total 

philosophy." He thinks that there may possibly be some 

antagonism between Marxism and Christianity at an 

ideological level, but at a practical level he is pursuaded 

that past antagonisms were rather functional, than 

inherent. He is optimistic about the chances of co

operation between Marxists and Christians in the 

Philippines. He says: 
I asked one of those fellows (the son of a doctor who had 
joined the Communist revolutionaries) "how far can we 
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go together?" and he said "you are trying to help and we 
are trying to help the people — I think we have a lot in 
common — I think the other things we can work out." 

Father Gore believes that 
what turns them (Communist revolutionaries) into hard 
ideologues is the fac,tf that church people alienate 
themselves from the whole struggle and identify 
themselves, by silence or activity, with the reactionary 
opposition." 

Father Gore was then asked for his comments about the 

persecution ofthe church in Vietnam by the Communist 

regime. He replied "what we have here in Australia are 

certain people — and if ever the Philippines is overrun we 

will have a similar influx of people, many of whom who 

have caused the trouble in the Philippines." He did agree 

that the "record of Communism is not so good" but 

hastened to add that neither was the record ofthe "other 

side." He then explained that 
in Vietnam — the church was a very conservative church, 
and a lot of priests were aligned with the government. 
Then, when the revolution occurs, (I don't agree with it 
but I can understand) — they put into jail those who have 
worked against the revolution. They have enough to 
contend with, without a couple of priests undermining 
what they have done. 

As to the use of revolutionary violence, Father Gore 

.xplains "in the Philippines — despite what we say about 

violence — there will be Christians who will take up arms 

against the government as a form of self-defence . . . you 

:an only take so much — there is a limit — not everyone 

_as the same capacity to stand on the altar of self 

mmolation." He says "as priests — we should identify 

A'ith those people who are in our flock and have had to 

nake an option to be part ofthe New People's Army." 

He says "we must maintain dialogue and even co-operate 

îth these people so that there is not a hardening or 

embittering (against the church). If you set yourself up 

igainst them you'll reap the effects in the future." 

"Is God in the palace of Marcos, or in the hills with the 

.eople?" asks Father Gore. He answers: "God is in the 

;truggle." Therefore people should not be "frightened" 

ibout Marxism because "God's word is stronger than 

vlarxism." If God is in the struggle then "beautiful 
hings will happen" but, by remaining uncommitted 

'the institutionalised church will miss out." He says that 

Christians can do more "for the people and certainly for 

he institutionalised church by being pro-movement." 

Father Gore knows who is leading "the movement " 

Whether we like it or not — the Marxists are leading the 
revolution — it is not a Catholic revolution — it is 
dominated certainly at its leadership by people who are 
Marxists. They have been in the hills for the last 15 years 
setting this thing up — they've got it all over the country 
— it's a national movement. 

However, Father Gore thinks that in the Philippines 

'you are dealing with another brand of Marxism." He 

ays that "most of them (the rank and file) could not even 
*rite it down — but it's the only revolutionary formula 

hat they have." In any case he says "to think of all 

Marxists as people with horns who are only there to 

nanipulate, is to me, very naive. I think that what makes 

them have horns is that in the struggles over the years, 

they've been formed by people who have locked horns 

with them." He says that "the longer they are in the hills 

— isolated — called 'sons of Satan' " by priests "the 

more embittered they become." Father Gore is contemp

tuous of other priests who so condemn the Communist 

revolutionaries. He says, "Boy, I think the human 
reaction" ofthe revolutionaries (will be)" . . • when they 

get power they are going to be the first bastards knocked 

off — or out." 

His perceptions of Nicaragua are very important to 

Father Gore. He says the lesson from that country is that 

"you can still be a revolutionary and a Catholic." He 

says that 

before, there were so many conditions put on you before 
you could enter a revolution that it became very 
impractical — especially when the one dictating the 
conditions is not actually taking part. It's very difficult to 
determine when all possible avenues have been exhausted 
— who's going to determine that? Some cardinal in some 
congregation in Rome who is out witch-hunting! It is 
going to be the people who decide — whose wife is being 
killed or whose village is being burned. If you wait for all 
possible conditions . . . you are dead! 

For Father Gore, in the Philippines the issue is clear cut. 

The Communist revolutionaries are going to win 

therefore "you can take your option . . . 

1. You can distance yourself from it . . . and if you do 

that you are putting yourself in a place to be rejected 
— and are opting out of trying to influence. 

2. You can participate — there is a lot of danger — you 

are in confrontation with the government. However 

you can't sit on the fence." 

It is an old Biblical concept that an essential 

responsibility of the church is to discern, and then 

proclaim the truth. A Christian is to be a watchman — 

and if he sees "the sword coming upon the land" he is 

to blow a trumpet of warning. Father Brian Gore 

apparently believes that the sword of persecution is not 

inherent in Marxism. Despite all the evidence to the 

contrary, some still believe the earth is flar. Such a 

delusion is not necessrily dangerous. However it is highly 

dangerous if the deluded should be, for example, an 

aircraft captain who is responsible for the safe navigation 

of a crowded airliner. Father Gore, and all the other 

theologians of "liberation", do bear the responsibility, 

not only of their own flock, but also share with us all, the 

responsibility for civilisation. They have the 

responsibility to struggle against poverty, disease and 

oppression. In their "zeal" however, they must ensure 

that "they don't betray the very poor they mean to 

help." Betrayal is manifest when the poor succumb to 
"enslavement" of Marx. 

The job of a watchman is to give a clear warning — 

wishful thinking (in the Philippines there is a milder 

brand of Marxism), ignorance (persecution is not 
essential to Marxism), false judgement (it is only 

opposition that makes a Communist ruthless), and 

downright nonsense (reform is impossible, therefore 

revolution is necessary) — are not the qualities needed. 
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J. O. Stone 

Political "Trade-Offs 
Trading Integrity Here for Advantage There 

1 H A V E B E E N T O L D that one should always com

mence — and conclude — an address of this kind 

with a joke. As you know, I have always been one to 

do as he was told, so I have cast around for a joke to begin 

with. One which recently came to my notice took the form 

of a cartoon in The Sydney Morning Herald by that news
paper's cartoonist, Moir. In its first panel, the Premier of 

New South Wales, facing a meeting of his Caucus, is also 

being told, sotto voce, by one of his advisers to "loosen them 

up first with a little joke . . .". In the cartoon's second 

panel, M r Wran is saying ". . . we're going to take 

decisive action against drugs!" That is clearly "loosening 

up" his audience, all of whom are shown holding their 

sides with laughter. Sadly, this kind of black humour 

seems to prevail in New South Wales these days. 

However, since I am in Queensland, let me say first 

that my presence here today derives from a promise 

which, after literally years of his urging, I made to the 

President ofthe Minerals and Energy Club of Australia, 

M r Murphy, about nine months ago. But the basic 

reason why I am here today goes back much further than 

nine months, to the decision by the previous Government 

in 1976 to forbid sand-mining on Fraser Island on 

allegedly "environmental" grounds. 

To be precise, the then Commonwealth Government 

did not actually produce that outcome by using whatever 

Constitutional powers it might have thought it had in the 
environmental policy field. It simply invoked a power 

which it clearly did have — namely, the power to prohibit 

exports, in this case the export ofthe mineral sands being 

mined on Fraser Island. W e thus had a classic example 

of a Commonwealth Government using one head of 

Constitutional power to deprive, on grounds unrelated to 

that power, a business enterprise of its commercial 

livelihood. 
N o w I do not want to rake over all those old coals, 

which I understand have, one way and another, finally 

been extinguished by long-drawn-out legal and 

compensatory processes. I merely note the Fraser Island 

incident as raising, for me, three points. The first point 

This is the text of an address delivered to the Minerals and Energy Club 

of Australia, Brisbane, in November, 1984 M r Stone is currently 

occupying a position of Visiting Professor at the Centre of Policy 

Studies, Monash University, Melbourne. 

is that that incident resulted in my first encountering M r 

Murphy and it is that fleeting acquaintanceship which, as 

I say, has led to me being here today. The second point 

is that having had some occasion, in my previous official 

capacity, to look into the Fraser Island incident, I 

received the strong impression that here was an enterprise 

whose livelihood, and the financial interests of whose 
shareholders, were being stripped away from them by the 

arbitrary exercise of the powers of the State. 

The third point — and this will form the basic theme 

of my remarks today — was that this decision by the then 

Government was taken, not because of any belief in the 

need to preserve the environmental sanctity ofthe natural 

beauties of Fraser Island — or even that those natural 

beauties were being seriously threatened by the sand-

mining operations then proceeding there. That decision 

was seen, rather, as a means of politically neutralising 

those environmentalists who would, otherwise, be argu

ing strongly against decisions then impending in a quite 

different area of policy — namely, the development of 
mining for uranium. 

Let me be quite clear on that last point. The previous 

Government's policy towards the development of urani

um mining was perfectly sensible. It needs no defence 
from me and certainly not, I suspect, before this audi

ence. What I am pointing to, rather, was the way in 

which that Government was prepared to "trade off a 

clear injustice in one area of minerals policy in order 
more readily to secure the acceptance of its perfectly 

sensible policies in another area, namely that of uranium 

development. It is in fact that phenomenon ofthe political 

"trade-off which will constitute my chief theme today. 

No doubt it would have been argued, in that case, that 

the end justified the means. Governments everywhere 

have invoked that argument in justification for otherwise 
unjustifiable actions. By doing so, they have in greater or 

less degree — knowingly or unknowingly — aligned 

themselves with the totalitarian philosophies which first 

gave rise to that repugnant proposition. 

There is a French saying that "the more things change, 

the more they stay the same". It ought not therefore to 

surprise us that today we have another Commonwealth 

Government which is also prepared to invoke that same 

illegitimate argument in defence of other "trade-offs" 
already in being or in contemplation. 
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Since I have mentioned uranium policy in that 

example of yesteryear, let me adhere to that topic, to 

begin with, today. As a result of various "pragmatic" 

compromises over the past months, we have today a 

national policy towards the development and export of 

uranium so utterly devoid of any principle as to render it 

impossible even for its would-be defenders to defend it. 

What, for example, are we to make of a uranium policy 

which, on the one hand, encourages the development of 

what could well be one ofthe greatest uranium-producing 

mines in the world at Roxby Downs, together with the 

continued operation — at least until their present 

contracts expire — of two uranium mines (only) in the 

Northern Territory; but which on the other hand 

completely forbids the development of any other uranium 

mines in the Northern Territory or anywhere else? Is 

anyone to be found who can seriously attempt to defend 

such a mish-mash? 

" . . .if anyone in this country should 
stumble on the richest deposit of 
uranium in the world, he will have no 
possibility whatsoever of developing it.': 

The Minister whose unhappy task it is to try to do so 

has suggested that it can be justified because, in his view, 

there would be "no market" for the products of any other 
such mines. The simple response to that piece of 

arrogance is surely to ask why, if the proposition indeed 

be true, does the Government feel a need to forbid, by 

force of legal power, business men and women (and their 

shareholders) from venturing their risk capital in the 

provision of jobs while they search for non-existent profits 

from those allegedly non-existent markets? If, in short, 

there will be "no markets" for the products of any such 

new uranium mines, what have those who abhor the 

thought ofthe development of any such new mines — and 

the jobs they would provide — to fear? Of course, there 

is no answer — a fact which reveals the emptiness of the 

argument. 

The fact is that in this field again today we have seen 

another political "trade-off. In effect, a "bone" has 

been thrown to the rabid dogs of the political Left as part 

of a process whereby acceptance has been obtained within 

the Australian Labor Party National Conference of 

policies which, otherwise, would not have "had the 

numbers". From that process we have two results: 

• First, individuals — including many individual share

holders — who have previously invested considerable 
risk capital in exploring for, and in some cases even 

significantly beginning to develop, other uranium 

deposits in the Northern Territory, Western Australia 

and elsewhere, have effectively been dispossessed of 

those assets by a stroke of the governmental pen; and 

• Secondly, we now have a policy which says, in effect, 

that if anyone in this country should stumble upon the 

richest deposit of uranium ore in the world, he or she 

will have no possibility whatsoever of developing it. 

There is another aspect of our national policy towards 

the uranium industry today which has received much less 

attention than the ones I have been referring to but 

which, in its own way, is if anything even more ludicrous. 

I refer to the matter of uranium enrichment. The fact is 

that, in 1983, all work previously proceeding in Australia 

with a view to the establishment of a uranium enrichment 

industry, ceased. 

Yet this is an industry in which, it might have been 

expected, Australia would potentially have had a 

considerable international comparative advantage. W e 

have the uranium deposits; we have (or at any rate had 

before our trade union "leaders" set out to destroy our 

competitiveness in this area also) the potential for 
providing the necessary massive blocks of relatively cheap 

power; and we have a highly qualified scientific 

community whose principal problem is to find jobs which 

will keep the best and the brightest of its members in 

Australia rather than emigrating to exercise their talents 

in more receptive (and generally more remunerative) 

environments. At a time when our Minister for Science 

and Technology is talking his head off about the need for 

Australia to move into so-called "high tech" industries, 

his own Government has in fact shot down perhaps the 

single most important "high tech" industry which we 

could have had. 

Since I am speaking about uranium, let me also 

comment upon another extremely serious development in 

our policies in that area and one which also illustrates my 

theme ofthe unprincipled "trade-offs" by governments. 

I refer to the decision, also taken during the course ofthe 

National Conference of the Australian Labor Party last 

July, to prevent the fulfilment of the export contracts for 

uranium oxide previously entered into between Queens

land Mines Limited and Electric de France. I emphasise 

that in referring to this matter I base myself solely upon 

information available to any member of the public. 

As a result of that decision taken by an extra-

parliamentary body, Queensland Mines Limited has now 

been forbidden to carry out its contractual obligations, 

freely entered into previously, to the major user of 

uranium for the generation of electricity in France. 

Again, to effect that end the threat of the export power 

has been invoked. 

The "reason" advanced for this dictatorial 

intervention by the Government ofthe Commonwealth of 

Australia is that the French authorities have refused to 

abandon their subterranean testing of various atomic 

weapons devices in and around Mururoa Atoll in the 

Pacific. It so happens — and no persons of repute have 

seriously contested the facts on the matter — that those 

tests by the French authorities, however much "concern" 

they may arouse in the ranks of our national "rent-a-

crowd" of the "professionally concerned", have 

produced virtually no observable increase in radiation 
fallout around the world generally, and certainly not in 

Australia. 

There is therefore not the slightest rational basis for 

arguing that there has been any increase whatsoever in 

radiation hazards as a consequence of these actions by the 
French Government. Nevertheless, because after all 

reason is not what these arguments are about within the 
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Australian Labor Party, we have seen a decision assented 
to unanimously by that Party's National Conference 
which now has the effect of causing Australia to be seen 
in the outside world as a country which breaks its word. 

W e should not underestimate the importance of that 
perception arising from this decision, assented to as it was 

personally at the time by no less figures than the Prime 

Minister himself, the Minister for Foreign Affairs, the 

Minister for National Resources and Energy and so on. 

Within my own recollection, at least, the last occasion on 

which anything comparable occurred in this country was 

when the then Premier of New South Wales, M r Lang, 

announced in 1931 that his Government would no longer 

meet interest payments on its overseas debt then 
domiciled in London (and would arbitrarily reduce the 

rate of interest payable on its debt within Australia). 

W e had at that time also a Labor Government in office 

in Canberra. That Government was quick to see the 

enormity of that blow at the foundations of international 

confidence in this country and moved within days to avert 

its consequences by stating clearly and unequivocally that 

it would meet the interest payments concerned (and take 

up the matter otherwise with the Government of New 

South Wales). Today, it is the Commonwealth 

Government itself which has been the prime mover in the 
matter. 

O n 14 October 1983 — just prior to the rising of the 

Senate — the Minister for National Resources and 

Energy issued a scrappy and generally uninformative, if 
not indeed misleading, press statement regarding some of 

the consequences of this decision. W e now find that in 

order that Queensland Mines Limited should not be 

penalised by the decision, the Commonwealth Govern

ment will purchase from that company the tonnages of 

uranium oxide which would otherwise have been 
exported over the next two years. If French testing at 

Mururoa has not ceased before the end of that period — 

an outcome which nobody expects and which indeed the 

French Government has specifically denied — the 

Australian Government will, it seems, continue to 

purchase those tonnages of uranium oxide which, under 

the contracts, would otherwise have been exported in the 
third and fourth years from now. 

The Minister's statement did not actually provide that 

latter information. Indeed, notwithstanding that 

"freedom of information" policy which his Government 

has so vocally supported, his statement did not seek to 

overburden us with many details at all. In particular, it 

did not contain any indication of the cost of all this to the 
Australian taxpayer. For its part Queensland Mines Ltd 

is, I understand, refusing to discuss with anyone the 

payments it will be receiving from the Commonwealth 

Government. In passing therefore I merely say: H o w 

dare the Minister conceal from the Australian people 

what he is up to in this matter? H o w dare he refrain from 

telling Australian taxpayers what all this is costing them? 

— and how dare he intimidate the company concerned 

into becoming an accessory to that process of 
concealment? 

Those odious processes notwithstanding, we are 

nevertheless told by various well-informed journalists 

that over the next two years the cost is likely to be in the 

order of $56 million or more and that over the balance of 

the contract the cost is likely to be some further $63 

million. All this is from a Government which is now 

promising us to reduce the Budget deficit — as well as, 

naturally, to reduce the degree of "unnecessary" 

governmental intervention hampering the activities ofthe 
business community! 

There is however a further aspect of this matter which, 

no doubt in the electoral atmosphere in which the 

Minister's statement was issued, does not seem to have 

received as much attention as it might have done. 

Although that statement conspicuously fails to say so, it 

seems that payments to Queensland Mines Limited arising 

from these arrangements will not commence until July, 
1985. That is, no payments are to be made to that 

company in this financial year in respect of those 

shipments of uranium oxide which are being purchased 

from it by the Government during this year. Why, I 
wonder, is that? 

O n examination, the reason is not difficult to find. It 

derives from the fact that this year's Budget papers — and 
in particular the Appropriation Bills — make no financial 

provision for such payments in 1984-85. Yet the 

Government must have known, before the Budget was 

brought down, that these payments would need to be 

made this year. Even if it did not — or not precisely — 
there is always power, under the aegis of the Advance to 

the Minister for Finance, for such payments to be covered 

during the financial year where they arise from "genuine

ly unforeseen circumstances". For that matter, there are 

also the Additional Appropriation Bills, which would nor

mally be brought into the Parliament in April 1985 and 

which could readily provide for such payments to be made 

during 1984-85 — including restoration to the Advance 

to the Minister for Finance of any funds drawn from that 
head of appropriations to cover such payments initially. 

Perhaps there are some entirely innocent reasons for 

these, on the face of them, entirely contrived 

arrangements. I can only say that, if not, they come in 

m y view dangerously close to a direct contempt of the 

Parliament. However all that may be, the clear 

conclusion to emerge from this recent example of the 

process of "trade-offs' is that an Australian Government 

has caused one of our major mining companies, in effect, 

to renege internationally on a contract. 

As it happens, the French buyers may not care unduly, 

since they can now obtain the uranium oxide more 

cheaply from other sources anyway — a fact which, of 

course, only renders this whole process of cutting off our 

nose to spite our face all the more extraordinary. 

Nevertheless, to those observers overseas who watch and 

reflect upon our actions and standing in the world, our 

national name stands dishonoured by these events. All 

this, note also, from a Government of "integrity". 

That is one recent actual example of a "trade-off to 

illustrate m y theme today. Let me now consider another 

one clearly in prospect. I refer to the great taxation debate 

which has been raging since the outset of the election 
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campaign. Again I emphasise that in these comments also 

I draw upon no knowledge whatsoever other than that 

which is generally publicly available. 
In an address to the second Australian Business 

Congress last year*, I made some slight observations in 

passing as to the likelihood — or in the case of death 

duties, virtual certainty — ofthe introduction of certain 
new taxes after the election should the present 

Government be returned to Office. Those observations, 

to anyone who took the trouble to read the full text of my 

remarks, flowed merely as logical propositions from the 

discussion and arguments preceding them. New data 

about the economy coming forward since that time, and 

which raise doubts whether the economic forecasts in the 

Budget papers — and hence the revenue and other 

estimates based upon them — will be realised, only 

render those propositions even more assured. 

To refresh your memories, let me briefly repeat the key 

paragraph of those remarks. I said: 
In effect that leaves only the introduction of such new 
taxes as a capital gains tax or possibly a wealth tax, the 
reintroduction of estate duties — which must be regarded 
as virtually certain — or the introduction of a truly 
broadly-based indirect tax in substitution for, or in 
addition to, the present wholesale sales tax. 

Since then, several people have asked me why I gave 

an even higher probability to the likelihood of the 

reintroduction of death duties — and the associated gift 
duties which they would administratively require — than 

to the introduction of a capital gains tax. The chief 

reasons were that, by contrast with anything which could 

be called a properly structured and in any way 

"equitable" capital gains tax, a reintroduced estate duty 

would have two great advantages to any government 

contemplating such enactments: 

• First, an estate duty (and associated gift duties) having 

been on the Commonwealth statute books for many 

years previously prior to their repeal in 1979, there still 

exists a corpus of administrative knowledge and 

experience within the Australian Taxation Office 

which could readily restore such taxes — whereas a 

capital gains tax, being by definition a novel impost, 
would have for that and other reasons a much greater 

degree of complexity relating both to its introduction 

and its subsequent administration; and 

• Secondly, whereas a capital gains tax would yield 

relatively little revenue — and that only slowly over 

time — a reinforced estate duty could, within (say) 

three years, be yielding something in the order of one-

half to three-quarters of a billion dollars in revenue, 

depending of course upon its precise parameters to be 

determined by the Government. 

Both those factors render an estate duty (and associated 

gift duties) much more attractive than a capital gains tax 

to any government in need of revenue and that is why I 

accorded to the former a much higher probability than 

the latter. 

Since that time a good deal of sound and, particularly, 

" Published in Quadrant December 1984: "What Kind of Country?" 

fury, has been vented by assorted spokesmen for the 

Government on these "speculations". I do not want to 

enter into that debate, which I leave to them and their 

political opponents. In the end we shall all have to judge 

for ourselves the credibility ofthe respective protestations 

made upon these topics. As to that, however, as I 

observed during the course of an address at the 

University of Sydney on election day 1983, nobody ever 

went broke batting on the mendacity of politicians — a 

prediction which, if I may say so, has been fully borne out 

by events. For the rest, I note only that I think it entirely 

healthy to have had this taxation policy debate forced out 

into the open for the benefit of the electorate. 

". . .when our Minister for Science and 
Technology is talking his head off about 
the need to move into 'high tech' 
industries, his own Government has shot 
down the single most important 'high 
tech' industry we could have had". 

Having in mind my "trade-offs" theme, I should 

however like to make one further point. Although the 

Government has vehemently — if less than wholly 

convincingly — denied that it has any specific taxation 

measures in mind in the post-election period, it is a 

matter of notoriety that, along with its political 

Opposition, it does at least intend to introduce some form 

of broadly-based indirect tax, such as a retail turnover tax 

or something of that kind. The fact that it might be 

possible to force the State governments into actually 

undertaking that action — instead of, or supplementary 

to, such action by the Commonwealth itself — does not 

alter that basic point, although it may well provide the 

basis for those "fine print phrases" against which I have 

warned. It would indeed be well to examine the Prime 

Minister's recent "assurances" with that point in mind. 

Given all that, let me say immediately that I think it a 

pity that the Government should have felt it necessary to 

be so coy about this aspect of its intentions. Not only 

would it have been more frank, more open and more 

consistent with its claims to "integrity" to have come 

clean with the Australian electorate on this matter, but 

also such a proposal — that is, to increase the share 

(though not of course the total burden) of taxation 
revenue from indirect taxation — would have been totally 

defensible. It would have been all the more so since, in 

fact, the very same proposal has been publicly and openly 
espoused by the Opposition Parties. 

Why, then, this apparently inexplicable reluctance to 

be frank with the Australian people on the issue? There 

is in fact an answer to that question — but an answer 

which reflects no credit on the Government. The reason 

why, it seems, the Government has not felt it possible to 

tell the truth on this particular issue is because the Australian 

Council of Trade Unions has not yet given it the green light to do 

so. That celebrated "Accord" of which we have ad 

nauseam been hearing for the past two years or so 
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specifically forbids any such move by this Government 

unless, and until, the Australian Council of Trade 

Unions — that unelected body — permits it to do so. And 
this, of course, is where my theme of the "trade-off 
recurs. 

For it does not require any great exercise of 

imagination to see that the one way in which the 

"leadership" ofthe A C T U might be able to "sell" to their 

constituents the acceptance of the introduction of a 

broadly-based indirect tax by the present Government 

would be if that tax were to be accompanied by one, or 

preferably two, other new taxes which could be — and 

indeed would be accurately — portrayed as measures to 

''soak the rich'' or otherwise appeal to what, I called '' the 

more atavistic elements ofthe Australian Labor Party". 

In short, whatever may or may not be the merits or 

demerits of a capital gains tax or death duties — and I do 

not enter here into that debate, which goes beyond my 

theme — those taxes are likely (certain) to be introduced 

by the present Government irrespective of those merits or 

demerits. They would be introduced simply and solely as 
"trade-offs"; as the "price" enacted by this 

Government's masters in the A C T U for their acceptance 

of a broadly-based indirect tax. 

Given however that so much of the election campaign 

rhetoric revolved around the question of what, if any, 

new taxes are to be introduced by whoever may be 

victorious at the polls, could I simply leave this audience 

at least with one other thought relevant to that issue? 

That thought is simply that our future would give a great 

deal more ground for optimism if, rather than so much 

discussion about new taxes, we had had a great deal more 

discussion by all the major Party political contenders 

about ways in which they could cut back the growth of 

spending so as to obviate any revenue need for any such 
new taxes. 

The very absence of that discussion is, if you like, yet 

another example of that "trade-off mentality which has 

been my theme today. I could continue to enumerate 

many more such "trade-offs". Time — and your not 

inexhaustible patience — will not permit that today. Let 

me therefore merely touch upon one more. 

A fortnight or so ago I noted reports of remarks by the 

Prime Minister accusing the previous Government — 

and by association therefore the present Opposition — of 

having created the present high level of unemployment in 

Australia. It was Adolf Hitler who said, in Mein Kampf, 

that: "The great masses of the people . . . will more 

easily fall victims to a great lie than a small one". Even 

by those standards, that accusation, coming from the 

Prime Minister, seems a bit rich, to say the least. 

Every objective analyst of the economic history of our 

past ten years is well aware that the two great leaps in 

unemployment in Australia during that period occurred 
in 1974-75 (when, as I recall, M r Whitlam was in office 

in Canberra) and 1982 and that on both occasions the 

chief causes, beyond any reasonable shadow of doubt, 

were to be found in the actions of that same trade union 

movement over whose policies, and whose destinies, M r 

Hawke presided, in his previous capacity, from 1970 to 

1980. 

Today, total unemployment is running at around 9 per 

cent of the workforce — to quote only the most 

conservative of the several such figures which could be 

quoted, ranging up to around double that percentage. 

Unemployment among the 15-19 year-old age group is 

running at around three times that of adults, at around 

25 per cent (or more) of that element of the workforce. 

Those facts alone spell out, to anyone who gives them a 

moment's thought — and certainly to businessmen or 

women such as yourselves who have the responsibility of 
deciding whether or not to take on additional employees 

— that the prices of labour, and particularly of youthful 

labour, are too high. People — and young people in 

particular — are simply being priced out of jobs by 

arbitral tribunals under pressure of trade union power. 

As Professor Michael Porter has said in a recent issue of 

the I.P.A. Review, full employment in Australia has been 

decreed to be illegal. 

Yet, in a country in which that is supremely the most 

important fact confronting us, we have a Government 

which has conspired with the A C T U , via their 

"Accord", to maintain those prices of labour at those 

unemployment-creating levels and indeed increase them by 

no less than 8.6 per cent. W e have, that is, a Government 

which has been prepared to "trade-off" the increased 

unemployment — compared with what would otherwise have been 

possible — which that "Accord" has inevitably involved, 

in order to buy votes for itself by maintaining the real 

wages of those in the community already fortunate enough to 

have jobs. Could any more Faustian compact be 

conceived? 

The Government has entered into this compact 

because it has lacked the courage, or true leadership, to 

put its undoubted popularity on the line — in the 

interests of the unemployed youth, and not only the 

youth, of Australia — by telling its "little mates" in the 

A C T U where to get off. This, be it noted, from a Party, 

and a Government, claiming to "put Australia first"! 

These are not joking matters. Nevertheless, my (and 

your) time being limited, let me again do as I was told, 

by concluding with another joke. This one also owes its 

origins to a cartoon by M r Moir of The Sydney Morning 

Herald, who seems to have been excellent himself of late. 

M r Moir's cartoon appeared just after the Minister for 

Aboriginal Affairs — or persons acting on his behalf — 

had revealed to a characteristically breathless media 

world the existence of a "lost tribe" of Aboriginal people 

in Western Australia. I note in passing that one of the 

members of that "lost tribe" was, surprisingly, 

subsequently found to be named Thomas. The cartoon in 

question was a simple one. It depicted a somewhat 

bedraggled trio — the Prime Minister, the Premier of 

Western Australia and the Minister for Aboriginal Affairs 

— trudging in ever more convoluted paths in the desert 

while shouldering a placard labelled " A L P Land Rights 

Policy". The cartoon was entitled, simply "The Lost 

Tribe". 
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Four Poems by 

Illustrations by _! 

Bailey's Beads 

_r__s the moon moves across the sun 

I The sky darkens and a golden haze 
1 Spreads over the city. 

O n the path of totality the air is cool; 

Birds, confused by unexpected twilight, 
Flutter about searching for their nests. 

i 

' Along the moon's cratered edge, 

The diminishing crescent of the sun 

Bestows a jewelled prayer 

Before the eclipse is complete. Now, 

A feathered radiance surrounds the black 

Moon, above a landscape of ghosts. 

For Ptolemy III — Coma 
Berenices 

J\. mirror reflects the night garden, 

Each flower touched by the summer moon. 

Her heavy hair framed by a Tamarisk, 

A woman stands before the mirror — 

Fingers meeting mirrored fingers, 

Her breath a mist against the darkness. 

Deep in the mirror, above the shadowed 

Branches of the tree, shimmers 

Berenices' offering of stars. 

Dog Star and Big Dipper 

M. ive of Ursa Major's seven stars 

Move parallel to one another; 

They're all part of a loose galactic cluster 

To which Sirius belongs. 

Worshipped in Egypt, as the Nile spilled, 

Sirius marks, by its heliacal rising, 

The Egyptian New Year and the Dog-days of 

summer. 

But our sun moves with influence; 

In one hundred thousand years, they say, 

There'll be no Big Dipper in our sky. 

, As they wander through the Milky Way, 

Open clusters are spread so wide 

They're drawn by each celestial tide; 

In time their members drift away. 
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Anne Fairbairn 

tanislaus Rapotec 

From a Mathematical 
Memory 
A Song for an Earth Goddess 

Sweeping his arm across light years, Saturn 

Sowed his seed. It floats forever with husks 

And debris around his planet, 'Shepherded 

By pairs of moons,' according to Voyager I. 

But computer data from Voyager II tells 

A different story; here a braided ring, 

With rocky, circling blocks of ice; there, 

A moonless ring. Number-mapped, each ring 

Is now a mathematical memory, to be seen, 

analysed, 

And for the first time heard; a plasma wave team 

Hooked instruments to an amplifier, and so 

The spacecraft crosses Saturn's bow-wave on wings 
of song. 

After passing the silence of Cassini, a series of 
crescendos 

Grows until the final ring is breathed. 

This is the eternal wedding song oi Ops, 

Recorded; and condensed in time by a factor of 

eight. 



The desert — awesomeness of space, its stillness, the great arc of the sky, the sun 
rising and setting . . . Anne Fairbairn's four poems bring back vivid memories of my 

years in the Sinai desert for which I first felt fears, but slowly the infinite mystery of 
the brilliant sky, day and night, filled me with a deep love for the desert which 

remains with me to this day . . . I long to return. 

V__^M^A^CU-<4 R^jiM-X 
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David Butler 

1984 — An Apocalyptic 
Election? 

i 

i 

O N T H E N I G H T of 

December 1, I wandered 

around in the Canberra tally 

room absorbing the detail of Robert 

Hawke's re-election. An unexpec

tedly muted success but still a 
success. Was it Robert Hawke's or 

the Labor Party's? The most uni

versal of historical arguments is 

about the power of the individual. 

H o w different would the fate of the 

world have been if Napoleon or 

Hitler or Churchill had died in 

infancy? H o w different would the last 

two years of Australian politics have 

been if Bill Hayden had not, almost 

voluntarily, passed the leadership to 

Bob Hawke in February 1983? The 

decline of the Liberal/National 

Government in 1982-83 was not 

brought about by Fraser or Hayden 

or Hawke: larger, less personal, 

forces were involved. And the success 
1 ofthe Hawke Government owes a lot 

to the ending of the drought and still 

more to the change in the world's 

economic climate. 
Flying high over India, 24 hours 

after the count it may seem prema

ture to venture a verdict on the 1984 

election. Yet, there can be a virtue in 

instant writing about such events — 

unless one can wait a generation or 

two for the ultimate verdict of 
history. I have learnt that a few 

months' perspective often dates more 

quickly than an immediate 

judgement. 

Elections were likened by Lewis 

Namier to locks on the canal of a 

David Butler of Nuffield College, Oxford, and 

I the leading British psephologist, has visited 

Australia for the past nine Federal elections 

This article was written on his way back to 

Britain straight after the December 1 election. 

nation's history, controlling its flow 

and its traffic. The landmarks of 

political history, which used to be the 

dates of kings and of battles, are now 

the dates of elections — at least in 

those democracies where elections 

determine who governs. But can an 

election which led to no change be 

described as memorable, let alone 

apocalyptic? 

O n December 1 the Hawke Go

vernment was re-elected with a 

reduced majority. N o major per

sonalities were defeated. There were 

no sharp state or regional differences 

in the voting. A non-event, there

fore? For me, as an inveterate 

election-watcher, it was one of the 

more interesting ofthe eight contests 

that have drawn me to Australia, 

interesting both in its conduct and in 

its larger implications. 

The new election law hung over 

the campaign. One innovation — 

public subsidies to parties evoked 

oddly little comment. But it was 

plainly the first contest in which the 
two sides fought with a rough 

equality of resources. Business 

donors might anyway have been 

deterred by the opinion polls from 

pouring money into the Liberal 

campaign. Nonetheless the new 

disclosure rules persuaded some 

companies not to give at all and 

encouraged others to take out an 

insurance policy by contributing to 

both parties. Assured of two to three 

million dollars of public finance, each 

ofthe main parties had a comfortable 

sufficiency for all basic activities and 

even some over to pour into the 

bottomless pit of media advertising. 

Detailed rules can matter. The de-
alphabetising of the ballot paper, the 

increase in deposits, the shortening of 

polling hours, and the easier arrange

ment for out-voting each made a 

small contribution to civilising the 

electoral process. 

But of course the important tech

nical change was the simplifying of 
the Senate ballot paper and its 

unexpected repercussion for the 

outcome. The great bulk of people 

chose to cast their Senate vote by a 

single mark against their party — 

and so cut the informal proportion 

for the Upper House from over 9 per 

cent to about 5 per cent. But an awful 

lot of them, predominantly Labor 

supporters, seem to have thought 

they could do the same for the House 

of Representatives and pushed the 

informal proportion there from 2 per 

cent to 7 per cent. In time Colin 
Hughes — and Malcolm Mackerras 

— will doubtless produce precise 

estimates but it seems possible that 

these wasted ballots accounted for the 

whole ofthe swing against Labor. In 

Ireland they have a word, a "Tully-

mander" for a gerrymander that 

goes wrong — M r Tully was the 

Minister who in 1974 devised new 

boundaries that rebounded on his 

own party. A "Young Ballot" could 

go down in Australian history as one 

of the more splendid illustrations of 

the law of unintended consequences. 

The Labor Party scored two more 

own goals by its innovations. The 

first was the length of the campaign, 

twice the normal duration. For eight 

weeks M r Peacock was allotted a 

government plane and was, de facto, 

given equal media time to take his 
message across Australia and re

establish himself after his disastrous 
September fiasco in Parliament. And 
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in the same way M r Hawke pre

sented the Nuclear Disarmament 

Party with eight weeks in which to 
get off the ground and deny the 

Labor Party any remote chance it 

had of a Senate majority. 

The other own goal was the Great 
Debate. An honourable Bob Hawke 

felt bound by a promise made when 

he was unsuccessfully challenging 
Frime Minister Fraser to a televised 

confrontation in 1983. But a debate is 

a zero-sum game: one side or other 

must lose. To have got involved in a 

debate is by definition a miscalcula

tion for someone (unless the costs of 

refusal are greater even than the costs 

of losing). M r Hawke gave M r Pea

cock 90 minutes of television time 

before a huge captive audience, that 

saw him being treated as an equal 
with the Prime Minister and 

demonstrating comparable authority 

and articulacy. 

There was much to criticise in the 

format of the debate and the exces

sive intrusion of journalists. But 

perhaps in the future strong enough 
pressures can be generated to shame 

reluctant contestants from weaselling 

out. As we have seen in the United 

States, debates can become so 

entrenched an institution that 

presidential candidates cannot avoid 

them. The Australian debate, with 
all its defects, was a major occasion 

which actually revealed something 

about the men and the measures at 

issue and which gave life to the final 
week. It did at least return the focus 

to the principal contenders. 

The greatest bore of the election 

was the discussion of how boring it 
was. When I arrived in mid-

November the media were dutifully 

giving space to the election but the 

major politicians were not providing 

the sort of copy that makes headlines 

and the commentators felt that they 

had written themselves into their 

desks. The remarks of Bob Hawke 

and Andrew Peacock were covered 

— but they were not saying new 

things. In an election nowadays the 

top leaders have become ever more 

pre-eminent. This is a world-wide 

phenomenon, dictated largely by the 

needs of television which wants a 

simple personal story that can be 

presented in short snippets. A 

familiar face in an unfamiliar setting 

is what the cameramen require. The 

background becomes more important 
than the words. Almost inevitably 

the leaders have yielded to their 
handlers' insistence that they should 

submit to the demands of the media. 

But you can't go on like that for eight 

weeks, as Australia has just seen. 

The media demand new issues or 

new faces. For a short while the 
Nuclear Disarmament Party, given 

new credibility by the opinion polls, 

filled the vacuum left by the jaded 

campaigning of the established 

parties. Politicians suddenly found 

themselves groping to explain what 

was wrong about voting for a single-

issue party and discovering that the 

old phrases did not work. But that 

was a sideshow — though a signifi

cant one. 

Andrew Peacock continued dog

gedly to follow that iron rule of 

democratic electioneering: "Never 

admit the possibility of defeat, even 

to yourself, until it has happened", 

and he won growing respect for the 

unapologetic, resilient competence of 

his campaign. Although defeat is 

defeat is defeat, it can be honourable 

not humiliating. Andrew Peacock's 

unwavering pursuit of his taxation 

and assets test themes probably did 

him and his party more good than a 

more flamboyant pursuit of ephe

meral issues and scandals would have 
done. 

Certainly, by all past standards, it 
was a subdued campaign. Has there 

ever been an Australian election that 

produced fewer sensations, fewer 

slips ofthe tongue, less crude abuse? 

But it was the most civilised of the 
nine Australian elections that I have 

watched. The rubbishing style of 

Australian politics was notably 

diminished. There were however a 

few atavistic gems, such as "like any 

cornered rat he is crawling back to 

his sewer'' and ' 'Canberra is the only 

lunatic asylum run by its inmates" 

and the National Party leader, Ian 

Sinclair, actually suggested that 

Labor was responsible for the much-
headlined spread of AIDS. 

The Party headquarters in Sydney 

and Melbourne exuded a profession

alism that was quite absent fifteen 

years ago. Morning conference calls 

kept the top spokesmen in line, 

clutching to the theme-ofthe-day. 

And the consequent cohesion offered 

little to jolt the ordinary Australian 

off his predetermined vote, as he 

listened to the sanitised restatement 
of the poll-researched themes. 

Professionalism may be counter

productive. Election watchers could 

sign for the old, accident-prone 
amateurism of a Gorton or even a 

Whitlam. 

But let us turn from style to 

substance. What was the election 

deciding? When seasoned economists 

and public servants were asked how 

different Australia would be in two 

years' time if Andrew Peacock and 

not Bob Hawke won, they were hard 

put to name anything big. Medical 

care and some details of tax would 
undergo some alteration — but the 

general role of the State and the 

general burden and distribution of 

taxation would not change signifi

cantly. The only big question seemed 

to lie in industrial relations. Would 

the Liberals really end the arbitration 
system and bust the Accord? Would 

the consequent strikes and wage 

inflation wreck the Australian boom? 

Alternatively, is not the Accord 

bound to break down anyway? When 

has an Incomes Policy anywhere in 

the world lasted long without 
bringing counter-productive rigidi

ties to the system? There seemed no 

agreement on the answers to these 

questions. They depended too much 

on outside circumstances and on how 

far the consensualism of Australia is 

something more than a Hawke con

struct. But m y guess, as a non-

economist and a non-Australian, is 

that if the Australian economy is 

going to go sour in the next few years 

it would have done so under any 

government. 

W h y then the flamboyant title? An 
apocalyptic election? Surely nothing 

apocalyptic can happen in Australia 

save droughts and bushfires. The 

choices of Australian politics are 

mercifully limited. 

In his Curtin Lecture last Novem

ber Dr Coombs lamented the right
wards drift of the Labor Party and 

argued that, as a consequence, the 

Liberals were being driven danger

ously further Right. I was sceptical 
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about this thesis for both practical 

and theoretical reasons. Although 

some Liberals indulge in dreams of a 

Thatcherite, monetarist, free 

enterprise approach, it is hard to see 

the rural socialists of the National 

Party, let alone the politically diverse 

State Premiers, allowing such a 

policy to go very far. The whole 

Australian system reinforced by the 

conservatism of ordinary Austra

lians, stands in the way of any serious 

dismantling of the interventionist, 

j bureaucratic, welfare state apparatus 

that has grown up. Labor indeed has 

probably been able to do more in dis

mantling controls on banking than 

any Coalition Government. But can 

anyone seriously envisage an 

American-style deregulation of air 

transport? The mixed economy is 

surely as deeply entrenched in 

Australia as anywhere in the world. 

Right wing noises on moral issues 

may come from Queensland and 

| elsewhere but, to an outsider, Right 

wing (and Left wing) economic ideas 

appear to find remarkably little 
expression. 

Moreover, theoretically there is no 

reason why, if the Left moves right

wards, the Right should do the same. 

I The self-interest of parties demands 

that they should win a majority of 

votes. If they do not have to worry 

about shedding their extremes, then 

the whole battle is for the middle 

ground where M r Hawke has so sen-

I sibly encamped himself. It will not be 

recovered by Right-wing politics, 
1 whatever Margaret Thatcher may 

say. (She secured victory in 1979 and 

1983 despite her lurch to the Right 

rather than because of it.) It is more 

logical to keep hold of the middle 

ground. When things are going well, 

the cry "anything you can do, I can 

do better" may not be very con

vincing. But when economic trouble 

and political scandal come to beset a 

government (and, in the long run, 

.vhat government do they spare?), 

:he electors will welcome an 

alternative set of rulers who do not 

hreaten too far-reaching a 

, 'evolution. Happy the country that is 

;o fundamentally united that it can 

;afely afford to bicker. Happy the 

i :ountry where defeated parties have 

no thought of turning to the 
barricades. 

W h y then can it be claimed that 
1984 offers such a landmark? 

What happened was that a Labor 

Government won re-election. It was 

only the third such event in 

Australian history (and 1974 was 

rather a special case). Just once 

before, at the end of the War, Labor 

seemed established as the natural 

governing party of Australia. An 

English observer in the 1980s gets 

accustomed to Labor as a party of 

opposition engaged in fratricidal 

strife. That was how the Australian 

Labor Party appeared for much of 

the 1950s and 1960s. The spectacle 

today of an assured Bob Hawke, re-

endorsed by the electorate, dominat

ing the politcal scene has its lessons 

for Neil Kinnock (which he is prob

ably not in a position to take). 

Of course, fratricidal strife may 

break out again in Australia. Labor 

was disappointed in the result and in 

Bob Hawke's handling of the cam

paign. His rightward move, his 

gentle approach towards business, 

have left many of his followers 

unhappy and the Caucus will be less 

virtuously supportive now that the 

election is out of the way. 
M r Hawke will have to tread more 

carefully and listen to his Party. 

However the fact that the Opposition 

now only needs a further 2 per cent 

swing to oust Labor in 1987 may help 

M r Hawke to keep on with his con

sensual middle-of-the-road govern

ment. As M r Pym so indiscreetly told 

Mrs Thatcher in 1983, a working 

majority may be preferable to a 

landslide. 

Prophecy is a dangerous game for 

an academic. Worldwide, 1984 has 

been less apocalyptic than George 

Orwell led us to expect. In Australia 

1984 has been a good year. Its elec

toral verdict consolidates Hawke and 

Labor in power, they have the oppor

tunity now to make the 1980s a 

Labor decade as surely as the 1950s 

and 1960s were Liberal decades. And 

Bob Hawke may prove indeed to be 

a Bob Menzies. 

RESERVE BANK OF AUSTRALIA 

* 

BIOGRAPHIES 
OF FINANCIERS 

The Reserve Bank of Australia is supporting, 
through its Economic and Financial Research 
Fund, the preparation and publication of a volume 
of biographical essays on Australian financiers 
covering a broad spectrum of financial activity and 
all periods of Australian history. 

Potential authors are invited to notify their 
interest. Such notification should include: 

• a sketch of the career(s) of suggested subject(s) 
and some reason for inclusion in the proposed 
volume: 

• a curriculum vitae of the applicant 

Subjects must have completed their careers as 
financiers. 

The volume will be edited by a small group which 
will include Professor R.T. Appleyard of the 
University of Western Australia and Professor 
C B. Schedvin of the University of Melbourne. 

The closing date tor receipt of suggestions and 
expressions of interest is 29 March 1985 All 
correspondence should be directed to The 
Secretary. Reserve Bank of Australia. GPO Box 
3947. Sydney. NSW 2001 
Telephone inquiries may be made to Dr Ian 
Harper on (021 234 932 1 
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John Ray 

Conservatives, Permissives and 
Love 

The Results of a Survey 

A U S T R A L I A has never seemed a particularly 

religious place and, as a consequence, the moral 

causes that are often associated with religion often 

seem merely risible today. With the lonely exception of 

the Rev. Fred Nile, advocating that girls should remain 

virgins until they marry is not the path to political office. 

This is in some contrast to the undoubted influence ofthe 

"Moral Majority" movement in the United States. 

"Wowsers" have just never been popular in Australia. 

Sexual permissiveness is now the order ofthe day. Those 

who advocate anything else seem lost somewhere in the 

last century. 

One consequence of this is that the arguments raised by 

moral conservatives receive little serious attention outside 

the circle of those already convinced. The arguments by 
the moral conservatives that they stand "for the family" 

and that permissiveness puts sex before love just do not 

persuade. The idea that happiness is to be found in self-

control rather than self-indulgence seems impossibly 

Victorian. 

In fact the moral libertarians claim almost the opposite. 
"Self-expression" is a supreme psychological virtue and 

"bastards" have now become "love-children". Leftist 

psychologists such as Fromm1 even claim that Leftists are 

"biophilic" (life-affirming) whilst rightists are 

"necrophilic" (death affirming). "Love" and "doing 
your own thing" were certainly intimately associated as 

catchcries ofthe "Hippie" movement. 

Are we in such circumstances to say that it is all a 

matter of opinion? Must we conclude that no-one can tell 

which side is right? Since what we are talking about — 

love and happiness — could hardly be more important it 

would seem regrettable if we had no way of telling which 

of the two prescriptions led to it. Is it permissiveness or 

is it restraint that leads to love and happiness? Surely 

there must be some evidence on the question. Each side 

has "authorities" that it appeals to (from the Bible to 

Sigmund Freud) and each side can relate anecdotes in 

support of its own cause but where is the attempt to 

provide objective evidence either way? Surely there must 

be some way of finding out what generally are the results 

of sexual restraint versus sexual permissiveness? 

One first step in this direction would seem to be some 

sort of survey. Simple-minded though it may be, might 

it not be of interest to find out just what members ofthe 

two camps think about love? Which side really is more 

love-oriented? Which side believes most in the primacy, 

potency and power of love? Is it the permissives or is it 

the conservatives? Some time ago I carried out a survey 

designed to answer just this question and I wish to present 

its results below. 

The survey took advantage ofthe fact that in 1978 two 

American psychologists (Munro and Adams)2 published 

an "inventory" of love attitudes. They devised a set of 

standard questions which could be used to explore the full 

range of attitudes which people had towards love. They 

found in their research that love attitudes could be 

divided into three categories which they called 
"Romantic Ideal", "Conjugal-rational Love" and 

"Romantic Power". Their "inventory" lists a number of 

statements for expressing each type of attitude and I give 

some examples: "Love is the essence of life" is a 

Romantic Ideal statement; "A decision to marry should 

come from serious thinking, not just a feeling of love" is 

a Conjugal-rational Love statement; and "True love 

never dies; it surmounts all obstacles" is a Romantic 

Power statement. 

I decided therefore to include the Munro-Adams Love 

Inventory in a questionnaire being mailed out to 1200 

addressees in New South Wales and Queensland. The 

addressees were chosen at random from the electoral 

rolls. Also included was a set of questions such as are 

usually used to check on moral attitudes. Examples were: 

"Any woman should be entitled to an abortion if she 

wants one", "Homosexuality should be legally 

permitted", "Sex relations except in marriage are always 

wrong" and "Divorce in Australia has now become too 

easy". Each person could thus be given a score in his 

degree of moral conservatism according to how many 

conservative statements he agreed with and how many 

permissive statements he rejected. 

Thirtyone per cent of those who received it answsered 

the questionnaire. From their replies it was found that the 

answers to the various questions did hang together as 

expected. Questions expressing the three different types 

of love attitude did tend to be answered similarly and the 

questions on moral issues did tend to be answered 

similarly. Statistically, this is expressed by saying that the 

coefficients "alpha" for the four "scales" (sets of 

statements) were .85 for conservatism, .74 for Conjugal 
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Love, .84 for Romantic Love and .88 for Romantic 

Power. The three types of love attitude were however 

themselves correlated and showed an overall alpha of .89. 

This is a degree of internal consistency for the four scales 

which psychologists would normally regard as highly 

encouraging. 
The correlations between scores on the moral 

conservatism scale and the scores on the different types of 

love attitude were as follows: Romantic Love .323, 

Conjugal Love .288, Romantic Power .393 and overall 

attitude to love (summing across the three sub-types) 

.432. This means that it was much more likely for a moral 

conservative than for a moral libertarian to be love-

oriented. There were people who believed in love in both 
' camps but the conservatives believed in it more. The last 

correlation reported (.432) is in fact quite a healthy one 

by the standard of what is generally reported in the 

psychological research literature and thus means that 

conservatism must be taken very seriously as an influence 
on overall love-attitudes. All correlations were also 

statistically significant (p < .05). 

A final finding of interest concerns State differences. 

Queensland is reputed to be particularly conservative as 

Australian States go. Is it also then true that 

Queenslanders are more love-oriented? The Table inset 

gives the average scores on the various scales for residents 

of the two States surveyed. It will be seen that 

Queenslanders were indeed more conservative on moral 

issues, more love-oriented and greater believers in the 

power of love. The differences on Conjugal Love and 

Romantic Love were however, insignificant. 

TABLE 1 

' Means (and S.D.s) on attitude scales for samples of 

two Australian States and their capital cities. Columns 

1 & 2 and 3 & 4 are paired and significant (p < .05) 

differences are starred. 

Variable N.S.W. Qld. Brls. Sydney 

Conservatism 26.41(7.36) 29.53(6.73)* 29.41(6.60) 25.70(7.15)* 
,: Att. Love 65.30(8.14) 67.10(8.99)* 66.46(9.04) 64.22(7.56)* 

Rom. Pow. 19.86(5.31) 21.46(5.08)* 21.12(5.16) 19.23(5.21)* 

Rom. Love 24.70(2.89) 24.89(3.14) 24.84(3.31) 24.63(2.65) 

Conj. Love 20.72(2.88) 20.74(3.10) 20.49(3.28) 20.35(2.90) 

No. of people 158 2T9 104 98 

Another finding of the survey that may be of some 

' interest is that overall attitude to love correlated .28 with 
1 age and —.29 with education. This means that there is 
1 some tendency for the more love-oriented citizens to be 

older and less highly educated. 

It may well seem difficult to grasp that the State 

generally conceived of as the most reactionary in the 

country should be characterised by a greater belief in the 

power of love. Are these the same voters who repeatedly 

give power to their almost "fascist" Premier, the 

roudoubtable Johannes Bjelke-Petersen? So to ask, 

however, is to confuse some correlation with perfect or 

, high correlation. Any voting community only needs to 

| lean slightly to the Left or Right for a government of the 

, Left or Right to achieve power. In fact, Federal voting 

i intention was one ofthe questions asked in the survey and 

it showed no significant correlation with attitude to love. 

The characteristics of Queenslanders are not necessarily 

those of conservatives. In the 1983 Federal election 

Queensland in fact returned Labor Party members in a 
majority of House of Representatives seats. The 

Queensland difference then is probably more attributable 

to the higher quality of life in Queensland than to greater 

Queensland conservatism. Life is much more calm and 

peaceful in the smaller Queensland cities than in the 

frenetic Sydney metropolis. That a calm and peaceful (yet 

affluent) environment should lead to greater optimism 

about the finer things in life is less hard to understand. 

It must be noted, however, that State electoral choice 

was not obtained in the present survey and that morals 

issues in Australia are essentially a State government 

matter. Queensland Premier Bjelke-Petersen has taken a 

strong stand against permissive morality and it is notable 

from Table 1 that Queenslanders were in fact shown as 

more conservative on morals issues. The fact that the 

correlation between attitude to love and moral 

conservatism was fairly high (as such correlations go) 

does then leave it as a not quite completely dismissable 

hypothesis that Queensland attitudes to love may be 

simply a reflection of greater conservatism — but 

conservatism of one particular (moral) sort only. 

The correlations of the attitude to love scale appear to 

vindicate the claim by morals campaigners that they are 

"for the family". Permissiveness goes with cynicism 

about love. A stress on cynicism as the intervening 

variable is also consistent with the effect of education. If 

education makes you less optimistic about the power of 

love, this could be due to a tendency of education to make 

you more cynical (perhaps higher education in particu

lar?). This hypothesis could be tested on some later 

occasion by use of one of the several cynicism scales 

available. O n the other hand, age generally seems to 

make one more cynical but greater age in the present data 

went with less cynicism about the power of love. This 

suggests that cynicism about things generally may not 

have all that much to do with attitudes to love. 

What the present results may most clearly imply, then, 

is that a belief in the power, necessity and importance of 

love is becoming increasingly old-fashioned in our 

society. If so, one can only mourn for future generations. 

NOTES 
1 Fromm, E. The heart of man, N.Y.: Harper, 1964 
2 Munro, B. & Adams, G.R.: "Love American style: a test of role structure 
theory on changes in attitude to love". Human Relation!, 1978, 31, 215-228. 

. The Salesman 
_f\fter I drink my grog and sleep, 

I'll drink your sleep in play. 

The slops will drop 

into the Angel's Arms, 

which are the best 

chain of bars on earth to try. 
I'll sell you your own 

steel franchise, a cross 
arched across a lying way. 

A later saint, you too can buy 

not just the bridge but the bay. Jennifer Maiden 
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Barry Lewis 

Jaroslav Seifert, Nobel Prize
winner for Literature, 1984 

i 

F E W P E O P L E will have heard the name of Czech 

poet Jaroslav Seifert before he won this year's 

Nobel Prize for Literature. His work is little known 

beyond the confines of his native Czechoslovakia and the 

few scattered Czech emigre communities in Western 

Europe, Canada, U S A and Australia. Moreover, 
Seifert's output consists almost entirely of lyric poetry — 

a genre of limited appeal in any language and one 

notoriously difficult to translate into a foreign tongue. 

The award will perhaps even come as a surprise to lovers 

' of Czech poetry, as they could point to a number of poets 

of equal merit which this century has produced. 

Seifert's advantage, however, has been to have 
' outlasted all possible contenders to the title of greatest 

' living Czech poet. In one of his most recent and impor-

' tant collections of verse The Plague Column he recalls how 

he recited his poetry at the gravesides of illustrious fellow 

' poets Wolker, Halas and Hora and how he was destined 
1 :o outlive them all: 

In the Julian Fields 
we'd sometimes lie at nightfall, 
when Brno was sinking into darkness, 
and on the backwater of the Svitava 
the frogs began their plaint. 

Once a young gipsy sat down beside us. 
1 Her blouse was half unbuttoned 

and she read our hands. 

To Halas she said:You won't ijve to be fifty. 

To Arthur Cernik:You'n i;ve until just after that. 

| I didn't want her to tell my fortune. 
, I was afraid. 

I She seized my hand 

and angrily exclaimed:You'n iive a long time! 

' It sounded like a threat.* 

Ofthe promising group of Czech poets ofthe '20s and 
30s only Seifert now survives at the age of 83 as a living 

ymbol of resistance to the ravages of time, war and 

tolitics. 

« * » 

H e was born in Prague in 1901 in the working-class 

.Taken from The Plague Column by Jaroslav Seifert, translated from the 

Izech by Ewald Osers, Terra Nova Editions, London, Boston, 1979 

arry Lewis is a lecturer in the Department of Russian, University of 

lew South Wales. 
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suburb of Zizkov, a milieu which was to provide him with 

much raw material for his earliest verse: 

I was christened on the edge of the Olsany 
in the plague chapel of Saint Roch . . . 
O n the steps of the Olsany taverns 
I used to crouch at night to hear 
the coffin-bearers and grave diggers 
singing their rowdy songs. 

But that was long ago, 
the taverns have fallen silent 
the grave-diggers in the end 
buried each other. 

His humble origins inspired his early political and 

literary affiliations. H e was a m e m b e r of the Communist 

party and one of the founding members of the Devetsil, 

a group of fervent young writers dedicated to the cause of 

working-class revolution. "City in Tears", his first 

collection of verse, described the down-trodden working-

class districts of Prague and predicted a proletarian 

revolution. 

However, Seifert's enthusiasm for revolution was 

short-lived. H e soon veered in another direction, coming 

under the influence of Rimbaud and Apollinaire during 

a visit to France and joining the group of Poetists who 

exalted the senses and the subconscious above the 

intellect. As enthusiastically as he had initially embraced 

the cause of Revolution, he now began to extol the exotic 

and the sensuous. 

Typical of this period of juvenile experimentation with 

its emphasis on sexual imagery was his playful poem the 

"Abacus" (1925) which relies heavily on the word 

"Australia" for exotic effect: 

The Abacus 

Your breast 
• • • • • 

is like an apple from Australia 
• • • • — 
Your breasts 

• • # — 
are like two apples from Australia 

• • 
H o w I love this amorous abacus 

# 

For a time in the 'twenties when C o m m u n i s m and 

youthful exuberance went hand in hand, Seifert managed 



to combine tne twin themes of sensuality and revolution 

in his verse, but he was to be disillusioned by revolution 

following a visit to Moscow in 1925. He was distressed at 

the violence and bloodshed unleashed by the Russian 

Revolution and declared Russia to be the "graveyard of 

history". His final break with the Communist Party 

came in 1929 when, together with other prominent 

writers, he signed a manifesto criticising Clement 

Gottwald and his leadership of the Party. 

From the '30s onward Seifert's poetry matured. His 

youthful, anarchistic excesses were abandoned in favour 

of less strident topics and a simpler, more direct style 

which became the hallmark of his best poetry. His themes 

became more universal — family, childhood, death, 
sorrow, and especially love, conveyed with moving 

lyricism frequently interspersed with warm sensuality. At 

the same time his evocation of the familiar and everyday 

was quintessentially Czech in its appeal, as was his verse 

which touched the patriotic feelings of his readers in 

descriptions and nostalgic recollections of the famous 

landmarks of Bohemia, the glories of Old Prague and the 
history and culture of a small and proud nation. 

Seifert's sense of history caused him to respond in verse 

to the momentous events which affected his country 

during his lifetime. He expressed his people's grief at the 

death of their revered president and founder of the 

Czechoslovak state, Thomas Masaryk, in a moving series 

of poems entitled "Eight Days". The pain of Munich 
and the wartime German occupation of his country were 

frequently invoked in his verse of the '40s. A series of 

important poems dedicated to the Czech writer Bozena 

Nemcova, which he wrote during the Nazi occupation, 

pictured her as a symbol of Czech cultural independence 

and resilience. 

When the Communists came to power in 1948 Seifert 
was already in disfavour for his previous criticism of 

Clement Gottwald who now became President of Czecho

slovakia. Seifert continued to maintain his distance from 

the new Party bosses and refused to conform to the 

prescribed style of "socialist realism". A further poem 

dedicated to Bozena Nemcova led to a vicious attack on 

him by the Communist poet and critic Ivan Skala who 
accused him of "sinking even deeper into subjectivism 

and apoliticism". 

Little of his new poetry in this period was published by 

the state-controlled publishing houses — a significant 

exception being the charming and perennially popular 

collection "Maminka" (1954), an evocation of his 

mother, the charms of childhood, the family circle and 

familiar household objects. His prestige grew as this and 

his previously published works were being reissued, while 

his new verse circulated in clandestine copies. 

The liberalisation in Czechoslovakia during the heady 

days ofthe "Prague Spring" which preceded the Soviet 

invasion of 1968 enabled new poems such as the collection 

"Casting of Bells" to be published, but this came to an 

abrupt end following his criticism in 1969 of the Soviet 

invasion when he was briefly president of the Czecho

slovak Union of Writers and during the subsequent 

clamp-down on independent intellectuals and artists. 

Despite his public protests against the Soviet invasion 

of 1968, his adherence to the dissident Charter 77 group 

and his support of dissident writers, there is nothing in 

Seifert's poetry that is so openly inimical to the present 

regime that it could not be published in Czechoslovakia. 

Even his most obviously political work The Plague Column 

— reminiscent of Camus' La Peste in its evocation of a 

pestilence affecting the political and spiritual life of the 

country — contains no direct reference to Communist 

rule. 
His eschewal of clear-cut dissident statements in his 

poetry stems not from caution or weakness but from a 
belief in the essential incompatibility of politics and 

poetry. Like Pasternak, he maintains that the poet stands 

above politics and that only in this way can he retain the 

independence necessary to lay bare the tragedy of his 

time: 
He has the right to rape 
under the banner of beauty 
or that of pain. 
Or under the banner of both. 
Indeed it is his mission. 

Events themselves hand him 
a ready pen 
that with its tip he may indelibly tattoo 
his message. 

Not on the skin of the breast 
but straight into the muscle 
which throbs with blood. 
But rose and heart are not just love, 
nor a ship a voyage or adventure, 
nor a knife murder, 
nor an anchor fidelity unto death. 

These foolish symbols lie. 
Life has long outgrown them. 
Reality is totally different 
and a lot worse still. 

And so the poet drunk with life 
should spew out all bitterness, 
anger and despair, 
rather than let his song become a tinkling bell 
on a sheep's neck. 

Unlike many lesser writers who have remained in 

Czechoslovakia, Seifert has refused to allow his artistic 

integrity to be compromised. The award of the Nobel 

Prize is a recognition both of this and his poetic 

achievement. It is to be hoped that the Czechoslovak 

authorities will relax their harsh attitude towards him in 

his declining years and permit the publication of all his 

important verse in his native land. 

Message 

A he shushing sound of the sea 

as it folds on the shore 

always says to me, 

'There was time before this,' 

with each gentle hiss, 

'time before this 

and evermore.' 

Amy Witting 
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Lauchlan Chipman 

To Hell with Equality 
Australia's Coercive Zealots 

T H I S M O N T H marks the completion of m y first 

20 years as an academic in Australian universities, 

and is the tenth anniversary of my acceptance of 

the Foundation Chair in Philosophy at the University of 

Wollongong. I hope that, with two decades of what the 

social scientists call 'participant-observer' status as an 

academic, to which must be added many more years as 

a student, I have earned the right to make some general 

comments on present directions in higher education in 

Australia, which fit in with my general theme of equality 
1 and Australia's future.* 

Australians are often said to be anti-intellectual. For 

I m y part, I am not persuaded that we are significantly 
, more anti-intellectual than many of the other peoples 

with whom we tend to compare ourselves. Certainly, 

because of our small population, we have difficulty in 

I sustaining what we might describe as 'loyal oppositions' 

' to currently vogue ideas. The ideas and attitudes which 

are, at any given time, fashionable among educated 

people, the young professionals, and the carriers of ideas 

— those in the media for example — do not have to mix 

it with the counter-ideas of a significant minority of 

articulate dissenters. There is such a minority but it is a 

very small minority and a very busy minority, which 

i means that many people are disappointed with what 

passes for a "battle of ideas" whenever anything that 

may admit of such a description comes their way. 

Perhaps this is one of the reasons why mass education, 

. including an enlarged participation in higher education, 

has not resulted in one ofthe things that was put forward 

by those, including myself, who advocated its extension, 

as a likely result. 

, W e believed, in the early 'sixties when we advocated 

, greater participation in higher education, that this would 

.; result in a raising of the quality of public debate. There 

• is no evidence that this has in fact happened. Indeed, if 

, anything, there has been a deterioration in the quality of 

debate within higher education, at any rate outside formal 

classroom and seminar discussions, of the great issues of 

the day. I am not saying that therefore increased partici-

li ; 
l 'This is the text of the inaugural Sir Earle Page Memorial Trust 
Lecture, delivered in the Great Hall, University of Sydney, on 

1 | 1 November 1984. 

pation in higher education has been a bad thing; far from 

it. I am simply saying that one of the things we predicted 

would come about, and which was one of the factors 

which we used to urge people to support higher participa

tion, has in fact failed to come about. Perhaps opening up 

higher eduction did not significantly increase the number 

of first class minds that were drawn into our universities 

and other post-secondary institutions. M y hunch is that 

the majority of those with first class minds always found 

some way of getting into our universities, even without 

large scale public support, and the expansion has simply 

increased access for those nonetheless worthy people, 

certainly capable of benefiting and profiting from higher 

education, with second and third rate minds. Certainly, 

if I take my own primary discipline of Philosophy, the 

number of first class graduates has by no means expanded 

at the same rate as the number of graduates in general, 

and while it definitely includes some who would not have 

had access to higher education a quarter of a century ago, 

as both a number and a proportion this group is 

extremely small. 

In hoping that increased participation in higher 

education would lift the standard of public debate, we 

were referring partly to the role of the new participants 

themselves, our expectation being that they would take a 

significant active interest in public issues; and partly, and 

perhaps naively, to an intellectual equivalent of the 

"trickle down" doctrine regarding the extension of 

economic goods. Somehow, we thought, more highly 

educated people participating in public debate would 

result in others lifting their game to comply with the 

higher standards that were being set. H o w wrong we 
were! 

To illustrate my claim, I simply ask you to reflect on 

the extent to which two of the most blatant fallacies 

operate unchecked and generally unremarked in Austra

lian public life. The first of these is the genetic fallacy. This 

occurs when one replies to the content of a particular 

person's argument by addressing not the substance of the 

argument itself — not the question of whether what was 

said was supported by considerations which showed it to 

be more probably true than false, or can be countered by 

considerations which showed it to be more probably false 

than true — but the ancestry of the person who 

propounded it. By identifying the gender or ethnic origin 

44 Quadrant, January-February 1985 





their views on certain matters because of others who 

might be present, sharing their views on this particular 

matter, but having an utterly alien or even abominable 

outlook on most other matters. It is an interesting irony 

of history that in the 1950s the left would have con

demned as McCarthyist any attempt to ignore or indeed 

denigrate a person's outlook because it was shared in one 

particular detail, or was promulgated on one particular 

occasion, with that of known communists. 
Today, the new McCarthyism, the charge of guilt by 

i association, the condemnation of certain people as 
; tainted, derives from the new left. For example a 
1 distinguished New York philosopher who is vehemently 

opposed, both intellectually and practically, to the 

' feminist movement, has twice .sited Australia. His 
1 reputation as an academic philosopher is impeccable, 

' measured by scholarship, research publications, and all of 
: the usual criteria. Yet in many Australian universities his 

papers, not on feminism but on matters totally unrelated, 

were boycotted by new class academics, because of his 

opposition to feminism. Others were worried about being 

seen to attend Michael Levin's seminars. New left 

McCarthyism is imposing a straitjacket of doctrinal 

orthodoxy because people are understandably worried 

about having to defend themselves on account of any 

i .association with someone who has been judged, for 

, whatever reason, beyond the pale. 

Recently, John Stone's views on taxation were 
reportedly dismissed by a spokesman of the present 

j government on the ground that Stone had become a 

i .spokesman for the new right, which "includes people like 

Hugh Morgan and Geoffrey Blainey". It is a pity that a 

.government led by a Prime Minister who is fond of 

| condemning critics for insulting the intelligence of the 

, Australian people includes many who repeatedly, as it is 

sometimes put, "play the man rather than the 

argument". 

"In many Australian universities 
Michael Levin's (philosophic) papers 
' were boycotted by new class academics 
because of his opposition to feminism." 

i 

I noted earlier that I may be naive in expecting 

'rigorous standards of debate in the political arena. Naive 

or not, I think it is important if for no other reason than 

the near all-embracing character of the political arena. I 

'do not think anybody can doubt the extent to which more 

'and more facets of Australian life, both institutional and 

"informal, have become politicised over the last two 

'decades, a phenomenon which coincides with, although I 

will not say is necessarily caused by, the growth of higher 

educational institutions and the increasing penetration of 

teaching, the media, the public service, the political party 

i machines, business, and even the churches and welfare 

I organisations, by graduates. These graduates predomi

nantly came through our universities during the late 

! 'sixties and the 'seventies — a period of fifteen years of 

unprecedented institutional turbulence. As well as the 

crisis of authority, both within and without the 

institutions themselves, there was widespread acceptance, 

particularly with the social sciences and humanities, of 

the nonsensical doctrine — a confession, indeed, of 

incompetence — that academic objectivity and 

detachment is impossible, and therefore, by a fallacy of 

mind-numbing grossness, it is not important to pursue it! 

One ofthe dangers ofthe alleged anti-intellectualism of 

Australians is that it leads us to under-estlmate the power 

of ideas over people. There is no way of beginning to 

understand what is happening in Australian society today 

unless one looks to the animating ideas. I should like to 

single out one idea which I believe is the key animus 

among these ideas, and one which is having a most 

deplorable effect on Australian life. That idea is the idea 

of equality. At this point I will be condemned by some as 

an elitist, and by others no doubt as a racist or sexist. As 

I am slightly over fifty percent Anglo-Saxon no doubt that 

is sufficient to dismiss at least fifty percent of what I am 

saying. As a person who fought against the White 

Australia policy when both parties were committed to it, 

who demonstrated against and urged condemnation of 

apartheid in South Africa when the Menzies government 

said it was a matter of South Africa's internal affairs, and 

who was active in fund-raising for Aboriginal Scholar

ships to universities before they were allowed to be 

counted in the census, I believe m y practical record in 

opposition to racism is at least comparable with that of 

many who today trumpet its evils. H o w much easier it is 

today to get the warm inner glow of feeling one is doing 

something by supporting the H u m a n Rights Commis

sion's plan to amend the Racial Discrimination Act to 

outlaw certain forms of racialist propaganda. Not only is 

this known to have a negligible effect on the production 

of such hate propaganda, apart from making its author

ship more difficult to trace, but it is also known to put at 

risk certain legitimate uses of free speech. A spokesman 

for the H u m a n Rights Commission has been reported as 

saying, with evident glee, that Hugh Morgan's recent 

speech on Aboriginal land rights would have been 

unlawful had the proposed amendments been passed. At 

least it will create meaningful work for additional 

bureaucrats. 

Equality is more than just the flavour of the month so 

far as ideas go. It is an overriding value in the value 

system of those who put it forward. Yet, as I hope to show 

subsequently, most people do not really believe in 

equality at all, and there is no good reason why they 

should. In case this sounds like heresy, and I suppose it 

is in a statistical sense, let me make it clear that I am not 

talking about moral equality, in which I certainly do 

believe, and which I should hope is also accepted by an 

increasing number of Australians. Moral equality is the 

doctrine that no human being is more worthy of respect 

than another solely on the grounds of differences in one 

or more of ethnic origin, nationality of birth, physical or 

mental endowments, or gender. (The list is open-ended, 

however if we were to add other characteristics such as 

chosen religion or political belief, it would become 
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increasingly tendentious.) The new concern with equality 
is not simply a drawing out of the practical implications 

of moral equality. Indeed m u c h ofthe concern negates it. 
For example affirmative action plans, couched in the 

language of targets, are being sold quite deceitfully to the 

Australian people as implications of the acceptance of 
moral equality. In particular, we are repeatedly assured 

that what we are getting is not a version of the American 

quota system, which, we are also told, has failed in 

America; rather our affirmative action plans are to be 

couched in the language of targets and timetables, not 

goals, and therefore there is no need to fear reverse 

discrimination, against m e n or non-Aborigines for 

example, which quotas could well imply. 

I chose the word "deceit" advisedly. The fact ofthe 

matter is that the shift from the language of quotas to the 

language of targets is not an improvement on or 

modification of American affirmative action strategies, 

but in fact precisely what has happened and is happening 

in America. W h a t is particularly notable about affirma

tive action policies in Australia is how precisely they 

replicate recent American trends. O n the m u c h vaunted 

distinction between quotas (bad) and targets (good) it is 

worth quoting an American source. Writing in the New 

York Times (July 24, 1984) Stuart Taylor Jr. points out: 

What is going on is a favourite tactic in policy debates: 
jousting for the semantic high ground. As when President 
Reagan decided that 'Peacekeeper' would be a nice name 
for the M X missile, a soothing label is a time-honoured 
technique for courting public acceptance of a 
controversial concept. 

The pursuit of linguistic leverage is especially intense in 
the area of affirmative action and quotas because of the 
public's deep ambivalence about whether blacks, women 
and other groups should receive special treatment to 
make up for past discrimination. 
Public opinion polls have shown that the phrase 
'affirmative action' has positive connotations for most 
people, deriving respectability from its vagueness, like a 
sort of'we try harder' slogan that shows seriousness about 
eradicating discrimination. 

O n the other hand, polls have indicated that the word 
'quotas' has a grating negative connotation to most 
people, redolent of techniques used in earlier times to 
hold down the number of Jews allowed to pursue various 
opportunities. 

N o matter what one's position on the underlying issues, 
therefore, there tends to be an incentive to be publicly in 
favour of affirmative action but against quotas. And the 
term 'reverse discrimination' seems to be used almost 
exclusively by people who are against it, whatever it is. 

The trick is in the defining. 

I find it somewhat depressing, as someone who has 

some claims to a history of scholarship in the literature of 
equality and affirmative action, who has been a doctoral 

examiner in the University of Sydney in this field, w h o 

has conducted undergraduate courses and supervised 

postgraduate research (successfully externally assessed) in 

this area, that so many in the equality industry believe 

they have a monopoly of knowledge of the literature and 

the arguments. There is something particularly abrasive 

about the patronising "put downs" with which opposi

tion or even questioning, and I mean informed opposition 

and questioning, are so often greeted. 

The fact of the matter is that we are going down the 

American road, a road that has demonstrably failed in 

America. The distinction between targets (which are 

supposedly good) and quotas (which are supposedly 
American and bad) is actually semantic and political, and 

is indeed itself American. The only distinction that has 

ever been drawn between quotas and targets and which 

is now drawn with hindsight is that quotas meant filling 

positions with members of a particular target group even 

if it meant appointing quite incompetent people to get the 

I numbers. Targets, on the other hand, are supposedly 

consistent with the merit principle because you appoint 

from the target group to the extent ofthe numerical target 

only if there are sufficient qualified people available to 

reach that number. In fact virtually nobody has ever 

argued that incompetents should be appointed just to get 

numbers, so by misrepresenting the quota doctrine in this 

straw person way, and then giving a quite specious 

reassurance that targets are consistent with the merit 

principle (which in general they are not — they simply do 

not license the appointment of incompetent people which 

is a quite different point) busy managers and the m a n y 

members of the community who are properly and 

genuinely concerned about issues of equality are soothed 

into thinking that claims about reverse discrimination 
and violation of the merit principle are silly and 

uninformed. 

"Affirmative action plans are being sold 
quite deceitfully to the Australian 
people." 

T o see the way present policies on affirmative action do 

in fact involve a repudiation of the merit principle, and 

do in fact involve reverse discrimination, in this case 

favouring w o m e n over m e n , consider the following two 

cases. The South Australian College of Advanced Educa

tion, which is the one college of advanced education 

selected by the present federal government as a pilot for 

its voluntary affirmative action schemes, states in its 

Affirmative Action Policy Explanatory Notes (14 October, 

1982) p.l: 
Staffing Committee (shall) be required to examine the 
percentage of male and female staff on contract, both 
academic and general, and take the relative percentages into 
account when considering tenure. 

and that 
(the) test of equal opportunity for women in the college lies 
in the representation of women throughout the institution 
in proportion to their availability in the college population. 
(Emphasis mine.) 

T w o points are worthy of note on this example. The 

first is that the claim, commonly made in affirmative 

action documents that the test of equal opportunity is 

proportional representation in the d o m a n in question 

(e.g. College lectureships), is a classic example of the 
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fraudulent rewriting of language common in this area. In 

fact it is demonstrably untrue that the test of equality of 

opportunity is equality of result. Plainly what is 

happening is that, through a chain of re-definitions so 

that perfectly good but vague ordinary words are shifted 

significantly in their connotation, it becomes a tautology, 

in affirmative action driven employment systems, that the 

test of equality of opportunity for particular groups is 

proportional representation of those groups. It is 

fraudulent simply because there is a deliberate but 
: unacknowledged re-writing of word meanings, involving 

not simply a clarification or tightening of ordinary vague 
1 meanings, but significantly changing those meanings, to 

achieve the required results. 

The second point worthy of note about the S A C A E 

I example is that it is a perfect example of what used to be 

called, but what we can no longer call, a quota hiring 

policy. It means that whether or not a man will be given 

tenure, the major single step in the academic's pursuit of 

career security, will no longer be determined by his 

merits and achievements, but will also be determined by 
something over which he has no control and is totally 

unrelated to his merits and achievments; namely the 

, effect it will have on the male:female ratios in academic 

staff. And if a woman applies for tenure, once again the 

'• ' effect on the ratio will be taken into account. As there are 

' i more men than women who are tenured, and this ratio 
; i involves a greater disparity than the distribution of male 
and female academic employees, the result is that the 

: i standards applied to tenure women will be lower than 

' I those applied to tenure men. This is inconsistent with the 
1 I merit principle, although of course it does not involve 

I tenuring incompetent people. 

I The second example concerns a university which I 

must make hypothetical, and a department which I must 

make hypothetical. The Professor of Geophysics has a 

vacancy for a lecturer in his department. It happens that 

the entire staff is male, this being a field in which men 

have traditionally outnumbered women, and in which 

there has been little growth in recent years because it is 

j not perceived as an area of high employment prospects. 

He seeks permission to advertise for a lecturer, including 

a requirement, today quite common, that, inter alia, the 

successful applicant should have a Ph.D. in Geophysics. 

The equal employment opportunity officer then asks him 

two questions, having seen the advertisement being 
! processed through the system. The first is, Are there 
1 significantly more men than women with a Ph.D. in 

Geophysics? The answer is clearly yes. The Professor is 

'then told that the Ph.D. requirement is indirectly 

discriminatory because it is a criterion that significantly 

more men than women satisfy. (This, incidentally, is also 

true by virtue ofthe chain of special redefinitions to which 

I referred above.) The second question is whether it is 

absolutely necessary to have a Ph.D. in order to be 

capable of performing the duties of a lecturer in 

Geophysics. The professor answers, in all candour, that 

strictly speaking it is not — there have been distinguished 

geophysics lecturers who have never completed a Ph.D. 

i although their numbers are small. O n this basis he is then 

told that he cannot include a Ph.D. requirement ... ._ 

advertisement, but should specify a level of qualification 

which represents both the minimum standard necessary 

to be capable of performing the job competently, and is 

likely to be the least "indirectly discriminatory". He (the 

Professor) suggests that "a good Honours degree in Geo

physics" is the minimum, and least indirectly 

discriminatory qualification, and remarks in passing to 

the equal employment officer that, of course, if the best 

applicant in fact has a Ph.D., he will recommend that 

person's appointment. This drew the sharp reply that he 

certainly could not do that, as this would involve 

discriminating on the basis of a qualification not specified 

in the advertisement. 

"The last thing I would do is appear 
before the Human Rights Commission. I 
urge others similarly to consult their 
consciences." 

I mention this example to illustrate affirmative action 

at work, because I think it is important that people realise 

that the community is being taken for a complex semantic 

ride. Reverse discrimination is being introduced, but 

because of a series of special definitions, it is not described 

as such. The merit principle is being eroded, but because 

of different conceptions of merit is is possible to point to 

a sense of 'merit' in which it is not. It is also important 

that the community realise that the main beneficiaries of 
affirmative action are not the most disadvantaged 

women. They are, as Anne Dummett has pointed out (in 

an article I cite in discussing this issue in "The Zealots" 

Quadrant, July 1984) essentially middle class white women 

in an American-style culture. Moreover it is absurd to 

say, as some apologists for affirmative action have said, 

that a limited amount of reverse discrimination (by 

whatever euphemism it is misdescribed) is justified as 

compensation for the unjust discrimination which many 

women have certainly suffered. It in no way compensates 

those women who have been victims of unjust 

discrimination that other women now get some form of 

even marginal preferential treatment; and it in no way 

penalises those men who unjustly discriminated against 
women in the past that other men are now, even 

marginally, discriminated against. To repeat the point I 

made when condemning Dame R o m a Mitchell's 

couching criticism of opposition to the H u m a n Rights 

Commission's proposed limitations on freedom of speech 

in racialist terms, two wrongs just add up to two wrongs. 

Equality, understood in the current garbled fashion, is 

seen as such an overriding value by those keen to 

manipulate public institutions to reflect their conceptions 

of 'group justice', that many other important values are 

cast to one side in its pursuit. In many ways it is a pity 

that the public debate about the Sex Discrimination Act 

(1984) (C'wlth) was conducted in terms of whether it 

would mean the end of the family, or even, if some were 
to be believed, the end of western civilisation as we know 
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it! The mistake in conducting the debate in such cosmic 
terms is not that there were no wide social implications of 

the legislation; there were and are. Rather, it is that they 

were not readily verifiable, and, to people of good will 
who were vaguely sympathetic to the aims of the 

legislation as they were popularly represented, they 

simply lacked credibility. Tragically, it deflected 
attention from certain features of the legislation which 

must be of concern to people concerned about justice and 

the rule of law; concerns which I believe are intuitively 

fundamental to ordinary decent Australians. People were 

not aware, and are still not aware, that this legislation 

denies a person the right to be legally represented in 

proceedings designed to determine whether or not he or 

she has acted unlawfully. Under Section 65 the right of 

representation is only with the leave of the body making 

the determination, or if it chooses to have counsel 

assisting it. People were not aware, and still are not 

aware, that under this legislation (Section 77 (1)) in 

determining whether or not one has acted unlawfully, the 

body that makes this determination is not bound by the 
ordinary rules of evidence, but "may inform itself on any 

matter in such manner as it thinks fit". Many people 

cannot believe that these provisions exist and moreover 

govern ordinary proceedings to determine whether one 

has acted unlawfully. 

Were it not for the persistence of some members of the 

National Party, the legislation would have contained, as 

it did as originally drafted, a requirement that in any 

subsequent court hearing, bound by the ordinary rules of 

evidence, the person who had been judged to have acted 

unlawfully (by a body which is not a court; namely the 

Human Rights Commission) would have had the onus of 

proving that the facts were not as that Commission held 

them to have been. Such a person would have made his 
or her first court appearance faced with the onus of 

rebutting, subject to the ordinary rules of evidence, a 

factual presumption established elsewhere without the 

constraints of the ordinary rules of evidence. By their 

intentions shall you know them! 

I am still frankly amazed that civil liberties groups were 

deafeningly quiet about these provisions, and are still 
silent about the provisions which still remain. W e should 

not overlook the fact that this legislation was 

enthusiastically backed, even in its original form, by the 

present Attorney General Senator Gareth Evans, who 

many claim is a champion of civil liberties. It is also 

interesting to note that the Human Rights Commission, 

currently gearing up for large scale affirmative action, 

was — at least at the public level — silent about the denial 

ofthe right to be represented, the waiving ofthe ordinary 

constraints on admissable evidence, and even the reversal 

of the onus of proof — all in the name of the great good 

of sexual equality. 

There is a particular irony in the fact that at present a 

secret Bill of Rights is in circulation which is based on, 

and purports to implement within Australia, the Inter

national Covenant on Civil and Political Rights. It is 

being championed by the federal Attorney General. 

Article 14 of the International Covenant on Civil and 

Political Rights provides that in the determination of 

criminal matters, everyone shall be entitled to have 

adequate time and facilities for the preparation of his 

defence and to communicate with counsel of his own 

choosing. The implication of this provision has been 

avoided by the semantic gimmick of not treating breaches 

ofthe Sex Discrimination Act as criminal offences. Because 
the legislation is complaints-based and works on the 

administrative rather than the criminal model, the rights 

which are internationally guaranteed and which we are so 

keen to introduce through a Bill of Rights are deliberately 

set aside. Sexual equality is so important that these other 

rights may be casually traded away. And if in sex dis

crimination, why not in shoplifting? W h y not in fraud? 

W h y not redefine other matters so that they are not 

technically criminal, and therefore the much trumpeted 

international covenant is an irrelevance? 

"The opposition should commit itself to 
closing down this absurdly misnamed 
Human Rights Commission." 

Moreover I believe that most people assume that if they 

are suspected of being in breach of the Sex Discrimination 
Act the determination of whether or not they have acted 

illegally will be made by a court, or a court-like body. It 

will not. It will be made by the Human Rights 

Commission; an organisation which is only required to 

have one legally qualified member. Now one of the 

traditions associated with what used to be called (before 

it became the subject of reverse racialist sniggers) 'British 

justice' is that a court, with the power to affect the rights 

and liberties of the subject, must be totally disinterested 

so far as the matter at hand is concerned. Yet if we look 

at the Human Rights Commission, it combines three 

functions which would if combined in a genuine court, 

constitute a parody of so-called British justice. The 

Human Rights Commission has a propaganda function 

in relation to sexual discrimination, and indeed its own 

staff is selected from people who can demonstrate a real 

practical commitment to the relevant ideals. It has an 

investigative function into alleged breaches of the law. 

And then it is charged with determining whether a 

particular person has broken the law. Whether or not 

justice is done will depend on the standards of integrity 

and fairness of those who are sitting in relation to a 

particular matter. It will have to earn such a reputation; 

it certainly cannot be assumed on the basis of the 

Commission's composition. Whether or not justice is 

done, it certainly will not appear to be done. 

Indeed, I must confess I would have a great moral 

difficulty in deciding what advice to give someone who 
was required to appear before the Commission. M y 

general view is that you should comply with the law, even 

if you do not agree with the provisions of the law, and 

even if you believe you really have no case to answer. But 

that attitude is predicated on two assumptions. The first 

is that we live in a democracy where there are lawful ways 

Quadrant, January-February 1985 49 

J 



of seeking legislative change in relation to laws with 

which you do not agree. The second is that we have every 

reason to expect that we will be given a fair hearing and, 

if we have not acted unlawfully, the odds are stacked to 

ensure that this finding is the probable outcome. When it 

comes to answering complaints in relation to the Sex 

Discrimination Act the second of these conditions is not 

fulfilled. One would be simply naive if one expected 

justice from the H u m a n Rights Commission, for the very 

simple reason that so many of the procedures (the right 

to counsel, the strict application of agreed rules of 

evidence, the independence of those who are making the 

determination as to whether one has acted unlawfully) 

have been explicitly and deliberately written out of the 

situation. If ever I was the subject of a complaint, I would 

I have serious difficulties in conscience in cooperating with 

the requirements ofthe legislation. The last thing I would 

do is appear before the Human Rights Commission. I 

urge others similarly to consult their consciences. 

This is the debate that should have taken place around 

the Sex Discrimination Legislation. It has nothing to do 
with one's views about the family or women in the work

force. I stress that it is not that the latter are unimportant 

• questions — they are critically important. But because 

the debate concerned vague issues of this general sort, 

other very real and very important issues were lost. Given 
1 the two elementary fallacies I mentioned earlier — the 
1 genetic fallacy whereby critics were condemned as male 

or housewives, and the 'company it keeps' fallacy, where 
1 critics were condemned because of other views they 

' held on other matters — it is perhaps not surprising that 

' many in the legal profession and the academy, and 

, ' elsewhere, who shared the worries to which I have once 

I again drawn attention, were a little reluctant to get 

involved. 

When the government changed in 1983 many people 

assumed that the new Labor government would be a civil 

liberties government, so it is worth looking at the record 

l which, in essentials, is the record ofthe present Attorney 

General Senator Gareth Evans. As someone who was 

i, attacked by Senator Evans under parliamentary 

privilege, when he was in opposition, as a racist, because 

of articles which I wrote in Quadrant about 

, multiculturalism, which is essentially the philosophy of 

I ethnic separatism, I was not as confident as many others 

were that this would indeed be a new civil libertarian 

! government. Nor was my confidence enhanced when 

Senator Evans said, out of Parliament, that what he really 

meant was that m y views on multiculturalism could give 

"aid and comfort" to racialists. It appears that we should 

not express certain views because of the use to which an 

inaccurate representation of them might be put by 

someone who does not understand them! It should be 

noted that Senator Evans is on record as an enthusiastic 

supporter of proposals to amend the Racial 

Discrimination Act to outlaw racially inflammatory 

speech. It would be interesting to know whether this 

':' extends to nonracialist writings which, in his words, give 

"aid and comfort" to racialists. It should also be noted 

: that he favours a uniform defamation law which would 

also further restrict freedom of speech in at least some 

states (notably Victoria) than the restrictions that already 

apply. 

But it is in the area of the proposed Bill of Rights that 

I am particularly concerned. Unlike state governments, 

and what have been described as "selected interest 

groups". I had to employ ulterior means to gain access 

to the now much-leaked secret Bill of Rights. Its 

introduction will involve increasing still further the 

strength and the powers of the H u m a n Rights Commis

sion, and that in itself should give us all deep unease. 

Much has been made ofthe present government's failure 

to spell out its tax proposals before the December 1984 

election. More important, in m y view, because it affects 

many more things than tax, and may affect things more 

precious than money, was its failure to release the Bill of 

Rights, or to confirm the leaked versions. In essence the 

government is saying, trust us in relation to tax, but we 

do not trust you in relation to revealing what we think 

should be, and propose to legislate as, your fundamental 

rights! 

"The community is being taken for a 
complex semantic ride." 

H o w could the public allow the government to go to an 

election indicating that it proposed to introduce a Bill of 

Rights in the next Parliament, but its content must be 

regarded as a closely guarded secret until returned to 

power? The government perhaps got away with it 

because of the general sentiment that a Bill of Rights is 

a good thing, and the only real controversy is what the 

south eastern urban Australian regards as boring old 

questions about states' rights. Certainly, as the Premier 

of Queensland correctly pointed out, the Bill of Rights as 

leaked (accurately, as I confirmed by matching with my 

illicit copy of the entire Bill) to the press (Sydney Morning 

Herald and Age 26th October 1984) will very significantly 

augment Commonwealth power at the expense of the 

states. This is an issue, but once again it is not the only 

issue, and it is to be hoped that the Opposition makes an 

issue of the Bill of Rights, and not just a states' rights 

issue. 

The first point to note is that the existence of a Bill of 

Rights is neither sufficient nor necessary to ensure the 

existence ofthe rights guaranteed. It is not necessary as, 

for all their warts, England and Australia which do not 

have a Bill of Rights in the relevant sense have been 

among the better protectors of fundamental human 

rights. It is not sufficient, as anyone who examines the 

1977 Constitution of USSR, which contains a magnifi

cent Bill of Rights guaranteeing inter alia freedom of 

religion, preservation of national culture, and freedom of 

movement, can verify. It is worth noting that the worst 

excesses of segregation in America, exploitive labour, and 

indeed the McCarthyist movement, existed notwith

standing the Bill of Rights in that country. 
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The best way to handle questions relating to funda
mental rights is with specific legislation in relation to 

specific rights, where judged necessary by parliament. A 
general Bill of Rights, because of its very generality, 

grants tremendous power, as well as responsibility to 

those charged with interpreting it, and this means a shift 

of important powers away from elected representatives, 

to appointed officials, something that pleases the 
government in power that has the power to make the 

appointments. I do not believe that Australians really 
want a third legislative chamber, whether that chamber 

be the Human Rights Commission, a new federal court, 

or the High Court. Not only does the draft Bill of Rights 

make the H u m a n Rights Commission a third legislative 
chamber — it sets a penalty of up to three months gaol 

for individuals who do not cooperate with the 

Commission. 

There is something particularly undemocratic about a 

Bill of Rights which is not the expression of an historic 

compromise, a constitutional transformation, or a post-

revolutionary settlement. It is an attempt by one 

generation to legislate not just for itself, but in a way 

which constrains the legislative discretion of the next 

generation. I realise that Australia's proposed Bill of 
Rights will be ordinary federal legislation and not 

entrenched in the Constitution; therefore it will be 

amendable by the ordinary processes. Nonetheless the 
political costs associated with securing such amendments 

would be considerable. 

Whatever else it is a Bill of Rights should be an 

expression of considered public opinion. It is therefore 

truly amazing that the Attorney General should 

distribute the draft to selectively favoured groups. The 

Opposition should make it perfectly clear that it will not 

have any enlargement of the Human Rights Commis

sion; instead it should make the quality of its work — in 

particular the selectiveness of its interest in human rights, 

its bias, its incompetence in its presentation and 

understanding of human rights issues, its unfitness to 

carry out quasi-judicial activities, and the preparedness of 

its Chairman to resort to calculated racialist utterances to 

further its abysmal and cynical policies of pet group 

favouritism — an issue on which to challenge the govern

ment. The Opposition should commit itself to closing this 

absurdly mis-named entity down, and assisting its 

members and staff to find useful employment in some 

productive way. 

Australians do not want equality as group proportional 

representation. They want more opportunities to 

advance, whoever they are. Australians do not want to be 

understood as a set of groups defined in terms of genetic 

or other characteristics, and certainly do not want a 

package of rights handed down by a government which 

does not trust the people and the free institutions to 

debate them in advance. The Sex Discrimination Act stands 

as a warning as to what this government is prepared to 

do to implement its preferred values. If this is the price 

we as Australians must pay for what the government 

understands as equality, then we do not want equality so 

understood. Australia's future must not be left to a new 

breed of zealous Platonic guardians (though made of 

silver rather than gold), and their attempts to replicate 

the Form of Equality. 

ACES REVIEW 
Aces Review is a readable journal of education, which is 
concerned with quality in the curriculum and in teaching 

methods, i.e. with standards. 
Amongst the articles published during 1984 were: 

• Disarray in Primary School Social Studies • Distortion of Education by the Bureaucracy 

• Women in Australian Universities • Sex Education in Tasmanian Primary Schools 

• A Parent's View of A.C.T. High Schools • Educational Reform and a Refurbished Inspectorate 

• Fiddling The Australian Scholastic Aptitude Test • The ABC of Higher Education 

• Teaching the Basic Skills • Problems Afflicting State Schools 

• The Beazley and McGaw Reports in W.A. • Australia's National Language 

• Science Policy in N.S.W. State Primary Schools • The Future of Secondary Education in N.S.W. 

• Open Education in Tasmanian Government Schools 

Aces Review has an Australian focus. The editor is Alan Barcan. 
The journal, which is now in its twelfth year of publication, costs 

$14.00 per year, for four issues. 
SUBSCRIPTIONS TO: P.O. Box 118, Bentleigh, Victoria, 3204 
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Short Story Sandra Hall 

Lunch With Gerry 

G E R R Y ' S LATE. She always is when we have 

lunch. It's part of her code of behaviour with me. 

M y equivalent is to sit conspicuously waiting for 

her at a table by the window drinking Perrier and reading 

The Financial Review, although only the arts pages. It's 

Friday. W e lunch only on Fridays. Gerry's too busy in 
the office on the other days ofthe week — or so she says. 

And I agree. I couldn't possibly come to town in the 

middle of the week, I say, just to have lunch. It would 

upset my concentration and throw out m y work for the 

rest ofthe week. I'm the contemplative one, which is why 

I'm reading as I wait. Gerry would never be caught 

reading in public. She thinks (although she doesn't say) 

that it means you have nothing better to do. She measures 

the success of her working day in terms ofthe number of 

meetings she's attended and the number of people she's 

brought round to her point of view. I, on the other hand, 

can think of hard work only in terms of hours spent alone 

in front of typewriter, canvas or drawing board. 

Once we worked out these rules of ours, our 

relationship trcame much more harmonious. But that 

was a long time ago — when we were at school. Even then 

we recognised the need for ground rules. 

She's wearing trousers today — black trousers with a 

beautiful wool jacket she has had made somewhere. I've 

always loved her clothes while avoiding any hint of 

imitation, as we are rather alike — both tall and dark 
with faces best described as interesting. This year, I'm 

going for the businesslike but rumpled look. White pants 

and jackets worn with T-shirts. Natural fibres only, but 

plenty of jewellery to offset the austerity of it. Since 

working at home, I've begun to think about clothes more 

than ever before. Odd, you might think, but I have the 

feeling that if I didn't I could very easily disappear. I've 

also started talking to myself. 

That sounds mournful. I didn't mean it that way. To 

be truthful, I am going through a good patch. Gerry isn't. 

Not that she's told me about it. I heard it from a mutual 

friend, which is why I rang and asked her to lunch. She 

wasn't surprised to hear from me. She knew the news 

would get to me sooner or later and that when it did, I'd 

ring. It's happened before — the last time in reverse. 

When my joints swelled and I thought I had rheumatoid 

arthritis she arranged lunch and I got quite drunk with 

her before going to the specialist to get the results of my 

blood test — negative, as it turned out. Possibly an 

allergy — perhaps to the calamari I'd had the week 

before. I telephoned her as soon as I got the news, and 

she interrupted the meeting she was in in order to hear it. 

You might think from all this that we meet often. W e 

don't. You could say rather that we meet when necessary. 

Psychologically necessary. 

"Sorry I'm late. A real bastard of a morning. I'll have 

one of those, thanks George. Then we'll have some ofthe 

house white." She always takes charge with waiters, 

although she has cured herself of doing it when lunching 

with men. At least the decisive ones. With the others she 

brazens her way through, making jokes about what she's 

doing. Most of the time she gets away with it. 

"You've heard of course. Kate must have told you. 

She's told everybody else, so I don't see why she should 

have made an exception of you." 

"Yes, she told me. She knew you wouldn't." 

"I haven't had the time to talk to anybody outside the 

office. I've been at it tooth-and-nail. You've got no 

idea." 

"So what's the new man like?" 

"The American? The grand fromage from New York? 

I'm in no position to know what he's like. I'm a woman, 

you see, and he doesn't admit women exist. Not in 

offices. Not unless they're typing his letters or making his 

coffee." 

She switches abruptly from the Perrier to the white and 

lights a cigarette. "You'd know all this, of course, if 

you'd condescended to go on doing the odd bit of work 

for me." 

I shrug glumly in lieu ofthe sharp retort I'd have made 

in happier circumstances. She thinks I despise 

advertising, which is not true. I gave up the highly paid 

job I had in the agency she works for (we were thought 

of as a team) because I wanted to paint, and afterwards 

I worked freelance for her until a few months ago, when 

something very good happened to me and a dealer offered 

me my own show. I sold quite a few things. Gerry bought 

one of them. Even so, she thinks I ought to be working 
for her. 

I ask her what she's doing about the American, 

throwing in a few compliments (all of them true) about 

her prowess at office politicking. I enjoy doing this, the 

generosity I feel intensified by the fact that it's not an area 
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I want to compete in. She has also fought a bit to get me 
the sort of fees she feels I'm entitled to. 

"What can I do?" she says. "I may be the creative 

director but in our company, when New York farts, 
Sydney says excuse me." She pauses uncharacteristi

cally. I would describe her normal conversational pace as 

headlong. "They're getting ready to give me the heave. 
It's only a matter of time." 

I'm surprised by the strength of my indignation. 

"Christ. W h y ? " 

"As I said, sex. And personality. They'd call it a 

change of image." 

"Have you had any other offers?" 

"A few. Nothing exciting. I'm thinking about going 

out on m y own." She looks at me from under her 

eyelashes. For a moment, I'm tempted to leap in and 

volunteer my services, but the instinct for self-

preservation gets the better of me. The impulse passes. 

"How's Rod taking it?" 

She shrugs and smiles. "He's being quite sweet, really. 

For him. He keeps taking me out to dinner. To cheer me 

up, he says, and put some romance back in our 

relationship. It's a bit peculiar. W e go out and sit talking 

about when we were first married. He means well, but it 

makes me feel as if one of us is about to die or get a 

divorce." 

Again she looks up obliquely, this time daring me to 

say something. She knows what I think of Rod, who is in 
P R — a professional bon vivant who has welcomed 

feminism as a means of taking more women and younger 

women out to lunch on his expense account. He was not 

always like this. When Gerry married him he was a 

young newspaperman with a talent for tart profiles. The 

excessive praise he received for these led him to expect a 

salary which only public relations could provide. Early 
on, it was possible to see his future in him. 

Rod and Patrick, my ex-husband, are two of the 

reasons Gerry and I do not lunch together more 

frequently. When we were very young, we used 

sometimes to compete for the same men. When we got 

older, we found it impossible to understand why each 

should have fallen in love with someone the other could 
not stand. She was right about Patrick, who is arrogant 

and opinionated and suffers mightily from his 

temperamental inability to be the sort of socialist he 

thinks he ought to be. She was right and I still won't 

admit it to her. Just as she won't admit to me her 

disappointments with Rod. To other people, but not to 

me. At least not beyond a certain point. She would never 
pretend to me that Rod is perfect. He is spoken of fondly 

and indulgently, as if he were a wayward child of great 

charm. 

So I say nothing about Rod. Instead, I offer up a few 

conciliatory remarks about a recent telephone 

conversation with Patrick in which he was even more 

difficult than usual, and in return I get an anecdote about 
the latest of Rod's lunch-time girl friends. W e are 

experienced in this sort of exchange and the rules are well 

established. Each of us doles out lavish amounts of 

sympathy, but it is not done to become directly critical of 

the other's man. If one of us steps out of line, the other 

shuts up immediately or goes on the defensive. This time, 

we both take care. 

W e order. As usual, Gerry goes straight to the main 

course and chooses something grilled with salad. The 

corporate life has robbed her of her appetite while I, the 

solitary worker, can't help treating lunch out as an 
occasion to relax and eat as much as I like. I go for the 

soup and the fish and hint at the prospect of a sweet, after 

first questioning George closely as to the character of 

everything. 

"I don't know why you don't put on weight," she says 

crossly. 

"I don't do this very often. Anyway, I won't have 
dinner. No one to cook for. As you know." 

She sighs and looks out the window at the Elizabeth 

Street crowds, peppered with joggers. 

"The grandfromage jogs. Doesn't smoke or drink. Can't 

imagine him going in for sex either. Pretends, of course." 

She turns from the window and looks me in the eye. "Do 

you know what he did when he first arrived? He took me 
out to lunch and tried to flirt with me. It was the least 

convincing performance I'd ever seen, but he seemed to 

feel he owed it to me — before coming in for the kill. 

Weird, isn't it?" 

She still gazes at me. She is telling me this because she 

thinks I lead a sheltered life and ought from time to time 

to be educated about the awfulness that goes on in the 
outside world. She's probably right, although a life free 

of grands fromages like hers doesn't seem to me to be 

entirely impossible. 

I touch her hand briefly and she gives mine a squeeze. 

W e have only recently gone in for touching one another. 

As children, we touched by accident while sharing the 

same bed during overnight visits to one another's houses 
— or we dug one another in the ribs as we giggled. There 

was a lot of that. Raucous laughter over our 

imperfections and private jokes about the eccentricities of 

others. W e fancied that we were the most perceptive 

people we knew and worried from time to time about the 

unlikelihood of meeting any boys both smart and funny 

enough to keep up the standard of companionship we'd 

set ourselves. Puberty settled those fears while bringing 

many more. I still remember precisely how I felt one day 

on the beach when I realised for the first time how hard 

Gerry was working to attract the boy I was interested in 

and how much more successful she was being. Our 

friendship was never the same after that yet I couldn't say 

that it was damaged. O n the contrary, it may have been 
enriched — especially as the competition did not run the 

same way each time. After a while, we even learnt to 

laugh about our new relationship as sexual rivals, 

although the laughter was always more sincere after the 

boy in question had safely passed on to someone else. 

"He told me about his mother, of all things," she says, 

still talking about the American. "He says he can't stand 
her." 

"Well, that should have been a bond between you." 

"No." She shakes her head, stubbing out the cigarette 

she started straight after finishing all she wanted of her 
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salad. "I am allowed to hate my mother because I 

understand her completely. I don't think he understands 

his at all. He despises but he doesn't understand." 

"I don't see how you can understand and hate at the 

same time." 

"Of course you can. With my mother it's easy. 

Because I understand her so thoroughly, I don't suffer 

any illusions that she cares for me or anybody else. Only 

for herself." 

For a while we talk about her mother who is the sort 

who likes to play at being your best friend. As very young 

children we found this intriguing but confusing since she 

would expect levels of sophistication from us that we 

could never quite meet. I don't think she believes in 
children. Having very little memory of her own 

childhood, she seemed to think we came fully equipped 

with adult personalities and were merely waiting around 

while our bodies grew into them. Gerry, expected to 

behave in a mature and sisterly fashion at all times, would 

find refuge with my mother who liked her a lot and had 

no inhibitions about being a mother. 

Neither of us has children, although we both expected 

to by now. In my case, this is because of m y divorce from 

Patrick, but I'm not sure about Gerry. She says she just 

hasn't had the time and that Rod's enough of a child for 

anybody, but secretly I suspect she has a vision of herself 

being as baffling as her own mother. I don't think she's 

right for she hasn't forgotten what being a child was like. 

These lunches of ours are proof of that. 

The bill arrives with coffee. "I'm doing this," she says. 

" O n expenses." 

"No, you're not. This is m y treat." I take it from her, 

for once having the stamina to argue with her. O n these 

occasions, ceremony is important and anyway, I've eaten 

more. 

O n the way out she greets some people with expansive 

gestures and well prepared small talk, thought up no 

doubt during the cracks in our conversation, then we're 

out on the street, thinking as always that we should do 

this more often, yet silently wondering if more frequent 

meetings would upset the delicate ecology of our 

relationship. This year we both turned 35. Twenty-five 
years of well-balanced competitive friendship. Suddenly, 

I'm sick of it. 

"Listen, Gerry." M y tone stops her in her tracks. Her 

stilettoes cease clicking and she spins around. "I've been 

thinking. If you are serious about going out on your own, 

we could work together again. I could still paint in 

between. And God knows, I need the money." 

At this, she takes off her sunglasses, in itself an 

impetuous act, and stands uncharacteristically still, her 

concentration absolute. I know what she's thinking. She 

is wondering if I mean it. But not for long. Then she is 

both tempted and touched. 

Finally she says, "No, you don't. Not yet, anyway. 

When you really do — if ever — that's when we'll talk 

about it. No, you paint and I'll buy. Sooner or later, 

you'll make us both a fortune. But thank you." She gives 

me a quick hug and heads off to hail a taxi, standing for 

a moment at the kerb, her arm raised above her head, 

looking as if about to take off into the air. Mary Marvel. 

This afternoon, I think to myself, the grand fromage is 

going to be given hell. 

A World of Sense 

JDefore glasses cleared the air 

H o w many eyes, I wonder, 

Not quite blind, 

Read the world as a blur 

Naturally, not guessing even that sight 

For others was a matter less ambiguously defined 

Than theirs, like sticklebacks 

Whose lenses, chocked with parasites 

From birth, are a seething of worms, 

Kaleidoscopic focus, 

Shifting forms. 

Imagine, then, failings of the other senses, 

Those, not deaf, 

Whose hearing is like an ancient vase 

Restored from odd pieces, 
A construction of what is largely missing, whose music 

Is more rests than notes; those 

With (is it possible?) myopia of touch 

Where 'sure' is 'in hand' and probing fingers 

Send their nervous message, 

When burnt, scratched, overreached, 

Of tepid sludge. 

Like guests at large in an ill-lit 

Unknown house at evening 

They'd make their way in the world, 

Except they'd think it right, 

Familiar, finding in mirrors old masters, 

New harmonies in the plumbing, on mould-

Soft panels tapestries. 

O n this ground they would put up stern 

Elaborate faiths, pronounce 

The most specific heresies, 

Exquisite punishments. 

A pygmy, encouraged from the walled-in 

Closeness of jungle which deprives 
His people of perspective, was brought 

To a wide hill, shown 

The view. "What are those insects?" he enquired, 
Pointing not far from his feet. 

His guide scanned the ground 

For ants, beetles, then shifting his focus 
Saw the wildebeest 

Swarming on the plain where that hand 
And his smile faced. 

Stephen Edgar 
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Short Story Robert Dessaix 

The Ambassador's Wife 

T H E R E was general agreement that she was indeed 

the perfect ambassador's wife. Glimpsed standing 

by the pool at some gathering in the garden, or 

moving towards you across a room full of guests, she 

never failed to strike you as quite perfectly poised. With 

her dark hair drawn back smoothly from her forehead 
and her skin paper-white, despite the torrid climate, she 

looked both fragile and resilient. She preferred flowing 
clothes that hung loosely just below the collarbone. 

Unlike some of the wives, she never wore a sari. "The 

eye of a gazelle" some Middle Eastern envoy had once 

called her. 

Clair was "right" in so many other ways besides. 
Well-educated, well-spoken, she had two boys placed at 

a very suitable school in England, took a lively interest in 
the culture of the country she was in, and particularly, 

although discreetly, in the problems of its women. While 

not religious, she was, if pressed to specify, Anglican. She 

accompanied her husband uncomplainingly on some of 

his most arduous trips to far-flung development projects, 

always asking informed questions and remaining 
composed and fresh throughout the long, dusty day. In 

every way Clair was the model ambassador's wife. There 

was only one thing wrong: she was uncontrollably and 

catastrophically in love with the driver, Khalil. 

It had begun imperceptibly — a quiver as he opened 

the car door, the lengthening conversations as he drove 
her to various engagements around the city, the 

disturbing grace of his brown wrist on the driving-wheel 

and the sinews on his neck. 

The pleasure she had taken in these things had 

crystallised the day he had driven her to Lahore. During 

the long drive through the scorched countryside, she 

watched his wrists, his neck, his pale fingernails, listened 
to his dark voice telling her about his family and his 

boyhood, and felt the arid brown landscape grow sinewy 

and envelop her. 

In Lahore, in an intercontinental room, beige and 

tasteful, they made love, at first shyly, with decorum, and 

then with abandon, almost boisterously, like cats 

fighting. Afterwards, sitting at the window, watching the 

moon etch the roofs in silver, she remembered wailing 

and biting his shoulder — something solid amongst the 

waves of pleasure — and she remembered her delight and 

astonishment at the smoothness and tautness of his skin, 

the strength and suppleness of his limbs. 

Above all, gazing out over the rooftops and towers, she 

knew, as one does at such moments, that nothing could 

be the same for her again. And although next morning 

she felt calmer, and drabber, and more in control, in the 

year that followed she took many trips in the car with 

Khalil to Lahore, to Peshawar, to Quetta and Karachi, 
and several times even to picnic spots outside the city 

where they savoured their seclusion and ate sweetmeats 

and fruit bought at the market on the way. 

Gradually Clair's whole reason for being became 

focused on one point, one mouth, one body. It was like 

one of those crippling diseases which never allow 

themselves to be entirely forgotten — whether you're 
cleaning your teeth, shopping for shoes, talking to 

friends, or planning the week — it will make itself felt. In 

idle moments she would find herself tracing the letter K 

in the dust on a table-top, musing on its short straight 

back and forking arms and legs. 

It would be a mistake to think that Clair had stopped 

loving her husband or contemplated leaving him, and it 
would be unfair to imagine that the ambassador was 

anything but an exemplary husband. As the whole 

community knew, he was a man of genuine charm and 
wit, an admirable raconteur, a rather dapper dresser and 

quite touchingly attentive to his wife. He also had views. 

This was rare in his circle. His most pronounced views 

were on birth control. He was radically in favour of it. He 
occasionally hinted waggishly he might be in favour of 

obligatory birth control, "given the sort of situation we 

see all around us". Such views were well-chosen because, 

while being at one level acceptably liberal, they were at 

the same time tinged with a faintly dangerous 

authoritarianism. They were also well-chosen for the 

simple reason that they could be brought up apropos of 

absolutely any dinner-table topic at all — women's 

rights, land reform, Islam, development aid, nuclear 

energy, health care, Central America — the list was, and 

had been proved to be, inexhaustible. 

It was never a matter of disliking this man, or 

becoming disenchanted with him, or even of finding it 

irksome to be with him. It was just that Clair's limbs did 

not ache with him, her moods did not oscillate with him, 

her inner voice did not croon with him, her day did not 
fill up or empty with him. 
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Naturally, she knew the whole affair was hopeless, but 

somehow that had always been part of its seductiveness. 

The subterfuge, the impossibility of its ever being more 

than it was, Khalil's very lack of education and 

refinement (beyond his immaculate uniform), all added 

heat to her pleasure. It was not until the time came to 

plan for their return home that Clair really faced the 

meaning of those dull phrases — "it's hopeless", "it's 

quite impossible", "there's no future in it". W h y did it 

have to be so? 

With Khalil the subject was never mentioned. He 

knew, of course — drivers know everything — but gave 

no sign of it. Their love-making became a little fiercer, 

perhaps, more devouring, but he had so learnt to pleasure 

her, to savage her skilfully and to enjoy her during the 

moments they had that there was little time to be morose 

or self-pitying or to wonder what lay beyond the moment. 

Just once or twice, when Khalil had driven her with the 

ambassador to some luncheon or civic function, Clair had 

wondered if he might have an inkling of what was 

happening. She tried, against all her natural feelings, to 
be her most composed and nonchalant, to recline on the 

finely upholstered seat with him and chat easily about this 

or that while gazing steadfastly out the window at what 

her husband referred to as the couleur locale, yet she fancied 

that during these drives Roland was always somehow 

stiffer, more remote than usual, less likely to take her 

hand or comment on things they were passing. She 

suspected, too, that he was rather over-correct with 

Khalil, thanking him rather too pointedly for opening the 

door, engaging him a little too interestedly in 

conversation about the running of the car. She could have 

been mistaken. For his part, Khalil was faultless with the 

ambassador — although less through guile, Clair 

suspected, than through ingenuousness. Only if she dared 

to look back as they walked away from the car might she 

catch his eyes following her. Even then they didn't 

smoulder, as she knew they should from novels she'd read 

both at school and since. They simply followed her. 

A week before they were to leave Clair went out into 

the residence garden to think things through. She loved 

that garden, partly because she had looked at every shrub 
and flower in it at some time while thinking about Khalil, 

but partly for a reason she was a little ashamed of: she 

loved it because sitting in it she could feel it shutting out 

the poverty and filth of the real city beyond its walls. It 

was like a well of clear water in a dry land and she could 

drink from it undisturbed. Most of all she liked to sit by 

the pond in the shade ofthe southern wall, late in the day, 

and watch the bougainvillea massed on the wall opposite 

turn from blood red, shot through with apricot, to scarlet 

to deep purple as the dying sun dappled it. She sat there 

now, hoping to draw from the seclusion and the beauty 

the strength she needed to make a decision. 

She'd rehearsed it all many times in her mind. O n the 

one hand it seemed inconceivable that in a week's time 

she should simply wave goodbye to Khalil and go home 

— her breath came in spasms at the mere thought. O n 

the other hand it was equally inconceivable that she 

should tell her husband that she was in love with the 

driver and would not be going home with him. Perhaps 

she should simply take a "holiday"? But Clair couldn't 

imagine breathing anywhere but where she was. One 

thing, however, seemed unpleasantly clear: she would 

have to talk to her husband. 

That evening, when they got back from the 

McAllisters', the ambassador was lying reading in bed 

while Clair studied her face in the bathroom mirror. 

This, if any, was the moment to speak. She had dredged 

up the remnants of her strength to get through the 

evening at the McAllisters' and she felt that if she did not 

speak now she might simply go to bed and never get up. 

As she came into the room in her long, white dressing-

gown, Roland turned a page and looked up at her. 

"Feeling all right, dear? You seem a bit out of sorts." His 

eyes were back on the magazine. 

"It's mainly the move, I suppose," Clair said, sitting 

down at the dressing-table and unscrewing the lid of one 

of the little bottles in front of her. She waited for him to 

follow that up. There was a pause as he turned another 

page, desultorily. 

"Nothing worrying you particularly?" She could see 

him in the mirror, resettling himself to get a better light 

on the page. 

Clair's fingers grasped the bottle so tightly she could 

feel its edges biting into her flesh. She cleared her throat. 

" H o w do you mean, dear?" Had the pause not been a 

fraction too long? 

"I mean," he said, sitting up a little and looking over 

at her back, swathed in white, "is there something in 

particular that's causing you distress?" 

Clair looked at her husband in the mirror, half-

reclining against the pillows in his blue pyjamas, the ones 

they'd bought in the bazaar together two years ago. He'd 

lowered his magazine and was looking back at her. Their 

eyes met in the mirror. His face looked soft and 

concerned. 

She closed her eyes and gripped the bottle, then opened 
them again. He was still looking at her. She dipped her 

fingers into the cream and dabbed it on her cheekbones. 

"Should you be reading in that light, darling? It can't be 
good for your eyes, you know." 

"I'm just waiting for you, I'm not really reading." 

She screwed the lid back onto the bottle, tightly. "I 

shan't be a moment," she said, getting up quickly and 

crossing the room to the bathroom. She locked the door 

behind her. She cried, silently and bitterly, for a long 

time. He didn't knock. By the time she came out, he'd 

turned out the light, and she got into bed quietly and lay 

there like a stone at the bottom of the sea until the sun 
came up. 

They went home, of course, a week later, and she 
grieved keenly for a year and a half — not so much for 

Khalil and his chiselled body and rough-edged mind 

(although his image was the distillation of her grief) as for 

what she had been and what she might have had. And 

when the grief wore away, and the image of Khalil 

dimmed to something dark and lithe and nothing more, 

she still felt gashed. The ambassador rarely mentioned 
Pakistan. 
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Short Story Isaac Lahav 

\foung McLaren 

T H E B A R M A I D was tired and irritated. It had 

been a long and very trying day and her patience 

was wearing perilously thin. 

"Another one?" she said to the old man. 

The old man nodded and continued to devote his full 

attention to the cigarette he was rolling. 
"Everybody's so bloody quiet tonight," she said, her 

hands expertly going through the motions of pouring yet 

another glass of beer. She let the foam overflow the rim 

of the glass and then topped it up. 

"Everything's just doom and bloody gloom!" She 

added and placed the glass on the counter. 

Content that the cigarette was rolled to his complete 
satisfaction, the old man licked the gummed paper and 

ran his thumb nail along its edge. 

"It's the westerly," he said matter-of-factly. 

"The bloody westerly!" The barmaid nodded and 
peered outside in a vain attempt to pierce the total 

darkness beyond the large leadlight windows. 

The rain had stopped now, but the westerly gale was 
still relentlessly blowing as it had been for the past three 

days. The barmaid shrugged and turned to look at her tired 

reflection in the large tinted mirror on the wall opposite. 

She ran her hand through her short blond hair and noted 

with resignation that the black roots were showing again. 

She shrugged once more and turned away. 

"Look at that Kelly mob," she said and motioned 
towards a group of men sitting around the large table by 
the fireplace. 

"What about them?" 

"I reckon some of them blokes haven't moved from 

that table since ten o'clock in the morning." 

"Not much else they can do," the old man said 

patiently from behind a cloud of white smoke, "the boats 

haven't been out since the westerly started." 

"I don't care!" The barmaid snapped, "they can go 

and fix their bloody nets, or something. They make this 

place look like a cemetery." 

The fishermen by the fireplace continued their silent 

and joyless drinking. Rope-scarred hands clutching cold 

glasses of beer and weather-beaten faces peering 

anxiously at the darkness outside where the wind was still 
wailing and howling and rattling the window shutters. 

* * » 

"Excuse me please!" 

The barmaid turned and faced the young man standing 
on the other side of the counter. 

"Yeah?" 
"May I have a Scotch please ..." the young man said 

softly, "with just a dash of soda." 

The barmaid stared at him curiously. White shirt, a 
tweed jacket with suede patches on the elbows, a fancy 

silk scarf and the faint scent of an after-shave. Definitely 
not a local. 

"Thanks," the young man said softly and took the 

drink that she placed before him. "And can you please 

tell me," he added hesitantly, "where do I find M r 
George Murray?" 

The barmaid's curious stare once again probed the 
young man's face. 

"That's easy," she finally said, "there's ol' George 
sitting right here. Hey George!" she called to the old man 

who was still methodically smoking his cigarette, "chap 

here wants to see you." 

* * * 

"What did you say your name was, son?" George 

Murray asked when the young man approached him and 

introduced himself. 

"Weston. Christopher Weston. I'm from Melbourne. 

Can I get you a beer?" 

"Very kind of you, son." 

"Had a good drive?" the old man asked when Weston 

placed the glass on the toweling cloth which was spread 

on the counter. The cloth was wet and dirty and it smelt 
of stale beer. 

"Not bad, there wasn't much traffic on the road once 

I got past Morwell. The weather was lousy, though!" 

"Too bloody right, son." The old man said and his 

eyes involuntarily shifted to the large window opposite, 

but there was nothing to see. The rain had once again 

started its ferocious staccato of pelting drops, occasionally 

accompanied by the rumbling of a distant thunder. 

"It's a miserable night all right," the old man went on, 

"the westerly's been on for three days now. Not much 
good for work." 

"Are you a fisherman?" 

"Heaven forbid, no. I'm a mechanic, son. But I work 

on the boats and when the weather's crook they don't go 
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out, so they don't have any engine problems and there's 

no work for me." 

"I'm sorry to hear that." 

"Don't worry about it, son," the old man waved at 

Weston, "that's the way it goes." 

"And where're you going to?" he added. 

"Sydney." 

"And you're just stopping for the night?" 

Weston nodded. 

"And you came especially to see me?" 

Weston was visibly embarrassed and uncomfortable. 

"No, not especially." he tried to explain, "I was 

driving through anyway, so I thought that I'd stop here. 

I wanted to ask you about Bill McLaren." 

"Bill McLaren?" the old man's voice became cold and 

suspicious. "What've you got to do with Bill McLaren?" 

"He was my father!" 

The old man remained silent for a long moment. 

"Blow me down!" he finally whispered, slowly 

uttering the words, "I knew you reminded me of 

someone," he went on, "you look like a toffed-up spit-
image of him, son. If you'll pardon the expression." 

The young man smiled but said nothing. 

"So how come you call yourself Weston, then?" 

Murray demanded. 

" M o m remarried in Melbourne and she thought that 

it would be simpler and save a lot of questions if she 

changed my name." 

"Well, well ... so you're McLaren's boy." 

"She is Mary Weston now!" 

"She'll always be Mary McLaren to me, son." The 

old man said simply and matter-of-factly. 

Weston said nothing. 

"So you want me to tell you about Bill?" 

"If it's not too much trouble. I don't want to intrude," 
the young man said and took off his silk scarf and stuffed 

it into one ofthe zipped up pockets of his overnight bag. 

"You're not intruding at all, son," the old man said. 

"Your father was a fine man and I'll be glad to tell you 

all you want to know. But let me ask you first, didn't your 

mother tell you something about him?" 

"She hardly ever talks about what happened before she 

met Roger Weston." He explained. "He's been very 

good to her," he then unnecessarily added. 

"And you hardly knew Bill?" 

"I didn't know him at all. I was two years old when 

m o m left for Melbourne." 

"Yeah . . ." the old man signed, "broke Bill's heart, 
too." 

"From what I could gather," Weston said cautiously, 

"she didn't like it very much here." 

"Shouldn't have come here in the first place!" The old 

man announced flatly. "Should've stayed in Melbourne, 

where she belongs. It was all a bit too much for her. The 

place and probably Bill too." The old man paused. 

"They were both too bloody strong-headed for their 

own good," he added and shook his head. 

"Maybe you're right," Weston said impassively. 

Murray stood up and looked coldly at him. He was 

rather thin but very tall and he towered over the sitting 

young man. 
"Would you like a drink?" he asked. 

"Yes, please." 
Weston remained patiently silent while the old man 

brought the drinks and then, still patiently, watched him 

as he took a carefully measured pinch of tobacco from a 

worn leather pouch which he carried in the top pocket of 

his faded but neatly pressed khaki shirt and started rolling 

yet another cigarette. Very slowly and very meticulously. 

"Your old man was a very special man," he finally 

said, "it's just that he was ..." Murray hesitated, 

"well, different." 

Weston remained silent. 

" N o w don't get m e wrong," Murray went on. "He 

was a great bloke and everybody liked him and all that. 

It's just that he wasn't like the rest of us. He was always 

carrying on about politics and bloody philosophy and 

things like freedom and the spirit of man and greatness 

and glory and what-have-you. He used to quote from 

writers and poets that no one's ever heard of and what 

they said about this and that. And then there was the 

booster." 

"The booster?" 

"You don't know about the booster?" 

"No." 
The old man distractedly flicked the ash off his 

cigarette into the glass ashtray on the counter. It was full 

of short butts, all carefully smoked to the very end. 

"I'll have to start from the beginning," he said. 

Weston nodded. 

"Your father and I were partners," Murray started. 

" W e used to fix up the boats, just like I do now, only that 

there were a-hell-of-a-lot more boats then, than there are 

now. W e also did a bit of plumbing and we had the 

horses." 

"The horses?" 

"That wasn't business. W e had eight horses on the 

property where the workshop was. It was only twenty 

acres, but it was plenty for us. The kids from the local 

school used to come and ride the horses, but we never 

charged them." 

Weston was still listening with intense concentration. 

"Bill's horse, Bramby," the old man went on, "was 

the most magnificent animal I've ever seen. He looked 

great and he was fast and strong. And when you touched 

his muscles, they were smooth but hard as rock. He used 

to carry himself in a sort of proud and arrogant way, as 

if he knew how good he was. Very much had a mind of 

his own. Bill was the only one who could get on his 
back." The old man paused. "Have you ever loved an 

animal?" he asked. 

The question caught Weston by surprise. 

"Well, yes. I suppose so," he said hesitantly. 

"Maybe you don't understand," the old man said, "I 

don't mean if you've ever cared for an animal, but if you 

truly loved one. Loved it so much that you felt a lump in 
your throat when it came to you, noble and independent, 

but yet very loving and you feel like there's only the two 
of you in the whole world." 

"I have a dog," Weston said, feeling a little 
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embarrassed, "I've had him for six years now and I love 

him very much. And sometimes . . . I've never told it to 
anybody, but sometimes, I feel exactly the way you've 
described it." 

"Your dog," Murray said, "he's not one of those 

yappy little things." 

Weston laughed. "No. It's a German Shepherd." 

"I like them," the old man nodded, "they're good 

dogs. The city's no place for a dog like that, though." 

"No, I suppose it's not." 

The old man was looking at Weston strangely. 

"And you really love your dog?" 

The young man nodded. 

"Well, if you love him that much, maybe you can 

understand how Bill loved his horse. He loved him almost 

as much as he loved your mother ... or you." 

Weston moved uneasily on his stool and kept his eyes 

firmly fixed on his glass. 

"You were talking about the booster," he finally said, 

almost apologetically. 

"Yeah. W e got sidetracked a bit, didn't we?" Murray 
took a sip of his drink. "I'm not sure about the technical 

details," he went on. "Bill was the brains behind the 

whole thing. I was just helping out, but he was the only 

one who knew how the bloody thing worked." 

The old man stared into space for a moment as if trying 

to collect his thoughts. 

"It was just an idea that he came up with," he 
continued, "for a booster that you can attach to any 

outboard motor, and it would give it about fifty per cent 

more power and a-hell-of-a-lot better fuel efficiency. W e 

had a special area in the workshop where we had all the 

parts and where Bill kept his drawings and notes and 

calculations, and whenever we had a bit of spare time, 

we'd work on it." 

"Did he ever finish it?" 

"You bet he did!" 

"It was nineteen years ago, almost to the day," 

Murray went on. "It was Saturday afternoon and the 
booster was ready for the big test." 

The old man was no longer looking at Weston. He was 

talking to himself, surrounded by his memories. 

"Bill took absolutely ages fitting it and checking and 

rechecking everything. He wouldn't let anyone touch it, 

not even me. W e finally put her in the water and it was 

a beauty! A perfect success! It started smoothly and the 

old outboard pulled like a tiger and you could run from 
here to Malacoota on one tank." 

"Did he sell any?" 

"Just hear m e out!" the old man snapped. "When we 

took her out ofthe water," he went on, "we all went back 

to the workshop to celebrate. There were six of us and 

someone brought a bottle of French Champagne. I 

personally don't go for the stuff, but Bill said that it was 

good. W e all had our glasses full, and Bill said that he was 

going to propose a toast." 

The old man paused for a moment and then continued. 

"I remember exactly what he said and I can quote it 

for you word by word. He had one of the crystal glasses 

that I got for m y wedding in his hand, and he said: 'Raise 

your glasses and drink up, fair ladies and noble 

gentlemen.' Everybody laughed because we were still in 

our dirty overalls and work boots. I laughed too, until I 

noticed that Bill wasn't even smiling. He was dead 

serious. And then he said: 'Drink up so that our dreams 

will never be shattered and our expectations always 

fulfilled. Drink up so that the life we possess will always 
be ours, until we no longer want it.'" 

"Poor man!" Weston whispered. 

"I beg your pardon?" 

"Nothing." Weston shook his head. "It doesn't 

matter." 

Murray looked at him curiously and shrugged. 

"Anyway," he continued, "I don't think anybody 
understood what he was trying to say, so we all drank and 

we finished the champagne and then we had some beer. 

Rose, who used to live just up the hill, didn't like the last 

bit. She was a good Christian and she used to go to 

church every Sunday and she thought that it actually 

meant that we can commit suicide when we feel that 
we've had enough. She tried to argue with Bill, but he 

told her not to worry about it, and that it was just 

something personal and that he probably shouldn't have 

said it." 

A nearby flash of lightning dimmed the lights in the 
bar. The rolling roar of the thunder which followed 

closely, drowned Murray's voice and violently shook the 

windows. 

"That was close," Weston said when the tumult finally 
died. 

The old man didn't hear him, nor did he hear the 

thunder. He was totally absorbed in his story. 

"Anyway," he continued, as if uninterrupted, "we 

were all pretty excited, and Bill was saying how we're 

going to give the world the best bloody outboard 
anybody'd ever seen and he kept asking m e if I really 

understood that we'd just done something that no one'd 

ever done before. After they'd all left, Bill and me were 

still sitting there, talking. He was talking and I was 

listening. W e were both too excited to go to sleep." 

The young man was becoming impatient. 

"And then what happened?" he asked anxiously. 

"Nothing!" 

"What do you mean nothing?" Weston demanded. 

The old man's face was taut and frozen and he was 

staring past Weston and the room, and through the 

window and into the black darkness outside. 

"That night," he said, his voice devoid of all emotion, 

"the bush fire came, and in the morning, the shed and 

the workshop were gone and all the drawings and notes 

were gone and the booster was gone and Bill was gone 

too. Dead!" 

They both remained silent for a long time. 

"I knew that he died in the fire." Weston finally broke 
the silence. 

"Did your mother tell you that?" 

The young man nodded. 

"She didn't even come to the funeral!" Murray said 
bitterly. 

Weston didn't say anything, but his face tensed. 
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The old man shrugged. "Forget it," he said, "it's 

water under the bloody bridge. Not your fault." 

Weston still remained silent. 

"Anyway," the old man continued, "it all happened 

when we went to get the horses. They were in the home 

paddock, and we thought that if we could get them down 

to the beach, they'd have a pretty good chance." 

Murray paused and drank some more of his beer. 

"The fire came on a two mile front," he resumed, 

"which doesn't sound so bad, if you compare it to 'thirty 

nine', but it was bad enough for us. There were a couple 

of big gums at the far end of the paddock, and they were 

already on fire when we got there. The fire was coming 

from the top of the hill and you could hear it from a long 

way off. The horses were in total panic. A cpuple were 

galloping around the paddock, while the rest were 

bunched together. They were neighing nervously and 

squealing in terror. It was the high-pitched squeal of a 

terrified animal, the one that pierces your ears and goes 

right through your brain. It was like the end ofthe world 

had come. Bill called out to Bramby, but he didn't come. 
Maybe he couldn't hear him, or he was in too much of 

a panic." 

Weston was tense. His body was arched forward, his 

shoulders hunched and his eyes never leaving the old 

man's face. 

" W e opened the gates, but the horses couldn't find 

them, so we thought we'd get the truck to bulldoze the 

fences down, but the truck was near the shed and it was 

already on fire. All of a sudden, a great big wall of fire 

started sweeping across the paddock. I've never seen 

anything moving so fast in my life. There was a hugh 

cloud of smoke in front of it and the roar of the fire as it 

got closer was almost as terrifying as the flames 

themselves. 'Big Red' was the first horse to break into a 
straight gallop. He was about seventeen hands and the 

most docile and good-natured horse you'll ever see. The 

kids used to climb up his legs to get on his back. He ran 

straight into the barbed wire fence and had his head and 

chest in it. He kicked and struggled for a long time, until 

he stopped. I had to shoot him, but that was much later 

that night, when I came back. The others were galloping 

in circles and squealing. A couple ran straight into the 

fire. Bill kept calling Bramby, but he still didn't come." 

Weston moved uneasily as if he wanted to say 

something, but remained silent. 

"And then, without warning," the old man went on, 

"Bill jumped the fence and started running towards 

where the horses were bunched together. I called after 
him, but he didn't stop or even turn his head around. A 

moment later, the whole paddock turned into a sea of 

flames. All you could see was just a black cloud of smoke 

that covered the whole sky. I could hardly breathe and I 

could feel the taste of ash in my mouth. I don't know how 

long I stood there. I've never felt so helpless in my life 

and I knew that there was nothing I could do. Then the 

paddock was gone, and I ran down the hill and through 

the short grass to the beach, and stayed there till it was 

all over." 

The old man covered his face with his hands and they 

both remained silent for a long time. 

* * * 

" M a y I ask you a question?" Weston said, his voice 

barely rising above a whisper. 

Murray nodded. 
"Did Bill . . . m y father, did he know that the 

workshop and the booster and everything was burnt, 

when he ran to get the horses?" 

The old man looked at his companion and his face 

suddenly froze. 
"Yes!" he finally said and they both, once again, fell 

into a long silence. 

* * * 

The bar was nearly empty now. The fishermen had 

already left and the barmaid was counting the money in 

the cash register. George Murray looked around him and 

stood up. 
"I suppose I'd better go home now," he said. 

Weston stood up too and extended his hand to the old 

man. 
"Thank you," he said as they shook hands, his voice 

trembling a little. 

"That's all right son, and have a safe drive to 

Sydney." 
The young man just nodded, not trusting his voice. 

"And just one more thing, son," the old man added as 

they slowly walked towards the door, "do you mind if, 

just for myself, I'll call you young McLaren?" 

The young man felt the emotion choking his throat, 

but he managed to force a sad smile. 

"I don't think I'd mind that at all." 

// Poverello 

JL esterday, among the photographs 

the paper printed and sold as news 

was one of a young man 

who, during the previous night, 

which was much colder than usual, 

had climbed up onto a statue 

of Saint Francis of Assisi, 

taken an overdose, and died. 

In the arms of II Poverello he sleeps, 
with his soft hair testing the bronze. 

Noel Rowe 
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Short Story Harry Wallis 

Fear Exchange 

E V E N B E F O R E the tribal aborigines had 

disappeared from the fringe of farming areas not 

far from the cities, mutual fears and mistrust 

existed. 

Prior to the days of closer settlement, motor vehicles, 

and quicker communication, misunderstandings 
occurred in a different way . . . 

. . . The iron-shod wheels of the light butcher's cart 

sliced through the marshmallow mud of the rutted 

roadway . . . 

The boy of twelve in the driver's seat shivered as the 

shadows lengthened in the mid-winter's afternoon. He 

had completed his rounds ofthe farmhouses in the narrow 

river valley and was nearing the foot of the winding, 

rocky track which ascended to the main route to the 

nearest town. He was anxious to get out ofthe valley now 

that he had finished his run. 

The money in the leather bag slung around the boy's 

neck, anmd bulging under his worn tweed coat, worried 

him more than usual this day. He had heard that the 
dwindling Gulumba tribe was camped near the foot of 

Bald Rock Hill, which he was approaching. 

And, young Charlie Dawkins had heard talk that the 

Galumbas would attack and rob any unsuspecting 

traveller, given the opportunity. 

It had been a long dry summer, a hard one for whites 

and blacks alike. Harder still for the aborigines, as there 

was little enough wildlife left in the valley after fifty years 
of timber-cutting and farming. 

The rains had come early in winter, too late for 

autumn growth and too early yet for spring. The olive-

grey gums were gaunt, leaves hard and spindly, and the 

undergrowth was still coated with a hardened dusty scale, 

despite the sudden heavy rains. The bushland was grim, 

silent and forbidding. It had stopped raining, and the 
weak sun had filtered through the scudding clouds, giving 

neither light nor warmth. 

The boy tugged at his torn cloth cap with his right 

hand, tightening the reins with the other. 

"C'mon, 'Browney,'" young Charlie mumbled, as the 

old half-draught mare drooped her head lazily. 

"... It's getting late, and we've just got to get to the 
top of The Hill before dark." 

"... 'Sides, old Andy and his tribe are hangin' 

'round. They'd know I've got money on me!" 

The mare stumbled. Then, as if she understood 

Charlie's fears, she picked up her head and broke into an 

uneasy trot. 

Charlie Dawkins tightened the reins again as he looked 

ahead apprehensively. 

Above him he could see Bald Rock, with its blonde 

weathered sandstone face, juttings across the steepening 

roadway on one side, and the cliff edge on the other, 

falling away sharply to the riverbank. 

Then, Charlie remembered. This was the spot where 

the tribe generally stayed overnight, or sometimes two or 

three days, maybe a week or so, never for long, and never 

for a predictable period. 

This was typical of their race. The boy's thoughts 

mirrored what he had been taught — and perhaps, a little 

of something he had worked out for himself. Unpredict

able. Uncertain. Unstable. And yet, sometimes — 

likeable, even loveable. Sometimes, like a summer storm 

— heavy, brooding — then, lightning, then outpouring, 

drenching, thundering — their actions following the 

weather pattern — into clearing skies — then passing 
over to other, fresher, newer places. Maybe this was the 

way it should be. Natural. Like nature. As young Charlie 

recollected being told — "The aborigines were Nature's 

children." 

The butcher's boy felt for the leather money bag, 

instinctively. 

"S'pose I'll have to hand it over, if they pull me up," 

he muttered with matter-of-fact fearfulness. 

". . . There'll be a few of them, and it's uphill, and old 

'Browney' wouldn't raise a gallop here!" 

Charlie reached over with his right hand, and got the 

light whip from its holder. He flicked it gently across the 

horse's rump. 

"Browney" strained forward, trying to keep trotting, 

bravely. But the slope was greater, now. She was forced 

to drop back to a brisk walk. 

Charlie kept the whip in his hand, but didn't use it on 

the horse again. 

"... Night come in hand, later! Let 'em come at me 

now!" Charlie spoke with false bravado. 

He felt heartened by the impression of strength given 

by the feel of the solid wooden butt of the whip. 

Ahead, he could see two misshapen gum trees arching 

over the roadway, creating a gloomy, shadowy, 
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cavernous effect. 

Charlie felt his shoulders tighten in fear. 

Maybe they'd be here? 

The boy felt the horse quiver, through the reins. 

"Browney" snickered. Charlie had heard that horses 

could smell the abos. He forced his eyelids together, 

peering into the darkness ahead. 

It could be here, or not at all! 

Charlie watched the shadows close in at each side ofthe 
road. 

Was it imagination, or were these same shadows 

pressing in as if the dark tribesmen were pushing in too 

with the natural shadings of the approaching evening? 

Then, although it was windless, Charlie saw rustling in 

the undergrowth. 

It was them] 

Charlie saw the first actual movement just as he felt the 

mare slide back on her hind legs and jar to a stop. 

"Hoy, there!!" the boy called thinly. His voice was 

artificially brave. 

". . . Hoy, there!!" came back to him. 

No echo from the hills. 

... It was Andy, the old chief! 

The tall grey-haired figure detached itself from the 

gloom ahead and approached the boy, left hand held 

high. 

"Hoy, there!" the old man repeated. 

". . . You, boy!" 

Charlie gripped the whip butt still harder. 

He could see that there were ten, maybe twelve of 

them. 

He couldn't turn the horse and cart on this narrow 

road, nor could he advance, now. He'd have to try and 

bluff it out. The boy's throat felt restricted, dry. 

"What d'you want?" he called shrilly. 

". . . You, boy!" again exclaimed Andy. 

". . . You stop! W e want . . . talk . . . you! Then . . . 

you . . . give-it . . . somethin'!" 

The butcher's son shuddered. 

This is it! He'd have to hand over the cash. And 

probably the little unsold meat, too. 

His father would welt him, surely, if he got out of this 
alive! 

"Ye--s. What — is — it — Andy?" Charlie stuttered. 

"... I haven't got much money." 

The old aboriginal chief stepped to the side ofthe cart. 

He laid his hand on the worn wooden step. 

". . . Don't want . . . money!" he muttered, raising 

his hand, palm cupped. 

". . . Want meat!" 

Charlie felt the gush of fear pass from his body, leaving 

him weak and helpless. 

"---Meat?" he repeated. 

"... Yes, boss . . . Meat!" old Andy echoed. 

"---All right!" Charlie opened the top ofthe meat box 

and reached inside. He produced a slab of beef. 

The old man's eyes glistened. It wasn't fear ... It 

wasn't greed . . . This . . . was hunger! 

He looked up appealingly at the boy. 

"... You give?" he asked. 

Charlie nodded. He felt as if his head was floating. 

" — I give!" It was a willing, almost cheery statement. 

Charlie handed the piece of beef to the old man. 

He hesitated, his feeling of fear returning. 
... A younger tribesman, who had come up quietly 

whilst old Andy spoke with Charlie, appeared. 

. . . Charlie flinched, then, as the other went on, he 

relaxed again . . . 
"... Here!" the young aborigine exclaimed. 

"... You give! ... I give!" 
... He handed the butcher's boy a rolled up bundle, 

as the boy gave the chief the meat. 
... A kangaroo skin, in exchange for some beef! 

* * * 

. . . Charlie Dawkins' father never did find out how 

young Charlie got that kangaroo skin! 

. . . Charlie wasn't game to tell him. 

. . . N o w that he's grown up, in fact grown quite old 

himself, and the tribe has disappeared altogether, Charlie 

Dawkins often wonders what happened to old Andy . . . 

Old Rose 

An the grey above her, the hungry gulls 

were screaming and tugging at the wind, 

trying to rip it apart. Her mind, 

they said, was gone. Old Rose. 

She walked the city, taking papers 

from garbage bins and reading of bombs. 

"I was born in Lebanon and learned 

there to play the violin. What's the use 

of music now? I have seen too much 

pain and it has invaded my hands 

and beaten them. Lebanon 

has lost her cedars. Soon 

there will be another war. Carry all 

you own with you. Otherwise, there will not 

be time." She went into the church, to pray 

only for a small favour: that her cousin 

might not die of cancer. The Virgin held 

her child, and watched. The old woman stared. 

Smoke from a snuffed candle spread 
across her face and across her eyes. 

Noel Rowe 
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Media Vic Gold 

If Mike Willesee Calls, 
Hang up 

G A T H E R ' R O U N D , you 
Yummies (Young Upwardly 

Mobiles) and other would-be 

shakers-and-movers, for a quick 

course from an ex-flack on how to 

handle the media after you've 
reached the top of the ladder. You 

may think you don't need it, that 

coping with success will be easy, all 

puff pieces in People magazine and 

Softball interviews with Bryant 
Gumbel. But you're wrong. The 

truth is that on today's news market, 
nothing suceeds in piquing the 

media's feral instinct like success. 

You're a public official without a 

hint of scandal in your background? 

That just makes you more inviting as 

a target for some upwardly mobile 

investigative reporter with visions of 

being the next Bob Woodward. 

You're an entrepreneur building a 

small family business into a giant 

conglomerate? Once you've made it, 

This is an American article, originally 

published in The Washwgtoman, but Quadrant 

reprints it because of its local relevance. 

Copyright © 1984 Washington Magazine Inc. 

The original title was "If Mike Wallace Calls, 

Hang Up". 

keep an eye out for some Geraldo 

Rivera clone eager to prove that 

every silver cloud has its tarnished 
lining. 

What we're talking about is that 

modern excrescence called adversary 

journalism. Don't take it personally. 

It's not so much you the adversary 

journalists are gunning for as what 

you represent. Whether you're 
libera] or conservative, if you have a 

success story to tell, you're part ofthe 

establishment, and fair game. 
So much for outlining your public-

relations problem. What you need to 

know, before some journalist tracks 

you down and gets your reputation in 
the cross hairs, is how to dodge the 

bullet. 

You say you keep a P R expert on 

your payroll to worry about things 

like that? Sorry to break the bad 

news, but it's better you find out now 

than learn the hard way: When it 

comes to promoting a product or 

hyping an event, your P R expert is in 

his element; but when the problem at 

hand is dealing with an adversary 

journalist, today's public-relations 

specialists are out of touch, still 

operating under rules that were laid 

down in the golden age of flackery, 

before Vietnam and Watergate. 

Those were the days when, nine 

cases out of ten, an interviewer 

asking a question could be inquisitive 

without becoming a grand inquisitor; 

when a reporter on an investigative 
assignment looked for answers, not 

angles; and when journalism schools 

were turning out journalists, not 
social missionaries. 

Adversary journalism changed all 

that, but P R has been slow to 

recognise the change. Public-
relations experts still see their job as 

putting their clients and the media 

together — improving the client's 

image the way Ivy Lee, early in the 

century, turned John D. Rockefeller 

into a lovable old philanthropist who 

subsidised the arts and handed out 

ten-cent tips to doormen. 

Is Mike Willesee or one of his 

research assistants on your line? 

Terrific, the P R expert will say, pick 

up the phone and talk to him. Sure, 

we know he's doing an investigative 

story, and rumour is that he's 

interviewed your competitors, your 

ex-employees, and your ex-wife. All 

the more reason to talk to him, 
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according to your PR expert — to get 

your side of the story told. 

Bad advice at any price. Oh, you 

can talk to an adversary journalist, 

all right; but all you'll do is fill in the 

gaps in his or her story. Out of your 

two-hour interview, a minute and a 

half will be used, juxtaposed with 

film clips of your ex-wife, to put you 

in the worst possible light. Or if 

you're interviewed by an adversary 

print journalist, you'll end up trying 

to explain to your friends, 

constituents, or stockholders how the 

damned fool statements attributed to 

you were either uttered off the record 

or taken out of context. 

The power and celebrity corridors 
of Washington, New York, and Los 

Angeles are littered with victims 

who, on the advice of P R counsel, 

bared their vital organs to reporters. 

What's needed is a new form of 

adversary P R to match up with 

adversary journalism. Until some 
pioneer public-relations expert like 

Ivy Lee or Edward Bernays comes 

along to write a book on the subject, 

the following rules of self-

preservation might help: 

1) You have a right to remain 

silent. Contrary to what your public-
relations expert says, you have no 

legal, moral, or social obligation to 

talk with a reporter you have reason 

to believe is out to gut you. The worst 

thing that can happen if you don't 

talk to Mike, Geraldo, or any of their 

clones is that he'll say you were 

unavailable for comment. If he adds, 

"Despite the allegations", then 

you'll know you've done the right 

thing by keeping your distance. No, 

it doesn't sound good when he says 

it, but it beats the alternative. Sitting 

down with an adversary reporter will 

simply give the allegations 

credibility. The reporter will see to 

that, no matter how well you make 

your case. 

2) Don't be bullied and don't be 

gulled. A good adversary journalist 

won't take no for an answer without 

pulling out all the stops. His first line 

of attack will be to tell your PR 

retainer or secretary that the 

information he's gathered is very 

heavy stuff and you ought to talk to 

him in fairness to yourself. Don't 

believe it. If he had everything he 

needed, he wouldn't be pressing so 

hard. In fact, there's a good chance 

that if he doesn't talk to you, he 

won't have a story. In any case, keep 

in mind that fairness isn't the name 

of the adversary game. 

A second approach, when bullying 

doesn't work, is sweetness-and-light. 

Some adversary journalists have 

mastered the technique of ingratiat
ing themselves to unsuspecting 

targets in subtle ways. You may get 

calls from old friends and associates 

acting as intermediaries for the 
reporter. They'll assure you that 

despite anything you may have 

heard, he's really a straight-shooter 

out to do an "honest" story. If you 

go along, when the story comes out 

as a hatchet job, the same friends and 

associates will tell you it wasn't the 

reporter's fault but his editor's. 
The biggest adversary con game of 

all comes when the reporter appears 

to be wide-eyed and innocent, like a 

friendly puppy. With this genre, be 

on notice that the female of the 

species is more deadly than the male. 

H o w do you protect yourself against 

adversary reporters who aren't as 

well known as Mike, Geraldo, or 

Oriana Fallaci? You just follow your 

mother's advice and . . . 

3) Never talk to strangers. W h y 

is it that politicians who wouldn't go 

to a speaking site without a briefing 

and business executives who 

wouldn't invest a nickel without a 

Dun & Bradstreet report will agree to 

be interviewed by reporters whose 

credentials are unknown? A sneak 

device of some adversary freelancers 
is to claim to be writing a book for an 

established publisher or doing a piece 

for a prestigious newspaper, like the 

New York Times. When Jerry Falwell 

swallowed that line without checking 

on one reporter, the Reverend's 

taped interview ended up, between 

the nudes, as a feature attraction in 

Penthouse. 

4) Cover your flanks: If they 

can't get through to you, they'll 

settle for quizzing the office boy. 

Once you've learned that you're 

targeted, alert your staff to the 
possibility that they might be getting 

calls from strangers asking questions 

about you and your business. Put a 

five-second cap on all such calls, 

enough time for your secretary to 

say, "Sorry, no comment," then 

hang up. It's crude, but you're not 
trying to win high grades for office 

courtesy from Miss Manners. 

The trouble with any extended 
phone conversation, beyond "no 

comment", is that you're pitting a 

media-innocent secretary against a 

reporter expertly skilled at lifting 
information from people as deftly as 

a pickpocket lifts a wallet in a crowd. 

Example: 

RE P O R T E R : Oh, I know you can't 

comment on your boss's business 

affairs, but that's not really what I've 

called about. Can we talk a minute, 

just on background? 

SECRETARY: Background? 

R E P O R T E R : Yeah, I mean I won't 

quote you. Just some general 

background information. No direct 

quotes. Okay? 

SECRETARY: Well, I don't know — 
REPOR T E R : Okay, just for 

background. That trip your boss 

made last April to Rio — 

SECRETARY: That's not right. He's 

never been to Rio. 

REPOR T E R : Oh? I can't read my 

own notes. I meant Reno, the trip he 

made to Reno, just after the stock

holders' meeting in April. 

SECRETARY: But he didn't go to 

Reno; it was Las Vegas. 

REP O R T E R : Vegas? Oh, yeah, 

that's the trip he hit it big, right? 

SECRETARY: N O , he hit it big in 

September. In April he dropped a 

bundle — 

Repeat: A five-second cap to say, 

"Sorry, no comment", then hang 

up. O n reflection, tell her to knock 

off the "Sorry", and make it three 

seconds. 

5) If for some reason you can't 

be silent, be dull. Obviously, except 

for the hardest ofthe hard-nosed, like 

Frank Sinatra and Philadelphia 

pitcher Steve Carlton, there comes a 

time when adversary P R has to go 

beyond stonewalling the press. But 

just because you're forced to talk to 

reporters doesn't mean you have to 

give them what they want. What they 

want is controversy, confrontation, 

and conflict, the stuff that makes for 

high T V ratings and big newsstand 

sales. That suits their needs. But 
unless you're a freshman senator 

looking for a quick publicity fix or a 

rock star trolling for notoriety, it 
won't necessarily suit yours. 
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The art of talking to the press 
without making news — of being 

what your media adversaries call a 
"bad interview" — is hard to come 

by, but it's an art worth cultivating. 

The best way to keep from being 
quoted out of context is not to have 

any context worth quoting. A study 

of the press conferences and 

interviews of such non-newsmakers 
as ex-Secretary of State William 

Rogers, ex-Redskin Chris Han-

burger, and ex-singing star Eddie 

Fisher might be an evening well 

spent for the public official or 

entrepreneur smart enough to 

understand that it's better to be 
called banal than to spend a year or 

more trying to live down a 

scintillating, hair-down interview in 

the Washington Post's Style section. 

6) K n o w the difference between 

(a) going off the record, (b) 

speaking on background, and (c) 
speaking on deep background. 

Then, whether the ground rules of 

an interview call for (a), (b), or (c), 

never say anything unless you 

want it quoted on the record. Like 

rust, adversary journalists never 

sleep. The old pre- Vietnam/ 
Watergate breed of reporters 

recognised certain rules in dealing 

with people they interviewed, but the 
adversary journalist abides by no 

rules but his own. Ideology has 

nothing to do with it. Politicians from 

George McGovern on the left to 
Barry Goldwater on the right have 

been taken in by "friendly" 

reporters who encouraged them to 
speak off the record, then violated 

their confidence. 

7) Beware the bait-and-switch 

interview routine. So you've agreed 
to an interview to talk about your 

hobby, World War I memorabilia. 

Fine. Just make sure the reporter 

sticks to the subject. Example: 

R E P O R T E R : W O W ! Look at the 

workmanship on this! You can't get 

wrought iron like this anymore. I bet 

it cost a bundle. 
You: Not really, I picked it up in 

a little antique shop in Paris. 

REPORTER: Oh, yeah, Paris. Was 

that the trip you made with the 

subcommittee, the one you took your 

wife on? 
You: Yeah, I think that was the 

one. N o w this German sabre here — 

REPORTER: Did you pay her way? 

You: Who? 
REPORTER: Your wife, did you 

pay her way to Paris, or did the 
subcommittee pick up the tab? 

You: I don't recall, but I think I 
paid her way. Now, this German 

sabre, it's — 

REPORTER: The records show the 

subcommittee did. 

You: Did what? 

REPORTER: Picked up your wife's 

travel expense to Paris. 

Stop right there and show your 

guest the door. If necessary, use the 

German sabre to hasten his 

departure. 

8) Never accept your inter

viewer's terminology. Being dull 
and unquotable in interviews doesn't 

mean just watching your own choice 

of words. You also have to make sure 

your interviewer doesn't put words 

into your mouth, a favourite device 

of journalists. To cite two examples, 

Lyndon Johnson's Pentagon press 
chief never said the government had 

a "right to lie"; he simply gave 

nodding agreement to a questioner's 

rephrasing of something he had said 

earlier. And it wasn't Ron Ziegler 

who first used the word "inopera

tive" when he had to switch the 
Nixon White House line during the 

Watergate era. The word has been 

hung around Ziegler's neck, but it 

was originally used by a member of 

the White House press corps. Ziegler 

merely said yes when asked if 

something he had said earlier was 
now "inoperative", and the rest is 

history. Whenever you hear an 

interviewer use a clever, punchy 

word or phrase to hype up or redefine 

your own language, let him know 

that "you said that, not me". 

9) In dealing with hostile media, 
beware the worst adversary of all 

— your own vanity. It happens an 

average of once a month. Some 

public figure — a politician, business 

executive, or entertainment person

ality — shows up on 60 Minutes or in 

the Post's Style section for an 

extended interview and makes a 

damned fool of himself. What made 

him do it? everybody asks. Didn't he 
know they 'd cut him to pieces? 

There is no sure accounting for 

stupidity, but in addition to following 

bad PR advice, there are two other 

elements at work that lead normally 

prudent people to play Russian 

roulette with their reputations. The 
first is that, no matter how many 

times we see other people shot down 

by an adversary press, the media — 

especially television — are great 
seducers. When Mike Wallace or 

some other media powerhouse holds 

out the promise of giving you major 

exposure to tell your story, the 

temptation can be overpowering. 

The second element is the hubris that 

lurks in every successful public 
figure: the idea that he or she can 

make things come out right by sheer 

force of personality. The fact that 
Mike, Morley, Geraldo, Sally, Sy, 

Bob, Aaron, Gail, or any of the 

adversary superstars have fearsome 

reputations only makes the challenge 
that much harder to resist. It's the 

ultimate stupidity: thinking you can 

beat the pros at their own game. 

10) Despite everything that's 

been said, be advised there are still 

some journalists who cover the 

news the old-fashioned way: They 
report it. There are still some 

around — journalists who, if you're 

seized by an irresistible impulse to 
talk to a reporter, will give you as fair 

a shake as you deserve. Your PR 

counsel, if he's worth half what 
you're paying him, should know 

their names. But for starters, take an 

ex-flack's word for it: If Dave Broder 

calls, tell your secretary to put him 
through. 

The Big Eye 
for Annie 

With your third eye 

strung from your shoulder, 

the film wound forward, 

today's memories and yesterday's 
flowers 

shot-frozen in a time-warp box, 

my green-eyed time traveller 

shooting the stars . . . 

the long look across the tundra, 

lover of bronze, 

of the lean, clean breeze. 

O n the rim of the eye 

of a black hole blinking, 
you dilate 

and I embrace. 

Andrew Donald 
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John Carroll 

The Battle for Sir Robert Menzies 
Rewriting our History 

I T H A S B E E N my hunch for a number of years that 

the leftist construction of Australian history 

according to its own rancorous canon hinges on the 

successful discrediting of Sir Robert Menzies. Likewise 

the first adequate history of our nation, one day when it 

is written, will have the same figure as one of its centres 

of gravity, an example of the Australian achievement in 

institution founding and building, and a symbol of right 

authority. 

M y hunch was brought closer to earth recently with the 

publication of a book of essays by Humphrey McQueen, 

under the title Gallipoli to Petrov. The essays range through 

a score of leftist cultural and political interests and causes. 

The lynchpin, however, is a short piece focusing on 

Menzies, published originally in 1978, the year of his 

death. McQueen has a good enough nose to sense that 

here is the target that matters. The essay is worth a closer 

look, as an instructive example of leftist demonology, 

showing the positions that one side is going to take up in 

the cultural battle for the Menzies reputation. 

In order to assess the McQueen slurs it was necessary 

for me to do some reading. I am of a generation just too 

young to have a reliable sense of Menzies as Prime 

Minister, in my case having come of age during his last 

year in office. I have read the two books of Menzies 

memoirs, some of his earlier speeches, and a number of 

biographies and personal reminiscences from those who 
knew him or had worked with him. From this material I 

shall hazard an outline of what emerges as the Menzies 

achievements. 

Let us open with McQueen and his case, which reduces 

to four roughly separable themes. A quotation from the 

essay gives the first theme, alludes to the second and the 

third, and is indicative of the author's tone: 
The essence of Menzies' political career was simply this: 
he devoted his great skills to the service of the rich and 
powerful and employed his wondrous talents on behalf of 
the foreign masters ofthe country of his birth. His loyalty 
was never to Britain, as he pretended, but to whichever 
foreign power promised him the greatest influence. He 
switched from British sycophant to American lickspittle, 
and back again, with such an easy conscience that his 
followers discovered in his lack of principle a species of 
gracefulness. Given the opportunity he undoubtedly 
could have found the resources within himself to head a 
Vichy-style regime for the Japanese. 

Menzies is thus interpreted as a shifty enemy of the 

nation and its people. Firstly, he was a puppet ofthe rich 

and powerful, both the small minority within the country 

and the two foreign powers — Britain, later the United 

States. If the war had run differently his master could as 

easily have been Japan. It was the "rich and powerful" 

who kept Menzies in office. 

McQueen's second theme is the hollowness ofthe man 

himself. He was the "empty Churchill". He had no 

principles and no talent, he was all "piss and wind", 

"there was nothing behind the facade or mask Menzies 

presented to the world". The latter quotation is 

McQueen reproducing Manning Clark's judgment. The 

case continues by holding that this empty man merely 

wasted Australia's time: his long government achieved 

precisely nothing. Moreover he was incompetent at 

economic management. Even the strengths that Menzies' 

traditional detractors recognised are now denied: "words 

were far from Menzies' major attributes" and "his 

handling of interjectors has been overrated". 

The third theme is that Menzies set about turning 
Australia into a police state. He is held to have been an 

admirer of Nazi Germany. McQueen's logic has it that 

because Menzies appeared in the mid-1930s as a barrister 

for the Shell Oil Company before the Privy Council he is 

condemned by association, an association miraculous in 

its tenuousness, McQueen noting that a decade earlier 

the Dutch Director-General of Shell had made a donation 
to the fledgling Nazi Party. 

The fourth theme is that the hollow man, slave of 

foreign interests and Australian capital, despised the 

people. They in turn detested him. The question of why, 

given this, the people didn't vote him out of office is, by 

some strange twist of hopeful fantasy, turned on its head. 

McQueen asserts that the real surprise is that Menzies' 

grip on office was so shaky — so great and powerful were 
his friends. 

The McQueen case results from the mixture of two 

ingredients. There is the vulgar Marxist paranoia, with 

its extraordinary inflation of the power of "rich 

capitalists" in a stable, affluent, well-established 

parliamentary democracy like Australia. Given the low 

opinion implied of the sense ofthe voting citizen, one is 

tempted to ask who indeed is it who "despises the 

people". The second ingredient is the rancorous envy 
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that drives the series of inversions — a man of substance 
must be hollow, a great speaker and master of the 

language was all contrived wind, and he probably never 
'understood what he was talking about', a Prime 

Minister of unique electoral appeal was hated by the 

people, and a Prime Minister who managed his country 

through its longest twentieth-century period of economic 
growth was precisely here incompetent. It is a sign of just 

how much the Menzies phenomenon hurts the left that in 

McQueen's book this essay is singular amongst all the 

others for its degree of crudity, gratuitousness and 

unpleasantness. 

". . . the Menzies phenomenon 
hurts the Left." 

What, by contrast, was the Menzies reality? I should 

qualify once more, the following account: it is prima facie. 
Of first importance is that he governed well, that the ship 

of state passed through the period 1949 to 1966 answering 

with ease all challenges to the security of its passage. The 
period was characterised by stability, steadily increasing 

prosperity, the successful settlement of large numbers of 

immigrants from a diversity of cultures, and above all the 
freedom for the overwhelming majority to enjoy their 
lives unthreatened by poverty, unremitting labour or 

political constraint. Of course fortune plays a role in such 

a historical phase, but so too do the virtues of men. No 

doubt it was not a good period for those intellectuals who 

seek to romanticise politics, who disregard the good 

management which helped make this an excellent period 

for almost everyone else in the society. 

Menzies' methods in Cabinet will serve to illustrate 

one aspect of good government. Individual ministerial 

submissions were put in to the Secretariat three days 

before a meeting. The Secretary ofthe Prime Minister's 

Department commented on them, and at times requested 

further information. The day before Cabinet Menzies 

studied all the submissions and the notes from his own 
Department, and then developed his own views. As a 

result when Cabinet met he was usually the best informed 

man at the table. He tended to reserve his role in the 

discussion, letting the Minister concerned have his say. 

He would then sum up the arguments that had been put, 

in his characteristically clear, concise and eloquent 

manner. There were exceptions, with issues that 

concerned his office directly, or on the odd occasion when 

a Minister was badly prepared in talking to his own 

submission, and Menzies might cut him short with the 

magisterial reprimand. It is hard to imagine a more 

thorough and efficient manner of running the highest 

office in the land. In relation to this, Paul Hasluck says 

of Menzies: 'his own ability to listen and comprehend was 

greater than of any person with whom I have worked'. 

There are many beneficial consequences of the sort of 

good government that Menzies established. To mention 

one that was to prove of great significance for Australia. 

M r Chifley had stated while in office that Australia 

should live within its means and not borrow money 

overseas. From the outset, in 1950, Menzies took the 
opposite view, that Australia needed to develop, and it 

could only do so with the help of overseas capital. In his 

early years he raised huge loans from the International 

Bank for Reconstruction and Development (7 loans 

totalling US$418m.), the first one in a matter of days 

when the normal waiting period was a year, and at terms 

that no other foreign borrower was to better. He raised 
money on the New York Stock Exchange in a period in 

which in effect it had been closed to foreign borrowers. 

The American confidence in Australia indicated here was 

the result of the received impression of a well-run 

country, financially stable and with political integrity. 

The second theme I would stress is that of right 
attachments. One of the main reasons for the Menzies 

Government's record term in office was that its concerns 

coincided with those of the vast majority of the people, 

and they were good and sensible concerns. I have 

mentioned economic stability, which is linked with 

competent administration. There was also the 

strengthening of defence ties with the United States, and 

above all the creation of the A N Z U S Treaty in 1951. 
There was the emphasis on home ownership, and the 

creation of the economic circumstances to facilitate it. 

Patrick Morgan has singled out, rightly I believe, the 

significance of this "stake in the country" concern of 

Menzies (in Robert Manne (ed.) The New Conservatism In 

Australia). As early as 1942 Menzies spoke his views on 

the importance of every family owning its own home, as 
the hub of a stable, decent and civilized middle-class life. 

O n a different front there was Menzies' attachment to 
monarchy — in the 1980s it remains as obvious as ever 

that the vast majority of Australians share this 

attachment. It was not based on a liking for the pomp, 

opulence and glamour ofthe Royal Family. It had much 

deeper roots, in an appreciation of the unique virtues of 

our political and institutional system, a system in which 

the monarchy is historically, symbolically and in practical 

terms a key part, especially in relation to the State's 

authority. I have read no account of the political and 

cultural significance of the monarchy in our society to 

equal Menzies' own essay, 'The Crown in the 

Commonwealth', included in his first book of memoirs, 
Afternoon Light. 

To complete the list ofthe Menzies attachments, there 

were his own two great loves, the law and cricket. I shall 

return later to the former. His love of cricket, of its 

intricacies and foibles, and his delight in the company of 

cricketers, is an evocative sign of his closeness to the 

essence of Anglo-Australian culture, of which cricket 
represents one of the mysteries — unintelligible to 

inhabitants of even other European cultures. Such is a 

clue to the deeper affinities with a culture, of being at 

home in it, recognised by the people and felt as a direct 

source of trust and affection — and close to the real 

reason that Menzies kept getting re-elected. 

The third ofthe Menzies contributions to our national 

life needs no special comment. He was the creator, almost 

single-handed, of the Liberal Party. He built an 
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alternative government in the 1940s out ofthe wreckage 

of several parties, out of chaos. Then for 22 years he led 

the party with an almost inconceivable predominance 

over the different facets of political command. It was he 

who thought out and articulated the major policies. It was 

he who managed and administered at the top. It was his 

presence, his character and his mind that embodied the 

party. He was at once captain, navigator and chief 

engineer. And in spite of such a predominance the party 

was to continue after he left it without more than the 

natural cycles of good and bad performance. 

The fourth theme that I would stress is that of 

institutional propriety, or due respect for institutions. 

Menzies' love of the law, and his training in it, brought 
with it a strong feeling for the peculiar strength of the 

political institutions which we inherited from England, 

and of the need to preserve them. To quote him: 'my 

tendency is to resist anything which seems to be 

unnecessary constitutional change'. This was the 

conservative Menzies, very close in his sentiments to 

Edmund Burke. Menzies, for instance, was a great 
stickler for the political independence of the 

Commonwealth Public Service. In fact Hasluck notes the 

great achievement, due to Menzies, ofthe building ofthe 

post-war Public Service as an efficient, non-partisan and 

self-respecting institution. Menzies insisted that his 

Ministers not build up personal staffs beyond a narrow 

secretariat, but rather use their Departments. 

Menzies had been appalled at the Chifley 

Government's abuse of the standards of Parliament, 

above all its refusal to maintain an impartial Speaker. He 

objected to the same Government's regarding the 

position of Governor-General as one of the "jobs for the 

boys". He hotly opposed the Chifley appointment of Sir 

William McKell, the serving Labor Premier of New 
South Wales. Such an appointment politicised an office 

which should be above party affiliation, a symbol, like the 

monarchy, of national unity, held in allegiance by those 

who voted for either major party. Menzies acknowledged 

that McKell turned out to be a good Governor-General, 

but himself suffered the consequences of his improper 

appointment — McKell was observed to become angry 
and embarrassed at official functions when Labor 

Ministers addressed him in a matey way as "Bill". 

Menzies on becoming Prime Minister kept McKell on, 

well beyond his official five years, as he kept on the 

socialist Governor of the Commonwealth Bank. 

The fifth and final theme in my picture ofthe Menzies 

Prime Ministership concerns the man himself, his 

character and his talents. I would reiterate a principle I 

put in my tribute to Malcolm Fraser (Quadrant, May, 

1983): 

As citizens, our sense ofthe nation to which we are deeply 
attached has as a large part of the tone, balance and 
aspect of its institutions, their strengths and virtues. As a 
people we have our own strengths and virtues, but we are 
nevertheless dependent for our sense of place, and of the 
stable order of things, on the State and its traditions. The 
qualities ofthe man who heads the nation give a human, 
and therefore non-abstract and intelligible, shape to the 
national estate. It is right to judge a society in part by its 

leader: in spite of the rhetoric about policies and 
achievements he is chosen above all to play the part of 
first citizen. Where he stands, especially in adversity; 
what he believes he has to do, when affairs are more 
important than everyday, and the way he goes about 
doing it; in short the measure of the man is our measure 
too. It is the human embodiment of our ways and 
traditions. The Prime Minister is at one and the same 
time a reflection of us and an example to us. 

In these terms Menzies has no superior since Federation. 

The image of him that abides is that of the large and 

relaxed father, whose ease of command made him 

unflappable, a central authoritative presence whose size 

cast all those around him, in either party, into the minor 
shadows. His speeches and memoirs remind us that he 

was an intellectual of very high calibre. To choose just 

two sides of his expansive mind that are exhibited in his 

writings, and which contrast nicely, there is his grasp of 

Constitutional law and its living relationship to the 

practical institutions that make up our society and there 

is his psychological insight into human character, shown 

in a number of portraits that he draws. Furthermore he 

was renowned for his ability to put a long and 

complicated case clearly and systematically — a talent 

that his training at the bar had been singularly suited to 

developing. At the same time there is a warmth to many 

of his attachments that saves his speeches from the 

dryness or coldness of reason. Combined with such 

intellectual gifts was a prodigious capacity for hard work, 

essential to the authority he held over his Cabinet 

colleagues. 

His mastery of the English language has been 

commented on widely in Australia and Britain. He never 
read his speeches, recognising that to speak in public 

without spontaneity is an insult to both the vocation and 

the audience. He foresaw the alternative with sadness, 

that Parliament would degenerate into the mechanical 

reading of prepared texts to an empty chamber. It was his 

own meticulousness in the preparation and delivery of 

speeches, and the training he thereby imposed on himself, 

that backed his formidable ability to ad lib replies to 

interjectors at election meetings. In terms of the Prime 

Minister as first citizen, his mastery of language and 

argument is an example that our history is unlikely to 

better. One consequence was the widespread pride 

Australians took in their sense of him as the nation's 

ambassador overseas. 

Then there was his wit. I can do no better than recount 

three instances. At the Sydney Stock Exchange soon after 

the unpopular credit squeeze of the 1960 Budget, 

Menzies as guest ofthe Chairman interrupted trading to 
say: 

"I must not keep you from your work — of trying to 

recover the losses inflicted on you by me." 

In the House: "The conducted tour ofthe Honourable 

Member's mind would have been more instructive if it 

had not taken place in the gathering darkness." 

One Ronald Conway likes to tell, of a woman heckler 

at a political meeting, shouting out: "I wouldn't vote for 
you if you were the Lord Almighty himself." Menzies 
replied: 
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"Madam, if I were the Lord Almighty I certainly 

would not have you in m y electorate." 

The wit is just one more sign that Menzies was simply 
by far the best man there in Australian politics. A good 

deal of his authority must have derived from this palpable 

fact. I don't mean "best" merely in the sense of talents, 

that he was of quicker mind or more eloquent, or that he 
worked harder; I mean it in the overall character of the 

man, which while it includes talents is more to do with the 

sort of man, what he stands for, the type of integrity, 

what moves him, and what he will resist. 

Menzies sets a standard for the way the State should be 

incorporated at the top, in the shape and presence of one 

man. The people knew well whom it had as leader, 

whether it liked him or not. It knew the features of 

reigning authority. Given the steady sprawl of central 

government in size and power, and the allied tendency 

for it to become an abstract, faceless machine servicing 

welfare ends, and often not very efficiently, it is of 

growing importance that the Government itself retains a 

personal character, and the main element in this will 

inevitably be the Prime Minister himself. 

M y account of Menzies replies to a mingy slur with a 

by-passing tribute. The context therefore requires me to 

note failures or weaknesses that have suggested 

themselves. When Prime Minister in 1941, Menzies on 

returning from four months absence in England didn't 

bother to thank Arthur Fadden for having acted as Prime 
Minister. Soon after, when moves within his own party 

put pressure on him to resign, he threw in the towel 

without much of a fight. There is evidence to suggest that 

he could have survived the moment — especially given 

that the Labor Opposition under Curtin supported him 

as wartime Prime Minister. After 1949 similar incidents 

do not seem to recur. 

M y own main reservations about Menzies relate to the 

1949 to 1966 period in office, and they concern some of 

his truly liberal, progressive policies. Menzies held strong 

liberal-humanist beliefs about the importance of 

education and it was his Government that initiated the 

huge expansion of tertiary education that ran its course in 

the 1960s. I for one now have grave doubts that this 
expansion will prove to have been in the long-term 

interests of the country. Secondly, the development of 

Canberra was one of his main projects. The lavish 

spending on the national capital during his later years has 

only served to encourage the remorseless swelling of 

central government. M y third example counter to the 

"liberal" Menzies is of a different sort, and is less trivial 
than it may seem at first blush. There was the 

decimalisation of the coinage and the system of weights 

and measures. Here was the destruction of some very rich 

and important traditions, at the heart of everyday life, 

and just for the sake of change — I can see no obvious 

good that has come from them. Moreover this sort of 

destruction encourages that terrible restlessness of 

modernity that feels it is not getting anywhere unless it 

changes everything within sight and touch, from the 

century-old names of institutions to such things as the 

musical caption introducing the A B C News. It is the 

Whig Menzies whom I do not entirely like, just as it is the 

Whig side of the Liberal Party that has forced a number 

of stupid reforms on us since 1966. 
It has often been held against Menzies that his love for 

Britain, the monarchy and the Commonwealth was an 

anachronism, and that his Anglophilia somehow 

inhibited the emergence of genuinely Australian 

achievements. I find the opposite. Menzies is the nation's 
greatest teacher, in his speeches and memoirs, and in his 

personal example, of the importance of our British 

genealogy. It is a teaching that is of peculiar significance 

at present, in a time in which the cutting edge of both 

radical and reformist politics has become the denial of 

those roots, through such assaults on our past as are 

represented by "Multi-culturalism" and privileged Land 

Rights for Aborigines. The right counter to the current 

moves to rewrite our past and redirect our future — the 

two are indispensably linked — is the recognition of the 

strength and validity of the society's foundation — 

including the fact that in any historical or comparative 

terms it is a rare achievement as human societies go in 

stability, prosperity and justice. This achievement is due 
first and foremost to the blueprint of British institutions, 

practices and values according to which the local bricks 

were layed. 

"Menzies did not have the insecurity 
that drives some men to deny their 
origins and consequently fail to 
realise their inherited strengths." 

Too much of Australian history has been written in 

terms of dependency, lack of initiative and immaturity. 
This is a false perspective. A new society is like a human 

infant. If it is going to develop into a confident and 

resourceful adult, with a measure of command over its 

destiny, then it needs to have inherited a range of 

strengths and virtues from its parents. Genealogy is of 

greatest importance. In our own case we had the great 

good fortune to have had Britain as the institutional 

parent, and we are foolish and ungrateful in the manner 

of a prodigal son who has outgrown his youth if we do not 

acknowledge the fact. The premature search for some 

unique "national identity" is a species of mad and 

doomed adolescent individualism, that represses the 

parents and will in the end if it does not pass in early 

adulthood, lead to the individual falling on his face. 
Maturing works in its own good time and according to its 

own hidden laws, and may not be rushed. Sir Robert 

Menzies had a true feel for the English inheritance, 

starting with the common law and the political virtues of 

constitutional monarchy. This did not make him less of 

an Australian; on the contrary, he did not have the 

insecurity that drives some men to deny their origins, and 

consequently fail to realise their inherited strengths. 

Menzies has written at some length on his life in 

politics and elsewhere. His memoirs give a good sense of 

the man, and I prefer to close my essay by recommending 

j 
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those memoirs to the reader who is unfamiliar with them, 

and especially the earlier volume, Afternoon Light. For a 

fine independent assessment there is Paul Hasluck's 1979 

Mannix Lecture, titled "Sir Robert Menzies". Hasluck's 

own final tribute to this great Australian with whom he 

had worked for many years was that "he was a man of 

Two Poems 

Not that I'm much of a 
weather forecaster, 
myself 

iV_Lost of us, growing up, have to forgo 

belief in elves, fairy godmothers, and 

Santa Claus. 
Their vanishment leaves a gap, unfillable 
by the commonsense matter-of-fact of 

adult life. 
Some find a refuge in heroes, some in 

quite bizarre beliefs, and many 

in the wonders of nature. 

Like a shrub that flowers before rain: 

uncanny prescience, or so Anne prefers 

to believe. 

Since, in the wet half of the year, before rain 

is also after rain, the plants behaviour 

seems explicable: many shrubs grow and 

flower after one rain, and hence 

before the next. But she rejects such 
explanations: the plant flowers, the rain 

falls, and there is more twixt earth 

and the clouds than commonsense can touch. 

Flowers without rain, rain without flowers, 

are mere irrelevant accidents. 

Still, I suppose the habit of selecting evidence 
to preserve a faith in mysteriously 

foreknowing vegetation is the habit that 

helps her stay in love with me. 

character, honourable in conduct and decent in 

behaviour". I would add a couple of Menzies' own lines, 

made with reference to the English tradition: 

There is a species of immortality about good things. It is 
human belief in this great truth which gives us courage 
and persistence. 

R. G. Hay 

Of east and west 

V^/ften at sunset the western sky 

glows brilliant orange, blazes flame and gold: 

an impressive spectacle but 

a bit fortissimo for my taste. 

Walking a winter beach on clear calm days, 

I learned that, at sunset, 

colour suffuses the eastern sky, too: 

soft pastel tints, delicate 

yet enduring. Blue nearest the horizon, 

though not a blue known to the daylight sky, 

an elusive wash of pink above that. 

I wasted a lot of film trying to catch 
the exact colours in a photograph. 

Now you appear in soft blue skirt, 

fragile pink top, and once more I yearn. 

But long since learned to take a quiet part, 

content that such loveliness should be, without 

demanding it branded my possession, 
snared in a photo or my bed: glad to find 

that sometimes the world still rhymes, and I 

can listen like the orange tree. 
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Elizabeth Durack 

Land Wrongs 
The Iconoclasm of Marc Gumbert 

The central argument of this book is that classical anthropological conceptions of Aboriginal local 
organisation, and consequently, traditional land tenure are based on inadequate models. These render 

narrow and indeed distorted views of social reality. I offer here an alternative approach. 
— Marc Gumbert 

Y O U ' R E LIKELY to run into them anywhere in 

the bush today: French men and women. 
Maybe one has just opened a Cordon Bleu 

restaurant in Todd Street, or a lingerie boutique (smile in 

your grave, John McDougall Stuart) in the Mall at 

Tennants Creek, more than one will be in Australia twice 
traversing on 'Aussie Passes', while another may be way 

out back of Central Mount Wedge on an ANU/Sorbonne 

exchange deep into resurrecting the old ritual carry-on of 

the Kaititja, and here's another — hyped on benzedrine 

and expounding to the world at large on a T V series 'Sur 

le Coeur Mort Magmfique d'Australie'. And meet this one — 

she's married now and settled down here for good, has a 
fine repertoire of swear words but only a smattering of 

Strine. And, what have we here? (just pull up there, 

under that bottle tree will you,) this is interesting! — 

another Franchise (you can pick them for that certain Je 

ne sais quoi) and this one is studious, wrapt, lost in 

thought, quite inspired, transported in fact and arm-pit 
deep into a Land Claim in some kangaroo court under 
the shade of a coolibah tree at Mudbura, Lake Amadeus, 

Uluru, Otopia — or where have you. 

And wherever you do happen to strike any French men 

or women and whoever they are and however varied their 

occupations or preoccupations there is always the one 

underlining thread, that connects them all: 

"How," they ask themselves, "did we, as a nation, 

come to miss out on all this — all this fun, all this sun, 

all this room, when, so easily, it could have been ours for 

the taking, could have become our very own, wide open, 

glorious lieu desert lumineux in the South Pacific, still 

containing what's more, what's more, the original model 
of Jean Jacques Rousseau's Sauvage Noble?" 

"Why," they muse on, "did we end up with just a 

scatteration of sea-escaped pinnacles as our only foot-hold 

in this hemisphere?" 

Bougainville skirted it and left his name behind in a 

blaze of scarlet blossom and La Perouse — ah! La 

Perouse, he is still out there somewhere . . . and Western 

Australia's loveliest and most romantic coastal names are 

all French, as, too, is the name of its loveliest wild flower 

— Leschenaultia — called for the botanist who sailed our 

way with Baudin in 1801 — Esperance and le Recherche 

archipelago, Gulf Joseph Bonaparte, Cape Leveque, 

Naturaliste Reef and Point D'Entrecasteaux . . . Just to 

see the names on the map is to savour the heady wine of 

that season and the after-taste of disappointment and 

regret. But it is with such dashed hopes that the path of 

history is strewn. 

For there it was: after Waterloo the King tide of 

France's expansive energies receded and dried back 

revealing only dry sand and an occasional rusting spade 

left behind from the hasty burial of treasure trove. 

Moreover, by then, France had Canada on her hands and 

a new goal ensuite after the Heights of Abraham — "the 

battle ofthe bassinette". By then, too, the West coast of 

Africa was stretching out before her in miles of steaming 

mud — ideal for her own penal extensions and much 

closer than Botany Bay . . . 

So Australia, that great Kohinoor of the Pacific was 

claimed finally, holus-bolus, lock, stock and barrel by 

Great Britain. And no amount of 'multi-cultural' dissec-

tioning, nor republican flagging-downing can ever or will 

ever refute that. It's ours! Eat your heart out France! 

Conjecture, contemplate, ruminate as you will, new 

migrants! Many ofthe latter, have, however, now settled 

for the next best thing: they hop right in here with us and 

enjoin. 

There's nothing to stop them. Indeed there's welcome 

for new-migrant involvement and a deep respect for it at 

the level where we feel that we cop the credit end of the 

brain-drain. (Old Aussies, like myself, and like the 

Aboriginals before us feel, always, that new-comers, 
automatically, know more about the things we are 

thoroughly conversant and familiar with than we do 

ourselves. So we set them up Chairing panels, publish 

their books, ask their opinions and advice. W e call this 

our "cultural cringe". You won't change us.) 

Enjoinment is exactly what lawyer-anthropologist Dr. 

Marc Gumbert has done with his book Neither Justice nor 

Reason recently launched in Sydney. It will put him right 

in the foreground of our press and our T V screens for the 

sub-title ofthe book is that current hot potato: "Aboriginal 

Land Rights — a legal and anthropological analysis". 

This is a book of major significance and anyone even 

vaguely interested in the subject will have to read it. 

Personally I've been waiting for it ever since hearing the 

author speaking about his ideas and findings concerning 

Aboriginal society on an A B C radio programme some 
months ago. 
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At the time I experienced something of that fellow 

feeling of the wondrous kind variety particularly as the 

speaker appeared to be one better able and better 

qualified than myself to express doubts concerning the 

narrow straitjacket that our traditional anthropologists 

had imposed upon that vaguest of all social entities: the 

primordial functioning structure of Aboriginal society, 

what held it together and what, really, was the attitude 

and relationship of these very first Australians to the land. 

"Look!" we said to each other — i.e. my bush friends 

and I yarning away together, "there was so much land in 

the pre-European epoch when about 250,000 people were 

dispersed over some 777,000,000 hectares that land must 

have been like air — taken for granted — gratuitous and 
eternal". 

In good seasons foraging areas might be quite small but 

during periods of drought a much wider range of move

ment was necessary for survival by surface skimming the 

hard earth. Making this possible was, of course, the 

extended family. In the old days this elaborate system of 

kith and kin consisted not only of direct relationships but 

minute degrees thereof (the "little-bit" and the "little-

little-bit" uncles, aunts, cousins et al) which links gave 

access to terrain extending far and wide. 

W e knew this. W e took this knowledge for granted. W e 

observed and heard tell of examples of it. Enormous 

journeys were made right from the inland to the coast and 

back cutting clean across 'tribal boundaries' and 

language differences. The intricacies of these remarkable 

excursions and how they were negotiated was a primary 

topic of conversation in the shade of the tank-stand and 

around the camp while old folk would delve deeper and 

ever deeper into genealogies of the far past with all the 

total recall of the illiterate memory — the one long ago 

destroyed in ourselves. 

Now it appears that Marc Gumbert, out ofthe blue as 

it were, has alighted upon a similar assessment of the 

amorphous, contractable/expandable nature of Aborigin
al society: 

Simplistic mini-states of permanent cell-like, autonomous 
'hordes' conceived by Radcliffe-Brown were ethnocentric 
creations, they had no place in this land-abundant, class
less and fluid society of hunter-gatherers. 

(Part II, page 92) 

This then is the theme of the book: disproving and 

debunking the old classical anthropological theories as 

first propounded by Radcliffe-Brown, followed faithfully 

by all his academic descendants, hallowed by time and 

enshrined as dogma. But make no mistake. This book, 

with its iconoclastic central contention, is not anti-Land 

Rights. 

Far from it. What Marc proposes is a much more 

liberal and inclusive Land Rights policy generally — one 

that would include all those sections of the Aboriginal 

population that, he argues, have been disadvantaged to 

date because the lex prima of Land Rights has been 

'traditional ownership'. All the land made over to the 

Aboriginals in the Northern Territory and South Aus
tralia has been on this premise. Marc keeps hammering 

away at what he describes as an anthropological "blind 

spot": the false assumption that to an Aboriginal his home 

was his castle, that place above all others dear to him and 

defend-worthy just as it was to Harold the Last of the 

Saxon Kings or as it is to T o m m y Aitkins in his east-end 

Council duplex. 

Marc sees the liberalisation and expansion of Land 

Rights as both necessary and desirable yet, at the same 

time, he teases away at its very essence. Can he not see 

(and is not this his blind spot?) that unless Land Rights 

is ethnocentricised the whole concept of it becomes null 

and void — Terra Nullis, in fact, of Square One Anno 

Domini 1788? 

What is so interesting to me about this book is that a 

great deal of what Marc has to say parallels what my bush 

mates and I have been saying for a very long time but, 

of course his language comes up much sharper and more 

scholarly than when we were nattering together in Strine 

on the verandah trying to catch that breath of air when 

the temperature was about 40 degrees in the waterbag. 

Had he been with us — we equipped only with our undis

ciplined empiricism but he with a vast epistemology — I 

feel sure we would have found some common ground and 

have had a darn good yarn. 

"Cry from the Rim drowned by cockatoos" 

We wanted to know. We wanted to understand. We 

loved anthropologists. (Naturally we had our private 

jokes about them — so, too, did the Blacks.) Our old Dad 

took Elkin by the hand and led him through the Kimber-

leys in 1924. Phyllis Kaberry and my brother were 

vaguely in love during the time she stayed with us in the 
1930s. (They would clear out together up the Soda 

Springs road of an evening. Once when my sister and I 

suggested we make a party of it and bring a jolly thermos 

of coffee we realised that we were de trop . . .) 

I am reminded of these long ago happy days when 

Marc attempts to retrospect for this is where he loses his 

way altogether. Here we would certainly have been able 

to help him. This Part 1 of his book seems almost to have 

been written by another person or someone with an 
ulterior motive. 

Herein all the old Aunt Sallies come in for their now 

familiar battering: the pioneers, the establishment of a 

pastoral industry, the opening up ofthe map, the blazing 
of trails — anything, in fact, that has made Australia 

what Australia is including a land comfortable enough for 

a French man of perception and scholarship to ease him-
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self into and onto a swivel chair in an air-conditioned 
office in central Sydney. Part II is the gist of the book. 
Here Marc hits form. Drawing from his own study, 
research and intuition he castigates the whole of classical 
anthropology and all the proponents thereof. Demolish
ing sacred cows and bulls with reckless abandon, he 
sweeps on towards the presentation of his own 
rectification. 
Part III, which takes up more than half the book, 

examines actual Land Claim Cases in the Northern 
Territory and gives a valuable and concise account of 6 
famous Cases over the past decade. Much of all this is 
richly spiced with Gilbertian situations as lawyers, 
anthropologists and Aboriginal men of High Degree all 
disagree while we observe the author himself diving in, 
clothes and all, in one rapturous plunge straight from the 
Seine to the Alligator River. 
But just as Marc has no rear vision neither does he 

ŝ em capable of looking forward to where his bonanza of 
a (..e-bunk is headed. He stands in one spot spanner 
poised. Well, then, that is probably his particular role in 
the general scheme of things: he is a spanner thrower. He 
has thrown a spanner into the legality of 'traditional 
ownership', and he has thrown a spanner into the works 
of every anthropological factory in Australia. 
His coup sure puts the cat among the pigeons of the old 

academic anthropologists stiff with their own posturing 
— to say nothing of their set lectures and those eager-
beaver students of theirs who can hardly wait to set up 
their plates in Alice Springs, Kununurra or Darwin as 
Land Claim Consultants. None of this mob is going to 
like Dr Marc Gumbert at all. But what with the anti-
discriminatory laws they'll not dare to say what they 
might have a few years ago: Who the hell is Marc 
Gumbert? Never heard of him. Never went through us. 
He's not even a Pom — he's a bloody Frog! 
O.K. So what are the alternatives? If the Marc 

Gumbert model be accepted there are only two: 
• Land Rights, (i.e. free-hold title to land on the basis 
of restoring it to the 'traditional owners') is kicked 
through the bush gate for good and all. 

• Australia, bit by bit, is relinquished to a mini-
minority group via a minority group that numbers 
about the same as the crowd in a Grand Final 
League Footy grandstand. 

Patent absurdity. 

Is, then, this book itself an absurdity? 

Nearly, perhaps, but I don't really think so. 

The title, however, is a hell of a one and what does it 
mean? Is it a quote from someone or somewhere? 

Does it mean that Australia itself was established 
without Justice or Reason? 

Perhaps, yet the author is at pains to explain, in Part 
1, the niceties of ''Terra Nullis" and the 18th and 19th 

century attitudes regarding settlement in "wilderness 
areas" of the world as differing from demarked and 
clearly delineated arable lands with their distinctive social 
structures and provisions of entry. 

Does it mean that Land Rights themselves are neither 
just nor reasonable? or, simply, that the handling of Land 
Rights to date lacks justice and reason but that from now 
on, post the Marc Gumbert Enlightenment, all can be 
rectified? Or what? 

Why didn't he call it — "Towards fairer more 
inclusive Rights pour le Sauvage Noble", or, simply, 
"The Wrongs of Land Rights". 

Had he asked me / would have suggested: "A Judicial 
Jungle and a Social Bungle". 

There are some aspects of this book however, 
concerning which one can be neither facetious nor 
tolerant. 

"Call from Ringers Soak" '81. 

So before the whole of our Australian civilisation as we 
have grown to know and love it, as it has grown to know 
and love us, (and not all of it, as regards the Aboriginals, 
was culture clash, there was culture contact too: mutual 
respect, reliance, admiration and love. God! Where's all 
that gone?) along with its origins, its motivations and, 
(dare we say it?) its brilliant social and technical 
achievements, is drowned in a deluge of Newspeak, blows 
off into the heat haze, crackles and goes up in smoke, is 
flushed down a blood drain or dispensed with by any 
other type of cultural purge some upstart may care to 
nominate — I'm buggered if a few words of defence are 
not warranted concerning just three or four of Dr Marc 
Gumbert's arrogant and ignorant indictments. (The 
anthropologists can defend themselves.) 

RESERVES 

"Reserves came to be seen as the key 'management' 
solution to the 'Aboriginal problem'," says Gumbert and 
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goes on to develop the theme of Reserves as "open goals" 

describing them as "the actual physical incarceration of 

thousands of human beings . . .". Reserves were "a vast 

Australian archipelago of camps for the internment ofthe 

country's original inhabitants", loose "labour pools" 

(page 34.) This surely, is crude distortion of fact. 

Certainly the Reserves were not located on prime river 

frontages but, be it realised, river frontages did not mean 

as much before the introduction of quadruped stock. 

Emus and kangeroos often "beefed" better in the more 

arid and stony regions than in tall grass country which 

they would by-pass in favour of the easily cropped 

herbage that sprang up after desert rain. The huge 

Reserves were set aside so that the Aboriginals could 

there roam free, (by the way, the Table on p.39 doesn't 

list the Arnhem Land Reserve of 8,080,800 hectares at all 

— or is m y eye-sight failing?) and be left alone to do all 

their own things undisturbed and unmolested. Whites 

were not allowed entry to these sequestations. They never 

made forays upon them for labour. As if they could have 

found any Aboriginals had the latter chosen not to be seen 
— they are total masters ofthe art of camouflage and can 

disappear into the landscape more effectively than a 

cameleon. Moreover the Aboriginal has been uniquely 

successful at avoiding coercion to work. Those employed 

in the pastoral industry were there voluntarily. 

Occasionally on the reserves they may have followed a 

Health Patrol that visited them occasionally and have led 

it into the camp of someone with "the pig stick" — 

leprosy, or some such malady beyond the scope of 

primitive medicine. 

That the Reserves didn't and couldn't work out quite as 

idealistically as was hoped is another story. Suffice it to say 

here that Aboriginal Reserves in Australia were benignly 

intended. (Just how "benign" for Australia at large the 

severance of these areas from our map and the establish

ment of them as sovereign Aboriginal Homelands and 

where such might lead is not for discussion here.) 

MISSIONS 

This repetitive present-day denigration ofthe Missions 

and the "massive control" exercised by them over the 
Aboriginals, this definition of Missions as "prison 

farms", as an arm of wholesale oppression is further 

crude distortion of fact but ever so popular in Newspeak. 

I The primary motivation of the Missions was simply 

i Christ's directive: "Go, teach all ...." (As well, in 

i Australia, Missions didn't prosper economically as they 

did in the small Pacific Islands where "the Missions came 

to do good and did well".) 

Now Gumbert would have us accept the idea of Mis

sions being equivalent to Solzhenitsyn's Gulag Archipelago 

— instruments of oppression for an oppressive and 

monolithic State. H o w double-plus wide of reality can 
one get? Missions entered the Aboriginal societies of 

Australia as the waves of settlement broke in upon them 

— first among the thin coastal encampments, then as the 

"hordes" lost their old linkages, and scattered lost and 

bewildered — to tell them it was not the end, to show 

them another way and to give them hope 

That this idealism has borne fruit can be witnessed on 

all sides today as Mission educated Aboriginals and half-

castes take their places in the foreground of today's 

resurgence. 
There is a dearth of recognition of the enormous 

contribution made by Missionaries to the sum of anthro

pological knowledge and linguistics over the years. 

Names like Strelhow, Worms, Love and Piele spring 

readily to mind yet in a recent publication, piously and 

rather misleadingly called Aboriginal Religion, the work of 

only two ofthe above even cracked a mention. The others 

were ignored. 
Few of the old Missions are now nominated as such, 

the original location having become an autonomous 
Community with its own indigenous Council who are 

employers now themselves of an ever growing staff of 

Whites. Ever so many places seem to carry on in much 

the same way as 100 years ago and when this occurs it is 

because the Aboriginals want it that way. It is never fully 

appreciated just how many truly devout Christian Abor

iginals there are. They are really, at present, a besieged 

minority as Christian Aboriginals are unfashionable — 

they are an affront to "multi-culturalism". 

For any of the younger ones who feel that the old 

'paternalism' is too restrictive at least they can clear out 

with sufficient education to enable them to obtain a job 

in another environment — the Department of Aboriginal 

Affairs, for instance, or the National Aboriginal Council, 

or the Aboriginal Development Commission, or Abor

iginal Liaison, or Aboriginal Sacred Site Authority, or 

the Aboriginal Arts and Craft, or Aboriginal Community 

Workers, Aboriginal Cultural Foundation, Aboriginal 

Development Foundation, Aboriginal Essential Services, 

Aboriginal and Islander Medical Services, the Aboriginal 

Land Commission, Aboriginal Legal Aid, Aboriginal 

Special Works, Aboriginal Education, Aboriginal Hous

ing and Hostels etc. — all these organisations are 

bursting at the seams with white staff and are ready and 

eager for any possible Aboriginals to share the weight of 

their burdens. 

QUEENSLAND 
The extent to which Marc Gumbert reveals himself as 

one ofthe New Men, cool as spreading fern (I quote from 

the immortal Ern Malley) is the stridently arrogant 

manner in which he berates this State's Aboriginal 

policies. Of all the States in Australia, at least they have 

been consistent and that, alone, is a singular virtue today 

and one that must be sincerely appreciated by the 

Aboriginals themselves. Queensland's policies may yet 

prove to be the soundest and the most far-sighted of any 
in Australia. 

Has Marc Gumbert ever been to Queensland? Ever 

visited Aurukun or the Wellesley Islands, ever heard the 

split voting in any of these places between those in favour 

of the status quo and the pressure-group stack? 

The Queensland Blacks and part-Blacks, and Islanders 

and Kanakas and part this, that and the other, know full 

well that they are streets ahead of many of their 

counterparts in other States. This has historical reasons 

as well as political. Even the most land-locked of the 
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original varied people in this part of the continent have 
always been — because of the nature of the terrain, and 

because of their external contacts with Papua New 

Guinea and Melanesia, more with it, more genetically 

diverse, lively and adaptable. 

HALF-CASTE CHILDREN 
They are repeatedly reckoned today as having been 

snatched from their mother's arms by the cruel and evil 

Protectionist policies of yester-year — a misguided film 

was made on the subject. 

Sad as it was for both mother and child, most, if not 

all Aboriginal women, were resigned to the idea of their 

half-caste children being taken from them and brought 

into the white man's world. Many came forward with 

them as babies or youngsters and tearfully presented 

them to the Mission or to the recruiting parties that went 
through the stations and out-back towns collecting pale-

skinned infants and placing them either with white foster 

parents or in Church orphanages. Aboriginal women 

were well aware of all this. That was why they had half-

caste children. That was what they used, as opportunity 

arose, their bodies for. (Be under no illusion, knowledge 

of contraception was general — it was part of their sur

vival kit.) But they had their half-caste children in order 

to give them a chance in life — the chance to assimilate. 

They called it — "grow'm up White fella way". 

This is nothing new — it is as old as history: women 
of a subjected, displaced, or conquered people have 

always, either by coercion or choice, mated with the 

males of the new regime . . . 

What do fond and dear old crones talk to me about as 

we sit in the shade — beside the Elvira River, on a clay 

pan near Gregory's Great Salt Sea, out the back ofthe 

Lake Darlot, in the Robinson Ranges, on the edge of 

the Gibson at Kintore, in the Eastern Goldfields camps, 

Granite Peak, Cosmo Newbry, in out-camps behind 

Yuendumu, Hartz Bluff, Ringer's Soak, Fork Creek 
. . . or on more familiar ground at Bandicoot Bar near 

Lake Argyle . . . We're quite on our own. The men 

have all gone off somewhere in their new Toyotas to the 
endless meetings with the endless anthropologists and 

lawyers who are matching up the endless unmatchable 

'traditional owners' with untraditional claimants . . . 

Like women together anywhere conversation reverts 
to children. But do they talk of their black children? 

Seldom. But finger by finger they count off for me the 

one, two, three, sometimes four half-caste children that 

they succeeded in bringing into the world way back in 

their youth '. . . my little yella-fella kid where I bin 

sit down longa Brock Creek . . .' 

'You know my little Georgie, Missus, you bin see'm 

that time . . . that time mob sit down longa Tanami 

— minein' nmob — well that time . . . nother time 

I have'm my little girl — man call'm, Yellarose — 

Yellarosatexas — y o u know'm . . . ?' 

'Yeh, you know 'm alright. You see 'm when 'm baby 

that time you comin' there with Heddy* . . . long time 

now . . . 'm ony little fella . . .' (their memories are 

* Eddie Connellan 

scalpel sharp). And at the mention of each half-caste 

child they wait for my nod of recognition and approval. 

What they are trying to tell me, (and how bloody old 

hat and mat-ernalistic it sounds, yet again it was only 

last year) what they are trying to convey to me as they 

rummage through my hand-bag, not for money, what's 

the good of that? but out of curiosity concerning what 

I carry in m y tilla-bag and have I a spare comb or 

mirror?, as they try to rub off the polish on my nails 

and as they examine, thoughtfully, the soks of my shoes, 

what they are trying to tell me is — we took things as 

far along as we could while we could . . . 'My little 

Rosatexas goberman grow 'm up — she porget now her 

old mummy — close up binish now . . .' 

But retourner a nous moutons: 

It remains to be emphasised that, daring as Marc 

Gumbert has been with his coup d'iconoclast, the fact ofthe 
matter is, he does not go far enough. Even more important 

than the realisation of the Aboriginal's non-Euro-

centricity in their attitude towards land is their non-

homo-centricity as well. 

It is only e>ur conditioning, our cultural background 

that made M a n the measure of all things, a separate 
special creature that a God-made-man died for to save 

and all that. In contrast to our homo-centricity the 

Aboriginal inter-twined and inter-related with the entire 

animal and plant world in that totem brotherhood of a 

wholly shared and mutually enbonded habitat. 

So animals and plants, too, will need to be taken into 

account and must be included in any widened picture 

frame of their human brothers' rights to land. What 

about the long-eared bandicoot, the nail-tailed wallaby, 
the shaky-paw lizard, the bamboo-grass women, the 

fresh-water croc, the stink lily, the hairy-nosed wombat, 

the emu-tucker horange, that boab-nut-man, that shit-

weed wattle, that noisy scrub-bird, you blood-wood 

pungle-man, you fig-heatin' flyin' fox, your wedge-tailed 
high flyer, your quandon sisters, your spider look-out 

owl, your spectacled-hare-wallaby, your missmme 

mopoke, etc. etc. etc. These were real. Real brothers — 

not simply pretty similes and myths upon which Euro

centric artists might extend their imaginations and their 

Windsor and Newtons, but dinkum mates with whom 

was shared a pre-eternally close and mutual dependence 

— a kinship closer even than that of blood brother. 

Protection of a totem brother was a sacred trust — along 

with this personal commitment, and as part of it, went 

habitat . . . 

So are not all these creatures together with those men 

and women which Marc maintains have so unfairly 

missed out in Land Claim cases even though they held 

both Indaringinya and Ingwalilanima rights and 

sometimes Kurtingarla and Kirda claimancy as well — 

are not all these hairy, scaly, furry, feathery, leafy and 

flowery creatures being equally overlooked and most 

unfairly disadvantaged? 

Animal Liberationists arise! 

Arise spirit of Illapurinja! 
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Roger Scruton 

Does Australia Belong to the 
Aborigines? 

T H E S E T T L E M E N T of every territory is 

obviously a dubious matter. The settlement of 
Britain by successive conquests of Celts, Romans, 

Saxons and Normas involved at every stage violence and 

usurpation. If such conquests are illegitimate, which I 

suppose under present international law they are, it 

follows that none of us has a right to be in England, and 

probably everybody who is here, or is anywhere, by this 

standard, is here or there illegitimately. 

That doesn't really matter, yet it reminds one that the 

problem of legitimacy is a difficult one. If we consider it 

purely historically, in terms of the original right of 
somebody to be in some particular place, or the original 

right of his ancestors to be there, eventually you'll come 

to the point where that right does not exist. But 

legitimacy should not be seen purely in historical terms, 

purely in terms of the origins of the presence of a 

particular community in a particular territory. It should 

be seen rather as an ever-expiring and ever-renewable 
question: " A m I right to be here, and what would make 

it right for me to be here now?". I believe that we learn 

the answer to that question by learning that it has no 

answer and learning to refuse to answer it. 

Crucial in this question, however, is the present. If we 

look too closely at the past every arrangement presently 

existing will prove to be illegitimate. W e must look at the 

present, or at least if we look at the past it must be the 

past as we perceive it from our present condition. The 

present condition in Australia and in most places in the 

Western world, is one of political process — that is, of a 

constant change of governments under the pressure of 

public opinion, electoral results and legal adjudication, 

which leads to a perpetual renewal of government in 

accordance with shifting opinion and shifting attitudes in 

the public as a whole. W e regard this process as integral 

to our legitimacy, as being one of the things which 

justifies our existence together, and which will last for a 

given number of years and then be put again to the test. 

This political process is something that we have inherited 

from the British parliamentary tradition and the British 

common law tradition, which goes back to our Anglo-

Saxon ancestors. 

This political process is not the whole of politics. Nor 

do we regard our legitimacy simply as a matter of 

elections. Elections only in the end make sense because of 

something else, of some deeper loyalty which enables us 

to respect the result. W e respect the result of an election 

which is entirely antipathetic to our feelings because we 

realise that there is something else, something above 

politics, the sovereignty which makes this kind of 

electoral process possible in the first place. 

W e can see, in the modern world, the disastrous 

consequences, for the idea of legitimacy, of a State which 

abolishes this political process. It has been abolished, in 

most parts of the world where communism has estab

lished itself— the main purpose of communism being, at 

least initially, the liquidation, of opposition, and 

thereafter the non-existence of any legal opposition. In a 

State without opposition there is no political process, 

that's to say no public debate, no public opinion, no way 

in which the ruling party can subject itself to the 

adjudication of people in any form whatsoever. The only 

kind of process that could occur is one which is illegal, 

such as occurred in Poland recently and which was almost 
instantly quashed. 

In such States, the sentiment of legitimacy gradually 

expires, because there is no other way of perceiving 

government except as rule by a conspiratorial clique over 

whom one can exercise no control if one cannot join 

them, and they exert a great deal of energy in the 

enterprise of preventing one from joining them. It's 

easier to join a political party here than to join the 

communist party in the Soviet Union, where the 

principal attempt by the party itself is to prevent people 
from joining it. 

In Australia the sentiment of legitimacy persists 

because it's constantly renewed by the political process, 

although it has become confused partly because of 

prevailing sentiments of guilt and of hostility towards the 

Anglo-Saxon traditions, or Anglomorph traditions (to use 

Professor Knopfelmacher's useful phrase). 

H o w do we look at the Australian occupation, the 

original occupation, from the point of view which is now 

ours? Before doing so I will take another comparative 

case. The Chinese, shortly after the Revolution, occupied 

Tibet. This involved the extinction of the existing 

sovereignty of Tibet. It involved the extinction of all 

political process, the destruction by force of all religion, 

and the systematic murder of quite a lot of people — 
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several millions. It also involved the imposition of a social 
order which was deeply alien to the people of Tibet and 
the abolition of all processes whereby the Tibetans could 
represent their disapproval of any particular action on the 

part of the Chinese. 

"Many ofthe people who first came here 
had been radically influenced by the 
absurd doctrines put about by 
Rousseau." 

Most of us would regard this occupation as illegitimate. 

However it's not a great cause celebre in the world. It's not 

something which is constantly on the tip ofthe radical's 

tongue. H e doesn't wish to remind us of this great 

injustice done to the Tibetan people, even though it was 

a huge one, partly because, for him, the order that was 

established in Tibet has his instinctive approval. 

Contrast the Chinese occupation of Tibet with the 

Australian settlement. The settlement here was a genuine 
settlement, that is to say people who came here were at 

least under the impression that this was unoccupied land, 

or occupied by people who had not yet claimed 

sovereignty over it except in the vaguest way and who 
would be prepared to relinquish what sovereignty they 

had in exchange for a certain kind of treatment. This was 

certainly believed hy the people who occupied it, and that's 
a great distinction from the Chinese occupation of Tibet. 

The official policy at the time was one of peaceful co

existence. People came with the instruction to be kind to 

the natives, to introduce them to the ways of civilisation 

but to leave them in peace if they chose not to accept 

them. M a n y of the people who first came here had been 

radically influenced by the absurd doctrines put about by 
Rousseau, doctrines which rapidly became refuted when 

confronted by the reality of Aboriginal life, but which 

nevertheless did influence people at the beginning. 

Those are important structural differences between the 

settlement of Australia and the occupation of Tibet. The 

official policy and the official intention was to occupy the 

place by peaceful co-existence and not to extinguish any 
existing sovereignty. 

The second intention was to build political, educational 

and civil institutions, where previously there had been 

none. By contrast the Chinese occupation of Tibet involved 

the abolition of civil, educational and religious institutions, 

and the abolition of law. These have never been restored. 

(Chinese law has hardly been restored in China let alone 
Tibetan law in Tibet.) The people who came here had a 

belief (or many of them had a belief) in their civilising 

mission, and they were right to have that belief, they indeed 

did set about building institutions straight away. O n e of 

the interesting facts about Manning Clark's History of 

Australia is that he doesn't mention at all the founding of 

institutions in Australia. The first mention ofthe University 
of Melbourne occurs in his discussion ofthe biography of 

one of his favourite radical labour leaders, who we are told, 

was educated at the University of Melbourne. It took some 

extra research before I discovered that the University of 

Melbourne was established only 15 years after Melbourne 

itself. That suggests a fairly concerted and serious intention 

on the part of the people here to build institutions on the 

model which they had inherited — and I would have 

thought a worthy attempt. 

After understanding that, we must then put it aside 

and recognise the fact that conflict was inevitable, that the 

life of the Aborigines was immediately threatened by the 

very presence of this other lifestyle on the soil of 

Australia. It brought with it, as all human life does, its 

seedy aspect, disease and alcohol, and religions which are 

antipathetic to the way of life of the Aborigine and which 

couldn't really co-exist with him. It brought with it in 

effect the Untergang of the savage in Australia. 
This is what happens. It would have happened 

anywhere, whatever the intentions ofthe original settlers. 

It couldn't but have happened because of the inevitable 
fate of one of a weak culture confronted with a strong one. 

But is it sufficient to negate the legitimacy of a 

settlement? If it is I think you have to admit it will be 

sufficient to negate the legitimacy of the settlement of all 
the peoples in Europe that have every settled there, 

because they have always settled at the cost of existing 

culture. W e couldn't undo, however, the illegitimate, by 
these standards, settlement of Europe and we shouldn't 

even contemplate undoing the supposedly illegitimate 

settlement in Australia. W e should simply accept this as 

one of the facts of life, one of the things that happens 
when finite, mortal beings, imperfect beings given to evil, 

settle anywhere — they destroy as much as they build. 

Let us look at the Aboriginal claim to have rights in the 
land, in the continent of Australia, which you, I think, 

perhaps don't have. W h o m was the land taken from? 

Assuming it was taken from them, assuming it was 

acquired unjustly or by bargains which were built from a 

grossly unequal basis, the people from w h o m it was taken 

are dead and nothing can be done to restore to them what 

they lost. It can only be restored to people now alive. But 

what makes the Aborigines now alive, the true inheritors 

ofthe ones that are dead? There was no legal title that was 

passed on to them, nor was there a tradition of title in 

much ofthe land which is now claimed, nor is it possible 
to trace from individual to individual, in most of these 

cases, any particular bond which would say that this 

person is the natural inheritor to the right of land of his 

distant ancestor. The only thing that the present 

Aborigines have in common, if anything, with those from 

w h o m the original land was taken — if it were taken — 

is their race. If you were to restore land to Aborigines 

now, we would be restoring this land on the sole basis of 
a racial characteristic. W e would be engaging in what one 

might call "positive racism".* 

* If you are going to recognise sovereignty in the land, you must go the 
whole hog and say 'This is an independent state, it benefits in no way 
from Australian law, Australian traditions or anything else; it must set 
up its own economic structure, its own taxes, and live accordingly'. I 
don't think sovereignty is divisible in that way, but if you give 
inalienable rights in land you are in effect giving sovereignty. I would 
go along with it if it were serious enough, but then I think the aborigines 
themselves might feel somewhat jeopardised, being cut off from the 
economic privileges which come with the members of the Australia 
community as a whole. 

Quadrant, January-February 1985 77 



This is a very dangerous way of seeing things. One of 

the thing that makes our civilisation legitimate in the 

areas it occupies is precisely that it doesn't accept, or tries 

not to accept, a man's race as in any way relevant to his 

claim, in law or in morality, to any particular benefit or 

any particular disadvantage. Once we start thinking in 

this way we have let loose a very dangerous genie which 

has caused havoc to our civilisation. Even though this 

racism is, as it were, positive racism, it's bound to have 

its negative effect, its negative shadow crawling behind it, 

because in the eyes of those from whom the land will be 

taken or whose rights to it will be restricted, the 

Aborigine would have claimed this purely on the basis of 

his race, and therefore will be hated on the basis of his 

race. This introduces an element of race hatred 

inevitably, at least in the more primitive white 

Australians, which you will never be able thereafter to 

eliminate from the society. It is an extremely dangerous 

way of thinking which shouldn't even be begun. 

Surely the correct response is to consider the Aborigine 

as an equal citizen of the existing State of Australia and 

hence the beneficiary of whatever title is now normally 

given to people in land on the basis of actions and 

authorities which they now normally enjoy. The State 

should therefore not grant title in land to somebody 

simply on the basis of his race or history, it must be given 

in the normal way, that is to say in the way of legal 

i acquisition which is granted to anybody else. One of the 
principal troubles in the history of Australia was the 

i propensity of the Crown (usually back in London) to 

distribute land to people as a favour in defiance of the 

natural perceptions of the settlers here. This present 

proposal is a resuscitation of that dangerous habit of 

thought — the habit of giving away land and privileges 

independently of the existing custom and law in the 
society as we know it here. 

There are no arguments that could possibly be 

accepted in the present climate in Australia, for thinking 

that the land of Australia belongs to anybody other than 

the people of Australia as they are now and as they are 

presently constituted. That is the only answer to the 

question " W h o owns Australia?". It is owned by the 

present citizens of Australia as a whole, in accordance 

with the due process of law which you have inherited. 

One final point. The sentiments of legitimacy, which I 

have said, depend to a great extent on their constant 

renewal through the political process, depend also on 

something else — on an idea of allegiance, an allegiance 

which holds us together as a collective "we", which 

abolishes the mere dust of individuality (as Burke called 

it) and which substitutes in the place of it a genuine social 
entity. 

W e do now (I'm talking as an imaginary Australian) 

possess the land collectively, and it's true of every people 

that it possesses the land collectively. But this " w e " has 

naturally to have a sense of who belongs and who does not 

belong to it. One ofthe merits ofthe way of proceeding 

politically that you have inherited is that it doesn't regard 

the " w e " in racial terms. It doesn't say that "we are 

constituted by our racial affinity". W e are constituted 

rather by an affinity of history, language, culture and 

institutions which can be defined independently of any 

relation of blood, and indeed defined in terms which 

make every individual person's rights adjudicable against 

his neighbours. This I think is a great civilising 

achievement which it would be folly to throw away. But 

it is this which binds Australians together and creates the 

Australian sense of citizenship. According to this 

tradition of language, culture, institutions and law, it 

seems to me undeniable that Australia belongs to you. 

Mayfly 
J. he nymph at lake

side (edgy as any 

bride) changes and changes 
again. 

A whirlwind of courtiers 

descends — They sweep her up 
for courtship. 

She'd flit sun-easy, at night dawn 

to the brightest 

light but the water 

murmurs, 'Lay, you've only 
this day — ' 

Indeed, how 

to eat having left her mouth 
in a shell? 

But draw your victuals 

from the sun! Fly faster, faster, escape 
the hour! 

Her day at shadow's 
edge the mayfly 

submerges. Deplete, she clings to water-
weed, wings 
panting. 

Not so past lovers they surround 
another (life a constant 
ball) flutter 

and flip, flutter, dip — they stall 

in mass and shower down 
for the fish 

Lexi MacHugh 
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John O'Sullivan 

Leaving Unesco 
Richard Hoggart v Owen Harries 

/ / TT" T H I N K that I was the first 

I assistant director-general of 
____. Unesco ever to get three 

assassination threats in one day," 

said Richard Hoggart in London 

recently. "I spent m y last week of 
duty peering under my car for plastic 

bombs." 

Prof. Hoggart was speaking in a 

debate on whether Britain should 

leave the embattled and scandal-

ridden United Nations Educational, 

Scientific and Cultural Organisation 
in Paris, organised by the Institute of 

European Defence and Strategic 

Studies. What is curious and 

instructive is that he was the speaker 

defending Unesco. 

Yet, in the substance of his 

arguments, he differed little from 
Owen Harries, the former Australian 

Ambassador to Unesco, who was ad

vocating withdrawal. They both 

deplored the maladministration, 

politicisation and "statism" (i.e. 
examining questions from the stand

point of the State rather than from 
that of the individual) that had 

occurred in Unesco particularly 

under its present Director-General, 
M r M'Bow. 

They were both inclined to put 

some of the blame for this decline on 
the West. Britain and America in 

particular had consistently sent as 

their representatives either rich, 

uncultivated campaign contributors 

or low-level diplomats with a com

pulsion to compromise, generally in 

advance and without hope of 

reciprocity. 

Prof. Hoggart chivalrously ex

empted from this criticism the 

present United States Ambassador to 

Reprinted with permission from the 
London Daily Telegraph. 

Unesco, Mrs Jean Gerard, who was 

present at the debate and who has 

indeed fought hard for real reforms 

there (without, incidentally, much 

help from the British delegation). 

But he also recalled one American 

representative who, in the course of a 

tribute to the poet Robert Frost, 

could not get right the first line of his 

most famous poem, and a British 

diplomat who, asked his opinion of 

the campaign by Arab nations to 
expel Israel on various specious 

grounds, replied: " M y instructions 

are to sit on the fence." 

But does it follow, as Prof. 

Hoggart has argued, that more vig

orous Western diplomatic efforts 

could now reform Unesco from with
in? It seems doubtful. A stronger 

American delegation, backed by the 

sanction of withdrawal, has pushed 

strongly for serious reform in the past 

year. It has not been able to win even 

the united support of the Western 

group. 

Moreover, if the West were to 

agree on a reform package, it could 

still be easily outvoted by the coali

tion of Third World and Soviet-bloc 

countries. And why should this coali

tion and Director-General M'Bow 

concede anything to the West in the 

absence of any convincing sanctions 

when their interests and ideologies 

are more than satisfied in the present 

situation? 

It was on precisely these grounds 

that Prof. Harries argued that 

Britain should give the necessary 

year's notice of withdrawal. Since 

this would be likely to lead to similar 

withdrawals by the Dutch, the 

Germans and the Swiss, on top of 

this year's American withdrawal, 

Unesco would face losing approxi

mately 40 per cent of its budget. If 

that sanction did not inspire serious 

reform, nothing would — and we 

would be better off outside. If it were 

to bring about reform, we could 

withdraw the withdrawal. 

Still, as the Americans say, you 

can't beat something with nothing. 
There is a powerful lobby in favour 

of international cultural and scientific 

exchanges. Supposing that Britain 

were to withdraw from Unesco 

permanently, and not simply as a 

tactic to obtain reform, what 

alternatives would be available? 

Not all exchanges, of course, 

depend on Unesco. Britain would 

still be a member of such important 

bodies as the International Oceano-

graphic Commission and the 

Scientific Commission for Ocean 

Research. Moreover, the joint 

dominance of the United States and 

Britain in scientific research is such 

that it would remain in other 
countries' interests to maintain links 

with two such powerful defectors. 

In the Utopian long term, Western 

countries outside Unesco might 

establish their own organisation 

devoted to the humanitarian ideals 

underlying Unesco's foundation. M r 

David Brook-Arnold, a former 

United Nations official, has outlined 

how such a body might operate in a 

pamphlet for the Multi-lateral Policy 

Council. If it is not to degenerate into 

a forum for anti-Western diatribes 

and Third World propaganda as 

Unesco has done, there would need 

to be a clear link between voting 

power and financial contributions, 

on the lines of the World Bank and 

the International Monetary Fund. 

What, meanwhile, of the savings 

from Britain's financial contribu

tion? In the recent Lords' debate, 

Lord Bauer argued that this should 
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be diverted to the British Council 

which, whatever its faults, unmis

takably supports culture. There is an 

even stronger case for transferring 

funds to the BBC World Service and 

External Services which, in the past, 

have suffered disproportionately 

from public spending cuts. 

Indeed, if there is a single organi

sation which stands for Unesco's 

founding ideals of political 

impartiality and wide cultural 

diffusion in the Third World and 

everywhere else, it is not Unesco but 

the B B C World Service. 

Against the Tide 
For Mr B.A. Santamaria 

kjave the cavalcades 

And brass. I'd rather hear 

The wind among the reeds 

Along this lake shore 

At evening, that tune 
Full of the sad echoes 

Of men and women gone 

In whatever cause 

They spent themselves losing. 

Some fought with guns and swords. 

Others endured the long 
Atrocities of words 

Late into the night 

After night, in smoke-filled rooms 

Sacrificed their spirit 

To spirit-killing games 

That are played for keeps. 

Their defeat in this world 

Is charted on maps, 

Counted in gold, 

Read in rows of graves: 

And yet, maybe, 
The seeming squander of their lives 

Weighs differently 

In a subtle post 

Of heaven where the tides 

Reverse, where victory's blast 

Is wind among the reeds. 

Cicadas 

k_)nug enough 

in their nooks but all those years 

underground! 

Let the thunder 

rumble and feet angrily 
tread, 

they fear only 

the tremor 

of cement being disgorged 

overhead. 

The young bore out, still 

nymphs but wings aching 

to break 

through — 

Perfect, 

they fly through hushed 
forests, over a moon belly — 

dancing on rapt 

water, swing 

on the sturdier 

leaves while flowers turn to the sun 
for morning 

blessing 

and rejoice 

in unison, surely 

this is heaven? 

Lexi MacHugh 

Peter Kocan 
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L o n d o n Letter Hal Colebatch 

England and Ugliness 

I N T H E S H A D O W of St Paul's 

Cathedral is an underground 

lavatory where an attendant sits 

in a glass-fronted booth looking down 

a line of men urinating in a tiled 

room. St Paul's was built between 
1675 and 1716. The supervision of 

urination is more modern. Urinals 

are useful and often welcome, but 

most men would not find the view 

afforded this attendant pleasant, 

edifying or useful. 

Yet this view did not come into 
being by a random coincidence of 

glass and porcelain. Somebody, or 

more likely some committee, planned 

that it should be: planned the siting 

of that window and that line of 

utensils. Some trustee for public 

monies approved the expenditure, 
some purchasing officer ordered the 

materials. Workmen assembled those 

materials from furnaces and kilns 

and brickyards and sawmills, while 

others made the installation. The 

more one thinks of the effort that 

went into creating the attendant's 
view, the more odd does it appear, 

and the more baffling the mental 

processes and motivations that 

engendered it. 

The whole situation is drab and 

embarrassing. It has no conceivable 

use, save perhaps to inhibit homo

sexual contacts or vandalism at one 

public lavatory among thousands, 
and the Greater London Council, the 

lavatory's overlord, is strongly pro-

homosexual in other areas. 

Possibly somewhere in the G.L.C. 

it was seen as a worthwhile exercise 

in forced proletarianisation. Certain

ly, like a modern and caring Angli

can Church workshop I encountered 

winch encouraged strangers to tell 

one another about their previous 

sexual contacts, it is hostile to the 

concept of personal privacy, and 

there are probably G.L.C. decision

makers who would regard personal 

privacy as a bourgeois or perhaps 

fascist manifestation of elitism. 

Perhaps more importantly, it is 

aggressively not beautiful or 

splendid, and therefore may be a 

salutary corrective to various 

"thoughtcrimes" or "feelcrimes" a 

visit to St Paul's may have inspired 

in a passer-by. 

St Paul's, however much one may 

dislike the baroque style personally, 

expresses a striving for beauty. Its 

religious function inevitably directs 

thought towards the numinous, and 

its tombs and memorials to notions of 

heroism and great achievement. 

Perhaps the powers responsible for 

the lavatory felt something like a 

distressed but caring Nanny, leading 

her charges firmly back to the 

modern world after exposure to such 

influences. 

Much has been written of modern 

ugliness as a by-product of Industrial 

Capitalism, and of the desire for 

profit at the expense of aesthetics or 

quality, but though cheapness often 

does result in ugliness there is a less-

noticed fact that ugliness may be 

deliberately purveyed not only for 

profit, but for political motives also. 

There are many people who would 

like the total proletarianisation of 

culture (the notion of Dictatorship of 

the Proletariat fits in nicely here), 

and culture cannot be totally prole-

tarianised as long as the values 

implicit in a building like St Paul's 

stand unchallenged. 

The lessons of China's Cultural 

Revolution — the most recent large-

scale attempt to create a Dictatorship 

of the Proletariat — re-inforce this 

proposition. The Red Guards sought 

proletarianisation by destroying all 

objects of beauty, from great build
ings and monuments to such humble 

things as flowers and goldfish. No 

doubt a thorough-going proletariani

sation of England's culture by their 

equivalents here would include the 

destruction not only of great works of 

art but also such small things as 

carved chessmen or model ships. 

Ugliness, even sub-consciously, is a 

weapon of class warriors. 

Modern rock and punk music and 

their associated fashions are little 

more than class-conscious ugliness 

rendered salable and profitable. The 
one major newspaper at least 

formally committed to British 

socialism, the Daily Mirror, gives off a 

sort of miasma of drabness, leading 

even the pro-Tory tabloids in its 

screaming ink-shedding headlines 

and its aura of cloth caps, boiled 
cabbage water and blocked drains. 

Somehow, the paper conjures up a 

vision of lines of hunched mumblers 

rooting vaguely for lost documents in 

refuse-stuffed shopping bags as they 

queue interminably in cold offices for 

minuscule pension cheques. Unin

tentional this may well be, but it is 

there, germinating from who-knows-

what accumulation of tiny editorial 

style decisions. England's class 

structures have never been anything 

like as immobilist as myth might 

have it (a surprising number of 

Prime Ministers, peers, knights, 

millionaires and other pillars of the 

establishment come from humble 
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backgrounds), but an environment of 

public ugliness can powerfully 

reinforce a false impression of class 

immobility. 

In the physical environment of 

Britain we may tend to forget or 

overlook how much of the enormous 

store-house of man-made beauty 

which we take for granted was 

created in the past, how little is a 

product of the present. Architecture 

obtrudes most obviously upon our 

consciousness, but the same seems to 

hold true of art, speech, literature, 

poetry, fashion, music, sculpture, 

drama and almost every other form 

to which comparative aesthetic 

criteria may be applied. 

In a country like Australia, with

out the cultural fabric of history, art 

or tradition, one is subconsciously 
braced for the constant presence of 

the man-made drab and ugly, from 

the miles of suburban brick-cladding 

to the pointless gimmickry and 

meaningless symbolism of the 

Sydney Opera House. In Britain, 

with its incredible richness of beauty 

and art, the presence of ugliness 

should be more striking not merely 

because of the grossness of the 

contrasts, but also because of the 

obviously progressive nature of the 

ugliness. The attractiveness of 

buildings appears to be in close 

inverse relationship to their newness 

(in a lovely old Cotswold village I 

have seen new houses built expen

sively of traditional Cotswold stone, 

but, hideously, in imitation of 

modern brick flats). Nineteenth 

century tenements could today, with 

repairs, renovations, re-painting, 

modern plumbing and heating, clean 

air laws and a judicious thinning out 

and knocking down of walls, be made 

into attractive dwellings, their very 

compactness a point in their favour 

for some people. But this could never 

be said of the mind-numbingly drab 

tower-blocks replacing them, whose 

inception roughly coincided with the 

ascendency of self-appointed heralds 

of the Age of the C o m m o n M a n in 

local government. 

The nineteenth century tenements 

and terrace houses were built as 

living machines, to house labour 

forces as cheaply as possible. Survey

ing their high-rise successors in, for 

example, London, Birmingham or 

Glasgow, it is hard to avoid the 

thought that perhaps the psyches of 

the high-rise planners impelled them 

to design the most unredeemable and 

gross ugliness possible — perhaps to 

give credence to Marx's Theory of 

Increasing Misery by emphasising to 

their inhabitants each day of their 

lives the hopelessness of their class 

position. Not merely instant slums, 

but also instant weapons of class 

warfare, or, perhaps more altruistic

ally, not merely as instant slums but 

also as instant markets and work

shops for their comrades in the social 

work side of the planning industry 

and its race relations spin-off. 

A grotesque fantasy. But again 

and again one wonders: what 

manner of mind did the people have 

who designed and built these things? 

W h o planned and organised and sup

ported all the effort and expense that 

must have gone into their building? 

Did they really not foresee the result? 

Was the planners' leitmotif of drab-

ness and ugliness somehow bound up 

with a hatred ofthe past, of tradition, 

of beauty, even of comfort? 

Certainly some counter-attack is 

now taking place. A cheering report 

in the London Standard is that seven 

modern tower blocks in London are 

to be demolished. Six, very satisfac

torily, are to be blown up. One can 

only hope that whatever replaces 

them may be less anti-human. 

I have been recently staying with 

some young unemployed people of 

average education. A striking thing 

about their lives for m e has been the 

enormous cultural pressure on them 

to choose ugliness and drabness, and 

the way in which they have resisted 

this. The one television show they all 

make a point of watching is 

"Thomas the Tank Engine". There 

is, one of them said, nothing ugly in 

it. 

People know better than planners. 

There is a great resurgence of interest 

in heraldry, whose colour and 

ceremony is the enemy of the makers 

of drabness. And tourists by the 

million, however much may be said 

against them, vote with their feet and 

money all over the world for beauty 

and colour. 

While a good deal of modern 

music and fashion seems actively 

ugly, a prevailing environmental 

crime seems to be the spread of not 

active ugliness so much as empty 

blandness and visual boredom. Eye

sores and monstrosities, after all, can 

be quite visually interesting, like the 

vast rusting hulk of a submarine 

which has somehow been hauled out 

of the water and is now perched on 

top of a mountain of fascinating junk 

in a ship-breaker's yard below the 

motorway leading into Portsmouth. 

I recently heard a lecture by the art 

critic Peter Fuller, in which he 

deplored the advance of ugliness in 

1984 and quoted the eloquent vision 

of William Morris of a future Britain 

beautified by Socialism. This he 

counter-pointed by references to 

George Orwell's 1984, particularly 

the passage in which the Thought 

Police smash the last relic of the 

ornate past: the glass paper-weight 

containing a piece of coral. "How 

small, thought Winston, how small it 

always was." Though I disagreed 

with some of Fuller's lecture, I 

believe there is truth here. England 

in 1984 is obviously nothing like 

Orwell's totalitarian terror 

politically. But in one way a small 

part of Orwell's prophecy seems to 

have come true: in victories for 

drabness, a drabness often strangely 

associated with affluence and the 

opportunity for something better. 

There is beauty and art in England, 

probably more richly than anywhere 

else in the world, but how old, how 

old it always is! 

W e know now that William 

Morris was wrong, and wrong gro

tesquely. Socialism does not create 

beauty. Perhaps Evelyn Waugh 

knew better. Art, beauty and civilisa

tion, Waugh argued, can exist only 

when there is a class wealthy enough 

to extend patronage to the arts for its 

own aesthetic pleasure. The attempts 

by the State to supplant the role of 

the private patron of the arts have 

failed, partly, I suspect, because the 

boards that dispense the cash do not 

have to live with the finished 

product, unlike the private individual 

patron. They need take no real 

cognisance of the desire for quality 
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which operates in the market place. 

One may be grateful if a private 

business corporation supports the 

arts, but for all sorts of reasons this 

cannot be demanded. 

Further, the sort of people who 

tend to be members and clients ofthe 

State funding bodies often have an 

interest in class hostility and a com

mitment of some sort to the prole

tarianisation culture. Also, those 

charged with spending public money 

may very properly be hostile to the 

extravagance which is the concomi

tant of much splendour. The arts that 

have declined least are those like 

literature which still have to please 

not only a grant-disbursing body but 

also a customer. Ugliness and 

drabness have made their most 

spectacular advances in major public 

architecture about which the voter or 

rate-payer can do relatively little. A 

comparison of the buildings erected 

by kings, aristocrats and magnates 

and those erected by modern 

municipal and public authorities 

emphasises this point. 

But even specifically public 

buildings have tended to decline 

away from what non-ugliness and 

non-drabness they formerly 

possessed however admirable their 

actual function may still be. 

Libraries, for example, once 

expressed dignity and even scholar

ship. N o w they often seem built to 

resemble nursery-schools. Those few 

new churches built could often be 

mistaken, from a little distance, for 

outposts of Colonel Sanders' empire. 

The very words "community cen

tre" give off an aura of characterless

ness. And shall we compare ancient 

and modern university buildings? 

Britain's (and Europe's) most 

beautiful public buildings were not 

those built by planners to display 

those planners' power. Albert Speer 

said in his memoirs that his buildings 

for the Third Reich were intended to 

intimidate, but few architects or 

planners have the opportunity for 

such candour or remorse. 

The barman at m y local pub 

blames it on the slaughter ofthe First 

World War, which, he argues, 

thinned out the aristocracy to such an 

extent that culture became proletari-

anised, but I suspect this may be a 

little too simple. No-one of any class 

wants ugliness though it may be 

foisted upon them. Nor does any 

sensible person wish splendour to 

disappear from the world. 

LISTEN HERE! 
Some radio stations try hard to give you more talkback 

shows, more current affairs, more news services, more time 
calls and more commercials. 

At 2MBS-FM we go out of our way to avoid all that. 
Instead, we concentrate on what FM radio does best — we 

broadcast fine stereo music. So for 24 hours every day you 
hear only the best classical music, with some jazz and a little 
bit of contemporary thrown in as well. 

Ring our St Leonards studios on 439 4777and we 'II send 
you a free introductory copy of 'Stereo FM Radio', our 
detailed monthly programme guide. 

2MBS-FM 
1025 MHz 

Quadrant, January-February 1985 83 



As I Please Frank Knopfelmacher 

Stalin's Daughter 

A T T H E T I M E of Stalin's 

daughter's defection to the 

West, eighteen years ago, the 

defector-industry was relatively 

undeveloped. By the latter I do not 

mean an active enterprise the object 

of which is to enable Soviet-bloc 

inhabitants to escape. N o such thing 

exists, except in relation to the Jewish 

population, though the German Gov

ernment is conducting similar efforts 

rather more discreetly on behalf of 

Germans in the Soviet Union, and 
occasionally, within the D D R . 

The defector-industry is quite 

different. Its object is not to assist 

defectors to get out, but to tell them, 

once they are out what to say, and 

how to conduct themselves in the 

West. Since it is no longer possible, 

as was the case after the Kravchenko 

defection in 1946, simply to destroy 

defectors by smearing them (The 

20th Congress of the C P S U held in 

1956 has put an end to this pleasantly 

uncomplicated approach) more 

devious methods are required. The 

people mainly involved in defector-

programming are, actually not Soviet 

agents, but honest-to-goodness 

detentists (e.g. Kissinger on whose 

advice Nixon refused to meet Sol

zhenitsyn), who see the defectors at 

best as useful parrots of their own 

doctrines, and at worst as a damned 

nuisance spoiling the latest version of 

"rational" attitudes towards Mos

cow, freed from the impediments of 

the Cold War. Since the emergence 

of the defector-industry a sizeable 

defector-zoo or laboratory, if you 

wish, has been constructed whose 

prisoners are willing to "print out" 

whatever software they have been 

programmed with. M a n y defectors 

can be programmed by more than 

one defector-manager, i.e. they can 

be useful to more than one set of 

political racketeers. It is not a matter 

of outright corruption. Defectors 

have often nothing else to market 

than their witness, and they have to 

live. The defector-programmers are 

their only source of income. Those 

who don't cooperate sink into 

poverty or obscurity. The only totally 

credible defector is one whose source 

of livelihood is not his defection. 

Solzhenitsyn is the paradigm case, 

and all defector-managers hate him 

for he speaks the unvarnished truth. 

I a m a very vain man, but only 

within an extremely narrow context. 

Pride in being Soviet-wise is a 

sizeable part of ''my patch". For this 

unworthy reason, and also for more 

general admonitory purposes, I here

with reproduce what I wrote about 

Svetlana's defection at the time when 

it happened. Neither the Bulletin nor 

I need to blush 18 years later, unlike 

some others. 

I was reviewing 20 Letters to a Triend 

by Svetlana Alliluyeva (Hutchinson. 
$4.00.) when I wrote: 

MRS ALLILUYEVA IS a 
charming woman. She comes out 
sincerely and well on the greatest of 
all lie-detectors, a protracted T V 
close-up. Yet fate willed her to be 
the daughter of a monster who has 
destroyed and blighted more lives 
than any other single man in 
history and whose heritage still 
continues to poison the air we 
breathe. It is, therefore, necessary 
to repress one's gentlemanly 
impulses which urge that Stalin's 
daughter should be treated with 
quiet tact, charity, and forbear
ance, and proceed to consider her 
book and the personality which it 
reveals as a crucial datum of social 
pathology Hers is the fate of 
innocent people stricken with rare 
but terrible diseases: they, too, 
must yield themselves up to the 
embarrassing curiosity of doctors 
and medical students in the interest 
of humanity. 

The circumstances of 
Alliluyeva's defection are well 
known and do not require recapit
ulation. Stalin was married twice, 
and he had three children: one 
from his first and two from his 
second marriage. Svetlana is the 
youngest of the three, the only 
daughter and the only one alive. 
She is also the only "intact" 
survivor of Stalin's family. Most of 
the others were either liquidated by 
their illustrious relative or driven 
into suicide or premature death by 
persecution and relentless psycho
logical pressure. Svetlana's mother 
committed suicide by shooting in 
1932 a day after her husband had 
publicly insulted her. Stalin treated 
his family pretty much as he 
treated other members of the New 
Class: he pampered and corrupted 
them materially, reduced them to 
moral wrecks, and then disposed of 
them. 

The claim made on behalf of the 
book by Crankshaw that it is "a 
unique masterpiece" which will 
force us to rewrite all past histories 
of Russia is, of course, utter 
nonsense. The style is that of a 
women's magazine featuring a 
sob-story from a "gentlewoman in 
distress". It is not "great", not 
even medium, literature. As an 
account of history the book is 
almost completely worthless. The 
two principal assertions of the 
authoress, namely, that Stalin 
became "another man" driven 
into monstrous deeds by the 
suicide of his second wife and that 
he was a trusting tool in the hands 
ofthe evil and scheming Beria, can 
be dismissed out of hand. Stalin's 
political style was sufficiently 
obvious as early as 1924 to per
suade Lenin • to write his famous 
anti-Stalin "testament". Stalin's 
first venture into outright totali
tarian genocide — the liquidation 
ofthe kulaks — started in 1928 and 
it was well under way when 
Nadezhda Alliluyeva pulled the 
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trigger in 1932. And as for Beria, 

suffice to say that he was appointed 

head ofthe N K V D in 1938 after the 

peak of the Great Purge had been 

reached. He succeeded Yezhov, 

the actual "administrator" of the 

Purge (known among Russians to 

this day as "the Yezhovshchina"), 

and proceeded at once to liquidate 

the liquidators, to dismantle 

Yezhov's apparatus. 

Like most other autobiogra

phies, Alliluyeva's book is valuable 

above all as a set of sociological 

data about herself and the society 

which made her rather than as a 

story. Most of the important facts 

the book conveys are not those 

which Alliluyeva thinks important 

and certainly not those in which 

she put her main emphasis. The 

really illuminating revelations are 

the "incidental" ones. The first 

thing to notice is Alliluyeva's 

curious moral "innocence" or 

perhaps blindness. Take the 

following passage: 

" U p to 1933, then our household 

was run in a perfectly normal way . . . 

All the Soviet leaders lived pretty 

much like this at that time. No one 

cared about luxury or possessions, 

though they did try to give a good 

education to their children. They 

hired good governesses of the old, 

pre-revolutionary school, mostly 

Germans. All the wives had jobs 

and read all they could in their 

spare time. Sports had just come 

into style. All of them played tennis 

and they had tennis courts and 

croquet lawns at their dachas . . . 

In summer my parents went to 

Sochi — this had become like a 

regular thing with them . . . W e 

stayed in a small dacha near 

Matsesta, where my father was 

taking warm baths for his 

rheumatism. It was only after my 

mother died that they started 

building him special dachas. M y 

mother didn't live to see all this 

luxury paid for out of limitless 

public funds . . . During my mother's 

lifetime we had a normal modest life.'' 

You see, at a time when the 

ordinary Russian lived under near-

famine conditions lacking the most 

elementary amenities and when 

Russia resembled one huge, miser

able slum, the dictators on behalf 

of the proletariat had "only" 

several dachas, private tutors for 

their kids, and their own croquet 

and tennis courts. Real corruption 

and luxury, Alliluyeva tells us in all 

innocence, came later with palaces, 

sumptuous orgies, and NKVD-run 

byzantine courts for the despot and 

his courtiers. Nowhere is there any 

awareness that her father as well as 

her other "old bolshevik" relatives 

were transacting a monstrous 

fraud. Her chief charge against 

Stalin is that he was not kind. The 

fact that kindness alone cannot 

change the morally monstrous fact 

of a "dictatorship of the prole

tariat" in which the bosses hire 

German nurses for their brats 

while the children of workers and 

peasants roam the streets hungry 

and bereft, and where the bosses 

play croquet in secluded dachas 

while the proletariat sleeps on 

pavements and dies in famines — 

man-made by the irresponsible 

policies of the croquet-playing 

"leaders of the proletariat" — 

does not seem to have occurred to 

Mrs Alliluyeva, whose thinking is 

closer to Marie Antoinette than to 

Charlotte Corday. As a type, Mrs 

Alliluyeva is a bundle of Victorian 

sentimentality and hide-bound 

political innocence of the kind one 

used to encounter among emigre' 

White Russian aristocrats after 

World War I. Like them she does 

not understand what went wrong 

and what hit her. Her newly dis

covered sentimental religiosity 

merely completes the analogy. 

The chief value of the book is 

that it provides us with the biggest 

peephole yet into the cave of the 

Soviet neanderthaler. It shows the 

life-style of a new oligarchy, 

coarse, brutal, amoral. It seems 

that the corruption of the bolshevik 

elites started almost at once when 

power brought opportunity. The 

old generation was, at times, 

rather melancholic about the whole 

business, and sad. Particularly 

Bukharin. In the only really 

moving passage in the book 

Alliluyeva describes Bukharin's 

rather shadowy and sad presence 

and his love of animals: he had a 

tame fox, who was still roaming the 

corridors of the Kremlin unat

tended two years after his master's 

murder. Stalin's in-laws and their 

relatives were among the old 

bolshevik elite, too, and they 

entertained occasionally and 

sporadically some doubts about 

what went on, but like the rest they 

took what they were given. The 

Great Purge replaced the old 

Doubting Thomases of power and 

corruption with new, brash, and 

totally amoral creatures of the 

system without a moral past. The 

new men grafted, intrigued, and 

murdered without compunction. 

The generational break between 

the sad, old, corrupted elite and 

the new breed of merely criminal 

apparatchiks comes out very well 

in the book. 

The Great M a n himself emerges 

as a rather ordinary, tedious, and 

increasingly demented old bully, 

pretty much the "grey blurb" of 

Trotsky's description — without 

any engaging qualities. It seems 

that his daughter has written yet 

another footnote to Hannah 

Arendt's thesis about the banality 

of evil. 

The danger emanating from 

Russia does not lie in attempts of 

her rulers to "spread Commun

ism". As a living faith Com

munism has been dead in Russia 

for decades, and nowhere more so 

than among the elite. The danger 

comes from the discrepancy 

between the behaviour of a rather 

low-level and amoral oligarchy and 

a system of rationalisations which 

are totally at variance with the 

quality of life which they 

rationalise. The big lie forces the 

oligarchy into a policy whose 

ultimate objective is the elimina

tion of truth-telling and objective 

reportage from the planet. The 

world will be much safer once the 

Soviet rulers become explicitly 

amoral political freebooters out for 

the main chance without addiction 

to their ideological clap-trap. The 

reason for this is not that it will be 

only then that they will cease to try 

to "impose Communism". The 

reason is, rather, that it will be 

only then that they will be able to 

cease to he about imposing 

"Communism" and, therefore, 

cease to try to replace the real 

world by a monumental Potemkin 

village run by people very much 

like Hermann Goering and Al 

Capone and quite unlike Karl 

Marx. 

— The Bulletin 18.11.'67 
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William F. Buckley, Jr. 

Svetlana's Decision 
O N M A R C H 11, 1967, I dis

embarked at the airport in 

Geneva, Switzerland, and 

remarked idly the only other aero

plane on the tarmac nearby, an 

Alitalia 727. A few hours later the 

press was ablaze with the new of the 

most inflammatory defection of 

modern times. Svetlana Alliluyeva, 

the daughter of Joseph Stalin, had 

defected to the West. 

Since even middle-aged boys will 

sometimes be boys, on learning that 

the Alitalia plane I had cosied up 

against was in fact the surreptitious 

vehicle carrying Svetlana, I tele

phoned a New York journalist and 

told him breathlessly, "I've got a 

terrific beat for you! I walked up into 

the Alitalia plane on a hunch and 

actually talked to Svetlana! And I 

said to her, 'Why have you de

fected?' And she said, 'Because in 

India I came across an issue of 

National Review, and I was so 

overwhelmed by the arguments of 
your journal of opinion that I could 

stand it no longer, and so went to the 

West!' " Big laugh. 

Then the tons and tons of publi

city. Svetlana goes to America! Be

sieged by reporters! Goes into 
seclusion! Writes big best-selling 

book, telling all about her awful 

father! Marries. Joins Russian 

Orthodox Church, underscoring her 

total divorce from her Bolshevik, 

atheist past. Has child. Divorces. 

Settles down in Princeton, NJ. Then 

creeping obscurity. Has 

Svetlana, finally, found what she 

wanted? 

Some time went by, and a few 

years ago a colleague at National 

Review brings me, with astonishment, 

a letter, to which is attached a cheque 

for $500 made out to National Review. 

It was from Svetlana, in which she 

said that that journal of conservative 

thought and opinion was her favour

ite publication, and that she wished 

to help sustain it. 

Dazzled by counting the daughter 

of Joseph Stalin as a moral and 

financial supporter of the principal 

conservative fortnightly in America, 

I discovered that she had befriended 

James and Faith McFadden, an 

earnest, intelligent Christian couple 

in New York, McFadden having 

been associated with National Review 

ever since leaving the Army. It all led 

to meetings with Svetlana. 

W e lunched twice, and corre

sponded and talked on the telephone 

several times. At one of the lunches 

she spoke of her frustration at at

tempting to be in touch with her son, 
a doctor in Moscow, and her daughter, 

also in Russia. She complained of her 

exploitation by lawyers and account

ants and publishers, complained with 

a harshness that made the listener, 

less than easily disposed to believe 

she had been so systematically victi

mised, both sad and apprehensive. 

She renewed, then, her tale of her 

desperate concern for reaching out to 

her children. Her luncheon com

panion improvised one or two 

byzantine schemes by which a 

communication from her might 

succeed in reaching those children, 

and this got from her a smile, half 

gratitude, half condescension: how 

could Americans fail to understand 

that schemes of the sort I was 

proposing simply did not work when 

dealing with the Soviet state? Even if 

the letters arrived, they might 

compromise her children, and this 

she could not risk. But ... I must not 

think her ungrateful. 

She wanted so much to be useful. 

"You must use me to translate any

thing you receive in Russian that you 

wish to publish." The promise was 

readily made — the trouble being 

that her English, while fluent, was 

not polished, so that although it 

crossed my mind to check Solzhenit

syn's Harvard commencement ad

dress with her, having found some 

passages perplexing in translation, I 

desisted. I called her after Billy 

Graham had travelled to Russia and 

made the astonishing announcement 

that he had found there ample oppor

tunity to practise Christianity. She 

said, "Does he not know that the 

Bible is forbidden to be sold in the 

Soviet Union?" 

And then she went to England, 

with high spirits, to do a few hours of 

television with Malcolm Mugger

idge, with whom she stayed for a 

week. Last year, visiting with 

Muggeridge, I reported the surprise I 

had had on reading a letter of 

extraordinary vituperative intensity 

by Svetlana to her friend Faith 

McFadden about how awful, how 

venal, how exploitative Muggeridge 

had proved to be in his dealings with 
her. Since Malcolm Muggeridge is as 

exploitative about people as St. 

Francis of Assisi was exploitative 

about birds, I had put the letter down 

with the awful feeling that Svetlana 

had — how do you say it in Russian? 

— turned the bend. 

Evidently she has. Though that is 

hard to conclude about her to the 

extent that she is emotionally 

motivated. Russian literature groans 

with testimony to the attachment of 

Russians to Russia. Mother Russia 

got back the Christian libertarian 
Svetlana, who in her conversational 

mentions of her father, the father of 

modern Russia, could only bring 

herself to refer to him as "He". She 

became unbalanced, but the call of 

her homeland, and family, overrode 

her reason, what was left of it. 

The heart-tearingly worst of it all is 

that, back in the Soviet Union, she 

will be governed by monsters who do 

not forgive desperate gestures of 

sanity and faith. The West does not 

need Svetlana, and the Soviet Union 

needs her only to make her pay for 

the embarrassment she caused the 

society her father godfathered. She 

needs the prayers of her fellow 
Christians. 
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Michael McDonnell 

The Mentality of Hate 
With a Prefatory Note by John Carroll 

T H I S IS A stark document. It was sent to me 

through the post by its author, whose name meant 

nothing to me at the time. It struck me 

immediately as an extraordinary burst of insight into the 

worst features of our times, and what is central to their 

germination. It hits the nerve in an uncompromising 
way. It stresses the disastrous consequences for our 

culture of the collapse of men, of failing manliness, 

attributing much ofthe cultural pathology rife in Western 

societies at present to that source. I should confess that 

this theme is one that has gained increasing prominence 

in my own work in recent years, and as a result I have 
a personal affinity with this document which means that 

I am not a disinterested judge of its merit. 
Content can never be separated from tone. This 

document is a eri de coeur, in the tradition of Nietzsche and 

Dostoevsky. It gains from the naivety of being unfamiliar 

with those authors. In other words the cry does not derive 

from intellectual influence, but from one experience of 

1 Society has noticed with anger and now dismay the 
consolidating influence of something which people 

have persistently failed to name. Sensing the singular 

character of some dynamic force whose forms of 

expression seem so disparate, society now fears or else 

suffers consciously the destructive effects of a sort of 

malevolent presence, still un-named and still unchal

lenged. 

2 For most of this century the perceived enemy was 

called communist etc. until the notion of some 
brilliantly co-ordinated international cabal became 

just too thin for credibility. Nevertheless, people do 

notice recurring signatures of language, mood and 
behaviour in the myriad "dissent", "non-violent", 

"radical" movements and suspect them instantly. 

3 What are those leftists or radicals? What connection 

is there between dirty-mouthed teachers pressing for 

"women's" and "peace" studies and whites carrying 
aboriginal land claims? between a militant dole 

bludger defacing billboards and a High Court judge 

ruling for ' 'environmentalists" that treaty obligations 

extend Commonwealth powers? between those people 

who used to agitate for "public" participation in 

living in our times. As such it is remarkably original, its 

tone is fresh, and, I believe, it is in essence right. 

I wrote with enthusiasm to Michael McDonnell, and 

later we arranged a meeting. He outlined to me plans he 

had for publishing 'The Mentality of Hate' in national 

newspapers. His conviction was that a large number of 

ordinary Australians would respond spontaneously to its 

truth, would flock to join the Liberal Party, and would in 
outrage change it. In short he had written with a political 

end in view. I hope M r McDonnell will not mind my 

recounting here that I told him that his document was an 

intellectual creation of some force, but that his political 

plans were quite simply "mad". Ideas, whatever their 

truth, do not influence the world in that sort of direct 
manner. At the same meeting I volunteered to deliver 

'The Mentality of Hate' to the Editor of Quadrant by 

hand, with a warm recommendation for its publication. 

John Carroll 

who used to agitate for "public" participation in 

government and those now creating vacant "jobs" to 

the exclusion of productive work? between 

antagonists of Sir John Kerr, our first political exile, 

and the pushers of "affirmative action"? What is the 
connection between Amnesty, the Unemployed 

Workers' Union, the World Council of Churches and 

Friends of the Earth? between the Socialist Left and 

the Australian Democrats? What is it that makes 

people assume that proponents of women's and 

animals' rights, the abolition of "political police", 

centralised wage-fixing, "quality" children's 

television or Fretilin are also opponents of capital 

punishment, censorship, Pine Gap, the Monarchy 

and multi-nationals plus the uranium, sugar and 

tobacco industries, and beauty contests!? What 

connects the Equal Opportunity Board, the Human 

Rights Commission and those wretched lost remnants 

of human beings with no place to go when a demo 

winds down? Birds of a feather? What feather? What 

is the nature of that nagging commonality? 

4 To call them communists is desperate and there is no 
conspiracy. 
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5 The common denominator is an enveloping sense of 

life's ugliness and the vileness of humanity. The 

common dynamic is energised Hate — hatred of the 

self, hatred of humanity and fear then hatred of life 

itself. The common intention is degradation and 

destruction throughout the hated society — a seething 

determination to render human life a living Hell, 

literally, and as completely as possible. 

6 The real object of people's outrage, now turned to 

fright — because those expected to would not stop it 

— is a singular phenomenon. The identity of our 

destroyer is the Mentality of Hate. 

7 The nurture experience of most people results in 

fundamental love orientation with the self and life; it 

can however be so traumatic as to result in hate 

orientation — an unwinnable conflict between 

instilled antagonism on the one hand toward reality 

and one's constant nature on the other. The 

impossible quest to reject or escape reality by 

demanding the unreal, the quest to reconcile the 

instilled impetus to hate with the natural craving to 
love remains so urgent that it generates sustained 

fanatical energy. Because silent majorities are 

preoccupied with making their way and merely seek 

the social norms to conform to, the vast effort of a 

minuscule minority of perverts can initiate fashion 

and has in fact created the mirage of an overwhelming 

tide of thought, inventing the language and the 

apparent moral standards of our age. 

8 One signature ofthe Mentality of Hate is a stridently 

righteous tone. However, its moralising involves no 

clash of ethics because it does not reflect any moral 

code: It actually expresses malice and is rather the 

sound of anti-morality, the precise inversion, the 

exact opposite of basic human morality whose values 

and priorities reflect our will to sustain life worth 

living. For instance the manly virtues we so keenly 

miss are re-created as vices — authoritarianism, 

paternalism, sexist, elitism, chauvinism, egotism and 

ambition. If a thing is a bent, degraded parasite and 

ugly, the Mentality of Hate subsidises and promotes 

it. If it is straight, strong and creative it taxes, black

guards and proscribes it because it is intent on 

defacing images of beauty which human beings yearn 

to seen in life because human beings love life. 

9 Nor is the Mentality of Hate moved by reason 

because it is not an expression of logical thought but 

a function of impelled emotion. To debate with it is 

to honour its convulsions as thought, to convey that 

it can be persuaded, which it cannot. To argue, even 

to disagree with it is to confer the status and facade 

of rational normalcy — to veil its energised malice. 

To work in association with the Mentality of Hate is 

to contribute by compromise to the accumulation of 

circumstance toward the diabolical. 

10 To object that the programmes and direction of the 

Mentality of Hate are illogical and lack sense is to 

miss the point of them which is destruction, precisely. 

In this mad light the thrust of its agitation is 
eminently logical. 

11 The only power of the Mentality of Hate is the guilt 

in its victim; it has no power of its own. Guilt leeches 

men's strength and the mist of Hate is enveloping our 

society because men (not women) are allowing it to. 

(Women can only live with what is prevailing.) W e 

live in an age in which men doubt or reject their 

nature and the power defined by it. It is men, the 

dynamic of society, who are immersed in self-doubt 

or self-hatred, either unable to distinguish between 

duty and sin or insisting they have no intrinsic duties, 

either unsure that they are worthy or refusing to 

shoulder the responsibilities of men which are to 

protect, nurture and guide family, subordinates and 

nation. If men do know our human standards and 
their own obligations they lack the resolve to observe 

and discharge them. When the Mentality of Hate 

hurls its anti-morality at the establishment in tones 

that sound like indignation, men assume their own 

turpitude and shrink, only to feed the desperate fury 

of the pervert who in reality also craves the fostering 

presence of the prodigal father. When men vacate 

their power there is Hate. 

12 Though people detest the Mentality of Hate their 

disdain for guilt-crippled men assists it in sustaining 

the impression of its immense influence. As men 

betray the duties dictated by their nature the suffering 

of their dependents — their parents, their women, 

their children and other men intensifies toward the 

excruciating. Universally, weak men are objects of 

contempt who forgo support they may otherwise 

warrant, especially nowadays when the Mentality of 

Hate sets upon them. It is their guilt which is 

arousing the condemnation because it causes such 

human suffering. So it is for instance that politicians 

and corporations jeopardise their positions 
immeasurably when they betray guilt, the presence of 

which people are quick to perceive. 

13 Another social factor supporting the Mentality of 

Hate's intent is what might be called the Poseidon 

Adventure syndrome: It is the welling fear that one's 

entire world is destructing. This is manifested in 

irrational concern with, for instance, asbestos, 245T 

causes of cancer, uranium, the pollutions, the ozone 

layer or even the Crown-of-Thorns star fish, and 

denotes in reality the collapse of social institutions the 

first and most basic of which is masculine self respect, 

the foundation stone of the family. 

14 Humanity is a family creature intrinsically dependent 

on the stable blood milieu for our nurture, for the 
fulfilment of our need to embrace existence in 

quietude. So critical is the family to the development 

of personality capable of feeling and expressing our 

unique humanity that the Mentality of Hate is 

determined to smash it — to reduce us to the status 

of disposable objects to be manipulated, measured, 

allocated, used, worked, bred and maybe even put 
into competitions, but above all to suffer. 

15 As the sense and assumption of human dignity 

withers and is eroded by the Mentality of Hate the 
psychological preconditions are being set for the 
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imposition of terror — terror to maintain the anti-

human institutions of the alienated authoritarian 
state, a society in which the people at large regard 

their own government as the feared enemy. 
16 Because people shun the Mentality of Hate it simply 

circumvents the popular will while draining the institu
tions of popular government. Its instruments are prin

cipally the arms of government which, because of their 

committee-directed structure, can be manoeuvred by 

virulent fanatics into accommodating and then imple

menting even what human beings reject as deathly. 

17 Confident that humanity is despicable, the Mentality 

of Hate relies on men to degrade themselves, 

principally by enticement into adopting its anti-

morality as the societal norm, the main tenet of which 

is that men have no responsibilities (but whose veiled 

converse is that they are not responsible); secondly by 

enticement into releasing their dependents to the 

faceless, heartless charity ofthe regime of humiliation 

and loneliness, then degradation and oppression 

presently called the welfare state. 

18 However, if men will not degrade themselves, then 

they must be degraded. If they will not concede their 

own guilt by their own standards they are marked for 

legal guilt. Normally, law and morality observe one 

another but the Mentality of Hate is concerned to 

bind the people's hands and feet with laws, then laws 

which import no transgression of our morals, and 

laws which incense or even outrage them or which 

provoke our contempt thus to invite the breaking. 

When men can be convicted of legal guilt they can be 
dealt with. 

19 Like cancer cells dormant in any healthy body the 

Mentality of Hate existed in all bodies politic. Its 

carriers were probably burned, banished or ignored. 

But in ours we have acquired an immune deficiency 

syndrome: W e will not defend ourselves, so the 

cancer is malignant and racing. Though "kingdoms 

rise and fall", this time we have the technology but 

not quite yet the psychology to have those freedoms 

suppressed which make life worth living. Our 

cousins, the people of Russia, have known both the 

debilitating terror and the staying power of Hate-

driven government these seven decades. That 

superpower cannot even properly feed itself, so 

shackled is the human spirit. Our age is darkening. 

To limply wait for the "pendulum to swing back" 
will deliver generations into an anguished societal 

madhouse which people will suffer in the immediacy 
of their daily lives until they die. 

20 Because the Mentality of Hate is neither moral nor 

rational men must either submit to it or suppress it. 

Untitled 83 Neil A 

JL_/own the green mats Mick's little girl 

Unravels her calligraphy, gentle arc, 

Quick easy strokes, curl, flourished question mark; 

Turns, still, and then a draft of arabesques whirl 
Down and bound, rebound, resound exclaiming. 
Mick's not a talker, doesn't read, papers naming 

Her, hand-funnelled, tumble shoe-scuffed unfurl. 

"Your little'un's an acrobat, they say." This 

remark, 

Casual enough, would make Mick mad, he'd bark 

"Bloody artist, you mean!" at his mate; and swirl 

Of match struck in darkness, red leotard slurring 

Flares his black mood, "See?" Blind nod 

concurring. 

First round in January angry with gifts 

Ungiven Mick and his mate hurl their grey truck 

Grumbling past gardens, unlikely their luck 
Will change now; but random shifts 

Of garbage from loose lids set things stirring 

In Mick's mind, a first-thought, an outline 

recurring, 
A wrapper trapped and flapping swells and lifts 

Out free. And in well-ordered borders they chuck 

A calculated quantity of household muck 
Along the meanest street. In melaleucas drifts 

Of trash; kerbs, driveway strips, fences all framing 

A free man's statement, nature-like, declaiming. 

Rory Steele 

N eil A 
landed 

himself 

into a stranger 

earth people running to and fro 

. . . one small step . . . one after another 

in their race 

at the moon 

Neil A saw things 

in a different light 

returning with the view 
of reaching out a hand and blotting out the world 

Turning in the space of a night 

he can't help the sense of 

falling 

from his dreams 
he wishes 

he could turn his life 

around like a palindrome 

his name may be taken to be 

Neil A — A lien. 

DJ. Wright 
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Washington Letter Franklin L. Lavin 

The Greens, the Past, and the 
Future 
The New Reactionaries 

O N C E DISMISSED variously 

as "single-issue environmen

talists", "Communist-

dominated", or "amateurish", the 

Green Party of West Germany has 
proven through its electoral successes 

that political pundits in Europe can 

be just as inaccurate as their 

American counterparts. 

Whereas a quick demise was 

predicted for the Greens, now 

observers hold the view that this 
young movement is here to stay. 

"Have West Germany Greens 

Found a Future?" asks the cover 
story in The Economist. "Green Party 

Bouncing Back in Bonn" asserts The 

New York Times. Though still 

considerably smaller than the two 

main political parties in Germany, 

the Social Democrats and the 

Christian Democrats, the influence 

of the Greens has grown to the point 

where some speculate it might hold 

the balance of power in a future 

government coalition. 

The Greens first contested an 

election in 1980, when they garnered 

a mere 1.5% of the national vote. 
However, when the next national 

elections were held, in 1983, the 

Greens total rose to 5.6% and they 

elected twenty-eight candidates to the 

German Parliament, the Bundestag. 

Since 1980, the Greens have also 

gained seats in six of the eleven 

provincial legislatures. 

Many Americans got their first 

impressions ofthe Greens in 1982 as 

Frank Lavin is a graduate student at the 

School of Advanced International Studies in 

Washington, D C He is presently on the staff 

ofthe White House, but the views he expresses 

are his own. 

the deployment of Pershing missiles 

in Germany became an issue. W e 

saw our televisions filled with images 

of German youth protesting against 

the United States. This was rather 

unsettling for many Americans. 

After decades of having our military 

presence welcomed in Europe, we 
Americans found ourselves unwel

come. After serving as the protector, 

we find ourselves the target. Intent 

on good will, we seem to cause only 

ill will. 

But is this an accurate view of the 

Greens? And what of their views on 

the economy and other important 

issues? "Neither left nor right, but 

ahead", is the Greens' slogan, dem

onstrating their rejection of conven

tional political alliances and issues. 

But what does that slogan mean? 

I had a chance to try and answer 

these questions when I attended a 

meeting in Bonn with several leaders 

of the Greens and heard their 

thoughts on a wide range of issues. 

As part of a group of Americans, I 

met with four members of the 

Bundestag from the Green Party. 
They talked with us and answered 

questions for over an hour. Well, two 

of them did, anyhow. The other two 

were not sufficiently conversant in 

English to conduct a political 

dialogue, so they served as bookends 

to the two speakers, Marie-Luise 
Beck-Oberdorff and Joschka Fischer. 

I had looked forward to our 

meeting with a great deal of interest. 

The Greens had received a lot of 

publicity in the United States, and 

most ofthe media coverage described 

them as the German equivalent ofthe 

student movement we witnessed in 

the 1960s: young, well-educated, un

conventional, and progressive. At 

first, the Greens seemed to prove the 

media correct. They were young, 

earnest, and articulate. Their clothes 

and mannerisms showed them to be 

more attuned to youth fashions and 

social customs than those of the 
traditional politician. And the 

Greens themselves made it a point to 

reflect the media image. " W e are not 

anti-American," they explained. "In 

fact, our methods come from your 

protest movements. W e use the same 

techniques — marches and rallies — 

as you did during the Civil Rights 

movement and the Vietnam War." I 

looked forward to a refreshing 

discussion. 

Beck-Oberdorff began the meeting 

with a brief history ofthe Greens and 

their platform. The three planks of 

the platform deal with technology, 

the environment, and nuclear 
weapons. 

First, the Greens discussed 

"rampant" technological innovation 

and the societal and economic dislo

cation it might cause. Not bad for a 

premise, but look where the Greens 

take it. Beck-Oberdorff cites as her 

example of bad technology, auto

matic teller machines at banks. True, 

automatic tellers might save time for 

the users, but they will throw 

thousands of honest tellers out of 
work. Instead of investing in devices 

which will reduce employment, we 

should invest in devices which will 

increase employment, such as water 
conservation measures. 

Beck-Oberdorff s second topic is 

the environment. The problem she 

defines is familiar enough to the 

audience. The same concern for 

clean air, water, and land dominates 

90 Quadrant, January-February 1985 



discussions on the environment in 

Germany as it does here. However, 

the solution she proposes strikes the 

audience as unconventional: " W e 

must stop building factories when all 

they do is fill our land with 

pollution." 

Finally, we discussed nuclear 

weapons. Nuclear power allows Beck-

Oberdorff to make the transition from 

the environment to weapons. The 

Greens are against nuclear power, 

against nuclear weapons, and against 

the Pershing missile in particular. 

Again, there is nothing new here. W e 

hear the standard arguments: nuclear 

power is unsafe, uneconomical, and 

dirty. Nuclear weapons are immoral. 

The Pershing is a step towards war, 

not peace. "It will act as a magnet," 

says Fischer, "attracting Soviet 

weapons to us." 

None of the issues the Greens 

raise, none of their arguments 

portray any originality of thought. 

Americans have heard the same 

points made by prominent politicians 

such as Jerry Brown, who talks about 

"the limits of growth" and "small is 

beautiful". Similar themes are 

expressed in John Anderson's uncon-

ventionalism and Gary Hart's "new 

ideas". 

Issue by issue, the Greens offer us 

nothing new, but when one looks at 

the entire Greens' platforms, there is 

something new. Something new and 

a bit frightening. The common 

thread which links all three issues — 

technology, environment, and de

fence — is not their progressive 

nature, but their reactionary nature. 

Let's look at the Greens' platform 

point by point. 

First, technology and its economic 

impact. Like the Luddites, the 19th 

century British weavers who tried to 

destroy their new looms, the Greens 

preach an economics of ignorance. 

History has shown time and time 

again that labour-saving devices do 

not reduce, but increase employ

ment. True, the introduction of 

automatic looms displaced some 

weavers, but the efficiency of 

production drove the price of cloth 

down and demand shot up. The 

result: more weavers were employed 

than ever before. 

The U S learned the same lesson 

this century with the advent of auto

matic telephone switching equip
ment. Naturally enough, telephone 

operators were afraid this new device 

would reduce the need for operators. 
But what was the result? Automatic 
switching made the telephone more 

affordable and accessible, and put 

more operators to work than ever 

before. 

Likewise, automatic tellers would 

allow banks to expand their hours 

and areas of operation, increase their 
efficiency and lower their costs. Beck-

Oberdorff s protests notwithstand

ing, demand for bank services will 

actually increase and bank employ

ment will as well. But the Greens 

value economic rigidity more than 

economic progress. 

Second, the environment. Well-

intentioned people from across the 

political spectrum can and do 

disagree on industrialisation and the 

environment. There are indeed 

people on one fringe who would 

argue that nothing need be done. 

And then there are the Greens, who 
instead of trying to regulate industry, 

control pollution, or explore other 
means of dealing with wastes, would 

rather deindustrialise. The Greens 
do not view industrialisation as a 

beneficial development with unpleas

ant side-effects, but as un unpleasant 

development with beneficial side-

effects. 

In their discussion of nuclear 

strategy, the Greens again display 

reactionism. Nuclear weapons are 
not just evil in themselves, but they 

are evil because they represent the 

horrible nature of modern science, 

technology, and industry. The 

Greens exhibit a skewed concept of 

morality. Absent from their 

discussion is any reference to 

morality in the East-West conflict. 

The U S and the U S S R are routinely 

equated, as are N A T O and the 

Warsaw Pact. Can the Greens really 

have such a simple-minded view of 

the world as to ignore the funda

mental differences between East and 

West? Fischer states, "You can't 

complain about the Soviet invasion of 

Afghanistan when look what you are 

doing in Central America." One 

would expect to hear this in a college 

beer hall, but do responsible 

politicians really believe this? 

What does Fischer want? "An 

independent Germany, free of bloc 
politics". That's a neat slogan, but 

again, the United States is put on the 

same plane as the Soviet Union. The 

U S stands for nothing, but simply 
engages in 18th century power 

politics. This is just a step away from 

"If only Germany were not bound by 

treaties to these stupid democra
cies". Now that's good old 

reactionary nationalism, one which 

conjures ugly historical images. 

The Greens have a reactionary 
view of wealth and society. The 

creation of wealth occurs in a 

dynamic, future-oriented society. 

But the Greens are afraid of the 

future. Like the mercantilists of the 
17th century, they view wealth as 

static. Wealth can neither be created 

nor destroyed, merely rearranged. 

Thus, the role of government cannot 
be to encourage economic growth, 

but only to redistribute existing 

wealth. " W e must stop this never-

ending growth," says Beck-Ober

dorff. " W e cannot manage the 

consequences." So the Greens define 

economic growth as something 

fuelled only by the desire for material 
goods and resulting only in damage 

to the social structure and the 
environment. No mention is given to 

the more common results of growth: 

higher standards of living, more 

leisure time, a healthier population, 

and so on. For the Greens to suggest 

a halt to economic growth is tanta

mount to an academician proposing 

to end intellectual growth. " W e have 

enough knowledge already, it is 

wasteful . . . the money can best be 

used elsewhere." 

The Greens are not just afraid of 

the future, they are afraid of the 

present. Instead of dealing with the 

problems of industrialisation, the 

Greens would have us deindustria

lise. Instead of developing a strategy 

to deal with the East-West conflict, 
the Greens would pretend there is no 

conflict. If Germany hosts no nuclear 

weapons, then there will be no 

nuclear weapons aimed at Germany. 

It is according to them, possible to 

disinvent the atomic bomb. Oh, how 

simple the world is if you are a 
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Green. It seems, a more accurate 

slogan for the Greens would be, 

"Neither left nor right, but 

backwards." 

There is nothing new about 

reactionary movements. All societies 

host an element that yearns for the 

past. Often the proclaimed past is a 

past that never was. The Greens can 

search for a bucolic Rousseauian 

society, but they overlook the bad 

side of the preindustrial age: 

illiteracy, disease, and high 

mortality. Not to mention poverty 

and more limited choices. 

What is surprising is that the 

Greens' politics are seen as pro

gressive and future-oriented, when 

they stem from a reactionary view of 

the world. It is a shame the media 

does not call them to task for what 

they are: political Luddites, who 

ignore the ugly reality ofthe world in 

the 1980s rather than grapple with 

that reality. 
What is even more astonishing is 

that the Greens are not just a 

reactionary movement, but a youth 
movement as well. One would 

imagine the elderly would be the 

most fearful of the future and the 

most nostalgic for the past. One 

would imagine youth would be 

excited about challenging the status 

quo and embracing the future. Youth 

know that a growing, changing 

society and economy offers them the 

opportunity to shape the future and 

to rise to decision-making positions. 

Are the Greens like other youth 

movements? Perhaps in terms of 

dress and street tactics, but there the 

similarity ends. For youth to run 

from the future instead of trying to 

face it is astonishing indeed. 

Astonishing and profoundly sad. 

No wonder the Greens do not 

believe in the future when they do 

not even believe in the present. No 

wonder they do not support the 

Pershing Missile when they do not 

even support automatic tellers. 

Two Poems by Graham Rowlands 

Magnolia Seedpods Black Roses 

Wi hatever the seedpods are not 
can only be green — 

beans gone to fat seeds; 

monsteras, but not as hairy; 

cucumbers, only bumpier; 

custard apples, until ripening 
& then only to the touch. 

Turning, turning away from summer 

they're long succulent cones from 

tip to branch going crimson — 

their hard bright orange-red seeds 
shining & dropping red corn off 

the top of their cobs until 

the cobs are all loose red 

or rearing in a bunch of 

seed-flowers out of 

one curled pod 

almost rattling 

down the first month of autumn. 

O, "n the round table in the square room 

clusters of roses on one branch of rose 

unlike roses in a vase, sort of 

flattened like rosettes or camellias — 

thin-lipped, you might say. 

Silhouettes all day long if you try. 

Move to the sunset side of sunrise at dawn. 

Work around to sunrise by evening. 

Depending on the windows 

the kind of / angle of / dirt on 

you can spend most of the day 

looking into black roses by 
facing north or south — 

especially if you're lazy or tired. 

With the centre light on all day all night 

you can be as sure as you can be of 

anything, they're red. 
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Philip Ayres 

Locating the Conservative 
Electorate 
There is No "Middle Ground" 

W ' E LIVE IN A REPRESENTATIVE 
democracy in which it is the politician's 
theoretical privilege to represent his electors in 

the parliament. T o some extent he does this practially: he 

intercedes with the relevant ministers on behalf of 

constituents, argues in the party room for strong sectional 

interests that happen to be donminant in his 

constituency, and keeps an open door in Canberra and 

the electorate — though large numbers of his electors 

would not know how he thinks or even be aware of the 

avenues of access. O n the other hand, the party system 

ensures that the politician stands on a party platform in 

the parliament. While the concepts of representative 
democracy and the party system are not mutually 

exclusive, they are hardly identical and will often be in 

conflict since parties are ideological animals. Because a 

political party's raison d'etre is to govern, it must 

necessarily seek to articulate or interpret the majority 

aspirations of the electorate at election time, but as the 
history ofthe Socialist Left factions ofthe Victorian A L P 

demonstrates, there is no shortage of people who put the 

maintenance of ideological purity ahead of electoral 

success, and in any case the political world is full of m e n 

and w o m e n who put a relatively low value on the election 

promises they make. 

The ends of power justify the means of persuasion. 
Politicians, by and large, are in the world of politics 

because they have strong convictions and desire to put the 

stamp of those convictions on the face of their country. 

The question to be addressed is the right balance, in the 
circumstances of today, between the activities of leading 

and representing. There is no necessary opposition here, 

one can lead people while still genuinely representing 

their views, but it is useful for argument's sake to invoke 

the idea of a balance. Ideally, I suppose, what is wanted 

is not a balance between these qualities but their 

syncretisation. 

THE NEW CLASS ASCENDANT 

While it might seem that a political party will hold 
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power only as long as it keeps in touch with the electorate, 

it is evident from experience that in Australia, though not 

in the United States, a political party, having gained 

power, can be reasonably confident of keeping it as long 

as it holds down inflation, looks to be engaged in 

combating unemployment, more or less maintains living 

standards, and continues to give a sense of direction to 

the country. This is perhaps because elections in 

Australia since the Vietnam war, including the elections 

of 1975, have been fought principally upon the issues of 

responsible economic management and industrial 

relations. Provided that a government gives the 
impression of acting with some success in respect to these 

areas, it can afford to implement its ideology practically 
where it pleases with none too great a regard for public 

feeling, giving concrete reality to its convictions in 

relation to the country's health, welfare and educational 

systems, transforming as it likes inherited policies in 

regard to such matter as immigration, defence and 
foreign affairs. It is within these systems and upon these 

policies that the balance between leading and 

representing is liable, irrespective of which party is in 

government, to be upset in favour of the governors, and 

it is here that the (largely but not solely ALP-based) N e w 

Class politics, in concert with N e w Class bureaucrats and 

advisers, come into their own. 

The great weakness ofthe N e w Class politics, however, 

is their distrust ofthe electorate in respect to policies on, 

for examaple, multi-culturalism, land rights, mining, 

welfare, conservation, non-competitive education and 

assessment, and so on. Indeed they actively fear the 

electorate (though they m a y give voice to the need to 

"educate" it) on such issues, will back away from the 

idea of referenda, and stress above all the obligation on 

government to give a responsible lead — to "govern", in 
a word. Where it can, this variet of politics will aim to 

frighten its opposition into keeping off such issues, 

emphasising the "responsibility" of a bi-partisan 

approach, or tagging the opposition with the sort of labels 

no-one likes to wear: retrograde, reprehensible, socially 

irresponsible, a playing upon prejudices, and the like. 

The task and the challenge for the opposition here is 
convincingly to turn the language of outrage back upon 

its authors, re-defining and dictating the terms of the 
debate in fields such as these. 
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This is something the Republicans succeeded in doing 

in the lead-up to the 1980 Presidential elections in the 

United States, which is why they won then and won again 

in 1984 with a record landslide majority. The 

Republicans have become "the American Party" 

precisely because they are in touch with the moral and 

political mainstream on education, welfare, moral and 

religious values, crime and punishment, the family, and 

patriotism. They represent and articulate the 

extraordinarily popular rejection of New Class "values" 

that still hold sway here not because they are popular in 

Australia but because no election was ever fought over 

them. The balance between "leading" and "repre

senting", redressed in favour ofthe latter in the United 

States, in Australia inclines increasingly towards the 

former. Traditional conservative values — middle — 

and, importantly, working-class values — are for the 

most part dormant political issues here, not because they 

are not powerful issues in the minds ofthe electorate, but 

because in Australia, by and large, they go unarticulated 

and un represented by the people's deputies. Could 
anyone imagine that educational standards and values, 

for example, are not matters of acute public concern? Yet 

in this country, education is, except in terms of funding 

arrangements, not a political issue, and even if we look 

at the level of the school councils that are starting to be 

a factor in school government, we see that they are 

toothless without the power to hire and fire'teachers and 
without a genuine say in the determining of course 

content. The development (or whatever) of educational 

policy is left in the tender care of the New Class experts 

by and large, people who could not be less representative / 

of community attitudes they hold in supercilious 

contempt as uninformed and archaic. Education, below v 

the tertiary level, is still largely a State matter, but in l 

none of the States is there a political party prepared to 

sound out, let alone represent, community feeling in this 
area. 

Aside from a commendable concern with big crime and 

its interface with politics, the present Opposition comes 

across as focused largely on economics and far less upon 

those conservative values we see renaissant in the United 
States. 

TRUSTING THE ELECTORATE 

It is a commonplace that it is the proper business of 

government to govern without continually having to look 

over its shoulder to gauge the feeling of the electorate on 

each and every political question and at every stage of its 

tenure of office. O n the other hand it is incontestable that 

it becomes easier year by year for governments to take the 

pulse of the people: surveyors of public opinion have 

developed more reliable sampling techniques, while 

modern electronic and telegraphic communications 

facilitate a range of possible consultative processes, 

though these possibilities remain unexplored and 

practically undiscussed. Meanwhile the electorate 

becomes (at least potentially) better informed, and is 

certainly more extensively educated than it was fifty years 

ago. It could be argued that there is thus an obligation 

upon government to respond to these changed 

circumstances by developing, or at least enquiring into 

the possibility of developing, a more consultative aspect 

to its decision making. 

Admittedly I am skirting the complex question of how 

the opinions of the people on matters of fact are formed 

and informed: is there really a point at which political 

feeling and meaning begin, or are founded — in the 

people, in the media, in the leaders, or wherever — or 

have we to deal here with a circle of communication? One 

could wander about fruitlessly in the maze of this 

question and the questions it begs forever. Certainly the 

communications are for the most part directed by elites of 

one kind or another, a factor of some significance, but the 

essential point for the purposes of this argument is that 

the line arcing out from the elites is far sharper and 

clearer than the line arcing back from the electorate. On 

the topic of communications, present technology permits 
us to envisage a voter-response facility built into every 

citizen's audio or video equipment that would effect, if so 

desired, a Rousseauian participatory democracy on a 

mass scale where where formerly such a democracy could 

only work in the smallest of Rousseau's idealised cantonal 

societies. There is, that is to say, the potential to create 

a hybrid supplement to parliament that would marry 
electronically the classical popular assembly with the 

secret ballot. At the very idea of this, one imagines the 

New Class tearing its collective hair. Like it or not, 

however, that is the vague direction in which the future 

lies. 

H o w far can one trust the electorate? It has been 

traditional wisdom, within a wide cross-section of 

"educated" opinion, to denigrate the electorate as a 

whole: it has a short memory (exacerbated by the fact that 

^'a week is a long time in politics"), is susceptible to 

bribery (pre-election budgets of the give-away variety 

work wonders if only the elections follow them closely 

enough), and perhaps there is nothing cohesive about it 

anyway — a collection of selfish warring interests. If it 
can have a say — not the final say — on, for argument's 

sake, education policy, mining policy, or immigration, 

why not on budgetary strategy, too? Then there is fiscal 

policy, foreign policy, defence policy. Where do you stop? 

Not that the electorate has strong opinions about 

absolutely everything, though we are hardly justified in 

regarding it as nothing more than a malleable mass on 
any issue. Consultation, of course, mean just that — the 

government consults, in order better to govern; it makes 

the hard decisions, based on a range of advice, influenced 

by its in-house experts, naturally, and also strongly 

directed by the consultative process. At present this 
process is virtually non-existent. 

The selfish and short-sighted electorate might even 

turn out to be more cautious and "responsible" in regard 

to the mounting national debt it has to repay, or rather 

in regard to its cause in massive budget deficits, than its 

governments over the last few years. The greatest 

contemners ofthe selfish and short-sighted electorate tend 

themselves to be the wettest of liberal advocates of bigger 

and bigger spending programmes — precisely those to 
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whom phrases that invoke the image ofthe majority, like 

"Middle America", are terms of abuse. One ofthe more 
interesting ironies of our day is that those who have 

traditionally most professed to represent "the people" 

are now, in the affluent Western democracies, most 

distrustful of the people and, fortified with a large New 

Class element, most aloof from them, too. 

"MIDDLE GROUND ", MIDDLE GROUNDS, AND 
THE QUESTION OF LEADERSHIP 

The notion that there is such a thing as "the middle 

ground", which in 1973 might be occupied by a 

Snedden, or in 1983 by a Hawke, is surprisingly resilient. 

Surprisingly, because it is a nonsense that is exposed in 

the simple act of questioning its nature. What is "the1 

middle ground", how does it relate to, and in respect to 

precisely what does it embody, public opinion? It is vague 
in the extreme and impossible of conceptualising. 

Moreover, the way in which the term is bandied about 

makes it clear that "the middle ground" is thought of as 

firm while it is the political parties that move around: 

they "leave" or "occupy" it. Much print is wasted, and 

a great deal of unnecessary anguish created, over this 

already hoary neant. 

There is no "middle ground" (any more than there 

could ever be such a thing as a single national 

"consensus"), only middle grounds, one for every issue. 

They are not static, but slowly shifting, and it is a proper 

and established procedure to identify them: public 
opinion is surveyed by organisations like Gallup, and 

political parties occasionally test feeling in the electorate 

on the image ofthe leader, the party, the performance of 

the government or the opposition, voting intentions, and 

issues of concern. What would really pay dividends would 

be the directing of energies and resources towards more 

regularly locating the electorate on each and every 

significant issue, and more to the point, acting on the 
results, without fear of offending small but vocal 

minorities. Land rights, homosexual law "reform" and 

immigration are three issues where public feeling is 

known but parties are afraid to represent that feeling in 

an uncompromised way because of how the press or the 

vocal minorities may react. At the moment, the side that 

has most to gain from enhancing this representational 

aspect of its work is the conservative side. 

The great danger in this, however, is that it easily 

becomes an excuse for downplaying the function of 

leadership to the point where opportunism displaces 

political philosophy, direction and purpose, and this 

danger will be real as long as leadership is thought of as 

a quality divorced from the tasks ofthe "representative" 

in the best sense of that word. It is important that a 

political party should seek not only a strong leader with 
a clear philosophy, but a leader-and-a-philosophy whose 

time has come. As the A L P discovered in the 1960s, there 

are also leaders and philosophies whose time has passed. 

There is no point in seeking the leader and the philosophy 

without relating these to the third factor, the factor ofthe 
times, or of circumstance. This is obviously far more 

sophisticated and series a matter than Billy Snedden's 

projection of himself, following the disappearance 

of Harold Holt, as the candidate who was the most 
"with it". 

In 1980 the Republicans had a leader-and-a-

philosophy whose time had come. It was not a question i 

of opportunism, it was a matter of having located the! 

middle grounds, then responding to the electorate, and/ 
giving, through the appropriate selection of a leader-and-a-\' 

philosophy, articulate voice to the mainstream on a range I 

of issues thus far little canvassed in Australia. The result f 
is not a vagjue "consensus" but rather conviction politics 

of the appropriate cast, and the transformation of the 

Republicans, in four short years, from an opposition 

party to the American Party. Implicit and explicit in this 

are profound lessons that most Australian conservatives 

have yet to learn. 

Bligh 
At sixty, crabbed and crabby, 

This old man of the sea 
Rode on the back of the devotion of four unmarried 

daughters 
In a mellow Kentish manor house, 

A shuffling cancer dragging a hoary shell. 

Once he flashed like the aurora in the northern sky, 

Triumphant in battle at Camperdown and 

Copenhagen, 
Triumphant professionally journeying from Tofua to 

Timor, 

Triumphant personally at the trials of his tyrants. 

But he had a long haul against the wind, 

Inferior stations, cramped quarters and poor food, 

Nine months of petty quarrels and official neglect in 
Hobart town, 

Forty-one days of hard thwarts, hot sun and wet feet 

Sailing the Coral Sea. 

Then he was years on a flat windless sea 

Waiting for advancement or a change of fortune, 

Or he was in a fog of piffling papers, 

Maps, reports, letters, petitions, testimonies, 
Waiting for a clear course ahead. 

Or he winced at the salt sting of criticism, 

Or the distant incomprehension of the influential, 

The futile immorality of the incurably frivolous, 
The enmity of Christians and Macarthurs. 

At last, careened by outgoing tides, 

He faced pity, not neglect nor impatience, 

But boredom on listening family faces. 
Rotting from the inside, 

Once more he was called to endure 

With a final attempt at dignity. 

Evelyn Heath 
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Andrew D. Irvine 

Canada's Conservatives 
The End ofthe Trudeau Era 

M O N T R E A L L A W Y E R Michel Cogger likes to 

tell the following story. Shortly after the 1980 

Canadian federal election Cogger was attend

ing Sunday mass. During the mass the priest asked the 

congregation to pray for, among others, the under

privileged, the alcoholic and the lame. Not satisified with 

this, one ofthe parishioners shouted back "Don't forget 

the Tories!" As usual the Conservative Party had won 

only one of Quebec's 75 seats. The other 74 had gone 

Liberal. 

September 4th's Canadian election result, which gave 

the Conservatives the largest landslide in Canadian 

history (211 out of 282 seats, including 58 from Quebec), 
reduced the Liberals from their 1980 majority of 147 to 

just 40 seats. This is all the more remarkable when one 

realises to what an extent the Liberal Party has 

dominated Canadian politics this century. Since 1935 it 

has been out of power at the federal level for only seven 

years (and for a total of only 22 years since 1900). Under 

Pierre Trudeau this tradition has been continued since 

1968. The last time the Conservative Party won a clear 

majority in the Commons was in the Diefenbaker sweep 

of 1958.' These facts alone should be enough to ensure 

that September's election results, together with the name 

of Canada's 18th Prime Minister, Brian Mulroney, are 

remembered in the history books. 

However, Canada's recent election does not gain its 

importance solely from the fact that it signals the 

resurgence of Canada's Conservative Party or that it 

marks clearly and \vith finality the end of the 

confrontational and turbulent Trudeau era, an era in 

which the Liberal Party ceased being small "1" liberal 

and instead became a party that would feel quite at home 

with the left wing ofthe Australian Labor Party. Instead, 

Canada's recent election result gains its major 
significance from the important fact that it has not been 

since Trudeau was swept to power in a wave of "Trudeau-

mania" that Canada has had a truly national government 

of any political persuasion. Not since 1968 has the 

Commons been divided along political rather than 

regional or geographic lines. As a result, it has not been 

since then that Canada has had a government which 
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enjoyed substantial support from every region and every 

province within the country, and hence a government 

that could make difficult political decisions at the federal 

level without being in the embarrassing position of being 

in reality only a regional party. Moreover, at very few 

times this century (the obvious exceptions being during 

each of the World Wars) has it been so important for 
Canada to have such a government. To understand why 

this is the case, it is necessary to understand something 

about the last 16 years of Canadian political history and 

something about the man who has dominated them — 

Pierre Elliott Trudeau. 

The Canadian Liberal party has traditionally been able 

to stay in power for two reasons. The first is that it has 
always been a middle-of-the-road party, a moderate party 

that appealed to the moderate voter. The second reason 

is that it has always been able to deliver enough of both 

the anglophone and the francophone vote to form a com

fortable majority. Under Trudeau both of these factors 

changed. 

Trudeau entered politics in 1965 at the age of 46. He 

had studied at Harvard, the Sorbonne and the London 

School of Economics. He had worked against conscrip

tion in Quebec as a young man during the Second World 

War. And he had worked as a lawyer and teacher during 

the 1950s and '60s at the centre of Quebec's Quiet 

Revolution. This time marked the awakening of 

Quebec's film and television industries, of its music and 

its theatre. It was encouraged by modernising reforms in 

education and accompanied by the gradual secularisation 

of the province. Perhaps more importantly, though, it 

marked a time of militant trade union revival and the 

nationalising of Quebec's hydro-electric industry by 

premier Jean Lesage. As a result of his involvement, 

when Trudeau arrived in Ottawa he arrived with a clear 

vision of what it was that he wanted to do and a well 

developed body of writing available for anyone who had 
cared to read it.2 

Recognising that Quebec had been one of the poor 

cousins within Canada's confederation Trudeau was 

determined to implement his plans for a "just society". 

He represented a new Quebec — confident, educated, 
ready to take on English Canada at its own game and 

win. He worked hard to improve relations between 

francophones and the federal government and to some 
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extent succeeded. The fact that bilingualism is now in 

force and that French is an official language in 
government is largely as a result of Trudeau's work and 
to his credit. 

Under Trudeau something else had happened as well, 

something that no officially socialist party has ever been 

able to do in Canada: a socialist government had been 
elected to Ottawa. State ownership and economic inter

vention became almost the norm. Petro-Canada, a 

wholly government-owned petrol company opened up a 

chain of service stations across the country that were 

subsidised by both their competitors and the individual 

tax-payer. Of course, the company's advertising 

promoted patriotic sentiment, claiming that what was 
good for Petro-Can was good for Canada. The Foreign 

Investment Review Agency (FIRA) and the National 

Energy Program (NEP, nicknamed iNEPt) were estab

lished, both of which had the effect of demoralising 

Canadian stock markets, lowering the Canadian dollar 

and destroying the confidence of foreign investors. In the 

words of John Turner, Trudeau's momentary successor, 

what happened with the N E P is that "the tax system 

where one knows the rules has been superseded by 

discretionary grants dependent on bureaucratic or 

administerial approval".3 

When Trudeau turned his own often inattentive hand 

to the economy he alternated erratically between the 

slight interventions of a John Maynard Keynes and the 
attempts at fundamental restructuring of a John Kenneth 

Galbraith. Under Trudeau federal expenditures grew 

from $11-billion to $84-billion. Perhaps more 

importantly, the federal deficit grew exponentially from 

$576-million in 1968/69 to approximately $30-billion in 

1984.* Despite such expenditures unemployment still 

managed to rise from 4.5% to 11.2% during the same 

period.5 

The fact that under Trudeau the Liberal Party had 
been moving away from its traditionally liberal position 

wasn't noticed for some time, or if it was, people on the 

whole didn't much care. This must be, at least in part, 

because Trudeau's media presence has been unmatched 

by any other Canadian politician. When people opened 
a newspaper or turned on the evening news they actually 

enjoyed seeing government in action. Brilliant, 

articulate, fluently bilingual with the vibrant good looks 

of a nouvelle-vague film star, Trudeau always had the right 

response for the camera and the appropriate bon mot for 

the newsmen. Never mind that his response to Montreal 

truck drivers was to "Mangez de la merde", or that 

Saskatchewan farmers pelted him with wheat that they 

were unable to sell, or that he rudely waved "that finger" 

to protesters in Salmon Arm, B.C. 

What did matter is that Trudeau entertained the media 

and enthralled the country. He was able to successfully 

ridicule his opponents' 1974 election campaign platform 

of wage and price controls with the one line quip "Zap! 
You're frozen", and then go on to win the election and 

implement those same controls the very next year. He 

dated Barbara Streisand. He married a 22-year-old 

flower child 29 years his junior. He told newsmen that he 

had simply said "fuddle-duddle" when he had bluntly 

told a member of Her Majesty's Loyal Opposition to f. . . 

off during question period. He pirouetted behind the 
Queen's back at Buckingham Palace. He drove an 

antique Mercedes convertible during the summer. He 

always wore a red rose in his lapel since a touch of red, 

as any newsphotographer knows will saturate a 

photograph's colours and will generally help to give an all 

round better picture. Trudeau always made good press, 

and as a result there was comparatively little critical 

comment. 

But move away from traditional liberalism Trudeau 

did. And in this he was perfectly consistent. In 1969 when 

he was asked whether he favoured a socialist or a 
capitalist system his response was: "Labour Party 

Socialist — or Cuban socialism or Chinese socialism — 

socialism from each according to his means." In 1975 he 

commented, " W e haven't been able to make it work, the 

free market system . . . The government is going to have 

to take a larger role in running institutions. It means 

there is going to be not less authority in our lives but 

perhaps more."6 By 1982 he had created Canada's new 

Charter of Rights and Freedoms which had entrenched 

for everyone the "right to life, liberty and security oi 

person" (Section 7) but which omitted any mention of 

property rights. It was a curious but telling turn ot John 

Locke's famous phrase: "Life, liberty and estate". As 

long ago as 1962 Trudeau had written that the erroneous 
"liberal idea of property ... is now hampering the march 

toward economic democracy".7 It is small wonder that 

businessmen can hardly mention Trudeau's name 

without an accompanying expletive and that when the 

Toronto Stock Exchange received news of his resignation 

the composite index jumped 23 points. 

In one sense though, Trudeau had been successful. He 
had brought Quebec's Quiet Revolution to Ottawa. He 

had presided over an effective transfer of power giving 

Quebec, for perhaps the first time in its history, an 

effective secular voice at the federal level equal to that ol 
English Canada. O n April 17, 1982 when the British 

North America Act was repatriated from Westminster, 

ending what had been in effect the anachronistic power of 
the British parliament to still in principle legislate for 

Canada,8 four signatures were added to the new 

constitution. The first was of course that of Elizabeth II. 

The other three — those of Pierre Trudeau, Jean 

Chre'tien and Andre Ouellet — were all from Quebec. 

In another sense though Trudeau had failed, and he 

had failed just as much here as he had with the economy. 

By the time of his resignation difficulties in federal-

provincial relations were no more resolved than they had 

been in 1968. If anything, they were worse. 

Disagreements over the ownership and pricing ol gas and 

oil reserves in the west and off the east coast, a 

traditionally provincial concern, were just one example. 

Matters involving provincial bilingualism were another. 

As the years had gone by the country had become more 

and more divided about Trudeau, about bilingualism, 

and about the federal/provincial division of powers. Even 

by the early 1970s it had become just as difficult for the 
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Liberals to win a seat in the four provinces west of 

Ontario as it was for the Conservatives to win a seat in 

Quebec. By 1984 the only two things that the country was 

united on were that they were tired of Trudeau's 

economic mismanagement and they wanted the Liberals 

out of power. 

But why was this election so important for Canada? 
W h y was it necessary that Canada obtain a truly national 

government with strong representation from across the 

country at just this time? The reason is that 1984 marks 

the beginning of a brief window of opportunity for 

Canada to deal once and for all with a problem which has 

troubled the confederation since its inception, the 

problem that Trudeau had originally set out to solve — 

the problem of regionalism. 

Undealt-with regional concerns such as those of 

Quebec are nothing new in Canada, a country second in 

size only to the Soviet Union and yet with a population 

per square kilometre ratio comparable to that of 

Australia's. In fact, if there is one area in which the 

Canadian experiment can be said to have failed it is in its 
continual inability to adequately deal with regional 

concerns at the federal level. Not only Quebec, but the 

west and the maritimes have spawned their fair share of 

separatist parties. Other parties such as the Confedera

tion of Regions Party (COR) advocate a complete 

restructuring of the federal system. In September's 

election, not only did such parties run candidates in well 

over half the country's electorates, but in many cases they 

polled well ahead of such minor parties as the Libertarian 

Party and the Green Party. In some cases they finished 

second behind the Conservatives.9 The northern 

territories, too, represent a sleeping regional giant just 

beginning to realise its potential. 

Despite all this, the strongest test to Canada's federal 
system to date has obviously come from Quebec. The 

decade from the 1970 October Crisis to the 1980 Quebec 

referendum was an inevitable outcome of the Quiet 

Revolution. Because of this, it was also in some respects 

inevitable that Pierre Trudeau, or someone very much 

like him would have been the only appropriate choice for 

the job of Prime Minister during this decade. 

In October 1970 four members of the Front de 

Libe'ration du Quebec (FLQ) kidnapped the senior 

United Kingdom Trade Commissioner, James Cross, 

and Quebec Minister of Labour and Immigration Pierre 

Laporte. They demanded, among other things, the 

release of 23 "political prisoners" who were simply 

common criminals in the eyes of the majority of 

Canadians, both French and English alike. As a result, at 

4 am on October 16, Trudeau (in consultation with 

Montreal and Quebec City) invoked the War Measures 

Act. This conferred upon police the powers to search 

without warrant, to detain without charge, and to jail 

without bail or the right to contact legal counsel. The next 

day Laporte was murdered. 

Today there is very little, if any, evidence to suggest 
that the F L Q was anything but a few petty criminals with 

revolutionary pretensions, or that it was capable of any 

form of systematic terrorism of the kind warned against. 

As time has passed it has become increasingly difficult to 

justify the implementation of the War Measures Act and 

the hundreds of arrests that were made. Today it is still 

not clear whether the implementation of the War 

Measures Act was a factor in Laporte's death, or whether 

the kidnappings were used as an excuse to attempt to 

stamp out, not just the F L Q but the rising democratic 

separatist party which now holds office in Quebec, the 

Parti Que'be'cois. About the only thing which is clear is 

that if such decisive action had come from anyone but a 

Quebecer, Quebec's and Canada's histories would today 

be very different. 

Ten years later the Parti Quebecois sought a mandate 

to begin negotiations towards what it called Sovereignty-

Association — a sugar-coated proposal for an indepen

dent Quebec.10 Once again Trudeau played a pivotal role 

by acting and arguing strongly in favour of federalism. 

Once again it would not have been nearly as convincing 

if it had come from anyone but a Quebecer who had had 

his roots in the Quiet Revolution. 

In the process of arguing against the concept of 

Sovereignty-Association, however, Trudeau did one 

other thing. He promised Quebec (and with it the rest of 

Canada) a "renewed federalism", a chance to re

evaluate and then to rework troublesome aspects of 

Canada's current federal system. It was with this goal in 

mind that he repatriated the British North America Act 

and added to it his new Charter of Rights and Freedoms 

to form Canada's 1982 constitution. 

However, the new constitution has done little by way 

of "renewing federalism".11 If anything, it could be said 

to be a revolution in favour ofthe status quo. As a result, 

the mood of expectancy that had been present in Quebec 

as well as in the rest of Canada began to turn against 

Trudeau. 

Brian Mulroney and the Conservatives, whether they 

know it or not, have now come to power with the 

mandate to do two things, the first is to get unemploy

ment down to a reasonable level and to reverse the 

tradition of Trudeau's economic mismanagement. The 

second is to take up this window of opportunity for 

renewing the federal structure and to implement 

institutional reforms that will finally guarantee that 

regional voices will have a satisfactory outlet in Ottawa. 

It is the latter of these two tasks which is of greater long 

term importance and which requires a truly national 

government. Hence the importance of the 1984 general 

election and of the Conservative landslide. 

Of almost equal importance is the individual who is to 
take Trudeau's place at this time. O n September 17th 

when Governor-General Jeanne Sauve swore in Brian 

Mulroney (The Conservative Party's first ever leader 

from Quebec) Canada gained a Prime Minister whose 

main claim to fame is that of being a great negotiator. 

Only one other man besides Mulroney has risen to the 

top in Canadian politics with a specialisation in industrial 

relations: William Lyon Mackenzie King. Once in office 

King managed to remain in power for a total of almost 
22 years.12 
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After Mulroney's honeymoon with the electorate and 
the inevitable recognition that the Liberals left the 

country in worse shape than anyone had imagined, what 
will be the Conservative agenda? O n the economic side 

they will have to begin a programme of deregulation, 
revamping F I R A and the N E P (among others) to once 

again encourage investment within the country. Because 
of unemployment it will be a real challenge not to add to 

the country's massive deficit. As in the U.S. Mulroney 

and his team will have to make a decision about whether 

they believe that the deficit is like a loan that eventually 

has to be repaid, or whether it is simply money that 

Canada owes itself, and hence harmless, even if not ideal. 

O n the question of a renewed federalism it is important 
that two things be done. The first is that steps be taken 

towards increasing provincial autonomy. Despite 

Trudeau's accomplishments with regard to Quebec, his 

view of a homogeneous bilingual Canada is simply a 

mistaken one. The country is far too large and varied for 

this ever to occur. The image of the Canadian mosaic in 

contrast to the American melting pot remains accurate. If 

provinces such as Newfoundland are ever to become self-

sufficient they must be granted greater autonomy and 

greater control over their natural resources. Secondly, 
institutional reform at the federal level has become 

mandatory. In particular, the 1983 proposal put forward 

by a joint committee of the Senate and the House of 

C o m m o n s in favour of reforming Canada's Senate to be 
an elected body must be implemented in order to increase 

regional participation at the federal level.13 The fact that 

Mulroney has been given such a massive majority, 
together with the fact that seven of the current ten 

provincial governments are also Conservative means that 

Canada currently has a very rare opportunity to make a 

permanent and important mark upon its history. It is 
unlikely that the country will be given many more such 

opportunities. 

In fact, the only real problem that Mulroney should 

have to face is what to do with such a plethora of riches. 
H e has more backbenchers than benches on the govern

ment side ofthe C o m m o n s . Unfortunately, too, there are 

only about 30 cabinet posts and another 60 or so jobs such 
as Speaker, committee chairmen and parliamentary 

secretaries. W h a t to do with everyone else could be a real 

challenge. Perhaps Mulroney should consider carefully 

the caution of Canada's first Prime Minister, Sir John A. 

Macdonald: "Given a government with a big surplus, a 

big majority and a weak opposition, you could debauch 

a committee of archangels."14 Then again, perhaps the 

deficit will keep him in check. 

NOTES 
1. The short lived nine month government of Joe Clark elected 

in 1979 had been a minority government. 
2. For example, his writings included such essays as "The 

Practice and Theory of Federalism", written in 1961 when 
Trudeau was an iconoclastic law professor in Montreal. 

3. Maclean's, vol. 97, no. 13, 26 March 1984, p.40. John 
Turner had the second shortest term of office of any 
Canadian Prime Minister. Sir Charles Tupper had the 
shortest term in 1896 when he governed for only 69 days. 

4. Maclean's, vol. 97, no. 11, 12 March 1984, p.28. In fact the 
estimates range anywhere from $24.5-billion to $31.3-
billion. See "The Annual Report on the Canadian 
Economy", Saturday Night, vol. 99, no. 7, July 1984, p. 16. 

5. Maclean's, vol. 97, no. 11, 12 March 1984, p.28. 
6. Both quotes are given by the National Citizens' Coalition, 

Maclean's, vol. 95, no. 43, 25 October 1982, p. 65. 
7. "Economic Rights", McGill Law Journal, vol. 8 (1962), no. 

2, p. 125. 
8. This power was analogous to the type of power that 

Westminster still retains in respect to, say, the British 
Merchant Shipping Act which allows it to even today (in 
principle) legislate for the Australian states in areas not 
explicitly covered by the Commonwealth constitution. See 
The Australian, Friday 28 September 1984, Special Report 
p. 3. 

9. See The Leader-Post, 05 September 1984, p. A4, and The 
Globe and Mail, 05 September 1984, p. 8. 

10. As in the case of Norway's peaceable secession from 
Sweden, this referendum was in a number of respects almost 
an instance of that remarkable phenomenon, the paradox of 
democracy. 

11. The only thing that might be said in favour of the new 
constitution in this regard is that it did articulate and 
formalise for the first time an amending formula which 
could, in principle at least, pave the way towards eventual 
reforms. 

12. These 22 years were spread over three separate terms and 
are, I expect, some sort of a British Commonwealth Record. 

13. For exactly the same reason it is also important, despite the 
committee's recommendation to the contrary, that 
proportional representation be implemented as in the case 
of the Australian senate. 

14. The Leader-Post, 05 September 1984, p. A6. 

1986 Churchill 
Fellowships 

for overseas study 

The Churchill Trust invites applications from Australians, ot 
18 years and over from all walks of life who wish to be 
considered for a Churchill Fellowship to undertake, during 
1986, an overseas study proiect that will enhance their use
fulness to the Australian community 

Mo prescribed qualifications are required, merit being the 
primary test whether based on past achievements or dem
onstrated ability for future achievement 

Fellowships are awarded annually to those who have al
ready established themselves in their calling They are not 
awarded to students or for basic study, nor for the purpose 
of obtaining higher academic or formal qualifications 
Details may be obtained by writing to 
The Winston Churchill Memorial Trust (2) 
G P O Box 478 
C A N B E R R A CITY ACT 2601 

Completed application forms and reports 
from three referees must be submitted by 
Thursday 28 February 1985 
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Geoffrey Bewley 

Travels in Khomeini's Iran 
On the Bus to India 

N O T S O M A N Y people travel in Iran now. The 

Afghan revolutions after 1978 discouraged many 

of the rugged four-wheel drivers, dope-smokers 

and seekers after truth and wisdom who headed east from 

Europe in the Sixties and Seventies, and the Iranian 

revolution turned back most ofthe rest. The world press, 
never over friendly toward Islam, made the Ayatollah 

Khomeini look like the sort of chap whose followers used 

to harry the Foreign Legion and aim long jezails down the 

Khyber Pass. We'd heard about excesses by the Shah's 

secret police, but the tribunals of Islamic justice which 

replaced them also sounded pretty tough. The hostage 

crisis gave an image of student power running out of 

control. The war with Iraq was no tourist attraction. 

Just the same, Iran's doors were never nailed shut. 

Visas were available. Overland tour companies kept 

coming through until they ran low on customers. 

Independent travellers banded together in the Pudding 

Shop in Istanbul and caught buses on to India almost as 

in the old days. With Afghanistan shut they took the old 

alternative route south-east through Iran's desert to 

Zahedan, then across to Taftan in Pakistan and on to 

Quetta. 

In September 1984 American, Canadian and French 

travellers were still advised to stay out of Iran, but other 

people could generally get visas at the Iranian Embassy 

in Ankara. First an Australian had to get letters from his 

own embassy proving he was an Australian citizen with 

a passport valid for Iran and Pakistan. Then if he handed 

the passport with the letters and an application form to 

the fat, smiling, black-moustached man in the glass box 

by the Iranian Embassy's gate, he'd get it back with the 

visa next morning. The cost was 135 Turkish lira, about 

35 cents, and it seemed best not to question this. 

In Ankara it was possible to buy a ticket for a bus as 
far as Teheran. "You have Iranian money?" the Turkish 

ticket-seller asked. He did some arithmetic on the back of 

an envelope. It turned out to be also possible to exchange 

ten U S dollars, cash, for five thousand Iranian rials, at a 

time when the official rate in Iran was about 90 rials to 

the dollar. It seemed a good idea to go along with this, too. 

The bus reached and left Ankara after midnight. The 

other passengers were mostly Iranians heading home. 

Geoffrey Bewley is an Australian writer. 

There was a day's drive across the low stony hills of 

Anatolia, more or less in company with a couple of other 

buses, overtaking convoys of big eighteen-wheeler TIR 

cargo lorries. At Erzerum the buses all stopped for the 

night, which gave the passengers from Istanbul one 

night's sleep in a hotel bed out of three. Most of the 

Iranian women on board had started the trip in European 

clothes, blouses and pullovers and skirts. At Erzerum in 

the morning they turned out in long dark dresses, baggy 

trousers and long-sleeved jackets like school uniforms for 

the last lap home. 

The bus passed close under Mount Ararat, rising clear 

through a strip of thin grey cloud with its peak hidden in 

a higher layer. There were herds of sheep and camels and 

the dark tents of nomads on the plain between the 

mountain and the road. The Turkish side of the border 

had a big yard for parking and the driver collected 

passports for Turkish exit stamps. There was a big 

picture ofthe Ayatollah Khomeini and the slogan, " N O 

E A S T E R N N O W E S T E R N " , by the gate into Iran. 

Once in the Iranian entry hall there'd been a big 

picture of the late Shah, hatless, wearing a kind of 

uniform and a politician's smile, posed on a patch of 

green grass with fleecy white clouds behind, stepping 

forward with his hand out as if in friendship and 

welcome. N o w a sterner portrait ofthe Ayatollah hung in 

that work's place. 

There was a long delay over entry stamps and another 

before the customs check. This was all pretty much as 
before, anyway. 

"This is your bag?" a stocky, grinning chap with a 

black moustache and an unshaven chin said at last. 
"What do you have to declare?" 

"Well, what do I need to declare? You tell m e and I'll 
tell you if I've got it." 

"Forbidden things," he said. 

"What forbidden things?" 

"You have, weapons?" 

"No." 
"Drugs?" 
"No." 
"Whisky?" 
"No." 
"Playing cards?" 
A head shake. 
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"Sex magazines?" But by then he'd given up 

pretending to be stern. The green webbing bag was 

unlocked and half unzipped, but he chalked it and waved 
it away. 

Then there was another long wait. It had been possible 

to take photos on the Turkish side, but the Iranian 

soldiers waved cameras away, "No, no," they said. 
"Forbidden." 

They had automatic carbines and it seemed best not to 

argue, even though the picture subject was only the 
Turkish bus. Then a few minutes later a truly forbidden 

subject came in sight. Two open light trucks full of very 

young soldiers, moustacheless, in green uniforms rolled 

out of an alley behind some buildings and headed down 

the road to the east. The soldiers sat with their rifles 

between their knees, with white cloth strips like trendy 

joggers' headbands around their foreheads. There were a 

few older soldiers with moustaches, non-commissioned 

officers perhaps. They all looked happy and excited, like 

very young schoolboys off to a cricket match they never 

doubted they'd win. In less than a minute they were out 

of sight. 

The bus started again an hour later. Some of the 

Iranians on board spoke English, and between the border 

and Tabriz they made conversation. One said he was a 

medical student. He was small and dark with spectacles, 

and his moustache was clipped short. He was a graduate 

of Tabriz University, and now he wanted to do a 

specialist course abroad in ophthalmology. Could he go 

to a university in Australia? 

This was hard to answer. Australia was a long way. It 

took most of its foreign students from South-East Asia. 

Wasn't it better to study in America or England? 

"No, I couldn't go," he said. "Because once many 

Iranians studied in America, but now the government 
hates America so there is no visa." 

He said he spoke better French than English, but the 

Iranian government hated France too. "England, I don't 

know," he said. "Do they teach this course there?" 

"I'd think they would. Scotland might be the place. 

Scotland is where lots of doctors come from." 

"Do they teach this in Scotland?" 

"You'd have to write and ask. But I'd think they'd be 

bound to." 

Another Iranian, Hamid, was about thirty years old, 

with long bushy brown hair. "He is an Iranian hippie," 

one of his friends said. In fact he was an engineer. He'd 

been working on a project in Istanbul, it was finished, 

and now he was going to look for work at home. He had 

no great hopes of finding any. 

"Nothing for engineer," he said. "Khomeini's fault. 

Khomeini doesn't want anything modern, only pray all 

the time." 

The Iranians listening nodded. 

"Country was better before," Hamid said. "Before all 

this Khomeini." 

Nobody spoke against this. 

T wo Iranian brothers were watching and listening. 

Very likely they hadn't seen many visitors in their coun

try lately. "So, what do you think about Iran?" one said. 

It was like being interviewed at Mascot by a Norman 

Gunston. So far there'd only been the border crossing 

and the bus. But already it was possible to conclude that 

Iranians were a lot friendlier now than they'd been in 

1974 and 1978, before the revolution. They all looked 

pleased to hear that, at least. 

In Teheran the bus station was a long way from the city 
centre, and it was necessary to take a taxi in. Just as 

before Teheran's traffic was very bad, very thick and too 

fast, with cars inches apart nudging angrily from lane to 
lane. Drivers shouted and shook their fists. 

The taxi driver was thin and tallish with a lean face and 

the standard bushy black moustache under a beaky nose. 

He talked all the time in fast, slightly American English 

as he scraped past one threatened collision after another. 
He said he'd been a sergeant in the Air Force before the 

revolution and he'd learned English then, but he'd 
forgotten a lot in the last five years. In conditions that 

might have kept Niki Lauda on his toes he didn't do so 

badly, however. 

"You like Iran?" he said. "You like Khomeini?" 

Those were still tricky questions to answer. But 

anyway, he was more concerned, rightly, with what he 

had to tell us than with what we had to tell him. 

"Khomeini is bad, bad for Iran," he said. "Before 

Khomeini, Iran good, was okay. Before, people could 

buy food. Money for food was not very big. Money for 

rice, six toman, sixty rial a kilo. Now, five hundred a kilo. 
Gas for engine, five rial a litre. Now, thirty-five a litre. 

Meat, hundred rial a kilo. Now, six hundred a kilo." 

O n the left there was a white and gold mosque 

decorated like a maypole with streamers and coloured 

flags from the minaret. The driver grinned and pointed. 

"All Khomeini," he said. "Khomeini, nothing, only 

this. Now no schools, no hospitals, nothing done, only," 
and he took both hands off the wheel for an uneasy instant 

and put them together as if in prayer. 

He pointed at three or four women standing at a 

corner. "Now, women," he said, "no clothes, nothing 

western, only chador, chador. I don't like. Nothing 

western, nothing new, nobody likes." 

At one corner two cars were trapped nose to nose in the 
traffic, blocking one another, with both drivers leaning on 

their horn buttons. "See this, this," he said. "Iranians 

now, all fighting. Now there is no law in Iran. Five years 

and now like this." 

That was debatable. O n a taxi ride to Teheran's 

railway station in 1974 that driver had knocked over a 

motorcyclist, then jumped out to swap a few blows with 

him before the traffic lights changed. In 1978 there'd 

been tales of Iranian drivers steering on to the pavement 

toward white visitors, at least to scare them if not to 

actually hit them. Things didn't seem to have changed 

too much since those days. 

"Yesterday in the news three Iranian planes, Air 

Force, flew away to other country," the driver said 

"This war, Iraq, nobody likes. All Khomeini. This is no 

good. Now I would like to leave too. Two, three years, 

Iran is going in the basket. What you call it? The waste 
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basket. Iran is m y home, m y country, I love it, but now 
I like to leave it. But nowhere to go now." 

There was another fistfight in a street before the 
Amirkabir Hotel. T w o cars were stopped nose to tail with 
broken glass on the ground. T w o unshaven Iranians in a 
circle of onlookers were pushing each other in the chest, 
and then one swung at the other's head, knocked him 
backwards and dived on top of him. The spectators closed 
in to pull them apart. This time through, it was nice to 
be well clear of that sort of thing. 

The Amirkabir Hotel had always been the main place 
for overlanders to stay in Teheran. It was still open, but 
most of the rooms were derelict, dirty and piled with 
junk. The staff almost outnumbered the guests. The 
register showed an average of fewer than two people a day 
coming in, mostly Japanese, British and German. The 
other hotels in Teheran apparently weren't taking 
travellers at all. The new staff were friendlier than the old 
had been. The manager asked for passports to copy 
details into the register. "You can get them back in the 
morning," he said. 

"We're going to the bus office. We've got to get 
tickets." 

"You will not need your passports to buy tickets. It is 
safer to leave them here." 

"Safer?" 

"If you have your passport an unofficial policeman 
might ask for it and not give it back." 

" W h o are these unofficial policemen?" 

"There are thirty-three million Iranians," the 
manager said. "Anyone with a gun is an unofficial 
policeman." 

»% So the passports stayed in the manager's drawer. As it 
turned out no official or unofficial policemen asked for 
them. Perhaps that was just good luck, though. 

It turned out there was still at least one English 
language newspaper in Teheran. The Teheran Times 
was a four-page daily for twenty-five rials. The front page 
headlines closely reflected the Iranian government's 
preoccupations: T O B E N D T O I R A Q IS T O B U R Y 
ISLAM; IRAN, SYRIA AND LIBYA IN COORDINA
TION AGAINST ISRAEL; IRAQI OFFICIAL FEARS 
IRAN THREAT TO ARAB WORLD; ISLAMIC 
FORCES INFLICT HEAVY LOSSES O N ENEMY. 
The last said forty-five Iraqis were killed or wounded in 
exchanges of fire on the western fighting front. There was 
no mention of any Iranian losses. The second page 
carried an editorial urging the abolition of the veto in the 
United Nations Security Council. The foreign exchange 
list showed the Australian dollar worth 75.609 rials. The 
third page carried classified advertisements and an article 
on the social and political value of Haj pilgrimages to 
Mecca. The fourth had minor stories from the wire 
services on floods in India, fighting in Nicaragua and El 
Salvador and a delayed space shuttle landing in Florida. 
The sports news told of Essex leading Notts in an English 
county match, and tennis in the United States. 

There were other encounters with English-speaking 
Iranians. They all ran close to the pattern. Iran was no 

good now. What was Australia like? Could Iranians go 
there? Could they study there? What could they do there? 
The answers to this didn't come any easier with practice. 

It was more interesting to compare their ideas on Iran s 
future. None liked the Ayatollah, although, of course, 
Iranians who did like him might be less likely to speak 
English and much less inclined to approach foreigners 
anyway. Most thought there'd be another revolution 
when he died. Some thought there'd be one sooner. Most 
said they wanted a free, democratic Iran in the end, 
although they appeared to have no clear idea of how this 
might come about. Some said there was support for the 
Shah's young heir, Crown Prince Reza, who now lived 
in exile in Egypt and was kept in close touch with events 
at home. But the usual feeling was that next time round, 
it would be the Army's turn. 

The comfortable bus east from Teheran to Kerman 
passed the holy city of Q o m , an apparently unexciting 
place off the road to the right. O n the railway line a 
breakdown train with a crane was moving south. The 
shaky old bus onward from Kerman to Zahedan passed 
through little places where the Coca-Cola bottles were all 
empty, where one stop had a large dead snake in spirits 
in ajar behind the counter. Then there was the real desert 
with camels, dust devils and mirages. At Zahedan there 
was a cheap dusty hotel with no water in the rooms, a 
barracks across the street and in the morning a small bus 
to the compound on the Pakistan border. 

The crossing took four days and four nights. In fact it 
would have been better to spend an extra day or two in 
Tabriz or Teheran out of the seven days allowed. But at 
that stage there'd been a lot of ground still to cover, 
there'd appeared to be at least the possibility of awkward 
delays in the eastern stretch, and it hadn't seemed 
sensible to take a chance on it. 

This time through, one big change was the replacement 
of the Shah's pictures everywhere by the pictures and 
Allah symbol of the Ayatollah. But a bigger change was 
in the attitude ofthe people toward visitors. Apparently 
they'd decided that whatever was wrong with the place 
now, it wasn't the fault of outsiders any more. All the 
famous old Iranian hostility was gone. Generally there 
was the sort of sober Moslem courtesy met by visitors in, 
say, Pakistan and Malaysia. At best there was 
enthusiasm. At worst there was only indifference. The 
roughest patch along the overland trail had smoothed out 
at last, but too late for most overlanders to benefit. 

One Iranian gave a detailed prediction for Iran's 
future. "Khomeini's path is narrowing now," he said. 
"Nobody likes the way he runs the country. Nobody says 
much, the army, guns, but nobody likes it. Soon, now, 
people say, another revolution. Six months, January, 
February, then Khomeini goes." 

"What happens then?" 

"Then everybody fights. Iranians are crazy. More 
revolution, more fighting." 

"What happens in the end?" 

"I think no end, only revolution. I think always 
fighting, revolution in Iran now." 
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Don't Blame Whitlam, 
Blame the System 

An Alternative View to Don Markwell's Article, 
"Why Whitlam was to Blame". 

O N M A R K W E L L ' S articje "The Dismissal — 

• W h y Whitlam was to blame", Quadrant, March 

\^L^ 1984 gives a one-sided view of that historic event. 

t appears to be his thesis that the Governor General had 

~io active role to play in the maintenance of stable 

rovernment. In ordinary circumstances I would agree 
.vith this, but these were not ordinary circumstances. 

Several State Governments had departed from the 

conventional procedure for filling Senate casual 
vacancies. To that extent the 1975 Senate was 

' gerrymandered. The Senate had made no firm decision 

on the Budget and the Government of Australia was 
being held in suspense. Funds had not run out and it was 

common knowledge that a number of Opposition 

. Senators were opposed to the Opposition's tactics. 

The Governor General failed in his duty to attempt to 

• maintain stable government. It was apparent from the 

- moment that the Budget was brought down that a crisis 

could develop. There were intractable forces present in 

: the situation. The Prime Minister led a party solidly 
: behind him, and both the Prime Minister and the Leader 

! ofthe Opposition were men of formidable tenacity. The 

Governor General was aware of the approaching crisis. 

On 10 June 1976 the Chief Justice Sir Garfield Barwick 

told the National Press Club in Canberra that at a dinner 

on 20 September 1975 he had become aware that the 

Governor General was "troubled very much in his mind 
about what was occurring" (Freudenberg, p. 374). 

Therefore, on 11 November, 1975 the Governor General 

had been pondering the problems he faced for almost two 

months, yet he did not consult his Constitutional advisors 

— the Executive Council. 

The Governor General, therefore, was the weak link in 

the chain, not Gough Whitlam whose decision-making 

was hedged around with people whom he could not 

ignore, and procedures over which he had no control. It 

is odd that after eighty years of existence the democratic 

nature of the Federal Parliamentary Labor Caucus is so 

little understood. The Labor Party in Government is not 

a monolithic authoritarian system in which there is only 

Gordon Bryant was a Member of House of Representatives (Wills 

Labor Victoria) 1955-1980, Cabinet Minister Labor Government 

1972-1975, and is presently Honorary Visiting Fellow, Department of 

Economics, La Trobe University. 

one opinion. It is a major weakness of Don Markwell's 
thesis that he does not understand it either. 

A literal interpretation of the Governor General's 
powers as set out in the Constitution poses great dangers 

to Australian democracy, and it is the literal 

interpretation ofthe power conferred by Section 62 which 
the author supports. Does he support a literal 

interpretation of other sections ofthe Constitution which 

refer only to the Governor General and not the Governor 
General in Council? 

Section 63 ofthe Constitution states "the provisions of 

this Constitution referring to the Governor General in 

Council shall be construed as referring to the Governor 

General acting with the advice of the Federal Executive 

Council". Are we to read those sections in which the 

Governor General alone is mentioned as conferring upon 

him an absolute power to exercise the authority there 

defined. It is a formidable list. Section 5 confers the 

power to prorogue Parliament, appoint the times for 

holding sessions of Parliament and dissolve the House of 
Representatives. Section 56 confers upon the Governor 

General the sole right to recommend the appropriation of 

money. Section 57 gives him the authority to dissolve 

both Houses of Parliament. Section 58 allows him to 

withhold assent from Bills or recommend amendments. 

Section 62 confers upon him the power to choose 

members of the Executive Council who hold office 

"during his pleasure". Section 64 confers the authority 
to appoint Ministers of State to administer Departments 

and permits him to appoint non-members of the 

Parliament for periods up to three months. Section 68 

appoints him as Commander in Chief of the Naval and 

Military Forces of the Commonwealth and Section 128 

gives him the authority to submit to a Referendum a 

Constitutional alteration bill which has passed only one 
House. 

Can anyone claiming to be a democrat support a literal 

interpretation of all these powers? It is inconsistent to 

assume that the Governor General may act in some of 

these instances without the advice of his Ministers but not 

in others. 

From the beginning ofthe crisis the Governor General 

should have consistently consulted his advisers, the 

Executive Council. The Governor General is the 

President of the Executive Council and the Executive 

Quadrant, January-February 1985 103 









claimed he was "a complete m a d m a n " who was "quite 
berserk" and said we'd have to "call the mental health 
department". The adrenalin was really running and I 
was clenching m y fists and readying myself for a fistfight, 
but the sales clerk was lifting up the counter to intervene, 
when the fellow chucked it in, departing with curses 
about "slimy limies". (Most Americans think 
Australians are British.) 

H e left in a terrible fury, without even getting to ask 
for his typewriter parts. Beauty! I won that one! 

The second time I came close to a fight was in the 
queue (Americans say line) at a checkout of a hardware 
store at Ossining, N e w York. Ossining is a small Hudson 
River settlement thirty miles north of Manhattan, and its 
main claim to fame is what, these days, is called the 
Ossining Correctional Facility but which in the days 
before bureaucratic pomposity and euphemism became 
so rampant, was known as Sing Sing Jail. The old timers 
around there claim you could tell when one of "de punks 
was cookin" by the flickering of your lights. They haven't 
brought back the electric chair in N e w York state, but I 
learned afterwards that Ossining still has more than its 
share of punks, and that in the words of a neighbour a 
couple of miles south where I lived in a somewhat more 
refined neighbourhood: "You don't mess with dem 
people around Sing Sing." 

Anyway, there I was waiting in line at the checkout of 
the hardware store, about three people in front of me, 
vaguely aware of someone behind me. I looked over to 
some goods to m y right, and, like a shot, the guy behind 
m e was past m e on the left and ahead of m e in the line. 

"In a hurry, eh?" I said. Absolute silence. The N e w 
York pretend-not-to-hear caper again. 

M e more loudly: "I said, are you in a great hurry. You 
could ask to go ahead ..." 

Faked surprise from the Sneak: "I didn't hear you. 
What's that?" 

M e : "I suppose you didn't see m e either." The Sneak 
agreed, he just hadn't seen me, though he still made no 
move to let m e regain m y proper place in the line. 

So I gave it to him with sarcasm and abuse: "Bad 
hearing, bad eyesight and bad bloody manners . . . 
You're a real basket case." And then I remember telling 
him where I came from mothers taught their kids about 
taking turns at the age of three or four. 

Well, what an eruption: "I'm not going to be lectured 
by some smart-ass son-of-a-bitch that comes into m y 
country ..." lots of angry xenophobia and waving of 
arms, abuse, swearing, and very near to the brink of 
violence. I was giving as good as I was getting calling him 
a "pathetic gutless sneak cheat" and suchlike. H e was 
bigger than I and I was only given courage to hold m y 
verbal ground and answer him back and keep up the 
verbal confrontation by the deterrent power of the 
"weapon" I carried. It was a large sledge hammer I was 
buying from the store and which I was waiting to pay for. 

I actually menaced him with it a bit, I think, raising it 
from the floor of the store into a position over m y 
shoulder. That gave m e enough reassurance to continue 
the abuse right on into the carpark outside and I 
remember shouting at him as he got in his car, that with 
his bad hearing and eyesight he shouldn't be allowed to 
have a driving licence. 

I felt great about that one. It's a real intellectual chal
lenge to keep up a flow of insulting comments and wound
ing abuse, much harder than writing. And it's a great test 
of quick judgement to know just how far you can go, and 
a test of containing your own anger, going just far enough 
to tell-the-bastard-what-he-deserves, while not getting hurt. 

The third incident of just avoiding a fight, I didn't 
handle very well. I got too abusive too early. It was the 
same American pretend-not-to-hear caper which gets m e 
so damned angry. It was on m y walk home from work 
from the subway station. It's about a ten minute walk, 
which I suppose I've done about six hundred times in two 
years living here, and about three hundred of those times 
I've managed to strike up a friendly and often interesting 
conversation and got to know quite a few locals. So don't 
get m e wrong. The unfriendly surlies are not very 
common. But I'm damned intolerant of them when I 
come across them! 

Anyway M r Surly, as he turned out, gave m e the 
pretending-not-to-hear routine as we walked virtually 
side by side and I opened a conversation with some 
inconsequential comment about the road works we were 
making our way around. I followed up with the rather 
uncalled for "Unsociable bugger" remark and walked 
faster to draw away from him. 

H e came after me, shouting "I don't have to talk to 
you. You don't cuss me. I won't have people cuss me." 

I'd escalated too early. I felt in a morally weak 
position, but not sufficiently in the wrong to apologise. I 
said rather lamely: "You could simply have said you 
didn't want to talk." But M r Surly was on the offensive, 
gaining in moral conviction. "You don't curse me. 
Nobody curses me." I could see he was thinking very 
seriously of hitting m e from his whole body language and 
face. I was torn. O n the one hand I felt he was a bit in 
the right. I'd been unnecessarily aggressive and 
objectionable, before he'd even said a word. O n the other 
hand I had taken a hearty dislike to the man and was not 
going to grovel with an apology. M y cop out was to say: 
"Cool it, man, cool it. I just said (a lie and a climb-down 
on m y part) you were unsociable. That's not a cursing 
word. Of course you don't have to talk to me." 

H e then went paternal, lecturing m e about not 
"cussing people" and imposing on strangers, which I put 
up with and which prevented it getting physical. I told 
him he was obviously "feeling bad" and I was "sorry I'd 
troubled him". H e indignantly said he "felt perfectly 
well" and with the argument fizzling away, we went our 
diverging routes home. 
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Music R. J. Stove 

'Authenticity': Spelling the 
Issue Out 

[In this age] . . . we have sunk to a depth at which the restatement of the obvious is the first duty 

of intelligent men. Orwell 

W ' H E N I was typing my 

review of the recent LP 

Stiftskirche Carinena for last 

September's Quadrant, I at no stage 

imagined that my remarks on the 

subject of current musicological 
trends would call forth so hysterical a 

response as they have done, nor that 

the overall level of my correspond

ents' attempts at argument would be 

so low. Never having had many 

illusions about the average Austra

lian musician's ability to think 

clearly on any topic other than the 

rude mechanics of executant tech

nique, I nonetheless must admit to 

surprise at the unselfconscious zeal 

with which my antagonists have 

indulged their nostalgic de la boue: in 

my experience backstabbing, rather 

than open avowal of mental sloth, is 

the Antipodean musical norm. 

New Zealand, as L. P. Hartley 

said about the past, is another 
country, and maybe they do things 

differently there; or maybe J. M . 

Thomson's December letter is simply 

the result of a momentary foaming at 

the mouth, its author having shown 

himself many years ago (principally 

through articles in the British journal 

Records and Recording) to be at least 

capable of comparatively well-

reasoned prose composition. Mean

while, acting in accordance with my 
Orwellian epigraph, I think it 

behooves me to make a thorough 

recapitulation of what, in "Homage 

to Catatonia", I originally said: as 

distinct from what J. M . Thomson, 

Paul Maloney and Andrew 

O'Connor appear to be convinced 

that I said. 

To begin with a point which I 

made at such length the first time 

round that I assumed Messrs 

Thomson, Maloney and O'Connor 

would in the ordinary course of 

events have grasped it, I have never 

regarded the use of authentic 

instruments as inherently inadvisable. 

O n the contrary, as it happens: in 

"Homage to Catatonia" I went out 

of my way to laud such artists as 

Wanda Landowska and the Dol-

metsch family, while the Collegium 

Terspichore's 1960 recording of 

dance music from Michael Prae-

torius' time I actually described as 

"beloved" Other discs to which I 

could have applied this adjective, but 

did not for reasons of space, are the 

Zurich Ricercare Ensemble's 1967 

album Estampies/Basses Danses/Pavanes 

(Harmonia Mundi H M 573), the 

Ulsamer Collegium's 1971 collection 

of Tanzmusik der Renaissance (Archiv 

Produktion 2533111), David Mun-

row's contemporaneous masterpiece 

Two Renaissance Dance Bands (His 

Master's Voice H Q S 1249) and 

Jean-Claude Malgoire's 1976 

anthology Sixteenth-Century Dances from 

Court and Village (CBS Masterworks 

76183): all of these being productions 

that grip the listener from start to 

finish, have plenty of solid musical 

meat under all their surface 

garnishing, and have confirmed their 

worth by remaining available in 
Australia as well as overseas for years 

on end. In any informed collector's 

list of the stereo era's artistic 

triumphs, they would deserve 

inclusion as much as Claudio Arrau's 

Beethoven performances, Fischer-

Dieskau's Schubert issues, or Sir 
Georg Solti's boxed sets of Wagner. 

They represent music-making at its 

liveliest, most tough-minded, most 

durably enjoyable and most 

effortlessly authoritative. If there 

were any sign that the average early 

music recording of the last seven 

years or so was as lively, tough-

minded, durably enjoyable and 

effortlessly authoritative, I should not 
have any objections to the industry as 

it now stands. 

What I do object to, and shall 

continue to object to until such time 

as the situation improves, is the 

method by which tertiary institutions 

and their propaganda organs have 

employed the notion of authentic 

instyrmentation as an excuse for 

precisely the same brand of gormless 

relativism (or, as its apologists prefer 

to call it, "historical awareness") 

that Alan Barcan, Lauchlan Chip-

man and Geoffrey Partington have 
perspicaciously denounced in other 

educational fields. The method of 

sabotage is always constant, whether 

the specific pedagogical area be that 

of early music, Eng. Lit., sex 

education, political science, 

anthropology, media studies, or 
whatever. 

First, you fill universities to 

bursting point with the comically 

under-educated but hopelessly over-

qualified refuse of the baby-boom 

and M e generations. Then, having 

carefully purged any of the staff 

members thus obtained who talk as 

though they can actually think their 

own ideologies back to their two 

sources (disgusting wealth and free

dom from the threat of National 

Service), you chatter endlessly about 

the need to rid oneself of "precon

ceived notions", "ethnocentricity", 

"sentimentality", "nineteenth-

century dogma", "value judge-
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ments", "bigotry", "narrow-

mindedness", and other codes of 

behaviour which go so far as to 

indicate the existence of eternal 
verities. 

Should there remain, even after all 

this, anyone who persists in such 
obscurantist activities as suggesting 

that X is definitely good and that Y 

is definitely bad, you turn on him 

your ultimate weapons: "Let us de

fine your terms", "That's a subjec

tive statement", and "More research 

is needed". (Note that it is not 
necessary to drag in any particular 

political doctrine of amorality, such as 

Marxist-Leninism, to achieve your 

desired end. There are, in fact, 

situations when that strategy would 

be actively counter-productive, 

antagonising the "art-for-art's-sake" 
crowd which perhaps mercifully has 

the numbers in the typical arts 

faculty. Best to stick to the course of 

action just outlined.) 

And this, in sum, is what the early 

music industry now does. The only 

subject on which its captains are 

remotely dogmatic is the matter of 

authentic instruments themselves. 

Apart from that, it is open slather. 

Eighteenth-century performers were 

given to ornamenting their melodic 

lines: so (the industry claims) this 

gives twentieth-century performers 

the inalienable right to do the same, 
regardless of whether they have 

talent or taste. Eighteenth-century 

performers are believed to have been 

fairly free-and-easy with their tempi: 

so (ditto) this gives twentieth-century 

performers the inalienable right to be 

similarly free-and-easy with eight

eenth-century music, regardless of 

whether their freedom and easiness 

derives from deliberate choice or 

mere amateurish inability to keep a 

steady beat. Eighteenth-century 
composers generally printed their 
works in vast collections rather than 

individually: so (ditto) this gives 

twentieth-century performers of such 

works the inalienable right to commit 

the collections to vinyl in their en

tirety, regardless of whether they are 

really serving the composer's best 
interest by thus sedulously refusing 

to distinguish between his best music 

and his worst. One could go on in the 

same vein. 

Inevitably, the industry's open-

slather policy has come to extend 

even to its past achievements. For my 

own part, I have lost count of the 

occasions when Monday's 'brilliant 

piece of scholarly investigation" has 

become Tuesday's "demonstrable 
error". But two especially note

worthy instances of the process 

spring to mind. Ten years ago it was 

customary to perform renaissance 

church music with instrumental 

accompaniment; today the tendency 

is to perform it without any accom
paniment at all. Fifteen years ago 

mediaeval English music was almost 

always sung with very blatantly 

Germanic and guttural pronuncia

tion ofthe words, the sort of pronun

ciation which most people would 

identify as stage-Chaucerian; ten 
years ago it was fairly often sung with 

conventionally modern vowel and 

consonant sounds, various so-called 

experts having announced that the 
sonic difference between Middle 

English and Modern English had 

been as greatly exaggerated as the 
news of Mark Twain's death; these 
days the stage-Chaucerian manner is 

de rigueur again. W h y such changes? 

Answer: no discernible reason; it is 

just part and parcel of the con

temporary academic mentality, with 

its seemingly incurable mania for 
interpreting its own fashion-plate 

fidgetiness as stumblings in the 

general direction of enlightenment. 

Halfway through "Homage to 

Catatonia" I gave chapter and verse 

for these admittedly grave charges: 

the sleeve-notes of Telefunken's most 
characteristic releases, and the 

average musicological essay. Not one 

of my opponents has shown the 

slightest indication of having both

ered to check me on these sources, 

and this is scarcely surprising: had 

they done so, they would have had to 
confess that their own case was blown 

sky-high. Come to think of it, not one 

of my opponents has so much as 

owned up to hearing the disc I 

happened to be writing about, or for 

that matter to not hearing it. Even by 

today's abysmal standards of dialec

tic this must be some sort of 
phenomenon. 

Turning from analysis of their 

screeds en bloc to consideration of 

their specific solecisms, I find Paul 

Maloney's the most curious letter of 

the three. Correction: most of it is by 

no means curious, or indeed compre

hensible, since M r Maloney is evi

dently too confused a propos music in 

general to make clear to his readers 
whether he is upbraiding my sub

stance or my style, since his 

accusation of frivolity is one which 

nobody who has taken in the subject-

matter of my previous Quadrant 

columns can possibly sustain, and 

since the term "philistine" is nothing 

more than a Rimbaudian swear

word, as completely emptied of 

meaning by now as "fascist" or 

"racist". But I should dearly like to 

know what leap of faith has enabled 

him to compare the late avant-gardiste 
Professor Donald Peart to James 

McAuley. 

I am almost as completely baffled 

by J. M . Thomson's choice of ostens

ible counter-examples to my observa

tions; the first of them is a record 

made fully nine years before the 

period about which I have been com
plaining, the second of them is a 

group which does not specialise in 

early music, while the third of them 

appears to concern Christopher Hog-

wood's New Year's Eve partying 

proclivities, which are both irrelevant 

and news to me. Andrew 
O'Connor's ardent vouching for the 

critical acuity of Early Music, a 

magazine in which academics write 

for academics about academics, is 

similarly mystifying: though if you're 

the sort of person who seriously 

imagines that L 'Osservatore Romano 
represents the last word in independ

ent judgement, your capacity for 

believing what you want to believe 

must be more or less limitless. 

O n reflection, I reckon that 

mystification and self-deception are 

of the very essence with all three of 
my attackers. Certainly I am mysti

fied, as I implied at the very 

beginning, by the sheer intensity of 

their sound and fury, quite apart 

from their incidental obfuscations of 

what is at stake. Apparently it is not 

enough for them that they should 

now have four of the world's most 

famous record labels (Telefunken/ 

Teldec, Archiv Produktion, 

L'Oiseau-Lyre and Reflexe) dancing 

j 
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to their tune; apparently it is not 
enough that these labels' corporation 
influence as advertisers should have 
reduced the once-proud early music 
commentators of Gramophone and its 
Continental equivalents to the status 
of bootlickers; apparently it is not 
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enough that their attitudes should be 
upheld, for reasons I have already 
explained, by countless tertiary 
bodies; but no, they are not prepared 
to rest as long as one dissenting voice 
remains to be heard. I don't consider 
it paranoiac to maintain that in its 

total disproportion to any conceiv

able financial or social threat which a 

Quadrant contributor is in a position 

to pose them, their behaviour 

towards m e resembles that of Arthur 

Scargill towards the British public. 
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Music Marianne Rogala 

Bayreuth: The Miracle of the 
Ring 1984 

F O R Y E A R S it had been my 

fondest dream to go back to 

Bayreuth for a complete per

formance of Wagner's monumental 

Ring cycle. I was not entirely 

unhappy when my quest for tickets 

failed in 1982, the era ofthe "French 

Ring" produced by Chereau and 

Boulez. I was worried that the subtle 

parallels attempted with present day 

problems, the "humanisation" ofthe 

Gods and their encasement in 19th 

Century costumes would shatter or at 

least impair the traditional and 

romantic image of the Ring I carried 

in my mind from performances half a 

century earlier. 

I was brought up in an intensely 

musical family. Both my parents 

knew and loved Wagner's music. As 

a girl of three or four I sat entranced, 

listening to my mother's beautiful 

contralto voice singing the "Wesen-

donk" songs. Erda, the Ring's 
awesome contralto part, was already 

an old acquaintance by the time, at 

the age of ten, I first came face-to-

face with the Earth Mother in Sieg

fried at the Vienna Opera. At that 

time and until world war two the 

productions of the Ring mostly 

followed Wagner's directions the 
world over. They were naturalistic, 

traditional theatre and left us ample 

scope for our imagination, which 

became an integral part of the total 

experience. W e wanted the Valkyries 

to gallop through stormy clouds, and 

Marianne Rogala (nte Szapary) is Hungarian 

born and trained as an historian in Vienna 

where she published a volume of poems (titled 

simply Gedichte) before 1939. She migrated to 

\ustralia in 1949 

"The Cover Stays Over the Pit!" 

gallop they did, to our entire 

satisfaction, even if what we saw were 
stout ladies being swung on hefty 

cables from the invisible rafters. 

I was prepared for changes, as so 

much had been changed, especially 

in the theatre, by the impact of 

technology, but I felt that this totally 

different Ring might bring about a 
" Gotterdammerung" of its own in my 

mind, perhaps too painful to endure. 

I am sure that many of those at 

Bayreuth who actually experienced 

the French Ring felt as I did. 
However, after stunned disapproval 

at first, the production did gain 

reluctant acceptance through the 

sheer beauty of the music and the 

clarity with which Boulez steered this 

vast symphony to its fulfilment. 

Nevertheless, it seems that the 

relationship between the "true" 

Wagnerians and the Chereau-Boulez 

production remained an uneasy one. 

It must have been with a collective 

sigh of relief that the news was 

greeted of a new Ring production for 

1983, which would go back to the 

romantic, traditional models. There 

was anticipation and some awe when 

it became known that this production 
would be entrusted to Sir Georg 

Solti, whom the German papers re
ferred to as a "Putt-Star" ("star ofthe 

podium" does not do this justice). 

Surely nothing could go wrong with 

such a conductor in charge. The 

story spread of him standing on the 

Bayreuth stage, arms outstretched, 

shouting: "water, water, I must have 

water" — and water he got, a huge 

tank of it, with some enormously 

expensive machinery. He was given 

"carte blanche" in practically 

everything: he brought in Peter Hall 

as Director and William Dudley as 

designer of the new sets, he engaged 

the singers, some of them newcomers 

to the Ring, and he signed up the 

orchestra. The English Ring was 

launched, heralded as the romantic 

Ring which would be realised 
through modern technology. 

Although Wolfgang Wagner 

generally approved of new, contrast

ing productions, he became uneasy 

about this extravaganza, but when, 

as in previous productions, he 

stormed on stage to protest at the 

costs, he was ignored. Instead ofthe 
familiar pattern of argument and 

eventual resolution he was met with 
silence. Communication between 

Director, cast, musicians and stage

hands was not happy either, one 

reason being that Peter Hall, after 

some attempts, could not manage 

much German. 

O n the musical side the production 

also ran into trouble. It is now-history 

that Reiner Goldberg, the singer 

chosen by Solti for the role of Sieg

fried ("the most beautiful tenor voice 

I have ever heard", he had said) was 

found as late as the dress rehearsals 

to be quite inadequate for the part. 

Wits claimed he had been chosen 

because, as a former blacksmith, he 

looked authentic working the forge in 

Act 1. The only tenor they could find 

at such short notice who could sing 

Siegfried was Manfred Jung, who 

was substituted for Goldberg at the 

premiere. That he had to sing with a 

severe cold and that the audience was 

not told of this until just before the 

last Act, was only one further factor 

in the debacle. Another was that Solti 

had had the cover removed from the 

orchestra pit, which changed the 
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balance between singers and or

chestra. Seemingly a total disaster, 

the production was given a hostile 

reception. Even the great Solti was 

booed. 

In retrospect it seems clear that the 

audience over-reacted, disappointed 

in its high expectations of this 

production, which was to bring back 

cherished memories to so many Wag-

nerians, frustrated by the experi

ments of earlier productions in recert 

years. This reaction did not do justice 

to the merits ofthe production: some 

great singers, particularly Hildegard 

Behrens (Brunhilde), Siegfried 

Jerusalem (Siegmund), Hermann 

Becht (Alberich), and Siegmund 

Niemsgern (Wotan). There were also 

some memorable sets: the wonderful 

opening set of the Rheingold, with 

graceful Rhinemaidens singing while 

actually swimming in glistening 

waves. In Siegfried the forest idyll and 

Mime's forge, in the Gotterdammerung 

the sight of Erda entwined in the 

roots of the Life Elm. 

After the 1983 Festival season 

closed it was hoped that the most 

obvious mistakes had been ironed out 

and the new production would settle 

down, as had so many other new 

Ring productions which had been 

badly received at first. This hope had 

also been expressed by Roger Covell 

in his article about the 1983 Ring 
production in the January/February 

1984 issue of Quadrant. 

Nobody could have expected the 

thunderbolt which fell at the start of 

rehearsals for the 1984 season, with 

the departure of Georg Solti. He 

cancelled his three-year contract and 

left. Singers and musicians had 

signed their contracts, rehearsal 

times had been set by Solti, every

thing was ready to go — only there 

was no conductor. Solti's defection 

was a blow to the morale of the cast. 

There was a feeling that Solti must 

have defected because he did not 

want to be associated with a doomed 

production. With understandable 

pessimism the Management set 

about the search for a conductor 

willing to take over this ill-fated 

Ring. The task seemed to offer little 

prospect of success. 

The man they found was Peter 

Schneider. A Viennese, Musical 

Director at the Bremen Opera, he 

had recently conducted the Ring at 

Dusseldorf/Duisburg. He was 

thought of as a competent and 

reliable conductor if not, as the 

German papers put it, out ofthe top 

drawer. He had been engaged to 
conduct the Tlying Dutchman at 

Bayreuth. In this desperate situation 

they offered him the Ring, and he 

accepted. His first decision was: 

"The cover stays over the pit!", 

symbolically putting the orchestra 

firmly back into tradition. 

That was when the miracle of the 

1984 Ring began. It seems that 

Solti's defection galvanised everyone 

to make it work. Suddenly there was 

immense goodwill everywhere. The 

audience was ready to enthuse over 

the sublime, willing to forgive the 

human failings. It was as if the 

conductor, the cast, the entire Ring 

had become the underdog, to be 

cheered on. When I came to the last 

presentation ofthe cycle at the end of 

August 1984, the new Ring, now 

Schneider's Ring, was an established 

success. 

There is nothing quite like 

Bayreuth. At festivals such as Salz

burg there is an enormous choice of 

music, orchestras and conductors to 

cater for the most diverse musical 
tastes. Not so in Bayreuth. Only 

pilgrims go there, lovers of Wagner's 

music. The audience knows and 

loves the music, has heard it sung 

again and again by different singers 

under different conductors. 

The members of this audience are 

so attuned to one another and to the 

entire experience, that one loses (or 

surrenders) one's own identity, taken 

away by the music, sometimes to al

most unbearable heights, such as in 

the love duet between Siegmund 

(Siegfried Jerusalem) and Sieglinde 

(Jeannine Altmeyer) in the first Act 

of the Walkilre. That night at least 

three strangers said to me: "If it had 

lasted longer, I don't think I could 

have stood it." 

What else is there to say? The 

excellence of the singers, some of 

them getting better from evening to 

evening, like Siegmund Niemsgern 
of Wotan, as if with the ageing ofthe 

God the voice had gained scope, 

resonance and dignity. Hermann 

Becht as Alberich was outstanding as 

singer and actor, with all his cunning 

and dark deceit but also a certain 

grandeur as king of the underworld. 

There was the miraculous Brunhilde 

of Hildegard Behrens: small and 

fragile, but with an astonishingly 

warm, ringing voice which floated 

over the orchestra's most sustained 

fortissimo. 

However, in the end we must 

come to Siegfried, the sore point of 

this Ring, like most Rings. Good 

Siegfrieds are rare, and Manfred 

Jung is not one of them. Nobody 

expects him to be and he accepts this 

with endearing humility. He has a 

small, true voice, easily strained. He 

is a likeable young Siegfried, who 

never finds a way to develop into the 

hero he is supposed to become. It was 

with Manfred Jung that Peter 

Schneider's mastery became most 

apparent: not once did the orchestra 

swamp Siegfried's singing, and if we 

waited for Siegfried and Briinhilde's 

long love duet with some anxiety, 

having previously heard the voice of 

Hildegard Behrens fill that Hall, we 

need not have feared. The duet was 
a delight, vocally and visually. 

Siegfried's great narrative in the 

Gotterdammerung, with the orchestra 

restrained, was lyrical and poignant. 

At the end ofthe Ring, there were in
numerable curtain calls. Even Man

fred Jung, who at first had only come 

before the curtain in a group of singers, 

finally ventured out by himself and he 

too was thrown his bouquet of flowers. 

The ovations greeting Peter Schneider 

were so well deserved. When on the 
last night after the Gotterdammerung the 

entire large orchestra came on stage, 

the cheers would not end. There they 

stood, in casual clothes, jeans, gypsy 
dresses, clasping their instruments, 

and the audience thanked them with 

seemingly endless applause for so 

much joy and so many lovely moments, 

anonymous solo parts from cello, vio

lin, clarinet, and Gerd Seifert unsur

passable on Siegfried's Horn. All to be 
cherished for a very long time. . . 

And what of the things which had 

been so roundly criticised? What do 
they matter? W h o is going to remem

ber that Valhalla looked a bit like a 

chocolate pudding topped by a mer

ingue, that Loge sported a rather 
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strange red wig with a little plait at 
the back, that Fricka in the Walkure 

unaccountably turned up dressed like 
Anna Karenina, and that Gunther in 

the Gotterdammerung was decked out in 

a pink toga, like an ageing Nero. Did 

anybody care? I felt it as quite a relief 
that everything was not perfection 

and that there was room for our ima

gination. After all, we had not 

minded the Valkyries of our youth 

precariously dangling from the 

rafters. Maybe it helped us to come 

down to earth, to return to our 
everyday lives. 

The Manger 

X am a manger 
or 

an outhouse that houses one 

Within me are four 
identifiable 

beasts 

an ox 

for bovine self-sufficiency 
a billygoat 

for lively rutting 

a lamb for 

meekness 

and a 

braying ass 

and it came to pass 

that to Mary 

M A R A N 
ATHA 

MARANATHA 
a Holy Child 
was virgin born 

a little helpless mite 

Astounding! such a 

remarkable event 

in such a very 

unlikely 

surrounding 

A Pill-Box Near Stavanger 

i 

__>lit-eyed like a Teuton helmet 
the pill-box faces 

the savage waves, 

atop a crop 

of craggy rock 
and jagged wire: 

brave as propagated faith, 

stern as Norway's forehead 

set to the northern sea — 

keeping its solitary watch, 

blind as the present tense, 

passive, angry, forgotten. 

Falkenhorst used a Baedeker to plan 

the conquest of Norway. Now in my hand 

I hold a weathered Baedeker and read 

the dank breathing of weed, 

the dark scud of cloud, 

plotting the height 

of history measured against a man. 

A man like myself. 

H o w small I am. 

II 

Here in this blackrock eye of water I found 

a woman's sandal, a white champagne-glass sandal 
with delicate straps and a high stem, 

and now, straining to stand, rammed 

by the roar of the ugly wind, I think of a woman 

walking barefoot down to the rabid sea: 

razor grass grazes her naked legs 

with hieroglyphs of thin red, 

like bloodied barbed wire; 

her dress 

is pressed against her body by the wind; 

her hair is tangled in Atlantic strands — 

an Aphrodite of perversity, 

returning to the mania 

of grey marine and white naked spray, 

walking down to the cruel sea where the wire 

rusts to the rock and the waves rush in from the 
dark 

and banging anger of Stavanger's hungry salt, 

the water language of anguish and war. 

W. Hart-Smith Michael Hulse 
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Nicholas Hasluck 

Faulkner's Yoknapatawpha 
County 
Down the Natchez Trace 

I N A C L I M A C T I C S C E N E towards the end of 

William Faulkner's novel The Sound and the Fury, 

Benjy Compson and the servant boy Luster approach 

Jefferson town square "where the confederate soldier 

gazed with empty eyes beneath his marble hand". When 
Luster turns their surrey to the left ofthe statue, Benjy's 

dementia boils over. The sense of anguish, of 

melancholy, which pervades the entire book is crystallised 

in that moment. 

The statue chosen to evoke this trauma stands outside 

Oxford Courthouse with both feet in the real world, and 

not far from Rowan Oak — Faulkner's home. The 
monument bears an inscription: "In memory of the 

confederate soldiers of Lafayette County, Mississippi. 

They gave their lives in a just and holy cause." 

W h y did Faulkner's works reflect a richly imagined, 

private domain during a period when most of his 

contemporaries were realists? H o w much of the fictional 

Yoknapatawpha County is "real"? These two questions 
were on m y mind as I found my way to Oxford via 

Chattanooga, Corinth, Shiloh — legendary names in the 

annals ofthe Civil War. The sombre, tombstone littered 

battlefields begin to haunt the mind, as do the derelict 

barns and shacks along the back roads. Swamped by the 

abundant Kurdzu vine, tumbledown structures become 

by twilight the ruins of archaic mansions. 

Time and chance were not the only forces at work, it 

seemed. The night I stayed near Scottsboro — scene of 

the notorious rape trial in 1933 during which lynch mobs 

surrounded the courthouse where the nine negro 

defendants were imprisoned — the Supreme Court 

granted relief to one ofthe original "Scottsboro boys" in 

a libel suit arising out of a reconstruction of the case. 

The news flash revealing this coincidence caught up 

with me as I waited at the reception desk of a motel which 

turned out to be already full. I sounded the counter clerk 

out on alternatives. "I couldn't recommend it, sir," he 

said, referring to an establishment further down the road. 

His eyes strayed towards a coloured cleaner sweeping the 

porch outside, and then came back to mine. ' Try one of 

Nicholas Hasluck's most recently published novel (his fourth) The 
Bellarmine Jug (Penguin, Australia) has won the 1984 Age Book of the 
Year Award. 

these," he said, scribbling down some names. By the 

afternoon of the next day I was in Oxford. 

Rowan Oak is hard to find. It appears on the map as 

a tract of land not far from the town square of Oxford, 

close to the University of Mississippi. There were no 

signs. The friendly hut vague gesticulations of the locals 

kept conjuring up an increasingly familiar corner of the 

campus and an overgrown track. 

The track led to a grove of oak trees, and then to a 

silent avenue of cedar at the far end of which a double 

storeyed residence could be seen. The porch ofthe white, 

almost ghostly building included an upper balcony 

supported by Doric columns. A lightbulb glowed in a 

downstairs window. There was nothing else to suggest 

that the house was occupied. 

Half way down the tree lined avenue I found a tablet 

which confirmed that this was Rowan Oak. A pamphlet 

in the hallway mentioned that the house and surrounding 

thirty acres had been purchased by the University 

following Faulkner's death in 1962. The quiet, the 

absence of signposting, are conscious attempts to 

acquaint visitors with Faulkner's lifelong desire for 

privacy. 

Among the memorabilia at Rowan Oak is the text of 

a notice which Faulkner erected on his land. 

The posted woods on my property inside the city limits of 
Oxford contain several tame squirrels. Any hunter feeling 
himself too lacking in woodcraft and marksmanship to 
approach a dangerous wild squirrel may feel safe with 
these. These woods are a part ofthe pasture used by my 
horses and milk cow also; the late arrived will find them 
already full of hunters. He is kindly requested not to shoot 
either of these. 
A sketch map of Yoknapatawpha County on the wall 

pinpoints the various locations in a manner which is 

equally laconic: "Hunting and fishing camp where Wash 

Jones killed Sutpen." Or: "Old Frenchman's Place 

where Popeye murdered T a w m m y . " And near Jefferson: 

"Compson's Mile for which Jason I swapped 

Ikkemotubbe a race horse and the last fragment of which 

Jason IV sold in order to become free." The legend at the 

bottom of the map is presented thus: "Surveyed by the 

sole owner William Faulkner in 1945. Area 2400 square 
miles. Population 6298. Negroes 9313." 

114 Quadrant, January-February 1985 



Faulkner once said that the best place for a writer to 
work is a brothel — quiet in the mornings, vivacious at 
night. Most of his own books were written in a small 
office at the rear of Rowan Oak. His Underwood portable 
stands on a scratched wooden table across from his day 
bed. The window opposite his desk overlooks a training 
ring and some stables constructed of square hewn logs 
tightly chinked with clay. Autumn leaves were drifting 
into a water trough outside the stables. 

The student curator drew m y attention to some crayon 
scribblings on the wall above the day bed: an outline of 
one of Faulkner's later novels, The Fable. Scarcely more 
than jottings, random thoughts. But can you imagine 
Faulkner working to a plan? 

Yoknapatawpha County is a creation which meanders 
from book to book: overflowing, flooding, surging, 
resting. The inhabitants of this world appear before us in 
vivid glimpses — in dance halls, courtrooms, 
smokehouses, convict depots, cotton fields, lounging 
about on the heel gnawed steps of the General Store, 
waiting on tarmacs for the planes to round the distant 
pylon and return. They are restless. They act obsessively. 
Their motives can often only be guessed at. 

W h e n the river boats first started trading down the 
Mississippi, the crews and frontiersmen aboard would 
often find their way home again via the Natchez Trace, 
a succession of Indian trails running northwards from the 
lower reaches of the river to Nashville in Tennessee. As 
appears so clearly from Requiem for a Nun, the Natchez 
Trace is the umbilical cord connecting the fictional 
Yoknapatawpha County to the real delta region of the 
Mississippi in which Faulkner spent most of his life: it is 
the living link between the novelist's characters and the 
exploits of their predecessors. 

Andrew Jackson ("Old Hickory") led his Tennessee 
militia down the Natchez Trace when it seemed that 
France might not honour the Louisiana Purchase — the 
covenant whereby the United States peaceably acquired 
a million square miles to the west ofthe Mississippi. The 
Trace became a line of communication during the Civil 
War, especially during Grant's siege of Vicksburg. 

After leaving Rowan Oak, visitors to Faulkner country 
should therefore let themselves be drawn southwards 
down the Natchez Trace Parkway to Jackson, Port 
Gibson (the town Grant said was "too beautiful to 
burn") and thence to the ante bellum mansions of 
Natchez. Sections of the Trace have been landscaped to 
reveal cotton fields and rich, fertile farmlands on either 
side. In some places it is worthwhile leaving the recently 
upgraded roadway to explore the Trace on foot. The 
original track resembles a gully shored up by roots and 
fallen trees, a subterranean tunnel through the 
wilderness. 

O n a murky afternoon, a day when trailers in the 
drizzling cotton fields resembled baskets of soiled linen, 
I left the Trace and splashed across country to the ghost 
town of Rodney — once a busy port on the banks of the 
Mississippi. The buildings in the main street were 
derelict. O n e ofthe churches has a cannon ball stuck in 
the front wall. In 1863 crewmen of the gunboat U.S.S. 

R A T T L E R were captured by confederate troops while 
attending a service. The captain of the gunboat 
proceeded to bombard the town. Twelve months later a 
sand bar formed outside the docks and the censorious 
river gradually moved three miles to the west, thereby 
destroying Rodney forever as a port. 

A few miles away you can visit the Old Country Store 
at Lorman and plantations in the Maryland Settlement 
Area such as Woodlawn and Springfield. The latter, built 
during the Spanish domination of Mississippi, was one of 
the earliest southern mansions to have a full colonnade 
across the entire facade. It was at Springfield, the present 
owner told me, that Andrew Jackson was first married to 
Rachel Robards. The war hero and future President 
married his wife in the mistaken belief that her violently 
jealous first husband had already been granted a divorce. 
Thereafter Jackson's political enemies frequently charged 
him with having stolen another man's wife to live in 
adultery. 

In the time that it took for this story to unfold, m y host 
and I had peered into the smokehouse, visited the 
deserted cotton pickers' cabins, paused on the upstairs 
verandah to view the driveway and the sodden garden, 
and descended to the majestic hallway again. M y friend 
waved a hand at some scaffolding and paint stained 
tarpaulins. "That will all be done up, one day," he 
announced, grandly; on this occasion choosing to ignore 
the budgetary constraints he had previously been 
complaining of. 

H e led the way to his "office" (a small room near the 
kitchen not unlike Faulkner's office) and offered m e a 
seat. W e were on to Jefferson Davis now — the refusal of 
the confederate leader to admit default. "Call in at 
Rosemont, south of Natchez," m y friend urged, the 
southern drawl hinting at the speaker's loyalties. "Five 
generations ofthe Davis family are buried there. After his 
imprisonment in Virginia, Jefferson went straight to the 
Vicksburg Courthouse to reclaim his lands ..." 

It was darker now. Rain was still falling. In the kitchen 
someone was clearing away the pots and pans. A radio 
was playing faintly in a room nearby — a blues number 
in which the slithering glissando of the guitar was 
interrupted from time to time by a stoic voice, a few riffs 
from a plaintiff harmonica. 

"What happened then?" I asked the storyteller. 

Sixpences 

_Dits of reminiscence 
Chink like 
Sixpences 
Collectors' pieces 
The heads are girls' 
Glimpsed scenes, afternoons 
Silver minted or 
Else fingered thin 
Glint as I 
C u p m y palm 
Pocket them 

And grin Rory Steele 
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Brian Elliott 

The Convict Novel and 
Australian Literature 

The Progress of a Myth 

T H E O N L Y slight quarrel I have with Dr 

Hergenhan in this book is that he omits two early 

works I should have thought belonged securely to 

the "convict fiction" category, namely Henry Savery's 
Quintus Servinton* and Alexander Harris's Settlers and 

Convicts. However he gives reasonable reasons for leaving 

them out. I can see what his problem was. He was not 

writing only for a general audience, but at the same time 

constructing a course for his students. For that purpose 

it was more important for the inclusions to be 

representative than for the list to be exhaustive. But how 
does the common and non-scholarly reader see the 

convict line in relation to other kinds of novels? Dr 

Hergenhan also asks pertinently, how does it relate to 

actual (that is, factual) history? Again, how does it relate 

to the Australian people, formerly or now? And what 

changes does it reflect in social and other values? 

Dr Hergenhan answers these queries, but usually not 

directly. He dwells on the historical issue at some length, 

citing authorities, particularly Shaw and Robson. But we 

realise that by and large historians set out with different 

objectives from novelists, and the difference can be worth 

observing. Dr Hergenhan quotes Mark Twain, who 

visited Australia about 1890 and recorded his impressions 

in one of his "Tramps Abroad". Twain, who always had 

a journalist's flair for phrases, remarked about Australian 

history that it was like no other kind, but resembled "the 

most beautiful lies". It is not easy to be certain what 

exactly he meant by that. But looking at Australian 

historical fiction, most of which, as Twain might have 

seen it at the time of his visit, would have had some 

convict content, the phrase had a provocative 

suggestiveness. W e know that all fiction is, in a sense, 

beautiful lies, and may be readier to concede the point in 

relation to convict fiction — the early novels particularly 

— than to most of the rest. 

I imagine the fictive lie does not necessarily have to 

imply an absolute untruth; not, that is, a statement 

without any factual foundation whatever. Nor need we 

labour to define its beauty when it appears. There is no 

* Quintus Servinton has just been republished by New South Wales 

University Press under the title The Bitter Bread of Banishment. 

L T. Hergenhan, Unnatural Lives; University of Queensland Press. 

obvious kind of attraction, for the romancer, in 

elaborating on the bare facts. Yet at some stage the reader 

must surely begin to suspect he is being misled. When 

does the incredible beauty begin to lose its seductiveness? 

Dr Hergenhan quotes Marcus Clarke, who, in an essay 

on that remarkable adventurer Jorgenson, exclaims in his 

conclusion, " Write romances! Why, this poor convict . . . 

lived one!" The career of Jorgenson, who had been, 

among other things, King of Iceland before he became a 

convict in Tasmania, seemed too full of Twain's sort of 

beautiful lies to be believable in any way. But Clarke 

himself, as a man of his time, was by no means proof 

against the impulse to adapt and improve history. 

Early in the Tasmanian record a convict named Pearce 

escaped from Macquarie Harbour and survived by killing 

and eating the companions who went with him; he was 

later captured and hanged in Hobart. Although this 

incident was the only one recorded of its kind and 

magnitude, and had happened almost half a century 

before Clarke wrote His Natural Life, he was evidently so 

much carried away by its sensational horror that he 

allowed himself to draw upon the story twice in the novel, 

transferring it on the second occasion to Port Arthur. (It 
appears first briefly in Chapter 16, at greater length in 

Chapter 56.) Clearly he had to compromise 

unconscionably with history to do this. The narrative 

became now no longer a simple matter of fact; it had 

received such notice, and had made such an impact, that 

by 1870 it had passed into legend. Clarke had certainly 

read the recorded facts; but the use he made of them (the 

second time, particularly) was legendary, no longer 
factual in kind. 

Clarke was not alone among novelists to be captivated 

by the spirit ofthe "beautiful lie" in preference to the 

plain grim fact. The coloured version could be relied on 
to put the convict character (whether hero or, as in the 

instance of Pearce-Gabbett, villain) in a more interesting 

and exciting light. There was no deliberately deceptive 

distortion; only a desire to improve the excitement ofthe 

narrative. It was an impulse not confined to literature 

alone; the young and remotely isolated nation developed 

an understandable taste for stories that made their 

situation seem more interesting. Nothing was done to 

suppress the legend-making impulse; bond and free alike 

sought to foster it. The myth-material tended to swell, 
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whether by distorting the sober record or by expanding it. 

The prisoner Melville is reported to have said in evidence 

against the Superintendent John Price (Clarke's model 
for Captain Frere), " W e learned that this gentleman's 

avowed principles were briefly these two: first that the 

reformation of a criminal is hopeless; and secondly, that 
extreme severity is the only method by which criminals 

can be governed." (Quoted by M . Cannon from an Age 

leader, Nov. 11, 1856, in his The Australian Thunderer.) 

This may or may not have been a true description of 

Price; but the question lies open as to how far Captain 

Frere was a representative prison officer. Which kind of 

figure did it best suit the purposes of the novel for him to 

be, a psychological portrait or a wholly theatrical tyrant? 

It interests me to puzzle out, with the help of Dr 

Hergenhan's analysis, the disposition of Australian 

writers (and by inference also, readers) to take sides on 

the convict question. It was necessarily a mixed stand. 

The assured and respectable bourgeois of later years 

tended to resent even the memory of its early convict 

foundations, especially if their own family roots went 
down into that murky past. O n the other hand the mass 

of Australian readers were easily moved (some with good 

reason) to pity the sufferings of the unfortunate — and 

what convict of fact or fiction was not appealingly 

unfortunate, even, in their own unlovely way, the 

villainous Gabbetts? 

There was also another repudiation, which might be 
called political. As time went on the nation as a whole 

sought to repress from consciousness the collective guilt of 

its convict "birth stains", and endeavoured to wipe clean 

the slate by drawing increasingly, like the novelists, upon 

the romantic legend and fastidiously leaving the 

distasteful facts unexplored. As a result the national 

amnesia became very well developed; little was known at 
all ofthe facts of convict history, and that little tended to 

be inaccurate and uncertain — legend and not fact at all. 

Some such explanation is necessary to account for the 

extraordinary power of suggestion which accrued to 

Clarke's novel, and led the great majority of its readers 

to give its wildest exaggerations documentary credence. 

One need not dispute that it was, in its nineteenth 
century style, an outstandingly impressive work, by far 

the most distinguished colonial book in Dr Hergenhan's 
list. He regards it as the first Australian work which could 

be considered a "great" novel. Part of its greatness was 

due to this power that it had to colour so strongly the 

imagination of the average Australian reader. 

O n the entire subject of convictism imagination, not 
knowledge, determined what people thought. It was 

considered eccentric, before recent times, to take any 

systematically enquiring interest in local history. Hence 

for most people Gabbett came to define the norm of 

whatever was unpleasant in the convict past; the 

authority of His Natural Life was sufficient. Similarly, 

Frere presented the stereotype of all prison officers, and 

Rufus Dawes (who appears to bear no relationship to 

Richard Devine) stood typically for every transported 

felon — blameless at heart, perhaps wrongly convicted, 

or exiled for some quite trivial crime. Such an 

unfortunate's sufferings far outweighed any visible guilt 

or iniquity. The convict of fiction is clearly a lie, in effect. 

Are we right to regard him as a beautiful one? 

Beauty is said to rest in the eye of the beholder. But if 

all fiction is lies, as we have been told, what kind of 

beautiful truth can be invested in this dubiously 

defensible exile? Dr Hergenhan does defend him, in his 
fictive mask at least, and to some considerable effect. Is 

this a paradox? I think it is. But it must be one all fiction 

poses. In the case of the convict subject the literary 

solution is different at different times. I am not here 

considering differences of quality so much as of approach. 

All the examples I have so far had in mind belong (with 

some latitude) to the forms and tradition of Victorian 
fiction. But not all fiction in Australia was to follow 

Victorian models. 

Dr Hergenhan's "convict fictions" are all sufficiently 

of a piece to cohere in a categorical way. As time went on, 

though, one might observe a gliding change. The 

continuity remained unbroken; the convict matter 

modified, but was kept alive. There were, as I view the 

progression, three separate and clearly distinguishable 
phases in the transition from Victorian to modern. I have 

dwelt on the first convict phase at some length because I 
felt it was the least well understood. The second phase is 

marked by a strengthening experimental energy and an 

increased literary awareness; but also rather by enterprise 

than consistency. The third phase, in which Dr 
Hergenhan names only three examples, is the only 

division of the progress which one would wish to describe 

as confidently professional. 

The first group (including the two novels Dr 

Hergenhan omits), lead up to His Natural Life; all of these 

have a common thread and purpose. He selects for 

emphasis principally Tucker's Ralph Rashleigh, Caroline 

Leakey's The Broad Arrow and His Natural Life; and there 
were a good many others of lesser distinction, which earn 

no particular mention. 

His Natural Life also bridges the way into the second 

phase. This interesting but rather miscellaneous phase (in 

which Dr Hergenhan selects for attention only a few of 

the more distinguished highlights) embraces principally 

the short stories and sketches of Price Warung; William 

Hay's writings, among which The Escape of the Notorious Sir 

William Heans stands out; the novels of Brian Penton, 

Landtakers and Inheritors, and a few assorted smaller 

works. These writings all differ considerably from one 

another. They appear to be feeling their way towards a 

literary creativity that they in some measure fall short of, 
though they do not at all lack vigour. Eleanor Dark's The 

Timeless Land is the last of the group. 

The last phase is represented (not exhaustively) by 

Porter's The Tilted Cross, Keneally's Bring Larks and Heroes 

and Patrick White's A Fringe of Leaves. These novels are 

modern and competent. 

Phase one is the most interesting from the analytical 

point of view (I am not asserting more than that). After 

some familiarity with it is developed, there dawns on the 

reader an unexpected realisation, a quite surprising one. 

He becomes aware that the convict subject matter, 
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impinging on a young and culturally naive group of 

writers, actually created for them an Australian folk-

literature. These not very expertly composed novels, with 

a background of tumultuously conflicting mental and 

psychological bewilderments, social and even 

geographical confusions, in effect exhibit a new 

antipodean cultural responsiveness in process of 

evolution. As they felt the outlines of their colonial 

identity grow clearer, the unpractised writers discovered 

their literary as well as their physical horizons. Clarke 

was the last (and best) novelist to accept these confines of 

exile as his literary heritage. He was also the first to 

attempt what could be considered a sophisticated literary 

design within the scope they provided for him. 

This is said, of course, without stopping more than 

briefly to examine the qualitative values of such a folk-

literature. Its history was only a short one. "Folk" values 

did not much trouble Australian writers after Clarke; and 

of course troubled none at all before him, since they were 

in any case unconscious. As a literary phenomenon, 

nevertheless, the folk innovation was something more 

than a mere curiosity; it had a genuine functional utility. 

Ofthe novels ofthe second phase I have nothing of any 

significance to add to what Dr Hergenhan says already. 

They differed from the folk novels in that they aimed 

consciously to be received as literature. Each of the 

writers recognised that literature could now no longer be 

regarded, in the way their predecessors had done, simply 
as a convenient outlet for protest and indignation. They 

hoped, each in his own individual way, to pursue it as an 
art. 

With their several books one may be brief. Price 

Warung wrote no sustained novel, partly, one may 

suspect, because he was critical of Clarke's ready 

acceptance of the "beautiful lies" formula. It was not 
satisfactory, he believed, as the basis for a work of any 

length. He accordingly set out to tell only the verifiable 

and documented truth of convict history, and limited his 

view of what was reasonable and possible to brief stories 

and sketches, sometimes of not more than a page or two. 

Nevertheless he allowed himself some embroideries, more 

or less sensational; but he aimed never to let his invention 
get out of control. O n the other hand, he never forgot he 

was a storyteller, and never wrote sheerly undecorated 

history. He thus remained, in his way, a dogged if arid 

romantic; hence every one of his tales contrives to have 

about it something of an air of a rationally attractive if not 

actually beautiful lie. Hay's Heans, on the other hand, 

manages to read like a beautiful lie from beginning to 
end; which is odd, because in this novel Hay seems to 

suffer from a whole complex of historical scruples. The 

work, which must have cost him immense pains, never 

attained any marked popular appeal. But for that 

unfortunate shortfall, it might have rivalled Clarke's 

masterpiece for "greatness". It is at least better 

constructed, is free from capricious falsification, and is 
still highly regarded at least by a small critical circle. 

Hay was an admirer of Meredith. Perhaps that is why 

Heans has its longueurs. The Penton novels (two parts of a 

trilogy that was never completed) aimed ambitiously at 

an altogether new dimension: epic breadth and heroic 

heights. But although some ofthe characters are convicts, 

and some of their motives still belong to the established 

folklore and the politics of protest, there is a slackening 

in the convict preoccupation. These novels all shift their 

field of vision from the older mythology to a wider 

prospect of pioneering struggle. The convict element 
necessarily becomes gradually dominated by the new 

legend of the Land — an emerging socio-political 

mysticism — and thus gradually fades towards nonentity. 

When we come to Mrs Dark's Timeless Land, the drift 

that had been implicit becomes explicit; the novel still 

concerns itself with the convict record, but no longer 

exclusively or even principally. The new focus moves to 

Sydney and the beginnings of commerce and urbanity. 

(The silvertail perspective is not found in Mrs Dark alone 

at this time.) And further, interest now shifts, with heavy 

emphasis, to the Aborigine. Both of these developments 

tend to diminish, though they do not eliminate, the 

convict. But by and large, the essential preoccupations of 

the novel, as its title implies, are with the new 

propaganda or mysticism — the expanding power and 

poetry of the Land. For all the labour and energy that 

went into its creation, however, The Timeless Land is not 

really a consummately literary novel; and although there 

are convicts in it, it does not truly belong to the same 

category as His Natural Life. It is nevertheless a 

conscientious work of historical exposition, and displays 

a considerable resourcefulness of narrative invention. 

The last three works in Dr Hergenhan's survey, which 

mark the third phase of this analysis, are in a full sense 

works of creative imagination. They belong not to story

telling merely, but are completely articulate as literature. 

The three works are quite unlike each other; they present 

quite different and personal points of view. But they are 

alike in this — in each instance history in general, and 

therefore convict history in particular, now no longer 

signifies only a simple hunt in the dark for luminously 

verifiable facts. It is not a groping after any kind of literal 

temps perdu at all; it is a new and sensitive kind of 

excursion into spiritual time, still carefully retaining its 

Australian mystical dimensions. That is to say, history is 

not now at all a mere reconstruction of the lost past, but 

a completely fresh projection, of which the basic 

substance is present reality. I feel certain this is what Dr 

Hergenhan meant to convey by the lines from T.S. Eliot 
he quotes in his Introduction: 

You will have to live with these memories and make them 
Into something new. Only by acceptance 
Of the past will you alter its meaning. 

— and also by this other beautifully chosen fragment 

from Robert FitzGerald, which very neatly and 
effectively rounds off his Conclusion: 

The wind blows to your door down all these years 
Have you not known it when some breath you drew 
tasted of blood? 
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John Barnes 

The Fiction of Lee Kok Liang 

P R O B A B L Y F E W of the Australian tourists who 

visit Malaysia in such large numbers ever feel the 
need to read anything about that country other 

than the guide books and tourist brochures which set 

forth its attractions so handsomely. They have come for 

the beaches and the hill resorts, they are on the look-out 
for the picturesque and the unusual, and have no interest 

in trying to comprehend the complex human realities of 

this modern multi-racial society. 

For those who want more than travellers' impressions, 

there is a small collection of imaginative writing in 

English about Malaysia. The claim — now made less 

confidently in this age of film and television than it once 
was — that imaginative writing can give us a richer and 

more penetrating insight into the national life of a foreign 

country than any other medium, holds true for Malaysia 

as far as the fiction of Lee Kok Liang is concerned. Any 

Australian who wants to know Malaysia rather than 

merely know about Malaysia should read his work. 

So far this gifted Malaysian writer has published only 
two volumes — a collection of stories, The Mutes in the Sun 

(1964), and a novella, Flowers in the Sky (1981). A further 

collection of his stories, written mostly in the 1960s, is 

nearly ready for publication; and he now plans to write 

a trilogy of a Malay/Malaysian family, a work on a much 

larger scale than anything he has hitherto tackled. Lee 

Kok Liang's is a small body of writing, but it is of a 

consistently high standard and is marked by an artistic 

integrity one hardly expects to find in a writer in English 

from a society in which the tradition of writing in English 

is so recent. 

Australia may claim some small part in the making of 

this writer, although there are no obvious marks of 

influence and no allusions to his Australian experience. 
Lee Kok Liang, who was born at Alor Setar in 1927, is 

of Hokkien Chinese extraction. He was educated at an 

English school, but during the Japanese occupation of 

British Malaysia, when the teaching of English was 

stopped, his education was for those years wholly in 

Chinese. In 1949 he came to Melbourne University to 

John Barnes is Reader in English at La Trobe University and Editor of 
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read Arts and Law, and then went on to complete his 

legal studies at the Inns of Court. Returning to Malaysia 

in 1954 he was called to the Bar in Penang, where he now 

lives and practises law. For a time he was active in local 

politics as a member of the Socialist Front (dissolved in 

1969), and was elected to the Penang City Council 
(1958-63) and the State Assembly (1959-64). His 

political activities and his professional responsibilities — 
the time-consuming business of earning a living — have 

limited the time he could give to his writing, but he has 

never taken any short cuts or sought easy success. All that 
he has written, in the spare hours of a busy life, 

exemplifies his scrupulous craftsmanship. 

As a boy he read widely and indiscriminately — always 

a good preparation for a writer. A schoolboy attempt to 

write a detective story in English had not advanced 

beyond a few paragraphs when it was destroyed by 

Japanese bombs, and it was not until he was at Mel

bourne University that he began seriously to write fiction. 

Part of the stimulus came from a course in modern 
English literature (he was delighted to discover that one 

of his fellow-students was a granddaughter of Rider 

Haggard, an author whom he had devoured in his boy

hood). During the whole of his time as a student he was 

reading English and Continental fiction; and this reading 

was an important part of the experience which 

determined his direction as a writer. 

The first story he wrote was published in 1949 in Present 

Opinion, a journal issued by the Melbourne University 

Arts Association. Entitled "Five Fingers", it is an ironic 

tale of young love and fate — a somewhat exotic item, 

perhaps, but standing out from the rest of the contribu

tions by its individuality. In the following years he was 

represented by stories in Melbourne University Magazine 
(M.U.M.) — "The Pei-Pa" in 1950, and "Ami to Fu" 

in 1951. He was co-editor ofthe latter issue — the only 

Asian to appear in the list of M.U.M. editors 

(1907-1981), a list which includes such famous names as 

that of R.G. Menzies. The two stories in M. U.M. show 

how rapidly his art was maturing, and how early he found 

his own voice. In "Ami to Fu", in particular, his under

standing of the interplay of individual and communal 

values is expressed with dispassionate irony and a sure 
sense of human psychology. 

Lee Kok Liang's stories have now appeared in maga-
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zines in England and Malaysia, and in Australia where 

some critical interest has been taken in his writing, 

notably at the Centre for Research in N e w Literatures in 

lish at Flinders University, where S.C. Harrex has 

n appreciatively of him. Although he is 

remembered by Melbourne friends and discovered from 

time to time by specialist students, he seems to be 

unknown to the public at large, and his books have not 

been circulated in Australia. At a time when Australian 

writers like Christopher Koch and Robert Drewe have 

found Asia a fruitful source for their fiction, there must 

surely be in Australia at least some readers w h o would 

welcome the opportunity to experience Malaysia in the 

writing of an author of such quality. 

The appeal of Lee K o k Liang's fiction does not lie in 

documentation but in its revelation of the inner 

characteristics of Malaysian life. At the documentary 

level it is certainly authentic — or, at least, it feels 

authentic to the outsider in its delicately exact 

observation of everyday living — but its purposes go far 

beyond the mere description of appearances. Lee K o k 

Liang's concern is with the profoundly h u m a n rather 

than with "local colour". W h a t has to be insisted upon 

is his art, his finely tuned awareness of how the seemingly 

trivial and ephemeral can be made expressive ofthe inner 

reality. 

His sketch, "Return to Malaya", illustrates very well 

both the subtlety and keenness of his artistic perceptions. 

First published as the leading piece in Encounter (August 

1954), it is presented as a series of impressions and 

anecdotes, randomly assembled, as if taken from the 

pages of a journal. It is clearly based on autobiographical 

experience, and m a y be wholly factual; but it is equally 

clearly what we mean by "imaginative writing", and its 

randomness is only on the surface. The whole sketch is 

deftly shaped to render dramatically the narrator's 

reactions to what he sees and hears on his return home. 

The narrator does not identify or explain himself, or offer 

any background information on his own life or on the 

place, which is never specified; but in the process both the 

narrator and the place are defined and made real. 

The narrator knows from within the life he observes, 

but he sees it with a detachment that comes from his 

having been outside it. H e has knowledge of a world 

outside, he is not enclosed in the world of his family and 

friends. H e is not alienated by having been abroad but he 

is subtly changed, as he himself registers in describing his 

reaction to the theft of his bicycle: 

As I paced slowly in the front hall, I cursed myself in a 

low voice, out of everyone's earshot, of course; for, if my 

uncles and sisters-in-law were to overhear my soft-spoken 

oaths, they would at once think I was going mad. 

They expected curses to he loud and aimed at something 

external to the self. Only mad people, they would say, 

cursed themselves. Unfortunately I had acquired this self-

cursing habit from my stay abroad. But I kept it hidden 

from them, it was no use trying to explain. 

H e describes with wry humour his o w n disproportionate 

anger, and how he came off second-best in the shouting 

match with cheeky long-haired youths: "In a way, it was 

a hopeless contest. They had been used to losing things 

and this was m y first loss." 

"Return to Malaya" evokes the h u m a n environment 

in all its physicality and diversity, avoiding abstract 

generalisations and resisting the temptation to sum up or 

to formulate explicit judgements about the state oi the 

society and its likely future. Unobtrusively yet irresistibly 

a compassionate but ironic perspective is created. The 

concluding episode has a Chekhovian poise and 

economy. O n a visit inland the narrator calls at the hut 

of a w o m a n whose talk he had enjoyed in the past. 

Without comment he describes what he sees: 

She was sitting on a stool, her arms hugging a huge 

earthen jar in the corner. Her torn sarong was wrapped 

round her body under her armpits. She did not see me. 

In front of her, about five feet away, was a slight 

depression on the mud-floor. A puddle glinted in its 

corner like an evil eye. A tiny shallow drain led the water 

away but the egress was blocked up with rubbish and 

cans. She was staring at the piles of clothes and dishes 

lying beside the puddle. Her son, a slim young boy with 

finely cut features and pale transparent complexion, saw 

me and started towards me, crying out: 'Why, when did 

you come back?' 

The woman then turned round I smiled at her, expecting 

that she would let loose a torrent of words and jokes, for 

she had a witty and ironic tongue. Instead she glanced at 

me for a while and then fixed her gaze upon the puddle 

again. 

From her son he learns that she has been ill, unable to 

walk, and is still hardly able to articulate the simplest 

phrase. T o o poor to get medical help, she stoically 

endures her miserable condition. Poignantly, the woman 

w h o m the narrator had known as having "a witty and 

ironic tongue", questions him haltingly: 

Slowly with great difficulty, the woman moved her lips. 

'Why can't I talk? Tell me. W h y . . . can't ... I talk 

now?' 

'But, mother,' her son answered quickly, 'you're much 
better now.' 

'Why can't I talk? W h y can't . . .' She got up from the 

stool and walked off. 

Confronted with her suffering, the narrator can only 

mouth words of conventional reassurance and leave her. 

I talked softly to the boy. As we left the kitchen, I saw her 

sitting on the bed, her legs crossed before her. Her lips 

were firm and she held her body erect. Her small hands 

lay on her lap: her eyes were wide-open and red with 

checked tears. The baby was still sound asleep. Suddenly 
she gave a sigh. 

'Don't worry, you'll soon get well,' I said. I walked out 

swiftly. The red piece of paper was flapping gently in the 
breeze. 

H e knows her situation is hopeless, and he walks away 

"swiftly" — the adverb expresses not an absence but an 

intensity of feeling. The piece of red paper with gold 

lettering is a traditional sign to ward off evil and bring 

good luck: it is all the w o m a n has, a ritual gesture, an 

expression of her helplessness and vulnerability. 

Whether or not Lee K o k Liang consciously intended 

this final episode to reflect back on the incident of the 

stolen bicycle, it does have the effect of putting that 

episode in perspective. The whole composition sets up 

interesting juxtapositions, and contains a series of 
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recurring leit motifs, as in a piece of music. There is, for 

instance, the contrast between youth and age, between 

the resigned sighs of the adults and the exuberant cries 

and chatter ofthe children (". . .a ringing of voices . . . 

a sudden release of exultant feelings . . . Like starlings, 

twittering and wheeling in a mass, they filled the night 

with their high voices"). The narrator's final impression 
is ofthe noise the children make on the banks ofthe river, 

and he is moved to remark: "They must have been born 

with lusty lungs." His affirmation ofthe energies of life 

as expressed by the children is one aspect of his vision, his 

feeling for the potentialities of h u m a n life, his delight in 

existence despite the suffering and confusions and 

absurdities it entails. 

"Return to Malaya", like all of Lee Kok Liang's 

stories, is full of evocative pictures. Here, for instance, is 

a description of a vanishing figure — the street hawker: 
From the end of the street, a hawker cried out his wares 
in a thin quavering voice, and his cry was answered by 
the children who chased after him with shrill mewing 
voices as though they were a flock of gulls, gliding, 
sweeping, diving and riding on the air, behind a ship. 
His small assistant walked ahead of the hawker. The boy 
kept on clacking the bamboo clapper as though he was 
tyring to repair the engine-room with a hammer. This 
was kept up continuously. All the time they swept up and 
down the street: the hawker, swaying under a long pole 
from which two panniers hung, tipped with light, and 
bobbed crazily like buoys in a rough sea; his small 
assistant hammering on the clapper with a tired and 
patient look on his face. 

H e avoids overt political comment, but is alert to the 

visual ironies ofthe Malaysian scene, pointing to the use 

ofthe term " W H I T E A R E A " to identify an area "safe 

from troublesome 'bandits' and trigger-happy boys" 

(safe, that is, from Communist guerrillas and British 

troops), and remarking, "Western democracy was 
beginning to seep through the town in brightly coloured 

posters and banners carrying such a message as W E 

WELCOME YOU, YOUR EXCELLENCY." 
That was written thirty years ago — before 

Independence. Lee Kok Liang's second book, Flowers in 

the Sky, published in 1981, is set in post-colonial 
Malaysia, in which the dreams of idealistic nationalists 

such as he have not been realised. H e does not write as 

a political critic of those who now govern, but as an 

interpreter of Malaysian society. 

The politician never intrudes upon the artist in his 

work. His first-hand experience ofthe political process in 

Malaysia is, however, an enriching element in what he 

now writes. In this novella and in uncollected stories like 

" D u m b , D u m b , By a Bee Stung" and "It's All a 

D r e a m " he deals directly with the facts of political power. 
H e presents politicians — of all kinds — satirically, see

ing them as skilful illusionists, who play upon the hopes 

and aspirations ofthe people who put their trust in them. 

However, satire of such figures as "the highly respected 

leader of the Congress of Indian Movements" and the 
ambitious Swami Gomez, is only incidental to Flowers in 

the Sky, where the focus is on the personal destinies of the 

two individuals around w h o m the narrative is structured. 

These two men, both immigrants, represent in themselves 

the two major non-Malay racial and religious groups. The 

Venerable H u n g — a Chinese-born Buddhist priest — is 

the patient of M r K. — a Western-educated, Christian 
Tamil surgeon. Taking the lives of these two m e n as the 

focal points of the narrative, the book opens out into a 

beautifully fashioned and superbly judged revelation ofthe 
tensions and divisions which are embedded in Malaysian 

society. Like Forster's A Passage to India — a novel with 

which it has qualities in c o m m o n — Flowers in the Sky 

portrays how the divisions of race, religion and language 

are felt within individual lives. The language barrier 

between doctor and patient is so complete that they can 

communicate only through an interpreter. There is a 

memorable episode when M r K. tries to mime his meaning 

to the monk, who gazes at him uncomprehendingly, 

imagining that the Indian doctor must have taken a vow 

of silence. They are separated by seemingly unbridgeable 

differences of speech, custom and belief. 

The extent ofthe gulf between the two m e n appears in 

an ironical episode when the monk leaves hospital in his 

chauffeur-driven car: 

What made M r K. smile was that the car's number plate 
showed the figures 666. Book of Revelations. Chapter 13. 
He doubted whether his pastor would ride in one with 
that number. But he had seen the monk in that car. 
Perhaps he should tell the monk something about it. 

What M r K. did not know was that 666 sounded like 
'Jov> Jov> Jov' m Cantonese. And the monk was very 
proud of the numbers and had used considerable 
influence upon the Registrar and Inspector of Motor 
Vehicles to get them. 

The Venerable H u n g drives off in his Mercedes bearing 

the mark of the Beast, and M r K. joylessly turns back to 

his surgery in the Marvellous Cure Centre, where the 

patients await him. The ironies abound in this richly-

textured prose. The monk and the surgeon inhabit 

private universes between which there can be no real 

communication. In their different ways they struggle to 

preserve a sense of their own integrity, and to find 

fulfilment, and a subtle sense of parallelism builds up; but 

this only serves to emphasise how impossible is any living 

relationship between them. 

In the figure of the Tamil surgeon, Lee Kok Liang 

develops the conflict between the family tradition and 

Western education. M r K. is divided within himself, at 

the deepest level of his being, empty of sustaining belief, 

and cut off from the spontaneous warmth and happiness 

of his childhood in Ceylon. Married to a w o m a n whose 

materialism he inwardly resents, he is a lonely figure who 

clings to the sense of his honesty in the exercise of his 

professional skill. Even at the level of his sexual 

behaviour, M r K. sees himself as a victim of Western 

education, a judgement which the book appears to 

endorse. 

The Buddhist m o n k is innocent ofthe corruption ofthe 

world, though conscious of his own imperfections and 

inadequacies. Lee Kok Liang shows a close knowledge of 

Buddhism, and is very successful in making credible the 

spiritual life of the monk. However, although he write 

with very great sympathy of the man's aspiration to 

purity and fullness of spirit, he never sentimentalises or 

Quadrant. January-February 1985 121 



idealises his life, or shows him as other than ineffectual in 

the actual world itself. Indeed, the monk's "success" in 

getting a bigger and richer temple is the source of the 

most powerful irony in the book. The Venerable H u n g 

sits all night long meditating and thanking the World-

Honoured O n e for the gift which the narrative has 

revealed to be the result of his worldly-wise sister's 

shrewd business dealings with the rich merchants. 

It is in those parts of the book describing the monk's 

spiritual exercises and self-searching that the Western 

reader is most conscious of depths he m a y not be 

equipped to fathom. Yet despite the sense one has that 

there are resonances and allusions which only those with 

some knowledge of Buddhist philosophy can fully 

appreciate, Lee K o k Liang's portrayal of religious feeling 

makes absorbing reading. The drama ofthe monk's inner 

life becomes genuinely moving. There is a striking 

passage describing his hearing the call of the muezzin for 

the first time: 

It was towards the evening, in the hour of the cockerel, 
after they had arrived in the temple on the first day, as 
he was preparing himself for meditation that he heard the 
sound. He had seated himself on the bed, dressed loosely 
in his white meditation dress, and as he slowly drew in his 
breath and freed his mind, the sound thudded in; it came 
rapidly, in a series of threes, and then a pause, followed 
quickly by a repetition that startled. 

It was a most peculiar sound to come from a drum, as 
though the skin of the air surrounding the temple was 
banged upon furiously and almost angrily. His senses 
sought in vain for the counter-balancing notes of a gong. 
The drum notes that he grew used to boomed, cascaded 
and slowly ebbed away but before the final tremor ceased, 
the reply came from the gong, vibrant and trembling, in 
tempo, as it whorled into nothingness. As the learned 
Dharma-Master, Chung Yan, had said, the sounds 
reproduced the balancing forces of the Ying and the 
Yang, a Oneness in Duality. And when one repeated the 
sutras and when one meditated into it, one sought the 
Oneness in the harmony of opposing sounds. But this was 
a strange, almost harsh sound that thudded into his 
consciousness, a series of threes, and then a pause. 

And then it suddenly stopped and for the first time in his 
life he heard the trembling cry that rose up in the hot 
evening air and flared out above the still coconut palms 
and spread and weaved itself above the paddy-fields, 
meandering among the huts and buildings by the river, 
floating eerily, unusual, high-pitched, nasal and glottal, 
a cry that became a prayer and entreaty. Of that he was 
sure; although he did not know the language, he knew it 
was a prayer. This then was the balancing force. No one 
could have the strength to cry so loudly and clearly unless 
it came from within his depths. So this was the first time 
he heard the call of the muezzin. And it had never 
stopped fascinating him. He then thought of Bodhisattva 
Avalokitesvara and the technique of the Meditation on 
Sound. In that first evening, with the sweat pouring down 
the sides of his cheeks, creeping down his armpits, he 
contended with that sound in a series of three, Namo, 
Namo, Namo. He felt a great strength rising up, and slowly 
the sound ebbed and the cry lost itself in the penetrating 
stillness of his mind. 

H e feels the attraction of the call but it is a force, an 

expression of passion, he must contend with in his effort 

to achieve transcendence. Only once in the long years of 

meditation does the Venerable H u n g achieve a m o m e n t 

of illumination, and then he is never sure that he did see 

the Goodness of Mercy standing beside A h Lan, the deaf 

mute, in front of the altar. 
The afflicted girl, unable to speak or to hear, lives in 

a state of incorruptible innoncence such as neither the 
m o n k nor the surgeon can ever wholly know, being as 

they are part of the corrupt and imperfect world. The 

contrasts and parallels between the m a n of religion and 

the secular m a n are central to the pattern ofthe work, but 

they are not the whole pattern. Another important strand 

is the experience of the Indian Police Inspector, Gorpal, 

a secret adherent of the Tantric sect of Hinduism, who 
faces a dilemma when sent to disperse a crowd of Hindu 

worshippers trespassing on M r K.'s property. The 

conflict between the religious group and the secular 

authority is rendered as sharp-edged comedy, which 

recalls Forster's celebrated "bridge party" in A Passage to 

India. Lee K o k Liang's sense ofthe absurd heightens but 

does not distort his account of how political power is 

exercised and how such conflicts are contained, if not 

really resolved. 

Flowers in the Sky is rich in its understanding of how the 

private and public lives of individuals are interrelated. 

The characters are all seen in the context of a 

communally divided society, in which nuances of speech 

and behaviour have racial and religious significance. 

Comparatively slight though it is, the novella builds up 

the sense of a world that is complete in itself. 

A n d it is a world that is concretely imagined, fully 

visualised, with no blurring of particulars. There is a 

cinematic vividness about the prose, which gains its most 

distinctive effect through imagery and symbolism. Places 

and atmospheres are evoked in all their sensuous life. 

Lee Kok Liang's art is modest in its scope, and because 

it is characterised by delicate strokes rather than bold 

lines, it is easily underrated. It deserves a wider public. 

NOTE: Copies of Lee Kok Liang's books can be obtained 
through Heinemann Publishers Australia Pty. Ltd., 85 Abinger 
Street, Richmond, Victoria 3121. 

Winter's Day 

W ind flattened rain on my window 

awakens memories of arresting 

bleak places: cameos of solitude 

and sea, huddled gulls 

facing into the wind; 

driftwood and deserted sea-side towns. 
Back from the beach 

quaint country bakeries, 

man's world against wilderness; 

evocations of warmth and companionship, 
sensitive and precious 

. against the heaving green sea. 

R.A. Naulty 
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Michael Hulse 

Book Booker Bookest 
British Fiction in 1984 

T H E A R G U M E N T S pro and contra literary prizes 

are familiar, but let's rehearse them anyway. 

Contra comes more easily. Writing recently in the 

New York Times, George Steiner eloquently stated the case 

for considering the Nobel Prize (for literature) to be in 

need of review. It has been awarded to figures we now 
deem of little consequence at all (Rudolf Eucken, Henrik 

Pontopiddan, Grazia Deledda), while the list of major 

figures to whom it has not been awarded (Ibsen, Joyce, 

James, Conrad, Kafka, Hardy, Malraux, Woolf, Broch, 

Musil, Lawrence . . . not to mention, in our own days, 

Borges, Greene and Grass, Claude Simon and V. S. 

Naipaul) is so impressive as to leave us wondering how 
the Nobel Prize could claim to be taken seriously. George 

Steiner feels that it can't: the reason, he says, is that the 

panel of judges lacks the expertise that expert critics (such 

as himself) would bring to the task of selection, and has 

also repeatedly lacked the courage to fly in the face of 

political pressure. 

So: literary prizes can be awarded to writers we feel are 

quite simply the wrong recipients, and the taking of the 

decision can be influenced by factors that have little to do 

with the enduring qualities of a writer's work. These 

complaints take — as it were — the longer view, seeing 

the assessment implied in prize-giving within a context of 

history and posterity; such a context is necessary if we 

consider the Noebl Prize, of course . . . but the 

arguments are different if we look at more local, less 
important prizes. 

The argument against the Booker McConnell Prize 

(Britain), the Prix Goncourt (France), the Buchner Prize 

(West Germany), the Cervantes Prize (Spain), the Naoki 

Prize (Japan), the Pullitzer Prize (USA), and so on, is 

that the doling out of one cash prize encourages us to 
conceive literature in terms of hype, as if money, 

advertising and media coverage had replaced critical 

judgement. And, in the case of those competitive prizes 

where (say 30,000 poems are submitted anonymously for 

a purse of £2,000 or £5,000, the additional objection is 

that judgement is reduced to no more than a lottery draw: 

you might as well draw the winner out of a hat. 

All of this I agree with. But I think it is important to 

agree too with the arguments pro. These depend on 

finely-spun discriminations of quality, and therefore 

smack of hierarchical assessments which are unpalatable 

to many in democratic times. They require that we 

acknowledge that there is an essential difference in the 

quality ofthe work of (say) Borges and Barbara Cartland, 

and that this difference matters. Publishing today is so 

structured, its emphasis (rightly, no doubt — we mustn't 

forget that any business needs to consult the bottom line) 

is so firmly on marketing and sales, that we can be sure 
a Barbara Cartland will reach her readership. A Borges 

will too, probably; but it is a smaller readership, and not 

at all as easy to reach. 

Literary prizes remind us of excellence, of non-

egalitarian notions of difference and quality. Literary 

prizes increase the sales of writers whose works need such 

help rather more than the works of a Cartland need it — 

and at the same time the writer is presented with a gift 
of time to work in, for that is what cash means to a writer. 

The cash nexus of literary prizes has its distasteful side, 

true, but it also can be seen as the modern continuation 

of an important and valuable tradition in patronage. The 

patron today may be the state or industry rather than the 

aristocracy, but the function of patronage is still a 
laudable one: to identify excellence and buy it time. 

There is something else that I should like to see placed 

on the pro pan ofthe scales, too, though I think it is less 

a vindication of prizes than a continuing fascination they 

bring with them, and that is the access these prizes afford 

us to vantage points from which to view cultural 

landscapes. One obvious example: Britain's Booker 

McConnell Prize for fiction (first awarded in 1969) went 
to J. G. Farrell for The Siege of Knshnapur in 1973, to Ruth 

Prawer Jhabvala for Heat and Dust in 1975, to Paul Scott 

for Staying On in 1977, and to Salman Rushdie for 

Midnight's Children in 1981. What better way to 

demonstrate the continuing British obsession with its past 

in imperial India? With Anita Desai on the shortlist in 

1980 and again in 1984, we see that a refinement of this 

obsession is also visible in the list: gradually a preference 

for novels on India by Indian writers becomes apparent, 

reflecting the intellectuals' scruple that to shortlist Indian 

novels by British writers perpetuates a colonial 

patronisation. This scruple hasn't yet penetrated British 

television, but that is another story. The principle, I 

think, holds good: anyone who takes a look at the list of 

shortlisted Booker Prize novels from 1969 to the present 

will find that two broad areas of experience are 

Quadrant, January-February 1985 123 



persuasively and systematically represented, at the 

expense of any others: the experience of imperial and 

post-imperial societies and conflicts, and the experience 

of a middle-class, upper-middle-brow, ironised but self-

legitimating Englishness. 

' . . . the doling out of one cash prize 
encourages us to conceive literature in 
terms of hype, as if money, advertising 
and media coverage had replaced 
critical judgement." 

In what follows I shall review the six novels shortlisted 

for the 1984 Booker McConnell Prize (now increased 

from £10,000 to £15,000) and shall then see if this list of 

six tells us anything about the state of British fiction 

today. I'll take the six in alphabetical order of author, and 

(to add a frisson for those who don't know the winning 

name) I shall reveal the winner only at the end. 

* * * 

1. J. G. Ballard: Empire of the Sun (Victor Gollancz). 

J. G. Ballard has so far been known as a science fiction 

writer, and as science fiction, rightly or wrongly, is rarely 

taken seriously by literary critics, Ballard was in 

consequence effectively excluded from serious evaluation. 

Empire of the Sun has changed this. Based in the facts of 
Ballard's own life, it tells of a boy, Jim, who is eleven 

years old in 1941, and living in an expatriate community 

in Shangai. The Japanese take Shanghai at the same time 

as, across the water, they attack Pearl Harbour, and Jim, 

separated from his parents, at first leads a curiously 

unreal existence, clinging to his familiar environment of 

expatriate villas, living on looted cocktail biscuits, and 
learning a first merciless lesson, that "kindness, which his 

parents and teachers had always urged upon him, 

counted for nothing". 

Adaptable to the pragmatic demands of war, well-

equipped to survive, Jim passes through transit camp to 

Japanese internment in Lunghua Camp, where he is 

confined until shortly before Hiroshima, admiring the 

Japanese for their bravery, liking Americans for their 

sense of humour and their copies of Reader's Digest, and 

divided about the offish and sometimes hostile British in 

the camp. In the limbo between Japanese withdrawal and 

the arrival of the American forces, Jim accompanies a 

band of looters and marauders in their nightmare 

journeys through a purgatorial landscape, before finally 

rejoining his parents: 

As Dr Ransome stood formally on the terrace in his 
American uniform, Jim had wanted to explain to his 
parents everything that he and the doctor had done 
together, but his mother and father had been through 
their own war. For all their affection for him, they seemed 
older and far away. 

Experience can divide as powerfully as it unites: this too 

is a lesson of Jim's war. 
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Reviewers compared Empire ofthe Sun to Golding's Lord 

of the Flies, which it resembles in showing an adolescent 

thrust upon his own resources, suffering, hallucinating, 

coming close to starvation, and learning the way of a 

primitive, predatory survival; they also suggested 

comparison with Twain's Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry 

Finn. I think this second comparison makes better, more 

resonant sense, for Empire of the Sun is written in that 

highly American mould of fiction-as-initiation, which 

found its prime exemplars in Twain, Anderson and 

Hemingway. Repeatedly, key experiences jolt Jim a step 

further along the road to adulthood. One way to follow 

this is to plot the shifts in Jim's view of his parents. 

At the outset, Jim is a young boy wholly and cosily 

engrossed in a world of parents, school, servants, bicycle 

rides, and so on, but in the transitional phase before 

Lunghua he already "felt a strange lightness in his head, 

not because his parents had rejected him, but because he 

expected them to do so, and no longer cared", and he 

"hoped that his parents were safe and dead". At 

Lunghua, memories of his parents recede into that 

unreality Jim associates with the world of films, and he 

realises that he no longer even remembers what his 

parents looked like; and after the war he sees that they 

have been through "their own war" — in other words, 

he has been initiated into the essential isolation of each 

individual inside his own life. 

Empire ofthe Sun is compulsively readable, and the naive 
reader can enjoy it as adventure story. It offers all the 

pleasures of a lucid, practised prose style rooted in 

specificity of observation. It tells us a good deal about the 

quality of observation. It tells us a good deal about the 

quality of suffering on the sidelines of war, and — 

through this — about human nature itself. It also quite 

stunningly confronts innocence and experience, and often 
it does this most effectively when the innocence is in its 

protagonist and the experience shared by Ballard and his 

reader. Here, for example, is a passage from Jim's first 

visit to his home after he loses contact with his parents at 

the beginning: 

His mother's clothes were scattered across the unmade 
bed, and open suitcases lay on the floor. Someone had 
swept her hairbrushes and scent bottles from the dressing-
table and talcum covered the polished parquet. There 
were dozens of footprints in the powder, his mother's 
bare feet whirling within the clear images of heavy boots, 
like the patterns of complicated dances set out in his 
parents' foxtrot and tango manuals. 

Empire of the Sun deserved the praise it widely received. It 

is an expert and sensitive work of fiction. 

* * « 

2. Julian Barnes: Flaubert's Parrot (Jonathan Cape). 

Julian Barnes has previously published two novels, 

Metroland and Before she met me, but is probably better 

known to the general public in Britain as Clive James's 

successor as television reviewer for The Observer. That was 

a hard act to follow, but Barnes has bent over as far 

backwards as you can go without snapping your spine to 



follow it wittily yet with insight, and is probably read now 

with as much dedication as James was. So we might 

expect that his novels would have something journalistic 

about them, and a rather undergraduate anxiety to be 

witty while at the same time reminding his audience that 

he has serious points to make. 

We'd be right: this is exactly what his novels are like. 

Flaubert's Parrot walks a clever tightrope between fiction 

and biography, and on every page implicitly defies the 

reader to distinguish the factual in its account of Flaubert. 

In chronologies of Falubert's life (approached from three 

different angles within a single chapter), in a 'Flaubert 

Bestiary', in 'The Train-Spotter's Guide to Flaubert' and 

'The Flaubert Apocrypha', even in a mock 'Examination 

Paper', Barnes so bombards his reader with quotations 

from Flaubert that I wonder if at some point he aborted 

a thesis or biography on the writer. This speculation even 

seems confirmed, in a roundabout way, by the savageness 

ofthe attack his narrator launches on " D r Enid Starkie, 

Reader Emeritus in French Literature at the University 

of Oxford". Starkie is proved wrong by Geoffrey 
Braithwaite (Barne's narrator) on a point concerning the 

colour of E m m a Bovary's eyes, but what is striking is the 
vindictiveness of Braithwaite's crowing: 

I once heard Dr Starkie lecture, and I'm glad to report 
that she had an atrocious French accent; one of those 
deliveries full of dame-school confidence and absolutely 
no ear, swerving between workaday correctness and 
farcical error, often within the same word. Naturally, this 
didn't affect her competence to teach at the University of 
Oxford, because until quite recently the place preferred to 
treat modern languages as if they were dead: this made 
them more respectable, more like the distant perfections 
of Latin and Greek. Even so, it did strike me as peculiar 
that someone who lived by French literature should be so 
calamitously inadequate at making the basic words ofthe 
langauge sound as they did when her subjects, her heroes 
(her paymasters, too, you could say) first pronounced 
them. 

N o point, of course, in confusing Barnes's narrator 

with Barnes himself: the Art-v.-Life rigmarole is in a 
sense the total substance of this novel, as Braithwaite, 

devoted to the point of mania to Flaubert, parrots the 
writer, and Barnes (as it were) parrots Braithwaite. But 

Braithwaite's shrillness and his Francophilia seem equally 

characteristic of his creator, since we find both qualities 

in Barnes's other fiction and in his journalism. 

The seeker after plot will be disappointed by Flaubert's 

Parrot. Its raison d'etre is the zest of its imagination, the 

messing-about-in-books mood in which it probes and 

pokes in Flaubert's life. In the course ofthe novel we also 

become better acquainted with Geoffrey Braithwaite, a 

dried-up, vengeful addict with a tragedy in his own life: 

he has been in the position of having to disconnect his 

wife's life-support machine. Braithwaite remains a flat, 

indeed a cardboard character, who functions most 

effectively as a Active actor in low farce — for example, 
when an American researcher tells Braithwaite he has 

burnt a number of letters that would have shed light on 

Flaubert's relationship with Julie Herbert, the reactions 

of Braithwaite, who has aimed to steal the man's research 

for publication by himself, run in a familiar Lucky Jim 

vein: 

Did this criminal, this sham, this failure, this murderer, 
this bald pyromaniac know what he was doing to me? 
(...) I wanted to tell Winterton how really pleased I was 
that the British had burnt the White House to the ground. 

A n d the parrot of the title? T w o stuffed parrots at 
Flaubert shrines have rival claims to be a stuffed parrot 

Flaubert was attached to; Braithwaite finds that in fact 

neither is likely to have been the "real" parrot. This non-

climax pointedly rams home Julian Barnes's message 

about the random nonsense of fictionality, but I wonder 

if we needed him to tell us again, and whether the 

cleverness of Flaubert's Parrot isn't too self-congratulatory? 

* * * 

3. Anita Brookner: Hotel du Lac (Jonathan Cape). 

Anita Brookner has written extensively on art, 

particularly on French art in the eighteenth and 

nineteenth centuries, and has a successful career in a 

distinct, non-literary field: in 1968 she was the first 
w o m a n to be Slade Professor at Cambridge, and she now 

teaches at the Courtauld Institute of Art. Her career as 

novelist began late, with A Start in Life (1981), but has 

already brought her considerable acclaim: Providence, Look 

at me and Hotel du Lac followed her debut at one-year 

intervals, and the new novel led the Literary Review to call 
her "one of the great writers of contemporary English 

fiction". 

Hotel du Lac examines Edith Hope, a middle-aged 

Englishwoman who writes romantic fiction "under a 

more thrusting name", Vanessa Wilde. Loosely involved 

for some time with a married man, David, she has 

recently left a well-meaning but uninspiring fiance 
standing, literally at the church: for this social crime she 

is sent by caring, scandalised friends to recover her senses 

in a quiet, out-of-season hotel on Lake Geneva. The pre

history to this point is told by Brookner in discreet 

flashbacks whose firm and graceful prose is well suited to 

the only mildly troubled recollections of a w o m a n who is 

regretful but knows her own mind. At the hotel, Anita 

Brookner treats us to portrayal of an exquisitely drawn 

cast of characters, the opulent and flashily hysterical Mrs 

Pusey and her plump daughter Jennifer in the 

foreground: there is in this something of the exact but 

gentle watercolourist manner of Katherine Mansfield's In 

a German Pension. O n e of Edith Hope's fellow-guests, 
Philip Neville (decorously referred to, in Jane Austen 

manner, as " M r Neville"), proposes to her, and she 

appears on the point of accepting his proposal; but, 

seeing him emerge at night from Jennifer Pusey's room, 

she changes her mind and opts to return to her own life 

alone in London. " 'Coming home'," she writes on the 

telegram form to a friend: 

But, after a moment, she thought that this was not 
entirely accurate and, crossing out the words 'Coming 
home', wrote simply, 'Returning'. 

These may well join the concluding words of (say) 

Forster's Where Angels Fear to Tread as one of the most 

masterly emblematic summaries at the close of a novel. 
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T o recapitulate her thin, indeed somewhat factitious 

plot does no justice to Anita Brookner's clear-thinking 

and mellowly horrifying examination of everyday h u m a n 

dilemmas. Neville's proposal, for example, like other 

fictional proposals in Pride and Prejudice or Buddenbrooks, is 

an outrageous scene told with an ice-cold restraint that 

barely masks a savage indignation: 
'I think you should marry me, Edith,' he said. She stared 
at him, her eyes widening in disbelief. 'Let me explain,' 
he said, rather hurriedly, taking a firm grip on his 
composure. 'I am not a romantic youth. I am in fact 
extremely discriminating. I have a small estate and a very 
fine house, Regency Gothic, a really beautiful example. 
And I have a rather well-known collection offamide rose 
dishes. I am sure you love beautiful things.' 
'You are wrong,' she said, her voice cold. 'I do not love 
things at all.' 

'I have a lot of business overseas," he went on, ignoring 
her. 'And I like to entertain. I am away a certain amount 
of the time. But I dislike having to come back to a house 
only occupied by the couple who live in it when I am not 
there. You would fit perfectly into that setting.' 

A terrible silence installed itself between them. Edith 
concentrated her attention on the bill, fluttering 
unnoticed under an ashtray. When she spoke her voice 
was unsteady. 
'You make it sound like a job specification,' she said. 
'And I have not applied for the job.' 
'Edith, what else will you do? Will you too go back to an 
empty house?' 

Anita Brookner herself proves to be unsentimental and 

undeceived about the emotional blackmail that loneliness 

can bring with it: in this respect, her heroines, without 

exception sensitive, honest and perceptive w o m e n , 

resemble their creator. Anita Brookner's fiction, 

modestly drawn as it is on its two inches of ivory, 

embodies a vigorous affirmation of the moral virtue of 
clarity and honesty. 

* » * 

4. Anita Desai: In Custody (Heinemann). 

Anita Desai's new novel seems a slighter creation than 

Brookner's, though its core of values and the decorous 

discretion of its prose style are similar. In Custody concerns 

a young, married college teacher, Deven, whose friend 

Murad, the self-important editor of a literary periodical 

in Delhi, suggests that Deven interview the great Urdu 

poet Nur. Deven, idealistic about literature and equally 

starry-eyed about those w h o write it, leaves his provincial 

security for anarchic Delhi: "It was to him," we read 

when he is summoned to the poet's presence, "as if G o d 

had leaned over a cloud and called for him to come up, 

and angels might have been drawing him up these ancient 

splintered stairs to meet the deity . . ." In fact Nur is a 

cantankerous, undignified old m a n living in conditions of 

near-squalor amid parisitic admirers: 

It was not where Deven had expected to find him. He had 
pictured him living either surrounded by elderly, sage 
and dignified litterateurs or else entirely alone, in divine 
isolation. What were these clowns and jokers and jugglers 
doing around him, or he with them? 

Disillusioned, Deven flees homeward. But a summons 

from Nur, supposedly to dictate poems, sends him 

Delhiward once more, to further confrontation with 

Murad's posing, and further humiliating experience of 

Nur's household. The idea of a tape-recorder is put 

forward by M u r a d as the only way to secure the desired 

interview, and a colleague of Deven secures a college 

grant for purchase of a machine; Deven, naive as ever, 

buys a poor second-hand recorder. His next visit to Nur 

is crossed by the hysterical illness of Nur's Bibi, a self-

styled poetess and salon attraction. Deven's access to 

interview time is now complicated by demands for money 

from N u r and his family, while M u r a d puts on pressure, 

wanting to go to press on the new number of his 

periodical, and the college is puzzled that its investment 

has produced no result. 

Deven is unequal to the pressures, but succeeds in 

gaining time with Nur, and, through a series of further 

frustrations, fills his tapes; they are filled, however, with 

useless rubbish — street noise, talk of food, dogs barking. 

College boys edit the tapes to create one marginally 

interesting tape, and in return for their services threaten 

to beat up Deven if he does not rig their grades. Begging 

letters continue to arrive from Delhi. The single tape is 

judged valueless. More letters. The prospect of ridicule at 

college, and bills to pay (impossible). W e leave Deven 

taking a long walk at night, his problems insolubly and 

pathetically before him. 

The strength of Anita Desai's novel lies in the 

persuasiveness with which she shows these two m e n — 

the poet Nur and the teacher Deven — becoming inept 

and even unwilling custodians of each other's fates. She 

also has that admirable directness, so close to naivety, 

which we associate with Narayan's novels; and her 

descriptions of Indian life are excellent. However, the 

lack of any resolution at the conclusion is not merely anti-

climactic, it is disturbing; without needing to pander too 

crassly to our sense of an ending, Desai could nonetheless 

have resolved her tale rather more satisfactorily. And one 

other major criticism must be made: that her prose is 

often needlessly convoluted, awkward in avoidable ways. 

The opening sentence of the novel is a good example: 
His first feeling on turning around at the tap on his 
shoulder while he was burying cigarettes at the college 
canteen and seeing his old friend Murad was one of joy 
so that he gasped 'Murad? You?' and the cigarettes fell 
from his hand in amazement, but this rapidly turned to 
anxiety when Murad gave a laugh, showing the betel-
stained teeth beneath the small bristling moustache he 
still wore on his upper lip. 

Too crammed, too cumbersome. A nuisance, too, that 

two participles so clumsily dangle from that single "on". 

But at other times, to be fair, Desai does achieve 

considerable grace in her prose. 

* * * 

5. Penelope Lively: According to Mark (Heinemann). 

According to Mark is littered with wrong punctuation, 

illiteracies such as "from whence", and sentences like the 
following: 

He remembered, as a small boy, being xhorted to tell the 
truth; at that point one had been gi- ?n the impression 
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that this was a perfectly simple matter — you did not say 
that things had happened which had not, neither did you 
say that things which had not happened had. 

Sorry? What was that? That "neither" forms a delusory 

bind: in fact, Lively's said the same thing twice when she 

meant to propound alternatives. But who cares? 

Obviously the copy-editors didn't. 

Execrably written, According to Mark is conceptually 

banal and silly. Like Flaubert's Parrot, Hotel du Lac and In 

Custody it is a novel about writers and writing: in this case, 
we follow a biographer, Mark Lamming, in his quest for 

fuller information on a relatively neglected English 

novelist in the Bennett-Galsworthy mould, Gilbert 

Strong. Dean Close, Strong's house in Dorset, yields an 

unexpected treasure of correspondence, and, reading his 

way throught it, Lamming finds his attention distracted 

by Strong's blunt, nearly-naive grand-daughter Carrie. 

Carrie runs a garden centre, is pragmatic and direct, has 

sexual experience but apparently so scant an emotional 

life that she can manage to see Lamming's condition as 

a clinical affliction that will clear up soon, with luck. For 
the moment it doesn't, and, wanting to interview 

Carrie's mother, Hermione, at her home in France, 

Mark persuades Carrie to travel with him, and of course 

they sleep together. At this point Diana, Mark's capable 

wife, intervenes with the kind of capability that we find 

advised in agony columns — and, just as in that world 

implied by agony columns, the cool efficiency works, 
Mark Lamming abides by his wife, Carrie rapidly and 

improbably tumbles into love, and we leave them all. 

I am not sure that According to Mark lacks consistency, 

as Galen Strawson suggested in his excellent review in the 
Times Literary Supplement; rather, I think it shares that 

strange mock-consistency which we discover constantly in 

women's magazine fiction, like a code which, once 
known, unlocks an inner logic. Genres have their own 

mechanisms, and the mechanisms of detective fiction, 

science fiction, romantic fiction (etcetera) seem so 
removed from the more meaningful mechanisms we 

might find in the fiction of (say) Malamud, Naipaul, 

White or Boll that we normally do not waste time 

speaking of them in the same breath. Lively's novel is 
genre fiction in the pejorative sense: it is a romantic novel 

in the healthy, fully-lit, easily-understood manner now 
prevalent, and I am sure that it has its own consistency. 

To place it on the same list as any ofthe other five novels 

on the 1984 Booker shortlist seems bizarre. 

* * * 

6. David Lodge: Small World (Seeker and Warburg). 

If we use the word romance to describe David Lodge's new 

and hilarious romp of a novel, we'd better make it clear 

from the start that it's being used not in the popular sense 

in which we'd apply it to Lively's novel, but in the more 

precise sense in which analysts of literary genre use it when 

they speak of (say) Spenser: to describe a mixture of picar

esque peregrinations and quest myth, aided on its way by 

the tests imposed on the hero and the obstacles put in his 

path, but never losing from sight the object of the quest, 

normally a woman or some Grail-like sublimation of same. 

Small World is a novel by an academic, about academics, 

presumably for academics; it differs from four ofthe other 

novels on the Booker shortlist only in not being about 

writers but about writers-about-writers. 

Small World is set on the conference circuit — in other 

words (living up to its title), its setting is the world, now 

drab English Rummidge (a thinly disguised Birmingham), 

now Amsterdam, now Hawaii. Persse McGarrigle, the 

young Irish poet-academic hero, encounters a learned, 

beautiful woman, Angelica Pabst, at a Rummidge con

ference, but then loses track of her and — luckily winning 

a fat-pursed poetry prize at an opportune moment — sets 

off on her trail from one conference to the next. Parallel to 

Persse's quest, we follow the fortunes of a middle-aged 

American academic, Morris Zapp (divorced), and a 

middle-aged English academic, Philip Swallow (gloomily 

married). Merrily casting plausibility to the winds, as 

befits the writer of quest romances, David Lodge chases his 

trio of heroes through a vast cast of parodic caricatures, 

from one ridiculous coincidence or farcical disaster to 

another; it is a tremendously funny book, and I laughed till 

I (supply your own verb). 

When we've stopped laughing, maybe we pause to ask 

the necessary question: is there anything to Small World 

beyond a good guffaw? Of course I could answer that a 

laugh isn't the worst thing and might be enough justifica

tion in itself; but I feel that, having accused Penelope 

Lively of writing too meretriciously for a particular kind of 

instant gratification, I'd best at least try to appear 

consistent, and not applaud Lodge for doing a similar 

thing. His kind of romance, too, is merely a genre of a 

stereotyped kind, and our advocatus diabolus persuasively 

reminds us that the only difference may well be that Small 

World pleases a higher brow than Lively's book . . . and 

should not all kinds of readers have the books they prefer, 

whatever the po-faced academics say? 

This case against David Lodge is strong, for it involves 

us in admitting (a) that a real plurality of readerships exists 
and it is intellectual snobbery to condemn any work if it 

brings pleasure to a readership, and (b) that the toys and 

baubles ofthe intellectual are as likely to be a waste of time 

as those ofthe lowbrow. Once we've admitted these two 

points, Small World must be seen as trivial trash, and 

opportunist at that, since it builds on a well-received and 

widely-read English tradition of academic farce-fictions 

(Amis' s Lucky Jim, Bradbury's The History Man, etcetera). 

Strong as the case against Lodge may be, I think there is 

a real importance in resisting its anarchic and levelling 

implications. In fact Small World demonstrates on every 

page a very real superiority over According to Mark, in the 

quality of its craftmanship. It would be impossible to 

demonstrate this in the space I have here; but I believe that 

the whole-hearted devotion to his liberal craft which David 

Lodge shows in this novel is itself an ethical virtue. The 

writer becomes part of a liberal tradition by the sheer 

strength of his artistic endeavour. 

And Small World also scores (unexpectedly) in its 

realism. This may seem a strange assertion, given that — 

like all good romances — it lives on coincidence, fantasy, 
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nonsense and farce. But consider this brief snatch of 

dialogue, chosen more or less at random: 
'Incidentally, I thought you were against foreign travel, 
Morris. You used to say that travel narrows the mind.' 
'There comes a moment when the individual has to yield 
to the Zeitgeist or drop out of the ball game,' said Morris. 
'For me it came in '75, when I kept getting invitations to 
Jane Austen centenary conferences in the most improb
able places — Poznan, Delhi, Lagos, Honolulu — and 
half the speakers turned out to be guys I knew in graduate 
school. The world is a global campus, Hilary, you'd 
better believe it. The American Express card has replaced 
the library pass.' 

The smart, fast patter is part of Lodge's fabric of wit, but, 
more than that, I find it constantly recalls real 

experience: behind the satire, Lodge is forever provoking 

recognition, as a good satirist does and must do. This is 

as true of his descriptions of places and institutions as of 

his ear for the talk of an educated elite, and I think it is 

time we recognised David Lodge as a sophisticated and 

resourceful satirist whose range in fact seems greater than 

the university habitat of his fiction permits. 

« * * 

For every one of these half dozen shortlisted novels, the 

pundits could name a dozen or so that they'd have 

preferred to see put forward for the prize. Angela 

Carter's Nights at the Circus, Martin Amis's Money and 

Beryl Bainbridge's Watson's Apology were particularly 
puzzling omissions. The publishers of omitted novels 

tend to be especially loud in their lamentations, knowing 

the loss to sales; and indeed the difference the Booker 

McConnell Prize, or even being short-listed for it, can 

make to the sales of a novel are impressive. Last year's 

winner, J. M . Coetzee's Life and Times of Michael K, had 

sold only 3,000 before the award was announced: that 
figure promptly rose to 8,000 within days, and to date 

Seeker and Warburg have sold some 44,000 hardback 

copies of the novel. W h e n Penguin publish it in 

paperback in March 1985 it can be expected to sell in the 

region of 100,000 copies. Similarly, John Fuller's short 

novella Flying to Nowhere, shortlisted last year, was helped 

to sales of over 5,000 in hardback and 30,000 in 
paperback, and is apparently being translated into 

Swedish, Danish, Dutch and German. 

This, of course, is the cash nexus again. But if we turn 

from the market's preoccupation with sales, what does 

the 1984 shortlist tell us about current British fiction? It 

tells us, first, that there is a technical tameness and con

servatism in British writers: the charge is frequently 

levelled, but it has lost none of its truth. Only Julian 

Barnes attempts to challenge the form he is using, and in 

fact his challenge seems over-clever and ostentatious. 

Ballard, Desai and Lively allow their novels to move 

along plain, linear routes; Brookner uses cinematic 

flashbacks; and Lodge criss-crosses multiple parallel plots 

with the swiftness of scene-shifts on television. All of this 
is familiar. Familiarity need not (of course) breed 

contempt — far from it. Still, the stale taste of tameness 

lingers in the mouth. 

Second, this shortlist tells us that certain 

preoccupations ofthe British novel are still going strong. 

There is a university novel (Lodge); there is a novel in 

which expatriate British experience of a colonial and/or 

wartime situation plays a main part (Ballard); there is a 

novel of India (from an Indian writer, Desai); there are 

novels about writers (Barnes, Brookner, Desai, Lively 

and Lodge). This induces the feeling that British fiction 

is coasting along on reliable favourite matter, and 

sharpens our puzzlement at the neglect of Carter and 

Amis fits. 
Third, this shortlist points up current cultural 

orientations in Britain: two (Barnes and Lively) are set, 

wholly or partly, in France, and a third (Brookner) in the 

French part of Switzerland, while Ballard and Desai 

perpetuate the British fascination with the East. This twin 

focus on France and the East is only ignored by Lodge, 

w h o parodies it by going one step further and satirising 

that sub-set in society to w h o m the entire world is little 

more than a bed, an airport lounge, or a conference hall. 

Fourth, the shortlist tells us a good deal about British 

tastes by virtue of the kinds of fiction that are absent from 

it: there is nothing that deals seriously with any of the 

major facts of contemporary British experience (the 

Falklands W a r , unemployment, the erosion of security, 

dislocation), there is nothing that is challenging 

ideologically, linguistically, religiously. Only Empire of the 

Sun, through its horror of war, at all confronts a critical 

issue of our times. 

It was widely felt that Empire of the Sun would win the 

1984 Booker McConnell Prize — certainly Ladbroke's, 

the bookmakers, made it their favourite. But in the event 

the award went to Anita Brookner for Hotel du Lac. 

Professor Richard Cobb, a one-time Oxford professor of 

history and chairman of the panel of judges, tried to 

justify the avoidance of "a Proust or a Joyce" in his 

speech, and in doing so provided a handsome resume1 of 
a spectrum of attitudes which look, I a m afraid, rather 

philistine: 
I think we have gone for sobriety, elegance, restraint, 
clarity of style and straightforward writing and (. . .) 
steered clear of flamboyance, the lush and the torrid, the 
pseudo-picaresque, the pretentious and the unremittingly 
depressing. W e have also succeeded in avoiding political 
novels. 

This horror of the imagination has led the decision to 

be attacked in certain quarters, notably The Guardian and 

The Observer, where it was felt that Hotel du Lac, though a 

fine work, should have come an honourable second to the 

better novel, Empire of the Sun. I share this view, though 

I a m uncomfortable that it should be voiced so loudly and 

so promptly: a better form of criticism might be to urge 

review of the process by which certain novels are selected 

for the shortlist and others discarded. Also, it is high time 

other British fiction awards (such as the Whitbread Prize) 

were built up to the standing of the Booker. 

But perhaps it is in the very nature of the thing that 

literary prizes will at times be awarded to the not-quite-

best recipient, or the downright wrong. Book Booker 

Bookest: our biggest error is no doubt to suppose that our 

grading and assessment means very much. If we could 

return in five hundred years to see how the proportions 

and contours have settled, we might be surprised. 
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Education Peter H u n t 

Will English Survive? 
In a World Without Values 

E N G L I S H in high-schools is, of course, a much 

more eclectic and, in terms of programming, a 

more complicated study than appears to be the 

case in most universities. Universities are for more 

advance studies and, at least traditionally, have felt 

entitled to expect that those who embark on English with 
a university department possess a substantial degree of 

humane literacy. W e all know that, for a number of 

reasons, too many students entering university are not, in 

fact, sufficiently able in reading and writing to allow 

university teachers to assume that they can concentrate 

on the critical and scholarly study of literature without 

much attention to basic "skills" in understanding and 
appreciation of what students are expected to read or in 

composition. This is partly a result of there being more 

people entering the senior forms of high-schools and 
tertiary education over, say, the past fifteen years. 

Admittedly, it is also attributable to some extent, to a 

decline in standards of literacy brought about by wrong-
headed approaches to English in schools (especially 

primary and junior-high schools). None of these factors 
can be separated from the decline in cultural, even moral 

standards in the community generally in a period of 
mass-media assaults on every value and virtue by which 

excellence and a sense of worth in humane studies are 

sustained. 

Yet, allowing for all of this, it is still true that 
universities want to concentrate on the study of literature, 

(though enlightened university lecturers engage in 

dynamic teaching and tuition to make up for what 

students have missed, and special sections attend to 

"remedial" English). And so as I state in my 

introductory sentence, high-school teaching is, of 

necessity, more wide-ranging and complicated. High-

school teachers use much more the spectrum of what have 

been called the language arts. In good schools and 

departments and classrooms, there is plenty of reading 

and writing, speaking and listening. Students have many 

assignments, hear and practise reading aloud prose, 

poetry and plays, and are encouraged to engage in 

discussion, preferably discussion rooted in preparation 

and real knowledge and experience. Plays are not merely 

the subject of lectures; they are read aloud right through, 

and as far as possible, performances are offered. In 

addition, a good deal of written composition is set, and 

detailed advice and correction are provided. And while 

the accent is on growth, there is no confusion about the 

sources of growth. 

At every level, good or great literature is central, but 

other written sources in journalism (including a good 

ration of that fading art, literary journalism) are used. 
And although the written word is always the norm, films 

and tapes and recordings are exploited in as enriching a 

way as possible. Thus, there is a blend of traditional 

literary values and sources of language, and of "popular" 
forms of communication and expression. In the reading 

programme which interweaves with the oral and written 
uses of the language, a blend of wide reading, intensive 

study of selected works, and close comprehension and 

analysis and appreciation of short passages, is essential. 

It is true (and this will be a concern later in this essay) 

that some schools and classrooms do not enjoy so rich and 
disciplined an English programme, but the picture is still 

true of many. In good H.S.C. classes critical appreciation 

of literature and, therefore, the elements of literary 

criticism are fostered in the more advanced students. The 

better high-schools help to keep alive the discipline and 

traditions of English as a humane pursuit. None of this 

denies the truth that schools generally are made too much 

in the mould of the factory-system, and that, therefore, 

conditions are far from ideal for poetry, for illuminations 

across the disciplines or for that conversation which goes 

with a liberal education for young people in the 17-18 

age-group. Probably, more senior colleges will be 

necessary; but they, too, may suffer from being too large. 

I have not forgotten that in some universities even 

undergraduates (and not only Honours students) enjoy 

tutorial and seminar conditions which allow for oral 

expression and exchange. And universities being what 

they are, the quadrangle and coffee-rooms, and, for the 

lucky, college groups, do provide for the animated 

discussion which everyone regards as essential to the true 

value of what a university offers. 

However, although there are undoubtedly some, not 

all nowadays are communal enough to stimulate 

enriching discussion. One wonders how many students 

have the opportunity to talk much with lecturers and with 

one another, or to ask questions during or at the end of 

academic discourses? I suspect that in Australia mainly 

the relatively small universities provide the conditions. 
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M y own memories of the University of Sydney are of a 

few brilliant lecturers, some who could read poetry aloud 

very well (such as R.G. Mitchell reading Hopkins' poetry 

and Normal Jeffares, a visiting Professor reading Yeats' 

poetry — and looking like Yeats himself) but not much 

opportunity for tutorials. I was fortunate to take my first 

year of English at the University of Western Australia 

where public performance of plays, small tutorial groups, 

and vibrant lectures were common; that was back in the 

early fifties. (Reading H.P. Heseltine's biographical 

"apologia" in Southerly, December, '83, brings it all back 

vividly, and I, too, am grateful for the "new criticism" 

especially in the form of Brooks and Warren's 

Understanding Poetry — though, as will be seen later, I have 

a les's sanguine opinion of King and Ketley's Control of 

Language.) M y experience of teaching at Canadian 

universities was that little provision was made for 

tutorials. The graduate levels are, of course, an entirely 

different matter. 

Now it is, of course, only right and natural that 

university lecturers concentrate on literary works, and on 

developing in their students the rudiments of literary 

criticism through demonstration, essays and reading lists. 

But, as common observation shows, and because of an 

academic occupational hazard, some university 

academics tend too much to see literature as an object of 

study rather than as primarily an experience to 

appreciate, so that it is obscured by a drier criticism than 

masterpieces warrant. Some indeed do try to develop 

critical appreciation; others lose sight of literature as the 

fruit of creative imagination intended for the educated 

general reader, and come to regard it as an academic 

pursuit for the few initiates into literary scholarship, 

rather than as a central and even all-pervading element 

in a liberal education which, at varying levels, is the 

heritage of all. I hasten to add the points that the study 

of literature requires the ripest and most wide-ranging 

scholarship, that only the few can engage in the more 

advanced pursuit of literary criticism, and that criticism, 

properly conceived, as Mitchell and Passmore long ago 

pointed out, is creative and fruitful for literature 

generally. But Arnold's dicta still apply. 

It is essential that the practice of, and debates about, 

English teaching in high-schools are understood by 

university teachers. The drier academic hand in some 

lectures, and the redundant analyses exemplified in some 

journal articles, as critics such as George Ford and 

Malcolm Andrews have noted, offer little enlightenment 

either to the general reader or to the literary scholar. And 

too often, they are lacking in any original appreciative 

response, or conviction about the intrinsic and perennial 

value of poems, plays and novels as expressing an 

illuminating vision. This is bound to be reflected in high-

schools. At a lower level poor approaches are reflected in 

some high-school teachers, more frequently at junior-

high levels, who treat poetry as an academic exercise as 

though the work exists to illustrate the use of simile or 

metaphor, or alliteration, or as an object of study which 

adds to the fund of knowledge. They see it as something 

which students should know about, rather than enjoy. In 

sum, too often English lessons in high-schools treat 

literature as a fund of "technical" knowledge, instead of 

showing how the peculiar harmonies, insights and overall 

vision of literary works spring from both the inner 

experience of the writer in his perception of life and all 

that animates or complicates it, and his struggle to 

express his perception and experience by using all the 

resources of his craft. 

Critical appreciation is utterly different from the 

"dissection" which is unfortunately confused with it by 

those who do not understand literary discussion at all. It 

sees works of literature as wholes in which, as Brooks and 

Warren long ago showed, for the benefit of high-school 

and early undergraduate students of English, the 

thoughts and feelings, the "vision" if you like, of poetry, 

all inseparable from the words, the form and style, in 

which it is written. And teachers of literature at all levels 

continue to believe that the "common impulses and 

interests" from which Brooks and Warren declared that 

poetry sprang (in their introductory essay to Understanding 

Poetry), and the "fundamental interests" of human 

beings, are rooted in an essential human nature. W e hold 

that this human nature responds to a reality summed up 

in such seminal statements as Newman's "Nature is a 

parable, scripture is an allegory . . .", Hopkins' belief 

that "There lives the dearest freshness deep down 

things", and Wordsworth's dictum that "Poetry is the 

breath and finer spirit of all knowledge". This conviction 

is now regarded in some quarters (as shown in Alan 

Barcan's article, "English Studies in Disarray", 

Quadrant, March, 1984) as mere intellectual archaeology. 

The attitude is closely related to the influences analysed 

by A.E. Dyson back in 1971 when in an essay titled 

"Culture in Decline" {Critical Quarterly) he said that 

words such as "worship", "wisdom", "chastity" are 

"seldom used without a sneer", and even words such as 

"worth and discrimination" had begun to slide. There is 

no room here to explore the decline of the view of 

literature as a source of moral vision and of real 

profundities in life, but it is as well to point out that much 

of the inadequate vision and loss of faith in the perennial 

value ofthe "classics" of literature, can be traced to some 

influential thinkers and writers in the field. Theories as 

various as LA. Richards' separation of "emotive" and 

"referent" value in literature (reflected in The Control of 

Language, a book flayed by C.S. Lewis in The Abolition of 

Man), Northrop Frye's rejection of value-judgements and 

consequent subjectivist addiction to archetypal myths 

with no roots in objective truth and beauty (and 

exaltation of the critic-psychologist), Abrams' false 

dichotomy between "expressive" and "mimetic" modes 

of the poetic art in The Mirror and the Lamp (corrected in 

his later work), have all had their effect on teaching at all 
levels. 

I do not think, of course, that the problem of wrong-

headed teaching in the high-schools is solely or even 

mainly the result of inadequate tertiary teaching or poor 

modes of academic criticism. It is simply true that 

unimaginative people do happen to be given English to 

teach. Because they are prosaic, they tend towards the 
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narrowly school-teacherly notion of using all books, 

materials and even works of creative imagination, as 

fodder for the "knowledge industry". Such teachers 
sometimes admit that they do not really know how to 

teach poetry, and almost desperately seize upon the 

"mechanics" and the narrower concept of "content" in 

order to justify the presence of poetry. Similarly, they will 

sometimes "instruct" students about a play by the deadly 
exercise of taking each scene for sequential study without 

even letting students read the whole or hear it read aloud 

with some attention to the overall meaning and dramatic 

adventure. All the same, although some of the faulty 

theorists, especially such gifted critics as Abrams, Frye or 

Richards, have written highly imaginative and 
illuminating criticism, the effect of their theories on much 

English teaching has been to solidify bad methods. They 

also discourage conviction about the intrinsic worth ofthe 
visions of literature, by bringing literary study into the 

realm of the "value free" social sciences in which 

"issues" are seen as the centre, and "values" are treated 

as subjective. 

Both lack of imagination (or the "educated 

imagination") and pseudo-academic approaches which 

treat literary works as a means to an inadequate end, are 

only reinforced by false theories. Such theories, 

sometimes developed by brilliant men, filter down 

through the levels of thought and practice to "popular", 

grassroots or elementary spheres of action and teaching. 
Thus, lack of conviction that there is a universal human 

value and glimpse of some deeper reality in works of 

literature, no matter how eloquent a critic's exposition of 

the immanent "light" emanating from the minds of 

authors, reduces the sense of intrinisc worth in the works 

of literature. It tends to focus on means rather than ends. 

And it fosters the common notion that one opinion of a 

poem, novel or play is as good as another and that each 

reader has his'own somewhat "sacred" perception of a 

work independently of any objective criteria which can be 
discerned through evaluative criticism. This subjectivism 

goes hand in hand with the failure to teach by developing 

appreciation first, and proceeding through well-based 
interpretation to the elements of evaluative criticism. 
Influenced, however indirectly by writings of Ayer, 

Richards, Frye or Abrams, or by the now pervasive 

attacks on the English literary tradition as "bourgeois", 

and expressive of an "elitist" habit of mind and social 

experience, the last state is worse than the first. 

Turning again to more direct influences on schools, the 

most harmful have been McLuhanism, and what I have 

in other places called Dixonism. Both are related in spirit 

and basic assumptions to positivist and subjectivist 

philosophies. McLuhanism was really a rejection of an 

essentialist view of human nature. Marshall McLuhan's 

influence has subsided, has left its mark on an anti-book 

generation and on "psychologists" ofthe media and so-

called popular culture. 

Dixonism is named after John Dixon whose report on 

the international Dartmouth Conference on English in 

1966 (later cogently attacked by Frank Whitehead) 

fostered the false division and fallacious generalisations 

about three models of English teaching: the skills model, 

the literary heritage model and the growth model. 

Favouring the so-called "growth model", Dixon, and a 

multitude of followers, pushed great literature into the 

background of curricula, and emphasised unduly the 

original writing of students. Appreciation and creativity, 

of course, go together, a truth which David Holbrook and 

Frank Whitehead, never lost sight of, but Dixonites in 

Australia and elsewhere poured opprobrium on the 
central role of literature in English studies. 

Significantly, two influences were at work in this 

outlook and practice: a caricature of literary study as 

desiccated, and a loss of conviction about criteria of 

excellence. Thus, the idea of a "humane literacy" was 

replaced by the notion of a therapeutic encouragement of 

student writing, and an exaggerated attention to the 

"creative" freedom thought to be essential to English and 

the growth it produced. However, it should be admitted 

that the element of truth in Dixonism lies in its emphasis 

on language acquired in context, in its desire to get away 

from an unimaginative and prematurely technical 
approach to literature, and in the rejection of that dull 

superstition by which so many teachers thought that 

language exercises, formal grammar work separated from 

actual composition and living contexts, and lists of words, 

could be a substitute for plenty of reading and writing, 

and the related arts of listening and speaking. 

There are signs of a return to the central role of 
literature in high-schools, as seen in the journals and 
newsletters. And some of us have never abandoned it. W e 

know that students who read plenty of poetry, good 
fiction, plays and essays, who hear it read aloud well, and 

who are expected to write about literature with growing 

perception, not only share in the heritage of a liberal 

education (in which as Jacques Maritain shows so well, 

both arts and sciences are essential) and the great 

conversation that spans the centuries, but do really grow 

in their use of the language. 

There are two current dangers to the continuation and 

revival of literary appreciation and imaginative literary 

criticism in both schools and universities. Both are really 

variations upon, or manifestations of, the denial of those 
intrinsic values in human nature and in literature to 

which I have referred earlier. The first is the spate of 

propaganda for so-called "school-based" curricula. This 

is based not so much on desire for critical independence 

as on an antipathy to a "traditional hierarchy of 

disciplines" which is perceived as not only imposed from 

above, but as "the product of social forces" (a view 

strong with the aroma of literary Marxism). Talk about 

what constitutes a "good education" is rejected by 

exponents of this view (among them sections of The 

Independent Teachers' Association) as meaningless 

because the notion of "good" is seen as arbitrary. Again, 

the "value-free" sociological approach is at work. Yet 

although intellectually the loose references to "old-

fashioned" curricula and to the need for more "relevant" 

pursuits may ultimately be linked with such anti-

metaphysical arguments as those of John Passmore (in his 

attack on Maritain's question, "What is Man?") and 
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C D . Hardie (Truth and Fallacy in Educational Theory) and 

going further back, to A.J. Ayer, and beyond him to 

G.E. Moore's "analysis of good", (refuted incidentally 

by Mortimer Adler in The Time of Our Lives), most 

academics who subscribe to logical positivism would 

certainly be alarmed if the trendy unionists and "pace

setters" among education faculty members and the gurus 

of secondary education had their way. 

The second threat to survival of English as a humane 

pursuit is the onset of those linguistic theories and 

"scientific" approaches to literary work, and the 

structuralist and post-structuralist debates, which Alan 

Barcan in his "London Letter" (Quadrant, March) shows 

at work in the tertiary institutions of Britain. And in this 

context, a most baneful influence is that of Professors of 

English who take the view that the decline of traditional 

moral convictions and of a common cultural heritage, 

almost justifies abandonment of the struggle to educate 

students in a recognised constellation of literary 

masterpieces. One would have thought that, unless all 

conviction of any absolutes or criteria for excellence had 

been lost, the decline would make the teaching of English 

all the more valuable and indispensable. For if great 

works of literature are intrinsically valuable, if they do, in 

fact, share with religion an exploration of profundities 

while they delight, move and illuminate their readers or 

audiences, then they will carry in every age much of their 

power to teach; they will, if introduced and opened up for 

students by dynamic and humble teachers, help to fill the 

vacuum we lament. They will counter the pressures of 

those other intruders and dehumanisers, the 

manipulators from politics, the media, or genetic 

engineers whom Huxley depicted in Brave New World. 

Both the subjectivist antipathy to "academic" studies 

at secondary levels, and the retreat into a detached, 
"scientific" approach to literature in the "new" critic-

linguist centred assault on literary education at university 

level, share in common an attempt to reduce English to 

a game for experts, the first because it sees no value in a 

common core in which all can share, the other because it 

has, as John Colmer has said (Meridian, May, 1983) "cut 

itself off from the actual experience of reading books for 

pleasure and moral growth". George Steiner, 

notwithstanding (and we need to see the distinction 

between enjoyment of the classics for a sensual-aesthetic 
art for art's sake reason and an interest moved by moral 

intuition in considering the Nazis he cites), the proof of 

the pudding is in the eating. No psycho-linguist or 

structuralist will convince sensitive readers that their 

experience is not intrinsically valuable when they respond 

to Lear's growth in compassion amidst his sufferings and 

madness in such a speech as "Poor naked wretches . . .", 

Wordsworth's discernment of a presence "that disturbs 

me with the joy/Of elevated thoughts", Tennyson's 

poignant uncertainties in "In Memoriam", Dickens' 

concern for the wretched poor in " T o m All-Alones" in 
Bleak House, or Judith Wright's sense of the mystery of 

parenthood in " W o m a n to Child". Nor will the best 

literary criticism like that of Wilson-Knight or Bradley on 

Shakespeare, Edgar Johnson or Wagenknecht on 

Dickens, C.S. Lewis on Milton, or the inspired 

appreciations of Chesterton on Dickens or hundreds of 

other examples of humane, illuminating commentaries 

on literature, ever be replaced by, or compatible with, 

analyses typified by the following: explication of "the 

propositional and modal sides of the discourse" on 

literature: 
Both are grasped and imaginatively explored according to 
the double matrix of typo factions anonymised from our 
experiences of everyday life and literary practice: the 
matrix of aspects of spatial and temporal relations, acts 
and events, agents (personae, characters), values and 
ideological stance. 
(Southern Review, March, 1983) 

If this can be translated, it appears to mean something 

like the following: "Both can be understood in terms of 

the universal human experience, the values and beliefs we 

hold, and the criteria of other literary works." 

Clearly, there is need for much more discussion of 

questions such as: Is Steiner right? Will the school-based 

curriculum movement, with its attacks on university 

influence on high-schools cut us off from the university 

traditions of humane literacy or save us (paradoxically) 

from critical narcissism? Would a stronger conviction 

about the truth in the visions of poets, novelists and 

others cross that bridge to social and political life which 

John Wiltshire cherishes?* H o w can those who see the 

humanities, with literature as central, as perennially 

educative, sustain their vocation and mission in a period 

of seeming eclipse? All of these questions should occupy 

thoughtful minds at all levels of research and teaching. . 

* See John Wiltshire, "What is 'English' for?" in Meridian, i, 
October, 1983. The "Forum" on English in which Wiltshire's s 
article appeared, has so far been useful, but all too brief and d 
narrow. 

Another Letter from the 
Association 

ll ow the mail is full of it, exhorting 

the shorter route, the iniquitous pass 

through the ex-forest, the cutting 

where the Mount of Olives was 

where there was once the passion 

and parables, the blood and charity. 
These, say the Council, have had their session 

and season of moist obscurity. 

With a sound like rust, the black parrots twist 

from nowhere down the valley's 

groove into the winter mist, 

supreme, elite among the crowns of trees. 

Miles Little 
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Books 

Polishing the Brass on the Titanic 
by Hal Colebatch 

T H I S IS N O T an organised 

hand-book of doctrine or 

philosophy. In the circum

stances one could hardly expect it to 

be. But it does offer, even if 

sometimes inadvertently, an interest
ing cross-section of the ideas of some 

Liberal Party decision-makers. 

Liberals Face the Future is a useful 

starting point for some overdue 

debate on where the Liberal Party is, 

or should be, going. 
Parts are impressive, such as the 

thoughtful contributions of David 
K e m p and Senator Fred Chaney. 

They are important reminders that, 

despite what m a y be said against it, 
the Liberal Party has governed 

Australia during its periods of 

greatest social and economic success. 
It is a party whose very weakness 

today is in a sense a predicate of its 

non-ideological and therefore open 

nature. If the greatest political threat 

of humanity is Totalitarianism, it is 

worth making the point that in 

hardly any political party in the 

world can the germs of Totalitaria

nism be less present. 

The three editors provide a useful 

chapter, "Liberal Values", and 

Senator Reg Withers writes in a 

characteristically and refreshingly 

forthright and stimulating style. 

David H a m e r writes an interesting 

chapter on defence which it is to be 

hoped he m a y expand elsewhere. 

Other "nuts and bolts" chapters 

justify a respectable place for the 

book on Political Science reading 

lists. 

Liberals Face the Future: Edited by George 
Brandis, Tom Harley and Don Markwell; 
Oxford University Press 

John Hyde's piece on "The Tariff 

Debate" is a lucid, well-argued and 

well-written piece, pin-pointing the 
morally and practically crippling 

effect of a political party retaining 

practices directly at odds with its 
professed central values. After 

making allowance for reviewer pre

judice, I believe Hyde's essay 

remains outstanding, and acceptance 

or rejection of his arguments perhaps 

a litmus test for the Liberal Party's 
future prospects (If the Liberal Party 

cannot be taken seriously on eco

nomic freedom, what can it be taken 
seriously on?). Tariff and free-

market questions are certainly not 

the whole of the philosophical issues 
confronting the Liberal Party, but 

they are among the most important 

in their implications. Viewed as a 

case-study, Hyde's article graphical

ly illustrates the credibility gap the 
Liberals created for themselves on a 

number of issues between 1975 and 

1983 with resulting cynicism, disillu

sionment and loss of commitment 

among many of their traditional 

voters and supporters. If all the 

contributions to this book were ofthe 
quality and clarity of this piece, the 

Liberals might face the future with 
more confidence. 

However, many of the other 

contributions are poor. Their chief 

value is as illustrations of what has 

gone wrong with the party and so 

undone its fortunes in eight years. 

Some of this writing is a little difficult 

to criticise, as it is woolly, confused 

and stale rather than rising to the 

dignity of error. Platitudes, cliches 

and notions borrowed from the ideas 

and vocabulary ofthe collectivist Left 

are not exactly infrequent. Despite 

the editors' salutary and timely 

epigraph from Nietzsche: "The most 

- c o m m o n form of stupidity is to forget 
what we are trying to do," Captain 

Smith of the Titanic might have 

recruited some assiduous brass-

polishers here. T o change the image, 
one feels that all too often the gas has 

gone out of the balloon. 

Louise Asher writes in a vein of 

trendy feminism whose thrust might 

be summed up as suggesting that 

what is wrong with the Liberal Party 

is that it is not more like the A L P . 
Similarly, the article on "Justice" by 

Senator Alan Missen (which contains 

the surprising description of Senator 

Albert Field as "a noted foe of the 

Whitlam Government"), may al

most be summed up as saying that 

the Liberal Government should have 

done what Labor did but done it first, 

and warns that unless changes are 

made: "the initiative will continue to 

rest with our political opponents". 

Far removed from the mental 

atmosphere of this are notions of real, 

possibly radical, alternatives to 

promote a Libertarian society. It 

might be called stale rather than 
anything stronger. 

Ian McPhee, writing on employ

ment, begins with the meaningless 
statement: 

From a Liberal Party viewpoint 
there never was any doubt that one 
of the fundamental 'rights' of the 
individual is to have paid em
ployment 

This tendency to use a number of 

words to say nothing is a feature of 

several of the book's pieces, but 

McPhee provides outstanding exam

ples: "there must be a simplification 
of the taxation system with a view to 
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achieving greater tax equity while 

maintaining incentives to wealth and 

job creation". Yes, and we are all in 

favour of motherhood, too. Where 

McPhee attempts to explain how this 

desirable state may be brought 

about, his prescription seems to be in 

the direction of more centralised 

planning, and more power to that 

less than brilliantly successful 

institution, the Conciliation and 

Arbitration Commission: 

. . . updated information must be 
acted upon by the Federal Govern
ment to create a climate in which a 
re-allocation of resources occurs to 
ensure Australia's maximum poss
ible growth rate . . . the Federal 
Government must, by exercising 
one of several options, widen the 
power of the Australian Concilia
tion and Arbitration Commission 
in order to overcome many of the 
problems which cause lost produc
tivity in goods and services and 
'add unnecessarily to Australia's 
wages bill. 

(Phil. Gude, in a chapter on 

industrial relations, indicates that he 

has at least heard of collective 

bargaining as a Liberal idea.) 

McPhee's piece displays another 

characteristic that makes some of this 

book infuriating: the propensity of 

some senior Liberals, including 

former Ministers, to advocate too 

late the things they could not bestir 

themselves to do while in Govern

ment. McPhee advocates simpler 

taxation. The Liberals had seven 

years to simplify taxation legislation 

during which time its complexity 

increased as did the discretionary 
powers of taxation bureaucrats. 
McPhee says: 

The thirty-eight hour week may be 
an absurdly generous indulgence 
in view of our lack of international 
competitiveness. 

Of course it is. But could an 

elected government, with seven years 

at its disposal and two overwhelming 

and one very handsome majorities 

and mandates, really have done 

nothing about it given the will and 

determination? McPhee tells us: 

"The hidden effects of tariffs have 

impacted adversely on consumers 

and the growth of employment-
creating export industries." N o w tell 

us something we don't know, M r 

McPhee, like what the government of 

which you were a member did to 

rectify the situation beyond the 

production of rhetoric? Under the 

Westminster convention of Cabinet 

solidarity, Ministers faced with 

policy decisions they cannot support 

are supposed to resign, if they do not 

wish to accept responsibility for 

them. 

McPhee concludes by looking to a 

future in which it seems Australia 

may be advanced by "a consumption 

tax, probate duty, and a Capital 

Gains Tax". This prescription leaves 

one wondering what he expects the 

effect to be on investment capital for 

the Liberals' precious small 

businesses (like tariff reduction, an 

icon of frequent reverent reference in 

the Liberal litany).0' 

Ofthe Left's well-organised offen

sive in the academic, intellectual, 

arts, cultural, media and related 

areas, Liberals Face the Future says 

nothing apart from Sir Rupert 

Hamer's comments to the effect that 

the Liberals really will have to get 

round to thinking about some arts 

policies one day. Presumably the 

contributors wanted to concentrate 

on the positive aspects of Liberalism, 

but there is a disturbing lack of 

indications that many understand or 

have much interest in what the Left is 

trying to do, thus leaving many 

important areas simply uncon
tested/2' 

Richard Alston, a former President 

of the Liberal Party in Victoria, writes 

on foreign affairs. He praises as 

"certainly beneficial" M r Fraser's 
role in helping impose a Marxist 

dictatorship on Zimbabwe, or as he 

puts it, " M r Fraser's involvement in 

Zimbabwe's independence settle

ment". M r Alston, with the curious 

double-think on free trade character

istic of much of the Liberal 

establishment, writes: "Australia 

should maintain its vigorous 

opposition to all forms of international 

protectionism." Which particular 

vigorous opposition, one is inclined to 

ask, that of rhetoric or that of 

example? Contemplating the problems 

of Third World poverty he looks not 

to P.T. Bauer but, yes, you guessed 

it in one, he looks to the Brandt 

Report. In another of the book's 

choicer non-statements, he remarks: 

The opportunity is available for 
Australia to pursue north-south 
initiatives in a positive and 
constructive manner rather than 
just passively responding to them. 

Could not the Liberal Party 

arrange for aspirants to Party office 

to be presented with, and then 

examined on, a copy of George 

Orwell's "Politics and the English 

Language"? It is sometimes 

necessary in politics to take many 

words to say nothing, but surely a 

book called Liberals Face the Future is 

not the appropriate place for a 

Liberal to display this particular skill. 

Chris Puplick contributes a 

chapter of science and technology. 

M r (now Senator) Puplick was 

previously the co-author of Liberal 

Thinking, a complication of platitudes 

and homilies of quite awesome 

banality. Senator Puplick's pre

scription for science and technology 

seems to be in the direction of larger-

scale government intervention and 

planning ofthe sort that would please 

H.G. Wells and other Fabians, 

possibly in over-compensation for the 

years when Australian Liberal Gov

ernments seemed to have no interest 

in science (for example in atomic 

research or in Antarctica) that they 

were able to communicate to the 

country. Liberal policies for the 

future, Puplick says, must start with: 

"a complete shattering of the anti-

government involvement chains", a 

metaphor whose grotesqueness may 

be momentarily savoured. The 

standard of Liberal Thinking is 

worthily maintained with cliches like: 

From its very earliest days, the 
development of Australia as a 
nation has depended very signifi
cantly upon the exploitation of 
scientific and technological devel
opments uniquely adapted to the 
Australian environment. 

Puplick wants to reduce 

bureaucracy, another icon in the 

Liberal Litany. However he also 

wants to stop Australian science 

policies staggering along in an un

coordinated and directionless 

fashion. H o w both or even either of 

these sensible objectives are to be 
achieved is another matter. Again 

platitudes take the place of hard 
substance 
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T h e English comedian Peter Cook 
has a character, the Misty M r 

Whisty, one of whose park-bench 
ramblings begins something like this: 

"I had a wonderful idea last night 

It was an idea for an aeroplane that 

would fly at a million miles an hour 
and only cost one penny a year to 
run. 

"I think it's a wonderful idea. I 

haven't developed it beyond that, 
yet. 

"It's still at the idea stage." 

The Liberals had seven years to 

develop ideas beyond the idea stage. 

Puplick moves on to Hoo-Ray 

Henry, offering as inspiration to the 

faithful the awful profundity: "I 

believe that m a n free from his chains 
is more likely to aspire to be an angel 

.than to revert to being a beast." 

Perhaps he means the shattered anti-

Government involvement chains. H e 

concludes a little more mundanely 
that: 

A proper understanding ofthe role 
of science and technology in 
modern society will play a vital 
part in the achievement of our 
noble goals. 

Today some basically friendly 
critics of the British Conservative 

Party are suggesting, in view of that 

party's apparent helplessness in the 

face of the prolonged and extremely 

destructive coal-miners' strike, that 
the Conservatives have become so 

engrossed in re-discovering A d a m 

Smith and Milton Friedman that 

they have forgotten Machiavelli. No-
one could accuse the Australian 

Liberal Party in general of neglecting 

any aspect of political thought 

because of disproportionate concen
tration on another. Its first task for 

recovery m a y well be to get firmly 

into its collective head the concept 

that ideas really do matter. A study 

of the concept of Praxis might well 

come next. 

I have dwelt on the negative 
aspects of this book at some length 

(and done less than justice to 

reviewing its more positive ones) 

because I think those I have singled 

out indicate clearly what has gone 

wrong with the non-labour parties'1' 
in Australia — their failure to take 

abstract ideas seriously, and their 

propensity to ignore or pay mere lip-

service to the abstract, theoretical, 

"intellectual" aspects of political 

thought<4). tendencies to take 

rhetoric as an acceptable substitute 
for difficult or far-reaching action, 

and to look to Left luggage like 

increased and centralised Govern

ment planning and control as the 

obvious solution to social problems. 

The warning in Liberals Face the 
Future is plain. T h e Liberal Party has 

been Australia's most successful 

governing Party. It should not lack 

the substance of administrative 

experience. Yet things have gone 

very wrong for it. The Liberal Party 

is in a crisis and faces fundamental 
and critical choices regarding not 

perhaps so m u c h its policies as its 

mental attitudes. It can respond by 

developing and acting upon coherent 

Neo-Conservative or Libertarian 

philosophies, such as have had a 

remarkable resurgence in other parts 
of the free world, or it can try to 

compete with the A L P by looking to 

trendiness, centralism, government 

interventionism and Statism. T h e 
latter is likely to emerge de facto if too 

m a n y senior Liberals stick to Titanic 
brass-polishing, and if they do not 
arrive at a clear and agreed idea of 

what they are trying to do and why. 

The political philosophies to reinvig-

orate Australian Liberalism are 

available, given the will and political 

education and vocabulary to under

stand and implement them. 

It would be disastrous for Australia 

and a serious blow to democracy in 

the world, if the Liberal Party either 

sleep-walked into oblivion, not 

knowing what it was trying to do (the 

fate of the W h i g Parties of Britain 

and America), or if it was gradually 

transformed into another Socialist 
party, even an election-winning one. 

Get out your A d a m Smith and 

Milton Friedman, please, gentlemen. 
A n d your Machiavelli, too. 

NOTES: 
(1) M r McPhee discounts the possibility 

of actually lowering taxes because, he 
says, Government spending cannot 
be substantially reduced. It might 
help the Liberals if they faced the 
future with less defeatist attitudes. 

(2) Liberals Face the Future contains very 
little on sociological infrastructure 

politics; and shows a certain innocence 
about the present politicisation of 
important sections of the media, the 
churches, the Universities and the 
social-work, teaching and ethnic 
affairs industries. 

(3) The Country Party or National Party 
is an even more extreme case of this 
phenomenon, except in the atypical 
situation of Queensland. 

(4) A n acquaintance of mine who had 
studied Communist Front strategies 
for an M.A. thesis was invited by a 
Liberal Party committee member to 
attend a branch meeting and "say 
your piece on Reds under the Beds". 
The point of this is that the invitation 
was extended not in any spirit of 
mockery or insult but as an oppor
tunity the speaker should have been 
honoured and delighted to accept. 

Chaining or 
Changing Australia? 

by Gary Sturgess 

Chaining Australia: Church Bureaucracies 
and Political Economy, edited by 
Geoffrey Brennan and John K. Williams; 
C.I.S., 1984. 
Changing Australia: published by Dove 
Communications for the Anglican Social 
Responsibilities Commission, the 
Catholic Commission for Justice and 
Peace and the Commission on Social 
Responsibility ofthe Uniting Church. 

I HAVE ALWAYS had difficulty 

with the proposition that the 

essence of Christianity is "From 

each according to his ability, to each 

according to his needs." It seemed to 

sit oddly with the teachings of the 

author of Christianity w h o compared 

the kingdom of heaven to a m a n 

travelling into a far country who, 

before he departed, gave his 

possessions to his servants — 

And unto one he gave five talents, 
to another two, and to another one; 
every man according to his several ability 

Moreover, the moral of that tale 

revealed to m e a m a n w h o 

understood the primitive capital 

markets of his day and the time value 
of monev — 
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Thou oughtest therefore to have 
put my money to the exchangers, 
and then at my coming I should 
have received mine own with 
interest. 

T o merely save the capital the Lord 

had given us was a sin. W e were 

expected to maximise the returns 

through wise investment. 

None of this detracts from the rest 

of His teachings — how hard it is for 

a rich m a n to enter the kingdom of 

heaven and the obligations which 

m e n have to their neighbours — but 

the message of the parable is clear, if 

embarrassing to Christian socialists. 

Christian Socialism was born in 

1848, the progeny of two Anglican 

churchmen, F.D. Maurice and 

Charles Kingsley. A n d though 

retarded in its youth by another 
socialist movement whose manifesto 

was published in the same year, more 

recently Christian socialism has 

enjoyed a season of popularity. So 

that today, if liberation theology is 

unfamiliar to church-goers, the 
message of Changing Australia is not. 

That message is not the one to be 

found in the Parable of the Talents. 

Put in its starkest form, it is that 

socialism is the Gospel of Jesus Christ 

in action. According to the authors of 

Changing Australia, the Christian ideal 

is probably "a society in which the 
resources available are so fairly 

shared that no one is considered 

wealthy but all have some share in 

poverty. It would be a society in 

which justice is done." 

There has never been a Christian 

Capitalist movement. But in recent 
years Christians w h o are not as 

offended by the market as the acti

vists within the Australian Council of 

Churches apparently are, have 

begun to explore the ethical 

dimensions of capitalism. At the 

forefront of this trend is American 
scholar, Michael Novak, whose 1982 

work, The Spirit of Democratic 

Capitalism, seeks to weave 

Christianity, democratic theory and 

a healthy regard for modern capital 
markets, in particular for the corpor

ation, into an integrated philosophi
cal system. 

Australian Christians have been 

surprisingly quick to respond to these 

international developments. Uniting 

Church minister, John Williams 

sparked a lively debate in the pages of 

Church and Nation three years ago with 

the publication of an article, 

"Christians, the free society and the 

free market". 

With Brennan and Stent, both 

Christians and academic economists, 

Williams contributed to a seminar in 

late 1982 on The Christian and the 

State, organised by the Sydney-

based, Centre for Independent 

Studies. In it he offered what is, I 

think, one of the most telling criti

cisms of the Christian socialism and 

liberation theology that has been 
written in this country. The following 

passage, though amusing, takes a 

passing swipe at the foundations of 

Christian socialism — the assump

tion that a political system of rights 

and duties can be derived from the 

purely personal obligation of the 
Christian to his neighbour. Illustrat

ing his critique of liberation theology, 

Williams observed: 
Were such theologians to re-write 
the parable of the Good Samaritan 
they would not posit, as early 
Christian socialists may have, a 
'Better Samaritan' who, observing 
the wounded traveller, hot-footed 
it back to Jerusalem, called out the 
militia, extracted money from 
other wealthy Samaritans, and set 
up an 'aid-to-wounded-travellers' 
benefit. The liberation theologian 
would postulate a 'Best Samaritan' 
who would conclude that the 
victim of theft must have been 
fairly wealthy in the first place, was 
undoubtedly the beneficiary of an 
unjust social and economic order, 
and that the so-called 'robbers' 
were really freedom fighters vali
antly battling against 'institutional 
violence'. He would therefore urge 
those concerned for social justice to 
fund the robbers: through, per
haps, the World Council of 
Samaritan Synagogues. 

More recently C R A managing 

director, John Ralph, has appeared 

in print defending "Profits and 

Christianity" — "It is bordering on 

scandalous," he told an audience of 

Christian businessmen recently, 

"that we meekly allow the concerned 

and well-meaning members of our 

Churches to be misled by (Changing 

Australia), with hardly a word of 

dissent." 

A n d Brennan and W.lliams have 

again teamed up with the Centre for 

Independent Studies in a volume 

which does explicitly dissent from the 

implicit socialism in Changing 

Australia. With one exception, the 

chapters in Changing Australia, were 

originally delivered as conference 

papers earlier this year, a conference 
organised by the CIS to scrutinise the 

assumptions underlying that Christi

an Socialist Manifesto. 

Williams is wielding a weapon he 

knows well in an artful attack on the 

notion of social justice. Not only is 

there no Biblical precedent for the 
concept of distributive justice, he 

writes, but "far from condemning 

the possession of wealth vastly in 

excess of the norm as evidence of 

injustice, such wealth is not infre

quently adduced by the Bible writers 

as evidence of God's favour". H e 

moves easily between a rigorous phil

osophical analysis and his character

istic Williamsical anecdotes. 

Illustrating the impossibility of 

producing "just" outcomes in the 

end-distribution of wealth in a large 

and complex community with a 

diversity of values: 

The cellist rendering the works of 
Johann Sebastian Bach but receiv
ing an income dramatically lower 
than that enjoyed by 'Boy George' 
mincing his way through the works 
of Johann Sebastian Here-Today-
And-Gone-Tomorrow, may well be 
able to reconcile himself to the truly 
appalling tastes of the masses as 
reflected in and through the market. 
He would be utterly incensed and 
the victim of profound injustice if 
such an income distribution were 
imposed by alleged experts on the 
basis of personal consideration. 

Geoffrey Brennan contributes two 

pieces. His conference paper looks 

critically at the claim by the authors 

of Changing Australia that "There is 

growing alienation among Austra

lians in their relationships and social 

structures", which they associate 

with "the concentration of wealth 

and power in the hands of a small 

number of people". Brennan's reply 

is simple: the facts of the matter are 

that, to the extent that we can discern 

a trend, the distribution of wealth in 

Australia has become less unequal 

over time. As in most Western 

countries, there has been a general 

increase in the equality of pre-tax, 

pre-transfer incomes. 
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If there has been an increase in 
alienation, then it cannot be associ

ated with a concentration of wealth, 
since, as best we can tell, that is not 

what has been happening. O n the 
other hand, if there is such an 

association, then we should expect 

less alienation given the trends. 
Brennan's gives a unique Christian 

gloss to the public choice economics 

he specialised in at the Virginia 

Polytechnic and State University. In 

doing so he raises a problem for the 

theologians which to m y knowledge 

has never been addressed: 

. . . Changing Australia is quite right 
in diagnosing that we live in an 
imperfect world. Our world is, as 
the Church has always reminded 
us, a 'fallen one'. The problem of 
institutional design in such an 
imperfect world is to so order our 
affairs that, as far as possible, we 
prevent our mora] imperfections 
from causing total disaster. This is 
precisely the problem that conven
tional economics has addressed 
since the time of Adam Smith and 
through the heyday of classical 
'political economy'. If we can so 
organise our economic and politi
cal affairs that ordinary corrupt 
mortals will be led to act in the 
interests of others from possibly 
quite base motives (such as greed, 
desire for power or influence) then 
so much the better. It would be 
total moral hubris to ignore 
possibilities 'of moderating the 
negative effects of such behaviour. 
And in my view, it is perfectly 
proper for the Christian to seek to 
design institutional life with an eye 
to how this transformation of 
private to public interest might 
best be effected. 

Capitalism's critics err in their 

claims that it depends on greed and 

selfishness to operate effectively. The 

point which A d a m Smith and his 

successors made was not that such 

qualities were necessary for the 

market to function, but that when 

m e n had sunk to the level where 

those were their primary motiva

tions, it would still work. A highly 
structured, authoritarian society, of 

course, will not. 

But Christians have been right to 

suspect capitalism for this cause. For 

if the purely self-interested inventor 

or factory-owner is able to improve 

the lot of millions under capitalism, 

while the saint is left to bless the ones 

and twos, then capitalism poses 

special problems for the saint. More
over, if m a n can be freed by capital
ism, even for a generation or two at 

a time, from the age-old cycle of 

famine and plenty, then there is a 
real possibility that in improving his 

lot, capitalism will assist m a n in 

forgetting his dependence on his 
Creator. In m a n y respects, capital

ism makes religion, at least simple 

religion which m a n y of us still like to 
practise, redundant. 

At a time when McCarthyist senti

ments are still high in relation to tax 

avoiders, Brennan's second paper on 
"Rendering Unto Caesar . . ." is a 

piece of calm reason revealing some 

of the hypocrisy that has surrounded 

us on this issue in recent years. Since 
tax avoidance, by definition, entails 

the fulfilment of our strict obligations 

to obey the law, criticism of tax 
avoidance necessarily implies some 

higher moral obligation to pay a fair 

tax, however defined. 

Brennan probes the edges of this 
notion, finding it soft indeed. Fair

ness in taxation he observes, is a 

relative matter, and cannot be 
decided without reference to what 

everyone else in society is doing. If 

everyone is avoiding taxes equally, 

then no fairness question arises from 
the fact of avoidance, although other 

problems might. But an individual 

"motivated solely by considerations 
of fairness to other taxpayers would 

. . . when she found herself paying 

more than her share, have a moral 

obligation to pay less, to avoid or 

evade tax to the appropriate extent." 

It is, of course, impossible to know 

whether others are paying their 

share, except to the extent that the 

law prescribes and to the degree that 

individuals obey that law: 
This fact in itself suggests a notion 
of a function that the tax law 
performs — it provides informa
tion to citizens about the taxes 
others are paying. To the extent 
that the tax law expresses, toler
ably accurately, the community 
standards as to what is a 'fair 
thing', all those who acknowledge 
that they ought to pay their fair 
share do what the law requires 
because they know that others who 
have similar fairness norms will be 
doing likewise; the fairness norms 

will indeed be fulfilled. O n this 
reckoning, the law expressed 
fairness norms and creates the 
possibility of fair tax conduct . . . 

This is merely a restatement of the 

rule of law, but in its application to 

Australia's taxation regime in our 

recent past, it suggests where m u c h 

of the blame for the problem lies — 

with government. 

In failing to legislate taxation laws 

which were widely accepted as 
"fair", and in permitting the growth 

of a complicated, technical and easily 

avoidable taxation code, the Federal 

Government itself produced a situa
tion where ordinary businessmen, in 

an effort to produce fairness in their 

individual cases, were participating 

regularly in artificial tax avoidance 

schemes. The outcome must stand as 

one of the most striking illustrations 

ofthe breakdown ofthe rule of law in 
our recent history — followed, as it 

was, by the passage of punitive, even 

retrospective, laws in an effort to 
restore some order to the taxation 

system. 

Finally, Brennan asks, where is the 

moral difference between Bishop 

Hunthausen and those lovers of 
peace w h o refuse to pay taxes to 

support the military establishment, 
and those libertarians who, believing 

that government is not morally justi
fied in providing any more than 

minimal defence and judicial 
functions, avoid or evade taxes above 

what is necessary to support such a 

state? Christ's instruction to 

"Render unto Caesar the things that 

are Caesar's" does not assist in 
resolving these questions, since it 

begs the question — what is 

Caesar's? 

Brother Paul McGavin raises as 

clearly as any of the contributors the 

central dilemma faced by all 

Christians active in the political 

sphere. Often the immediate and 

short-term route to helping our 

neighbour in need, especially when it 

is undertaken through the agencies of 

government, is not the most 
charitable. 

McGavin draws on his o w n re

search on the labour market in his 

heavily theological chapter, " A 

Christian Perspective on the Eco

nomics of W o r k and Welfare". 

Looking at the impact of the 
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introduction of equal pay for women 

in the early 1970s, McGavin 

concludes that "except in areas 

where there was an offsetting growth 

in demand for the employment, 

changes in female relative wages 

tended to deprive certain women of 

employment". 

Those who lost their jobs, not 

surprisingly, were those who could 

least afford to — those whose home 

situations were precarious, those 

married to unskilled labourers, 

women married to men who had a 

higher-than-average incidence of 

retrenchment. 
In my view, it is a strange notion of 
justice for those whose livelihoods 
are not at risk to be instrumental in 
forcing an egalitarian wages policy, 
the practical effect of which is to 
deprive those in greatest need of 
access to wage employment. 

(It should be added that McGavin 

makes it clear that he is not opposed 

to the notion of equal pay, but simply 

to the arbitrary regulation of the 

relative wage.) 

Similarly he probes the impact of 

minimum wage regulation upon the 

young, a second group which has 

been heavily hit by the recession. 

"These are issues that greatly 

exercise my own mind," McGavin 

writes. "They involve our society's 
treatment of those described in 

biblical terms as the sojourner, the 

fatherless, and the widow." 

And in a stinging attack on Chang

ing Australia and its benign attitude to 

the closed shop mentality of the 
unions, McGavin continues: 

The call for justice spills across the 
pages of Changing Australia, and yet 
the systematic exclusion by the 
union movement of needy Austra
lians from effective participation in 
the nation's labour market merits 
no devastating comment in a docu
ment that purports to herald the 
kingdom of God in this nation. 

Food enough for thought. And food 

for Christians who have for several 
years now had to bear the simple-

minded, ideological solutions to the 

nation's problems offered by the fire

side Christians and socialists that 

have gathered about the Australian 

Council of Churches and the social 

justice commissions. 

Chaining Australia makes no 

attempt at arguing an explicitly 

Christian political economy. It pre

tends to be no more than a critique of 

the naive Christian Socialism 

expounded in Changing Australia, a 

response to the proposition that good 

Christians everywhere must, by 

virtue of their religiosity, be 

committed to the Left's programme 

for social justice. As such, it is merely 

the beginning of a dialogue, 

hopefully a Christian dialogue, which 

has now begun between socialists 

within the Church and those who 

have greater faith in the market 

processes. 

Recent Australian 
Fiction 
by Thelma Forshaw 

Archimedes and the Seagle, by David Ireland; 
The Viking Press. Jane Austen in Australia, 
by Barbara Ker Wilson; Heinemann. 
Loving Daughters, by Olga Masters; 
University of Queensland Press. 

DAVID IRELAND has 

invented an alter ego in the 

person (?) of a canine hero 

who has been named Archimedes by 

his 14-year-old mistress, because he 

can read Euclid in a Book of 

Knowledge he has happened upon. 

Through the doggy literacy of this 

red setter, the author tells us what he 

thinks of the modern world. And it 

ain't arf bad. Ireland in sunshiny 

mood. 

Archimedes, who belongs to the 

Guest family, is full of fine thoughts, 

grins and laughs cheerfully, is neat 

and tidy and all-understanding. This 

dog is paternalistic and tendentious. 

Because he alone of dogs can read 

and write, he is elitist and tends to 

patronise. Yet, with all his 

earnestness, he is likeable. He gives a 

list of his worthwhile qualities which 

is reminiscent of Kipling's "If. He 

is prone to musing about sub-atomic 

particles and other esoterica of 

modern science and astronomy. In 

fact, this novel is a canine version of 

Saul Bellow's Mr Sammler's Planet, as 

Archimedes picaresquely wanders 

about, giving his opinions on what 

comes under his eye. He is, indeed, 

a Socrates-like dog, who reflects on 

life and wants to instruct the young. 

He has Jack Jacaranda, his 

favourite tree (which he refrains from 

polluting), and Grok, a rock whose 

silence calms him. For diversion, he 

benevolently studies the seagulls 

around his terrain, and this terrain is 

Woolloomooloo, the Botanical 

Gardens, the Domain, the wharves, 

Oxford Street and William Street, all 

of which are recognisable in their 

evocation. 

Little touches of humour relieve 

the didacticism. I particularly liked 

the line: "Tails run in our family". 

And "A drunken seagull! I should 

have expected it of a Sydney gull, I 

suppose". Then there is a demo of 

gay seagulls demanding that some

thing be done about discriminating 

practices by heterosexual gulls. 

There is even Joseph and Mary Gull, 

forsooth! There's the Sermon on the 

Beach, and the Eleven Command

ments for gulls, which winds up: 

"Observe these ways and you 

needn't fear when you come before 

the Big Beak". Very nice pun. 

Archimedes is a regular Holy Joe. 

He believes all the right things, is a 

do-gooder and a bleeding heart. 

Also, he dreams of Leda and the 

Seagull. A veritable intellectual! 

That he aspires is evident in his 

yearning admiration of a lone soaring 

gull, which flies above others like an 
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eagle. This "seagle" however, is 

numinously silent, unlike the more 

earthy gulls, and Archimedes 

conceives a worship of it. W h o 
knows, perhaps it is a "chosen" gull, 

an incarnation of the divine. 

There are passages in this fable 
which indicate that David Ireland 

has it in him to write a delightful 

children's book. I'm not sure this is 

not it. The musings on physics, ethics 

and politics are all to the good — the 

sooner children confront these 

subjects the better, even before they 

quite understand them. It is an 

enchanting, sometimes witty novel, 

warm, imaginative and whimsical. 

Barbara Ker Wilson's Jane Austen 

in Australia is very nearly as much a 

fable as David Ireland's, for it 
imagines the advent to Australia, 

when the colony is only ten years old, 
of the then unknown great English 

novelist, Jane Austen. The 

juxtaposition of the rugged 

Antipodean penal colony and the 

exquisite Miss Austen is piquant to 

say the least. One can accept D.H. 
Lawrence's actual sojourn here more 

readily, perhaps because he made the 
territory and its mores his own in 

"Kangaroo", thus forging a link 

with Australia that would endure. 

But Jane? Fabulous indeed. 

The time is that of Governor King 

and Elizabeth Macarthur and her 

famous farm. England is at war with 

Napoleon. The as yet uncrossed Blue 

Mountains are thought to lead to 

China. The author has given Jane 

Austen a M r and Mrs James Leigh 

Perrot as uncle and aunt, whose 
companion she is. The uncle is a 

lepidopterist, the reason for his 
journey to New South Wales being 
the hope of discovering exotic 

butterflies, unknown back home. 

Along with the rest of the 

environment, this aspect ofthe novel 

has been closely researched. W e are 
given, too, the reactions ofthe British 

sojourners to topsy-turvy seasons, 

flies, snakes and Antipodean flora 

and fauna. 

Jane has also been allotted a 
beloved suitor, the handsome curate, 

Elliot Fordwick, who, being 

presumed dead in the West Indies, 

turns up at St. John's church, 

Parramatta, bearded and bespectac

led, yet recognised by Jane, who 

uncharacteristically faints at this 

unexpected visitant from her recent 

past. 

The novel is written as if in the 

style in which Jane Austen would 

have recorded such an adventure had 

she made it to Australia soon after 

settlement. The formality of late 18th 

century language is there, but not the 
Austen wit and panache. W e get the 

occasional ironic remark without the 

sparkle. 

Yet, it is a daring idea, an' 

historical novel with a difference, 

even though the Jane Austen concept 
turns out to be redundant. She is not 

vitally characterised, being little 
more than a familiar name through

out the narrative. The novel is 

pastiche, written in what was prob

ably hoped the Austen manner, but, 

which of course — how could it be 

otherwise? — falls short. Neverthe

less, by no means a novel to 

overlook. 

I turn with pleasure to Olga 

Masters' Loving Daughters. The time 

is 1919, after World War I, and the 

setting Wyndham, near Bega, a 
parochial country town. Young M r 

Edwards, an English immigrant 

vicar, has come to Wyndham where 

he becomes confusedly enamoured of 

two handsome sisters, Una and Enid 

Herbert. 

W e are given the underlying life of a 

rustic township, in which all the 

small, homely things and domestic 

movements are closely detailed to the 

point of seeming very significant 

indeed. Beneath the restrained 

surface, the buried tension — even 

violence — emerges in flinging, 

hurtling, thumping, whether it be of 

a newborn infant or the vegetables 

for dinner, all done with an angry 

vigour. 

• 

There is an atmosphere of battle 

over the baby, Small Henry, which 

the Herbert women all want to 

possess. This battle is the axis upon 

which the novel turns, but one feels it 

might well be anything else, anything 

at all, as a focus for the expression of 

the characters' conflicting natures 

and suppressed hostility. The very 

sofa cushions have stencilled on them 

emus "looking guardedly at each 

other". All is projection in the 

psychological sense. 

Feelings are conveyed by move

ments, jerks, shudders, sudden 

violent chopping with a knife in the 

kitchen; objects are tossed, doors 

banged. The way the abandoned 

infant, Small Henry, cared for by the 

sisters, is flung untenderly about is 

oddly humorous. 

Even the horse and Small Henry 

are given thoughts and energies that 

bring them warmly to life. The very 

Bush is sentient, as exemplified in 

this passage: 
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A great valley of silence there, the 
gums and the shivery grass and the 
blackened stumps waiting like the 
fowls, as if they, too, had a spirit 
locked up inside them, and eyes 
that blinked without expression, 
and voices that had no sound, but 
a power to deepen the menacing 
quiet. 

Then also: "Seeing the wrinkles of 

worry on Violet's stockings, more 

vocal than the wrinkles on her 

brow." 

Everything in the novel pulsates 

with life. The sudden audible swish 

of a dress can say as much as a 

passage of dialogue. The novel 

resonates with this kind of non-verbal 

utterance. O n reflection, one is 

surprised to find that very little 

actually happens, and yet, everything 

happens in Olga Masters' supple, 

restless prose — happens in darts and 

dashes, like a bird, now gliding, now 

swooping, abiding by its own law. 

The very sea becomes a beloved 
woman's body, rocking and 

caressing. 

There is nothing insular about this 

Australian novel, set though it is in a 

rural township. Rather, it is 

international in its h u m a n concerns. 

It might just as easily be set in the 

German or English countryside, any 
countryside. Its underlying amuse

ment is reminiscent of Jane Austen 

— even more so than Barbara Ker 

Wilson — but a Jane without the 

vigour and muscularity that is so 

much the insignia of Australian prose 

— aside from our aesthetes, that is. 

David Malouf 
and the Artist 
by Carmel Oakley 

Harland's Half Acre, by David Malouf; 
Chatto and Windus, The Hogarth Press, 
London. 

THE IDEA of the artist as 

someone outside convention

al society, self-contained, yet 
suffering and solitary, has its roots in 

nineteenth century romanticism. 

Nietzsche, Freud and Gauguin each 
in his own way furthered its 

currency. Nietzsche developed the 

notion of the artist as someone living 

above and beyond the moral confines 

of society; Freud saw the act of 

creation as a kind of wish-fulfilment 

in which the imagination compen

sated for the neurotic elements of life; 

Gauguin, in rejecting Western 

civilisation for the primitive "ideal" 

world of Tahiti embodied it in action. 

In the twentieth century writers as 

diverse as Somerset M a u g h a m , 

Joyce Cary and Patrick White have 

availed themselves imaginatively of 

this tradition. So too has David 

Malouf in his latest novel. 

Frank Harland, the artist, whose 

life is reflected and refracted through 

a vividly observed foreground of 

family and friends, is the outsider, 

suffering and solitary, his last years 

spent, Fairweather-like, painting in 

isolation on an island off the 

Queensland coast. 

The mainspring of his life's work 

— the repossession of the lost 

farming acres of his forebears — also 

has a romantic basis, built as it is 

upon his childhood memories of his 

father's stories of the original 

Harland settlers in southern 
Queensland. 

Central also to Malouf s portrait of 
Harland is the romantic idea of the 

final "unknowableness" ofthe artist 

and the act of creation. W e never get 

a total sense of Harland or his 

painting. Like his self-portrait — " A 

force from 'out there' . . . had struck 

it to splinters that met the flat board 
at every angle, so that the figure 

emerged simultaneously in many 

planes" — we are given fragments of 

the painter's life seen from different 

perspectives. 

In six sections of simple, direct yet 
often lyrical and luminous prose, 

Malouf constructs a rich narrative 

around two families — the Harlands 

and the Vernons. It is an affecting 

and effective chiaroscuro: a vivid 

representation of family life both 
rural and urban in the context of 

Australian society over the past 40 

years, with the artist, solitary and 

separate, lurking somewhere in the 

shadowy darkness. This is the novel's 

major achievement — the creation of 

a world which highlights the 
difference between the ordinary life 

of action and the rarer life of the 

imagination. 

W h e n Phil Vernon at the end of 

the novel is confronted with the full 

range of Frank's painting at his 

posthumous retrospective, he is both 

deeply moved by the pictures and 

aware of the immense distance be

tween his and Frank's sensibility: 

So much of it was like that. 
Impossible to imagine where any of 
these images had been before he 
found and set them down — the 
made things among the things of 
natural or accidental growth ... I 
could have wept. Not only for the 
power of the individual pictures 
and the joy of seeing again paint
ings that recalled to me odd 
moments in Frank's company and 
the echo distantly caught, of his 
voice; but between the man I had 
known and the dweller on that star 
whose loneliness I had barely 
touched and had understood only 
as I translated it into m y own 
terms. The distance was 
immeasurable. 

But nowhere is the contrast 

between the ordinary sensibility and 

that of the artist more powerfully 

rendered than in the sections which 

deal with the death of Phil's 
grandfather and that of Frank. 

Phil sees the process of his 

grandfather's dying as a positive one, 

"rigorously organised and filling 

every available hour of the day . . 

(giving) form to the household". 

Sitting at his grandfather's bedside 
each evening, listening to his stories 
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of a childhood spent in Gloucester

shire, early days in Brisbane, family 

life — the attempt to impose an 

order, a meaning upon a life — Phil 

thinks of his grandfather's approach

ing death as a refining process, a 

"process of becoming your essential 

self . . . that would cut you off at last 

even from those who were closest to 

you, your children and grand

children". 

Frank however, although power

fully drawn by the bonds of family, 

cuts himself off from them. It is in the 

act of creating that he seeks the 

essential self. His death on the island 

is appropriately lonely, devoid ofthe 

comforts of family and home, his last 

years spent painting in a makeshift 
camp, a prey to the elements. When 

he dies he leaves not family but the 

made things of the imagination. 

Ironically, after his death the kind 

of order we witnessed in the grand
father's dying is imposed upon 

Frank's paintings. At the post

humous retrospective the pictures are 

carefully arranged by experts to 
illustrate an orderly line of 

development, a gratuitous pattern. 

But life, art and death are finally 

unmanageable. The grandfather's 

death fragments rather than unites 

the family. And Phil, even though he 

recognises the error of the art 

experts' attempf to falsely structure 

Frank's work, is only finally 

comforted when he encounters the 

"ordinary presence" of his simple-

minded Aunt Connie at Frank's 

wake. 

Mediaeval 
Mysteries 
by Geoffrey Partington 

The Name of the Rose, by Umberto Eco; 
Seeker and Warburg. 

THE CENTRAL figures in 

this first novel by the 

distinguished Italian semiolo-

gist, Umberto Eco, are an English 

Franciscan Friar, William of 

Baskerville, and a young German 

Benedictine novice, Adso of Melk. 

William of Baskerville, whose name 
picks out his affinities with both 

Sherlock Holmes and William of 
Ockham, is a former Inquisitor and a 

disciple of Roger Bacon. His Watson 
proves more vulnerable to the lures 

of the flesh than the ex-Northum
brian Fusilier revealed himself 

publicly to be, but Adso is as plucky 

a chap in a crisis as the doctor. It is 

Adso's manuscript, written in his old 

age, that Eco, in a prefatory hoax, 

claims to have found and lost, but to 

have used as the basis for what he 

describes as, "an Italian version of 

an obscure neo-Gothic French 

version of the seventeenth century 

Latin edition of a work written in 
Latin by a German monk". 

William is on a major diplomatic 

mission to a Benedictine Abbey in 
Northern Italy which is on "neutral 

ground" between Pope John XXII, 

ensconced in Avignon under the 

protection of the Kings of France, 

and his enemies; whose foes include 

the Emperor Louis IV (the Bavarian) 

and the Spiritual Franciscans, whose 
version of their founder's (Christ of 

St Francis will fit here, they hold) 

advocacy of poverty has led them to 

denounce the exercise of temporal 

power by the Papacy and the accu
mulation of wealth by the Church. 

The enemies of enemies were often 

friends in the fourteenth century as 

today, so that the Emperor, though 

no lover of poverty for its own sake, 

welcomes the Spirituals as critics of 
the Pope and gives succour to anti-

Papal theologians such as Marsilius 

of Padua and William of Ockham. 

The Benedictine Abbot is neutral in 

the sense that he fears equally the 

rapacity of Pope John and the antag

onism of radical levellers in the 
Church, who fail to see Benedictine 

Abbeys as triumphs of architectural 

grandeur and of liturgical beauty 

bearing witness to the glory of God 

and who would use their resources to 

relieve the poor and the lepers of St 

Francis. 

As William reaches the Abbey the 

first of several violent deaths among 

its inmates has just been discovered. 

During the week in which William 

and Adso stay in the Abbey death 

strikes each day, and in ways which 

seem to follow the pattern prophesied 

in the Apocalypse of St John. The 

key to these deaths and to sundry 
other mysterious events appears to lie 

inside the monastery's library, one of 

the richest in Europe, which is con

structed as a physical, a literary and, 
as we discover, a spiritual labyrith. 

Eco does not leave us short of clues, 

but not all who have conceivable 

motives to kill can be the murderers. 

Are the deaths connected with the 

major political dispute: is there an 

attempt to discredit the Abbot as 
mediator, so that Cardinal Bernard 

Gui, who is to arrive in the middle of 

the week as representative of Pope 

John, will try to establish military 
and judicial control? Have refugees 

from the marauding bands of Fra 

Dolcino insinated themselves into the 

abbey and do they plan a revolution

ary coup from within? The Dolcin-

ists, recently defeated in battle, had 

interpreted the teachings of St Fran

cis on poverty, not only as a call for 

them as individuals to renounce 

wealth, but as warrant for the general 

expropriation of poverty. Perhaps the 

deaths arise out of the great dispute 

about the relationship between faith 

and reason; is the library an aid or a 

threat to faith? Was Thomas of 
Aquino a saint or a dire promoter of 

pagan doctrine? Perhaps the deaths 

have nothing to do with great ques

tions of church and state? There is 

rancour about past promotions and 

disappointments in the abbey and 
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anxiety about future ones; the pur

suit of literary knowledge has gener

ated rivalries which might run to 

violence; the pursuit of carnal know

ledge and the banalities of sexual 

jealousy might well explain all. 

William and Adso have encoun

tered the brutality of the fringe-

dwellers of town and village, as well 

as the luxury of court and abbey. Eco 

provides abundant and fascinating 

detail of fourteenth century life: of 

cookery, the art of the herbalist to 

succour or to slay, manuscript 

illumination, architecture and the 

decorative skills devoted to worship, 

numerology, black magic and witch

craft, as well as of its main religious 

and political disputes. Learning is 

never paraded for its own sake or for 

vainglory however; we absorb com

plex information because it is highly 

relevant to the uncovering of the 

mysteries we seek to unravel. Even 

the epistemological debates of the 

schoolmen are clarified by William, 

who explains the conceptual 

distinctions between empiricism and 

rationalism after he used them as 

alternative ways of interpreting 

specific evidence. 

Eco makes his readers work harder 

than does Conan Doyle or Chester

ton, but he is worth the effort. His 

most obvious predecessor in the 

detective story grounded in intellec

tual ingenuity and literary sophistica

tion is perhaps Jorge Luis Borges, 

particularly in "The Library of 

Babel". Indeed, Eco chooses Jorge as 

the name of an old, blind monk of 

powerful memory and daunting 

persistence, who exerts considerable 

influence on the life of the abbey. 
Eco writes in his preface, 
And so I now feel free to tell for 
sheer narrative pleasure the story 
of Adso of Melk, and I am com
forted and consoled in finding it 
immeasurably remote in time . . . 
gloriously lacking in any relevance 
for our day, atemporarily alien to 
our hopes and our certainties. 

This ironic disclaimer has the virtue 

of helping us to reflect that for any 

experience of the past to be of value 

to those who follow, we must be will

ing to enter into that past experience 

in some depth and in its own terms, 

and not constantly try to find ready 

messages or analogies in it. 

The five hundred pages of The 

Name of the Rose enable the reader to 

become deeply absorbed in the 
disputes which were fought out in an 

Italian monastery in 1327 and in 

Western Europe as a whole in the 

early fourteenth century. Its deep 

relevance to our own time increases 

in relation to our own ability to take 

its concerns as seriously as we do our 

own. W e do not live in a golden age, 

but is is a tribute to the continued 

strength of humanistic culture in its 

best sense that this novel has received 
several literary prizes in Europe and 

has become a best seller. It is hoped 

that it receives wide attention in 

Australia, which needs as much as 

does any other country in the world, 

to strengthen roots in the rich humus 

of western civilisation. 

Geoffrey Partington teaches in the School 
of Education, The Flinders University of 
South Australia. 

Portrait of a 
Tyranny 
by John Shaw 

The Time of Stalin: Portrait of a Tyranny by 
Anton Antonov-Ovseyenko; Harper and 
Row, New York. 

WHY another book on 

Stalin? If explanation is 

needed, the answer is clear 

in a story once told to me by Yevgeny 

Yevtushenko, now 51: once the enfant 

terrible of post-Stalin Soviet poetry, 

the Siberian-born Australophile, ac

credited anti-Stalinist, certified critic 

of Soviet anti-Semitism, and accom

plished walker of the Moscow 

high-wire. 

In 1973 Yevtushenko was, as he 

often is, out of favour with the U S S R 
Writers' Union and the non-writers 

who control it. He was, therefore, 

despatched back to Siberia — for a 

few weeks of readings to Komsomol 

"volunteers" helping construct the 

B A M , the second trans-Siberia 

railway. 

Somewhere in the taiga beyond 

Irkutsk, he camped one night with a 

group of Moscow students who 

finished their supper with vodka 

toasts to Stalin. Yevtushenko was 

"shaken", he said, and declined to 

join this repulsive ritual. Asked why, 

he declared he could not celebrate the 

memory of a man responsible for vast 

crimes. Questioned further by the 

shocked students, Yevtushenko re

plied by asking around the campfire 

circle for estimates of the numbers of 

Stalin's victims. The highest estimate 

any Komsomol gave was "maybe 

10,000 — enemies of the people". 

Most of the answers dealt in 

"hundreds". 

Yevtushenko said: "Would you 

believe millions, most of them good 

Communists and innocents." This, 

he said, astounded the youngsters. 

Finally, one asked: "If that is so why 

haven't you written about it?" He 

replied that he had written his 

denunciation in a poem, "Stalin's 

Heirs", published in Pravda. "And 

when was that?" "In 1962," he said, 

with the realisation dawning upon 

him that most of his companions had 

been aged less than 10 years at the 

time and hardly attentive readers of 

Pravda. 

Since that first fine careless rapture 

of Khrushchev's brief de-Stalinisa-

tion (a period which also included the 

Moscow publication of Solzhenit

syn's One Day In The Life Of Ivan 

Denisovich) Pravda has not reprinted 

Yevtushenko's poem against the ar

chitect of the Great Terror. (I note 

that the two standard Western 

anthologies of Yevtushenko's poems 

do not include it: I wonder why?) 

And, of course, to look up a file of 

Pravda more than a couple of years 

old in the stacks at the Lenin 

Library, or elsewhere in the USSR, 

requires a special, written permission 

— not the sort of chit that any 

prudent Soviet citizen would care to 

request. (A footnote here: I once 

knew a young Soviet scholar assigned 

to carte blanche research in the Lenin 

Library for the autobiography of a 

former member ofthe Politburo. The 

researcher was also a friend of 

Solzhenitsyn and thus, ironically, 

had marvellous, secret access to 

material for the novelist whilst 

simultaneously beavering away for 

the old Bolshevik. They caught him 
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in the end, though, on another 
literary matter and sent him to the 

camps beyond the Urals where he 
had five years in which to reflect on 

his joyful years as a literary double 

agent.) 
Well, as Yevtushenko explained 

about the revelation around the 

Siberian campfire: 
I suddenly understood, as never 
before, that the young generation 
really does not have sources nowa
days for learning the tragic truth 
about that period because they 
cannot read about it either in books 
or in school texts. The truth is 
replaced by silence, and silence is a 
lie. 
Anton Antonov-Ovseyenko's book 

attempts to break that silence — at 

least for any Soviet citizen — 
including the campfire kids of 

Yevtushenko's story — who may get 

to read it. Doubtless, very few will. 
Bits may penetrate through samizdat 

or from Western radio broadcasts. 

Thus this book will not directly 

trouble the guardians of Soviet non-

history. It will be added to the K G B 

list of "five year books" — those 

"anti-Soviet" volumes whose 
unauthorised possession can attract 

the charge of "anti-State agitation" 

and thus a sentence of up to five years 

in internal exile or labour camp. 

The author himself says he has 

written as "a duty to those who died, 

to those who survived, to those who 
will come after us". He has done his 

duty well. This is the best book so far 

on Russia's worst years. For more 
than 20 years in Moscow, Antonov-

Ovseyenko has been gathering per

sonal testimonies, unpublished 

memoirs, and interviews from survi
vors of the Stalin era to prepare this 

memorable portrait of a tyrant and 
his tyranny. It is clear his prodigious 

research has penetrated to private 

sources, some at very high levels, 

which neither Solzhenitsyn for his 

Gulag epic nor Roy Medvedev for 

his scholarly Let History Judge were 

able to reach (or were perhaps unable 

to use). 

The author's credentials would 

have unlocked many doors and 

memories on his journey to the past. 

His father was murdered by the 
regime. His mother committed 

suicide in a Stalin prison. He spent 

his youth in the Gulag. He is the only 
child of a maker of the revolution to 

live to both witness and record its 

betrayer, Stalinism. His father, 

Vladimir, led the seizure of the 
Winter Palace in 1917, served in the 

first Soviet government, was a 

commander in the Red Army in the 

civil war and became its political 

chief in 1922-24. As a Trotskyite he 

was banished to diplomacy in East 
Europe and Spain from 1925 to 1937, 

the year of his recall to Moscow for 

execution. He was exonerated by 

Mikoyan at the Twentieth Congress 

in 1956 the year before his son, the 

present author, was also exonerated 

after twelve years in the camps for 

"terrorism" (evidently he was his 

father's son). 

In this book, unpublished and 
unpublishable by Stalin's heirs, he 

has had some revenge. That, how

ever, is not his motive. He quotes 
Chekhov: "In order to live in the 

present we must first atone for the 

past." Instead, "the past has been 

amputated — it is as though the 
Stalin blight had never existed". 

This recording of facts both denied 

and buried by Moscow — an act of 

policy equivalent to Bonn or East 
Berlin denying the Holocaust — 

ensures that eventually some Soviet 

generation will have to confront 

them. I would argue that this is 

entirely a Soviet matter and not one 

for the West to pursue other than by 

preservation of the record by 

publication (this first came out in 
Russian in New York in 1980). 

Doubtless there are some wild-

eyed emigres and professional Cold 

War-mongers who hope or believe 

that if the Soviet people can be told 

from the West of the crimes their 

system inflicted upon them, then the 

sooner the saints will go marching 

into Red Square to the music of 

Radio Free Europe. Such wishful, 

wistful warriors ought not to be 

encouraged in the propaganda uses 

of the past sufferings of the Soviet 

people. O n the other hand, it would 
be wise for the West to include 

research on the subject when 
assessing how far and how deep 

Stalinism and its heirs are embedded 

in the Soviet system with which we 

must daily deal. 

In 1982 when Brezhnev died one of 

the Politburo "papabili", the 

possible successors, albeit a long 

shot, was one Vladimir Dolgikh, 

then 57. The Western press said he 

was thought to be "the son of a 

former senior official in the Ministry 
of the Interior". The present book 

completes that bit of the jigsaw: that 

senior official, father of a contender 

for the posts held by Stalin only 30 

years ago, is revealed here as Ivan 

Dolgikh. As a lieutenant of the 
N K V D in 1937 he "was famous for 
the fact that during torture-and-

interrogation sessions he made 
arrested members of the Central 

Committee drink their own urine". 

Such zeal was soon noticed. He 
became a general of the security 

police. Even after Stalin's death he 

thrived, first becoming Chief of the 
Administration of Corrective Labour 

Camps ( G U L A G ) and then in the 
Kruschev government Deputy Mini

ster of Internal Affairs ( M V D ) — a 
Stalinist going from strength to 

strength even after Stalin. His son, 

Vladimir, did even better, rising to 

the Politburo. 

Of course, the sins of the fathers 

should not be visited upon sons — an 

experience known to Antonov-

Ovseyenko. But when the sons of 

Stalinists are now in the Politburo 
and other high places, it can be seen 

that the Kremlin's interest in 

enforcing silence about the past 

springs from a vested political 

interest and not, as is sometimes 

claimed for it, from a constructive 

decision to concentate on the present 
and the future. 

John Shaw was Time magazine 
correspondent in Moscow 1972-75 and 
has since written regularly on Soviet 
affairs. 
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O N E of the last contempora

ries of Lenin, Trotsky and 

Stalin, Boris Souvarine has 

died in Paris at the age of eighty 

nine. O n e of the founders of the 

French Communist Party and a 

foundation m e m b e r ofthe Executive 

ofthe Comintern, his strong support 

of Trotsky against Stalin cost him 

dearly: he was excluded from the 

Presidium and Secretariat of the 

Comintern. Years later he was drop

ped, for the same reason, from the 

French Party's Executive. Alienated 

from most of his friends, he concen

trated his activities on denouncing 

Stalin and his crimes. 

But his main title to fame remains 

probably his remarkable and pro

phetic biography of Stalin. Ordered 

by the American publisher Knopf in 

1930, it was completed five years 

later. But by that time Roosevelt had 

established diplomatic relations with 

the Soviet Union and the biography, 

exceedingly well documented if very 

hostile, no longer interested M r 

Knopf. It was published in Paris just 

before the war. (One w h o rejected it 

was Andre Malraux, then an Editor 

at the famous French House of Galli-

mard. (He told Souvarine: "I think 

that you are right, Souvarine and 

your friends, but I will be with you 

when you become the stronger 

ones"). 

W h e n a new edition of the biogra

phy came out in Paris in 1977, Sou

varine, the self-taught historian, 

could enjoy the greatest triumph an 

author can attain — he was able to 

republish this biography without 

having to change one single word in 

the text. 

* * * 

J t l E R E is an interesting tale of 

modern Russia in a despatch from 

the official Agence France Press 

published recently in Le Monde. I 

have translated it from the French, as 

follows: 

Having emerged from obscurity 

during the presidency of Leonid 

Brezhnev (she was his official 

"healer") Mrs Djuna Davitashvili 

has gained favour with M r Cher-

nenko who has just approved a 

"clinic" for her practice in the 

heart of Moscow. 

In a luxurious, three-room 100 

square metre apartment (ten times 

the usual living space for a Soviet 

citizen), Evgenia Yuvachevna Da

vitashvili, known as Djuna) lives 

with her eight-year-old son Vakh-

tang. Here, a few steps only from 

the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, she 

receives some thirty patients a day. 

"Mere citizens", she says, but 

"celebrities" also, whose ailments 

orthodox medicine could not allevi

ate but whom she claims to treat by 

the laying on of hands. 

For Djuna is "extra sensitive in the 

field of advanced biology", accord

ing to a pronouncement of the 

U S S R Academy of the Sciences 

with which she works on the most 

strictly official basis. The Academy 

has made her a Doctor of Science 

honoris causa, she says, showing her 

documents signed by the highest 

medical authorities in the country, 

proof that in the land of dialectical 

materialism science and occultism 

can rub along together very 

comfortably. 

If the authorities are allowing this 

woman of 35 to practise openly, in 

return they require her to conduct 

three sessions a week of diverse 

experiments in a laboratory in the 

Academy of the Sciences. 

Tall and slim, her face framed by 

her long black hair, Djuna has 

been an orphan since she was 

seven. She claims to be of Assyrian 

origin. Everything is unusual 

about this Soviet woman who 

claims to be a religious believer, is 

rolling in gold and does not hide 

the fact, is close to ministers and 

ambassadors, works twenty hours 

a day and conducts surgery at mid

night with her entourage of three 

"assistants" who look rather like 

bodyguards. 

Djuna relates that her father 

discovered her gifts after she "cured 

a pain in his back by nestling down 

against him". She has three sisters 

and one brother — the only one who 

possesses a similar gift. 

Fifteen years ago she was a waitress 

in a restaurant in Tbilissi (Geor

gia). Then on the advice of medico 

friends she "went up" to Moscow 

where before long she became 

famous, credited by popular gossip 

with miraculous cures. Djuna says 

a third of her patients are 

foreigners, and boasts of having 

looked after the Patriarch of the 

Russian Orthodox Church and 

Petra Kelly, the leader of the West 

German "Green" Party. 

For the incredulous visitor, Djuna 

shows a film of her last birthday 

party attended by a most eclectic 

gathering: writers, artists, cosmo

nauts, Red Army officers . . . She 

possesses also over 300 videos of 

her "laying-on-of-hands sessions" 

given at home or at the Institute. 

And did she really look after Leo

nid Brezhnev? Without denying it, 

Djuna replies: "That is of no 

importance. There are maladies 

which I cannot cure such as cancer. 

But it has been established that I 

emit radiations which help the 

organism to combat arteriosclero

sis, diabetes, ulcers and 

neuralgias." 

The treasures which fill Djuna's 

apartment, including a collection 

of some five hundred icons from 

the seventeenth and eighteenth 

centuries, are an indication of the 

generosity of her patients. For, to 

be admitted for a "consultation", 

a foreigner must produce a bank 

cheque for five hundred dollars for 

ten visits of a few minutes each. 

For Soviet citizens the fee is 1,000 

roubles (US$1,200 at the official 

rate of exchange). 

A simple calculation permits one to 

estimate her annual income at one 

million dollars, without knowing 

what share is retained by the 

Government. With the greatest 

candour, Djuna declares that she 

"pays taxes like everyone else" — 

on. .her salary of 250 roubles a 

month that she draws at the 

Institute. 
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