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I Ic had pleaded on the all Australians he interviewed? I'll inter- 	ture Board grant with his lovely friend 
telephone. After midnight it was. 'Please view you, and you  can interview my Sarah in a lovely little Richmond cottage. 
interview me,' he'd said, '1 know I'm not neighbour, Ng - great bloke. And my There was a fence out the front when I 
the Pope, or David Williamson, or even dog - we can interview him.' 	 arrived at dawn: the sun's first feeble 
Kristin Williamson. But haven't I got as 	I could see he was getting maudlin and 	rays were bouncing off the letterhox into 
much righttoheinterviewedasanyone? ridiculous, so Iconsented. 	 the cream paint of which an amateur 
I've just written a book. The Pope's 	Dickins, as everyone knows, leads a 	hand had scratched ' No. 19'. So this 
never written a book, has he? Why can't life of sore want and solitude on a Litera- was it. Or was I dreaming? 

b 

(79 	
: 

" e. t 	Li, ..... 
yo "1 D 

I 
Ct 

1•• 	(•" 

Irto r-f 

/ArrEk 
	

2, 

34 



Dickins pried open the door with a 
crowbar and greeted me fondly. 

'Good morning, Donald,' he said. 
'Muggy isn't it?' He took me into his 
study, a dump. 

'Let me show you my Peter Nicholson 
bust of Joh Bjelke Petersen,' he said. 
'Look, the nose fell off it.' 

Sure enough, the nose lay on the car- 

pet. 
'He just started to cry one night and 

' the nose came right off,' said Dickins. 
'Anything else to show me?' I asked. 
'l'he kitchen,' he said. 
And that's where it all started. 

Watson: Mr Dickins ...  

Dickins: Please call me Barry, Don. 
Watson: No thanks, I don't like Barn as a 
lUP1C. 

Dickins: Okay. 
Let iue C()lflt' straight to the point. 
Feel free. You're in my kitchen after all. 
What makes you think you're funny? 
I arise and joke. 
I notice you don't ivash. 
There's nothing funny about washing. 
That's a pretty feebit' n,iszoer if you don't 
,niiid nit' saying so. 
Bag your head. 
HoZL' long have you been zoriting, ifiioii don't 
mind OIC asking? 
Ever since I got up. 
Do tou think you're getting better and what 
p,iakt's you think so? 
\ly unshakeable belief in drugs. 
.,.( $ you do !S'IIL'Z'L' in soiiu'tliing. 
(;oodness, yes. 

beard. 
It went weedy in the drought, ragwort 
mainly. Yours looks spruce, where did 
you get the seedlings? 
.",e'er ,nind my beard, !ti doing the inter- 

Is that what you call it, you bloody 
ascist. 

I 't rue toni to your dran'i;igs. l'Vhy do you 
Si,.uy the working class good looks ? Who! 
a!'oit Patil Hosa,i ? 
I fl) going right off you. 
, azir bites! book, The Croakes of Epping, 

S 'C 015 to $h'sCrilk' a u ii rti j  u ngle. I wo;idt'r 
a'lt1 influenced i,'ou. William Burroughs or 
1 ,1'.,'ar Rice Burrouçhs? 
Iahhit Burroughs, and a little of Wombat 
Iurroughs. 
iou have been described as zani—coustnntIy. 
lowe nothing to Zane Grey - not a thing. 
You owe inc ten bucks. Do you ever paii your 
debts by the way? 
('et out! 
tour novel is so plainly reminiscent of 
Patrick White - Voss in particular comes to 

• 	wind. 
No it doesn't. 
if does so. Everibody's lost in it — including 
the author. It's in fact more reminiscent of 

ass than Voss itself. Do won sic i,oursc'lf as 

I low can one know such a thing, I ask 
you. I may feel lost, vet people find me. 
I max' fee! not lost vet people don't know 

where I am. 
Good point, Barri. V'/ould you like to expand 
zohile you offer toe that tin m)fylmflVaS ? 
Yes, Don . Lost is when you go to the pub 
and come home with your head all 
stoved in. 
Inferior point, Mr. Dickins, Wlii1 are you so 
bloody sentimental? 
Why not? 
Well, it's un,.4ustralian. There's something 
French about it. 
What do you mean by sentimental? 
I ,ieaii mnau'kish, f'rc)lomv'imz' the agony, 
iminking time audience simff''  r as mmmcli as the 
heroine; ! mimeami getting offon niisert, instead 
a/standing up to the worl like it mmmii. 
What do you mean by sentimental? 
I mean mawkish, prolonging the agony, 
mzaking the audience sImf!'r  as nmu&-hi as the 
heroine; I mean getting off on mnist'ry, illS fe(md 
of standing up to the tt'orld like a mim. 
What do you mean by getting off? 
I mean making a welter of it. 
Not a handicap? 
A timelIer is a handicap, just a different scaleof 
weights. And you an expert on the racing 
gamut'! 
You haven't read my book. 
No. Should 1? 
It is the thing — the work - I thought 
which was the object of your curiosity 
and that of so many, if not all Austra-
hans. 
Oh. 1 thought zo t'u'e were uwant to talk about 
It 
I don't know anything about life. I'm a 
writer. 
i'm glad iL'C'Vt' established flint, but what 
insufferable poliimOsiti/. 
I talk to Evervman. 
Are f/mere Liiiy  coniediamis you adniir', iimam! 
f7' 001 yourself! mean ? Any living t1es — tiny-
one can ndmnirm' the dead. 
PaulZwouch. l'vealwaysadmired Paul. 
Yes. A venj fine writer. What iliml lie write? 
A letter to me once a week, which is 
funny because he just lives down the 
road. 
Yes, !'mn familiar zeith the minnie. 
Of course you are — I just said it. 
You are a snzart felloto - liii the little kids 
tlirou' rocks at you at sc/moo!? 
My teeth came out Don. Just then. 
Are they real fiilse teeth, or are they your 
(iit'lJ ? 
The merest peanut spears my gums. 
V/hij do you have such an obsession with your 
teeth ? They are to your u'vrk tv/mat liii' at'rop-
lane is to V. F. jo/ins, with zoizomn you might 
well be compared - your tenting that is, not 
your tlyi;zg. 
I love to fly — it gives me a sense of 
perspective. 
No doubt you tleu' about Epping as it child. 
Would you say your novel is an even vaguely 
accurate rortrayal of life I here? 
Whitheringly so. 
1 find that odd. I lived in Epping — I'm sorry, 
it was in miearby Reservoir — and it was 
imothi ,tc like it. There was a ghost in 0 browmi 

a1s'rd:nL' COLt! who ,L'ilS aht'aws in the shower 

U'Iiell 1 toamitt'd to use ii . I fiicl it Z't'rt/ hard to 
believe there were no ghosts in E1mping, yet 
you make no mnt'ntion of timemi, froni what I can 

(1 flier ... 
You live, you go down the shop, you 
purchase blurred Baked Beans, you die. 
I really don't think it goes very much 
further than that. A ghost is a 'er useful 
friend in Epping, if you're lucky enough 
to have one. Life in Epping is not as we 
know it at all, you know. it is more like 
not knowing anyone in Sydney. 
I iimidt'i'staiiml full nell. Would you like to offer 
an opinion oft/iefanious actor, Gralnun Blii;i-
dell, zt'Izo also caviL' frommi Ejmping. 
He came from Reservoir. 
What's the difft'remict'. 
None. 
No sewerage in cit/icr? 
No sewerage in Epping, but it's always 
been on in Reservoir, 
You're a bloody idiot I reckon. 
W. E. Johns didn't have the sewerage on 
— not in his plane. 
Fair t'noiiglz. 
Would you like some BP Zoom? 
Let ume ask the questions. I set' some lal'ourt'rs 
are kmumcking up it imlock of fluEs out the back. 
No they're not. 
There tilt' fizim' laltou rt'rs, lug ro,igh - hmen'mi mime:: 
kmiockimzg f/memo up as lOt' speak. 
Why five, and not the usual four? And 
why cream brick veneer? Always cream 
brick veneer. All my life it's been cream 
brick veneer. 
L.00k, if you're not t'mljoyi?ig this intm'rvierv, 
tv/i!! iltimi 'f you !t'tit'e? Sm'lf-aggram:dist'mm:t'mzt is 
one tl1iml:' - getting S(mllletmlit' e'lse to aggran-
disc you is another flung altmmgc'tl:t'r. 
Okay, I'll leave — though the house be 
my own. 
Good rnoz't'. 
Why don't you go? 
Dee1, dozt':: I I/mink you want inc to live with 
i/Oil. 
Be my guest. 
1 see I/men, you n'ant ;iit to live with you. 1 
zt'ould, you knott', but om:Iij if you hitem! in 
Sydney. 

Fair enough. 
I-iotm' immz;mortamit is cricket in Australia,, liter-
ari/ lift'? 
I never read them. Parasites. I would 
prefer to have fleas in the house. 
I Set' i/till liat't' fleas  in the house. 
It's not polite to scratch. 
I said cricket, ;itit critic. 
I savvy. Crucial. Cricket is vital—the very 
essence of the national experience, 
though not in Epping. I once played in 
Sydney. I opened hat for the actors and 
Alex Buzo bowled me for a duck. 
lie's a z.'ery good bozv/t'r, zeliat sOrt of Imall zvtis 
it? 
A good sort. 
Hunt' i/aim had many good sorts. 
A number. 
What's happened to Alex l3uzo. 
Wh .v mitt1 you dro;; Werner Herzog ? 
Actually he dropped me. 
That s what f/icy all simi. 

his earlier interest in the rep)rt. Not one warning, and on April 5 Matheson pas- 	retaitir 	from 	the 	Soviet 	Union,' 
minister asked 	to 	see 	it 	- 	a'though sed it on - in a highI' garbled form to his 	Hayden said. 
Michael 	vlcIIugh QC, counsel for the ASIC) case officer. 	 The former ALP leader's arguments 
Government, later described it as "the 'Mr Conibe told him that Ivanov had 	did not mvav his colleagues. 	Eventua1lv 
most decisive document in the case'. warned him to adopt a very low profile 	the 	COilinhittee 	decided 	that 	Ivanov 
Instead, 	the 	ASIO 	quartet 	offered and not to ring lvanov or see him," the 	should be expelled from the country. It 
readings from the transcript of my bug- ASIO Director General told the nleeting 	was not a decision I supported," hedis- 
ged dinner conversation with Jvanov on of 	ministers. 	"Combe's 	version 	as 	closed 	to 	the 	Royal 	Commission 	in 
March 4, selecting those extracts which relayed by Mr Matheson included a 	camera. 
suited their case. hayden said in cvi- direction by lvanov that Combe was not 
dence that the extracts had 'sinister con- to contact Ivanov but that Ivanov would 	A 510 had achieved its objective, 
notations which were iiot there when contact him as required. 	 I 	and the Barnett quartet bowed 
you read the WhOle transcript'. "ASIO attached considerable impor- 	out. Hawkedecided they should 

A number of ministers were still wor- tance to the revelation of Ivanov's warn- 	it be called to the tinal NISC meeting at 
ned about ASIO's judgment of Mathe- ing to Combe,' said Barnett. 'hccause it 	6.30pni that dav.As directed by Hawke 
son. Bowens hostility was unabated and indicated a definitive stage in the cultiva- 	ASIO drew up a request for a warrant to 
Hayden's suspicions had quickly liar- tion process, whereby the target is posi- 	interrupt my two phones, private and 
dened. 	"I 	suggested 	sur'eiIlance 	on tivelv directed to keep future contact 	business. There were factual errors in 
Matheson," he revealed to an in camera clanIestine. 	In 	ASIO's 	opinion, 	for 	almost every paragraph of the ASIO 
hearing of the Commission. "I did not Ivanov to move to that stage would nor- 	request, but Evans signed the warrant 
trus t him operating in the intelligence nially 	require express approval 	from 	the next day. 
field. 	Bowen also wanted the informer's Moscow." 	 Hayden said in evidence: "Combe 
phone tapped, but the suggestion was It 	was 	this 	dangerously-distorted 	could have been given the opportunity 
not taken up by Fiawke and Barnett. hearsay version of the conversation that 	to present his side of the affair before the 

He asked Barnett if lvanov had "con- Attorney General Evans had the hide to 	decisions were taken on April 21. He 
sumniated anything" and the Director describe as a 	"full 	record". 	\Vitliout 	could have been given the opportunity 
General agreed he had not. The Foreign having heard any of my side of the..story, 	after l'anov's expulsion, or after surveil- 
Minister, 	whose 	portfolio 	included most of the ministers decided Ivanov's 	lance stopped." 
responsibility for the Australian Secret 'c1andestiniv warning' was a cause for 	But it was decided not to inform me. 
Intelligence Service, 	went on 	to say, major concern. 	 The six 	ministers 	then decided 	to 
"lvanov has not gone further than ASIS Hayden responded that there was no 	blacklist me, to put me out of business. 
operatives in seeking to carr' out intelli- suggestion that Combe ever took the 	"There was no possible reason based 
gence activities in other countries." clandestinity' stigge'..tion serioti..lv. 	on security grounds to debar hini frofn 

his colleagues 	that his dOubt that NC did 	b 	hi' fllcfl 	a 	t 	to muuter 	at kr lvano\ '. c\puI- H tøld 
dcpai'tiient had reported sonic tIUIRtJ tO \l,ltI1(."()r 	lu-, 	lopt. t 	t' 	u rc a 	-ion 	' 1 f1Vdc!1 	in 	,t.' 	ret 	(l&i1e. 
 unauthorised travel by Soviet 

officials including lvanov, and he con- A 
cluded there were causes for suspicion p 

which 	required testing by a full-scale 
surveillance of lvanov by ASLO. , 

"But 	we 	must 	not 	act 	in 	haste," 
Hayden warned. , 	, 

TPK-11 

Easter Sunday, the Russian told me thai  
ASIO had been tapping my phone since 

- 
. . 

NJ Moscowvsitthe1reviousovcn]bcr.  ?Z  -' 	 ' . 
- 

• _____ 

contact in future, we should visit one  
another rather than 	use 	the 	phone. 
Unlike the earlier part of our conversa- 
tion, these remarks were not recorded h . 	 SI 	59 
ASIO because we were out of range 	i 
the listening device in lvano 's home .. 	 . 	, 

Of the several possiblo cxplauatioo 
for this tip-off, the most likely is that he  
was passing on some scuttlebutt that his 
colleague Lev Koshliakov had picked up 
around the Parliament House Press Gal- 
lerv. 

Alternatively, 	it 	may 	have 	been 	a  
brush-off, Bv then, Ivanov must have 
realised his identity as a KGB officer had 
most probably been blown by the defec- 
tor Vladimir Ku,ichkin, who had gone 
over the British in Teheran the previous 
year, and who had been a classmate of 
Ivanoy's at KGB training school. 

Laurie Matheson was one of people to 
/ 

whom I mentioned the Russians friendly S 	 /. 
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laurie Matheson who gave all of his 
evidence to the Hope Royal Commis-
sion in secret, has not since become any 
less shy about court appearances. 

By March last year, his company, 
Commercial Bureau of Australia, had 
employed sufficient time to pay my 
company the consultancy fees which 
Matheson had committed it to. 

After all, one of the few agreements 
between us before the Commission 
was that a contract had been entered 
into on March 7, 1983, for me to work 
for CBA for an initial period of three 
months at a retainer of $2,000 per 
month. 

I wrote to solicitors for his company a 
letter of demand which said in part that 
failure to meet the debt promptly 
would leave me with no alternative but 
to initiate a further opportunity for 
Matheson and myself to give evidence 
under oath, both of us in public. 

Some months later my solicitors 
issued a summons against Commercial 
Bureau which brought the response 
that liability was denied 

Still the debt remained unpaid which 
left us no choice but to commence pro-
ceedings to wind up the defaulting 
company. 

seemed to IiW to go close to implying that 
Matheson nlay have been a Soviet 
agent. " Under questioning from 'athe-
Son's counsel in camera, Bowen claimed 
he only wanted to know "where Mathe-
son fitted into the picture in Russian 
trade". He had learned of the Melbourne 
businessman's intelligence connections 
from his Sydney rival and ex-employee, 
Bruce Fashanl. "Mr Barnett showed 
reluctance in answering my questions," 
said Bo'en. "ASIO likes to protect its 
Sources." 

The Director General floundered. He 
claimed he did not know his informer's 
links to naval intelligence. ASIC) had no 
reason to doubt his loyalty and had not 
monitored his phone or put him under 
surveillance, he told the meeting. (Un-
beknown to either Barnett or the minis-
ters, Matheson had voiced fears to his 
ASIO case officer, 'Gif , that someone 
was tapping his phone.) Bowen was far 
from satisfied. The other ministers, 
though puzzled by the Deputy Prime 
Minister's hostility to the Melbourne 
trader, were struck by Barnett's unpre-
paredness. 

T he meeting moved on to discuss 
my report to Matheson. The 
ASIO head was asked how exten-

sive a document it was, and whether 
$5000 was a reasonable fee. "We became 
increasingly uneasy about the unsatis-
factory responses from Barnett " , 

Hayden said. Young asked to see the 
report in question, but it was locked 
away in a safe in ASIO's Melbourne 
office. Hayden asked what it was like, 

Throughout negotiations, I had 
made it widely known that in any court 
proceedings which may flow from flY 

determination to he paid, I would sub-
poena from ASIO the debriefs of 
Matheson by Gl-1 in which the oral con-
tract had been discussed. 

After all, the High Court had ruled in 
the Ananda Marga case that ASIO 
documents had no special privileges 
where they were relevant to normal 
processes of litigation. 

To my amazement, my solicitors re-
ceived early this year payment in full of 
the $6,000 debt just as irreversible pro-
ceedings to wind up CBA were about to 
he commenced. 

By some extraordinary good fortune, 
Matheson's company had been able to 
meet its debt, although unable to fund 
the threatened proceedings against me. 

If he was denied a court appearance 
by settlement of my action against CBA, 
he was not to miss an opportunity 
altogether. 

The Federal Director of Public Pro-
secutions, Ian Temby, QC late last year 
charged him and three others with Con-
spiracy to defraud the Commonwealth 
Government - the very Government 

and a suspicion grew that the $5000 fee 
was sonletiling more sinister. 
"We needed an attitude from I3arnett," 
the Foreign .Minister said. 
"We wanted to know if it was a launder-
illg Operation." Bartlett's inability to pro-
'ide firnl ansvers about Matheson 
raised doubts about ASIO's basic prop-
ositions: fly agreement to supply pohti-
cal intelligence, my desire to enrich 
myself, my anti-Americanism, the clan-
destinity proposal, my awareness that 
lvanov was KGB. "There was a degree of 
dissatisfaction with the level of detail 
that was produced to supply these 
essentially conclusion-type statements," 
in the Attorney General's deathless 
prose. 

Hawke sensed that his prima facie 
conclusions of the night before were 
looking fragile, and lie instructed the 
Director General to get the relevant 
documentation up from Melbourne. His 
two most senior ministers, Bowen and 
Hayden, had earlier expressed doubts 
about ASIO's past performance in 
detecting espionage. 

Barnett realised lie had to get his act 
together. He promptly ordered a char-
ter aircraft be hooked to bring two ASIO 
officers and all the documents from 
Melbourne to Canberra in time for the 
next meeting of NISC scheduled for 
12.30 pm that day. 

The meeting began at 12.40 with Evans 
tabling legal advice from the Attorney 
General's l)epartment that I had com 
nutted no offence under the Crimes Act 

which the year betore had so teadfa'tiv 
preferred his word to mine on all mat-
ters where there was disagreement be-
tween us. 

Yet not for Matheson and his alleged 
co-conspirators was there the emhar-
rassment of a public announcement by 
Mr Temby of his decision to prosecute 
them. Curiously, although one would 
have thought that the prosecution of 
Matheson was of at least equal public 
interest to that of Judge John Foord of 
the NSW District Court, he and those 
charged with him enjoyed a privilege 
not extended to Foord. 

Indeed SO great is the apparent veil of 
secrecy surrounding Matheson's pro-
secution that all queries relevant to Fed-
eral Ministers are met with what appears 
to be a deliberate withholding of infor-
mation. 

It is a poorly-kept secret that the 
Australian Federal Public Officers who 
investigated Matheson believe they 
have been thwarted by the Hawke Coy-
ernnlent in their endeavours to secure a 
conviction. 

It is hard to avoid the conclusion that 
the court-shy Laurie Matheson is, or 
has been, much, much more than a mere 
ASI() informant of long standing. 

This evidently came as a disappoint-
ment 10 Hawke. According to Opposi-
tion Leader Andrew Peacock, who was 
briefed by the I'M later that day, "He 
said he wished he could prosecute Mr 
Combe but legal advice was against that 
course" . Lionel Bowen 'as also dissap-
pointed. To caucus colleagues who were 
outraged by the actions against me, 
Bowen was muttering darkly, "Conibe 
Silould be 1.iut behind bars for what he's 
done". 

The ASIO (luartet  then took the floor, 
but their performance did not niect with 
universa I acclanlation . As Hayden 
noted, "C)ther officers did in fact attend 
the second fleeting armed with SOme 
files, although even they seemed to me 
ill-equipped to do what they came for. 
For example, they fumbled for files and 
transcripts and seemed under-pre-
pared". 

The Foreign Minister pressed his ear-
lier enquiry: was the report to Matliesin 
worth $5000? As it happened, the report 
to Matheson was still sitting in in ASIO 
safe in Melbourne. It was SO secret it had 
been placed in a special sealed envelope, 
and in the rush to catch the charter plane 
(Barnett told the Commission), it was 
overlooked. 

When the ASIO team discovered this 
omiSsion, they ordered that excerpts be 
telexed to Canberra, but these had still 
not conic through when the fleeting 
ended. (It makes );ou wonder what 
they'd be like in a real emergency.) 

Fortunately for the Barnett quartet, 
Mick Young seemed to have forgotteo,,.:. 

You don't reach out much, do you. 	Those who kn.nt' you well suspect if caused Do i,oii have any difficultt/ with the truth ? 
What 's lit' like in bL'd 7 Ipiventive or a plodder ? 	more damage than you care to admit to. 	The tru th is rather like getting out of bed 
He walks all over you. 	 Yes, I lost my thumb. 	 in the morning. 
I don't like i/our ainbiguitij. 	 BuIl/iit, you've still got both oftlze?n. 	It depends on howyou're feelingat the time? 
He said I had no sense of humour. He I had three. Hang on. I notice the back Correct. Yes and no. 
did buy my car. 	 fence just fell over. 	 Jzst as I thought Barnj - you're a part-time 
Did it have a roadvorthy? 	 No it didn't. 	 hidisitit artist. 
Certainly not. He's an anarchist. But he Yes it did. It's always doing it. 	Leonardo was also an inventor. Watt 
found the rust in the tailgate to his liking. 	Comeon, tell usahout the traunin in yourlife. 	in'eited the steam engine but would 
Getting back to the bzist-p ... 	 It's all over with Werner Herzog I tell you deny it's essential truth. Then there 
I miss him more than I can say. 	you, 	 is rust-proofwheat by Farrer. The singlet 
But you'resupposed to begood with words. 	Thetimeyou were electrocuted. 	 by Bond. What other inventions are 
We were temperamentally unsuited. 	Okay, I was a signwriter at the time - an there? There must be others. 
Who are you on wit/i ,zou'? 	 apprentice - we were doing some huge Yo14're right and I'm sorry if you inferred 
That's a rude and ugly question. I live a spark plugs, five storeys high when the 	ren:arks that I think your zt'ork is 
sheltered life. See that shed out there. 	puncer shorted and I fell. I was clinically even one wit inferior to any offhegreat men 
No. 	 dead for the best part of a weekend. 	you liaz7e mentioned. 
I live in it. Alone in a Malleys Whirlpool. 	Good heavens - an entire Sunday morning. 	Would you like a Brazil nut? 
The wringer is my pillow - these ears are Are you alive now? 	 ro  
the result ofan electrical fault in the mid- I don't like life and death questions. Get No what? 
die of the night. lve been through the out. 	 Nofuckin' way. 
wringer. 	 Are your feet/i bothering you again ? 	You're truly hilarious. 
YOU fuckin' liar. 	 Did you know I once did a line drawing Let me ask you a final question. 
Can't you stop scratching? It puts me of Jesus Christ for the War Cry? 	No thank you. I've had it. 
right oIl. 	 How did it come out ? 	 Fair enough Barry. 
You Set'??i nervous. 	 I got ten bob for it. 	 I'd give you a lift but I gave my Holden to 
It's the heroin. 	 How intriguing. What sort offdtpen did you the Vietnamese family across the road. 
You fuckin'liar. 	 use? And what reference? 	 Whtt'd tl:eygiz'e you fJr it? 
What do you think I am? A mongrel? 	Hebrews 12. 	 Two dozen large bottles. 
Let ineget back to ,our writing. Am I rig/it in 	But t/iaf's the Old Testament. 	 Reallij? 
discerning the influence of Flomere, Goethe It was a long time ago. 	 And truly. You can have them. I'm on a 
and Racine - and your parents ? 	 God, my neck's playing up again. It's gone all d jet. 
You are. I was raised on the Racine wonky. 	 Gee. 
Guide as a matter of fact. It was the fam- I miss doing things like that. Contribut- You see Don, that is whatlife is all about. 
ily Bible, and as for Mum and Dad, they ing weekly drawings on religious sub- Are you going now? 
are honest when all the world is not. 	jects. 
Hozo refreshing in these cynical dai,s to hear a 	What did they say about your drawing of And so I left. Barry carried both cartons 
child speak niawkishly of its parents. And Jesus? 	 to the hoot of my car. 'Nice boot,' he 
iv!iat ithout David MclVicoll. 	 Nothing like him. 	 said. 'It's not a boot,' I said. 'Station 
Great moustache on him. No ragwort at This neck is killing iiie. 	 wagons like this don't have boots.' 
all. Like the tail on my dog. A great wag. 	He's very hard to draw. The eyes are the 	'You're right,' he said. 'If it were a boot 
I intend to grow a moustache like Mc- hard part. 	 it would have a tongue, whereas this is a 
Nicoll's, precisely the right kind of I've always found the eyes the easiest part. 	void - not even any teeth. 'I suppose 
moustache. One of the great corn- Elucidate will you. 	 you'd say that life is like the void in the 
munists that man. Bit of a Stalin in him. 	I tend to see things as they are. 	back of a station wagon,' I said. 'Thank 
Bit Of Mo. 	 Have you ever dropped lysergic acid? 	Christ,' I thought. 
I noficeyou areliuilt likethesideofa house. 	What does that imply, Don? 	 The sun was low in the west. It was 
Terrace or bungalow? 	 That you are a completefreak. 	 dusk in Richmond. 'it's dusk in 
More of a cathedral - Notre Dame perhaps. 	Here, have a limpet mine. 	 Richmond,' said Barry. I could not re- 
I'm not on the Pritikin diet - abalone I just put one out. To get back to the teeth, 	press a groan. 'I think I'll go and catch a 
mainly and pies. would you say that they are in it real sense a carp for my tea,' said Dickins. 'Please 
Yes. I notice you just chewed a two dollar motif of yourwork. Ordo you wish you'd said yourself,' I said - and drove quickly 
sachet of Bai Li,, tea - courtesy of the it? away. 
Australia Councillsuppose — yet forall your My teeth are a symbol of the drop in 	in the rear vision mirror I glimpsed a 
efforts you're still a fat rat, 	 membership of the Australian Corn- workman fall from the block of fiats, and 
Have a can. 	 munist Party. 	 heard Dickins shout 'I notice you've just 
I notice you still miss Werner Herzog. 	Let me ask you one final question. 	 fallen from that block of flats you've been 
He just projects his own private fan- At last. Thank God. Fire away, Don. 	building out the back! 	.. 
tasies. Why only the other night he gave 	

Yov me a private screening. 
So you've gone off David McNicoll, you faith- 	/ 441  
less creep 
If you're sick of me, why don't you 
leave? 
I notice you re it bit edgy. 
Yes, I am a bit edgy. 
Is itt/ic way f/ic y're construct jug the block of 
flats out the back? 
It's not my place to comment on 
architects. All humanity is my brother. 
It'll me al'ou t that great trauma in your lift'. 

MiitIIiIa 



Like a well-trained spy, 
Barnett had studi&1 his 

target, assessed his strengths 
and weaknesses, selected 

which strings to play upoil 
and which drunis to beat. 

urity Committee of Cabinet, comprising 
the Deputy l'rime Minister, Lionel 
Bowen, the Defence Minister, Gordon 
Scholes, the Attorney General, Gareth 
Evans, the Foreign Minister, Bill 
Hayden, and the Special Minister of 
State, Mick Young, who had responsihil-
ity for the Australian Federal Police and 
the Protective Services Coordination 
Centre. 

The Prime Minister told them that the 
Soviet First Secretary, Valeri Ivanov, was 
assessed to he a KGB officer, and this 
had been confirmed by a KGB defector 
now in the hands of the British intelli-
gence service. He outlined ASIO's 
claims about the Combe-lvanov relation-
ship, highlighting the March 4 dinner 
and the so-called clandestinitv proposal 
of April 3. 

H e asserted that I knew lvanov 
to be a professional intelligence 
officer (which was untrue). He 

said I had been given a free passage on 
the Russian cruise ship Leonid Sobinov 
in 1976, and the Soviets had also paid the 
air fares for me and my wile Meena to 
Moscow and return in 1982 (both state-
ments untrue). He referred to the recom-
mendations in my report to Commercial 
Bureau and the information Matheson 
had given ASIO, though he did not at 
that stage know the name of the 
informer. I had charged the firm $5000 
for the report, according to 1-Iawke, 
which showed my "greed and stupid-
its". I had cheated the firm, he said. 

Hawke told his ministers that I had 
proposed an arrangement whereby I 
would provide political information to 
the Soviet authorities, and there was 
clear evidence this proposal went far 
beyond the normal relationship of a lob-
byist and client. I was 'compromised' 
The PM's account, Hayden told the 
Commission, "greatly disturhed'me and 
my colleagues". 

The ASIO Director General was sum-
moned from his room at Canberra's 
Lakeside Hotel at about 9pm, and, to his 
surprise, found himself briefing the 
NISC Committee. He confirmed the 
points Hawke had made, though he 
avoided the description 'corn-
promised' 

B arnett depicted lvanov as a highly 
skilled KGB operative who had 
graduated near the top of his class 

in 	1976. 	The defector Vladimir 
Kuzahkin, code named 'Redwood', had 
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target, assessed his strengths and weak-
nesses, selected which strings to play 
upon and which drums to beat. History 
has shown that most politicians, and 
particularly those on the non-conserva-
tive side, are notoriousl' easy to snow' 
on matters of security and intelligence 
once they are in government. The 1973 
raid on ASIO by Attorney General Lionel 
Murphy was shockingly offensive to the 
intelligence club because it was atypical 
as well as overbearing. 

Barnett had measured his PM when he 
gave him a general security briefing soon 
after the 1983 election. He had also come 
to know his direct ministerial master, 
Senator Evans, over a series of meetings. 
The ASIO chief decided to avoid Evans 
and take the lvanov-Comhe problem 
over his head to Hawke. In retrospect, 
any fears Barnett may have had about a 
negative response from the Attorney 
General were clearly misplaced. He was 
prepared to wait 15 days for an appoint-
ment with Hawke, because the PM's 
grand piece of theatre, the National 
Economic Summit, was in production. 
(Lionel Bowen primly told the NISC 
meeting on April 21 that he would have 
thought national security took prece-
dence over the economic summit.) 

The head of ASLO had made the right 
decision about choice of advocate. The 
case that Hawke took to the NISC meet-
ings that night and the next day was 
ASlO's case - errors and all - and he 
represented the spooks with all the skill 
and commitment he had once used on 
behalf of Australia's unionists. 

But the Director General had miscalcu-
lated. He failed to anticipate that Hawke 
would move immediately to sever my 
links with the Government by banning 
access to ministers. Barnett maintained 
throughout the Commission that his 
quarry was the Russian diplomat, that I 
was an incidental embarrassment. He 
claimed that the notes from which he 
briefed Hawke, his aide ?,tcnu)ire (which 
became one of the many secret exhibits 
before the Commission) established that 
the involvement of Combe and Mathe-
son was peripheral to "nw major con-
cern, which focussed on Ivanov". Yet 
most of his presentation to the Prime 
Minister that afternoon of April 20 con-
cerned me and my relationship with the 
Russian. By the end of the briefing, 
Hawke said (under cross-examination 
from my senior counsel, lan Barker QC) 
he had come to three "prima facie con-
clusions": lvanov should be expelled, I 
was to he placed under surveillance, and 
something would have to be done about 
my access to ministers. 

It was the night before the ceremonial 
opening of parliament and most MPs 
were in Canberra. Hawke quickly 
decided that Barnett's hombshells war-
ranted him calling the first-ever meeting 
of the National and International Sec- 
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identified him as a "Line PR officer" con-
cerned exclusively with political intelli-
gence. The Director General made no 
secret of ASIO's desire for lvanov's pub-
lic expulsion, "because it would coun-
teract criticisms %'hicIi had been current 
to the effect that ASIO was infectual in 
detecting Soviet spies" . He represented 
the $5000 fee for the Moscow report as 
'double dipping' since the trip was 
'fret!' forboth meand Meena. Ministers 

saw this as 'squalid behaviour' , and 
even the sceptical Hayden felt "a little 
disgusted". 

Barnett placed great emphasis on 
Ivanov's warning of my phone being 
tapped and his allegedproposal to corn-
municate 'clandestinely' - a term which 
aroused agitation among the ministers. 
The ASLO chief canvassed the possibility 
of my being charged with a criminal 
offence, but said that might have "puliti-
cal implications" . Hayden in particular 
was disturbed by that line of thinking, 
and argued, "If Combe has done any-
thing illegal, he should be prosecuted". 

Despite what the PM termed "a clear 
disposition" on the part of ministers to 
accept the flawke-Barnett plan fora pub-
lic expulsion of the KGB officer, minis-
ters wanted more material from ASIO. 
"Barnett was vague, he wasn't briefed 
properly," Hayden said "lie was 
unable adequately to answer ques-
tions.." He had no files on the case, no 
chronology of events, no transcripts of 
the incriminating conversations, despite 
the weeks of preparation for this vital 
appointment with the Government. 

The NISC committee met again at 8.30 
the next morning, April 21, this time 
with the Deputy Prime Minister and the 
Defence Minister. Hawke had in fact 
tracked down his Deputy in the early 
hours of the morning and sold him on 
the 'prima facie conclusions' he had 
already reached. 

Bowen's presence at the morning con-
ference added a new element to the pro-
ceedings. First of all, he expressed in 
what one minister called "strong terms" 
the view that I had committed a criminal 
offence - a conclusion that the previous 
night's meeting had not reached. Then, 
from his knowledge of Commercial 
Bureau and its owner, he was able to 
identify Matheson as the so-far-
unnamed ASIO source, which Barnett 
confirmed. 

But then the Deputy PM began a line 
of questioning that caused considerable 
discomfort to the Director General. What 
did ASIO know about Commercial 
Bureau? Was Barnett aware that CB's 
commercial ethics were decidedly dubi-
ous? How well had the ASIO people 
investigated Laurie Matheson? Did they 
knrnv he was formerly in naval intelli-
gence? Were his activities purely com-
mercial? Were they sure Matheson was 
not a KGB contact himself? A' l-1,n'den 
later put to the Cnrnmissim, 1 Ic 

MaUlda  

A1.11,s.nt4m UmmvvED 
a worried letter to the demoralized 

P lit yourself in my position. After dering who was going to drop in on one 
forty-seven hours in the air— my by HowardJacobson tinexpectedly.perIiapstieoneupandgo 

	

tongue a mere tool for scouring 	 through one's papers. Now RAIDS has 
tin-foil, the Macquarie Dictionary with 	 reached epidemic proportions, espe- 
which I polish up the patois stained with 	 . 	 daIly amongst the Gab communities of 
long life milk - I finally made it off the 	,. 	 . "' 	 Australian capital cities, that's to say 
plane at Tullamarine, ordered a cab to 	 - . . 1 	 those who like to indulge in long garrul- 
get me straight to the ground, grabbed a 	 ' 	 OUS and uninterrupted meals in met- 
programme, a floppy hat and the Four- 	 .( . 	. 	\ ' 	ropolitan hotels, and such members of 
and-Twenty I'd been promising myself 	the press and media who get their thrills 
since I was last here, peeled off my shirt, 	 . 	 from talking endlessly on the telephone 
flicked a gob of toothpaste on my nose, 	-. 	

L 	 hut kick up a stink the minute somebody 
pushed my way to the front of Bay 13, 	 '- ' 	 ( 	 bothers to listen. There is no known cure 
and blow me if the first Australian to 	 . 	 ---\ 	 for the suspicion all RAIDS victims suffer 
drop a catch didn't turn out to be wear- 	. 	 • - _ 	 that groups of armed desperadoes in 
ing a pigtail. A pigtail! Will it surprise 	 - 	 . 	 tunny masks are going to shoot tip their 
you to hear that for a moment or two I 	. 	! 	- - 	 entrOes once they've copied out their 

'ondered if Garuda had left me in Ho 	 ' 	- 	 conversation. 
Chi Minh City? 	- 	'-- 	 It is of course necessary, faced with a 

	

Now you know vhv I have taken the 	 _. 	. ' ; 	, 	. .-. . 	'- piritual catastrophe of this unpre- 
unusual step of writing to you. I'm anxi- 	C 	• 	 . 	cedented enormity, to stay calm. And be 
Otis about you. I won't go so faras to use 	- 	 prepared to concede that the Queens- 
the word emasculated, but you don't 	- 	 ' , 	-. 	: land Government reacted precipitously 
strike me as being the blokes you once 	 . 	when it promised to starve to death any- 
were. 	 , 	 -' .= one with RAIDS found eating in a public 

	

Look, I don't mind the tears. I believe 	No excuses, no exemptions. 	 place, and to cutoffthe lips of any carrier 
in a good cry myself. One of the reasons 	You won't even be allowed to get a caught ringing up a minor. But the tele- 
I come out here, for God's sake, is to 	mate to stand in for you if you're sick. 	phone and the restaurant table, being 
weep buckets over cold beer in the corn- 	Non-transferable you'll be, like a tram susceptible to what desperate health 
pany of old mates. A shout and a sob at 	ticket. 	 officials have called 'certain social prac- 
the bar, a pot and a pule, a threat and a 	What's going on out here? Since when tices', are the prime means by which the 
threnody - let's face it, to a compulsive 	was it necessary for the State to inter- 	disease is transmitted. In the name of 
re-visitorlikeme,that'swhatAustraliais vene? There was no Department for humanity then, can we not say this 
all about, 	 Mooring Rooting needed when I was last about RAIDS sufferers? - that since their 

But to do it on television! To do it in over. It happened spontaneously illness is a morbid fear of being over-
Parliament House! To do it in front of enough, some time after lunch, once the heard they should not, for their own 
journalists! Aren't there enough pubs in sobbing had subsided. There was never sakes, be permitted the luxury of saying 
Australia? any question of coercion. In fact, unless anything. 

	

Mark my words, the minute you start my memory's playing me tricks, the 	A vow of silence, such as is enjoined 
dropping them for the media (tears I'm problem for the State was how to curb it upon some by no means unhappy 
talking about) everyone is going to want not encourage it. 	 monastic orders, would ensure if not a 
a go. Already I can see the kids have 	But there you are, you see. Look what cure, at least some respite from the dis- 
picked it up. Red eyes, wet cheeks, 	happens when there's interference with ease. The ripping out of the telephone, 
smears shirts, knees gone to jelly - just 	the mysterious processes of Nature. We 	the excision of all traces of the carrier's 
like us. Jesus, you old bastards, don't 	unlink the Great Chain at our peril. The 	name from the directory, and regular 
you see? - the sheilas will be getting in world's reserves of vital moisture were random visits from one of ASIS's welfare 
on it next. 	 reduced when the great South American agents, aimed at acclirnatising the 

(According to my Macquarie Dictio- rain forests were hacked down. Play patient to all forms of surprise invasion 
nary, sheilas is O.K. And it suggests a 	around with the great Australian male, 	and blitzkrieg, would also bring relief. 
scope that wives and mistresses tamper with the free flow of his fluids, 	So much for the victims. But what 
wouldn't.) 	 and who knows what deserts will he left. about you, my old mates, for whom pri- 

Which brings me to another worry. Groans of enforced sexual ecstasy in the vacy was always just another name for 
What's all this I'm hearing about LaTrohe Valley, cricketers with pigtails - squeamishness? Can I go home confi-
legalized brothels and compulsory pros- these are just the beginning. And I have dent that you'll stay immune from the 
titution? I was whimpering on a bloke's not even begun to speak of RAIDS. 	contagion breathing all around you? 
shoulder the other afternoon - he'd been 	RAIDS (Revulsion from Australian Despite strong proofs to the contrary I 
snivelling on mine all morning - when 	Intelligence and Detection Syndrome) 	entertain the fancy that you'll he right. I 
he told me about the new legislation. 	was virtually unheard ofon ni' lastvisit. 	can't really believe that when your date 
What he reckons is that there's to be an 	It was part of the excitement, then, won- comes up for duty at the Benalla bawdy - 
official rooting register introduced any 	 house and every Internal Security Agent 
day now, and that even' adult male over 	Now RAIDS has i cached 	in the country suddenly descends upon 
the age of eighteen will have to sign on at 	evide,nic proportions, 	you, in flagrante, on a practise run - 

the local seraglio three times a year (four 	 11 	 . 	 r 	can't really believe that you will have for- 
when the' b ring in semesters) and do 	especlaHy amongst. ide ,.Jat 	gotten how to blubber, just as you did in 
the necessary. 	 communities ... 	 the good old days, like a man. 
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A bai* ted Trap 
in theYear of the Rat 

H
riianv people at this 

n1)I-fleflL recall, care, that 
Ili)t SO long ago the first fly 
cvcr to venture into outer 
space perished aboard the 
Soviet Sovuz T-12? 

Millenia from now wide-eyed chiklreri 
011 Mars will hear the tale of how, on dis-
co'eriflg their stowaway, the cosmo-
nauts adopted and named her "Muokha" 
(with the k very soft and emphasis on ii). 

By consensus it was decided that a liv 
of such astral ambition as this should by 
no means suffer the indignity of the 
specimen jar. So Mookha winged it 
weightk'sslv free. 

She proved herself a true comrade of 
the stars, shouldering her share of the 
awe and arduous lifestyle. But she made 
one small mistake (anent a ventilation 
fan) and in outer space a small mistake 
spells death. 

When they returned to earth, her fel-
low cosmonauts spoke of her with pride 
and sadness. And yOU cannot but be-
lieve that this is the way she would have 
preferred to go. 

Somewhere up there (a little to the left, 
say, of the Southern Cross) the frail but 
indomitable molecules and DNA that 
were, in a particular assembly, the cos-
monaut Mookha are, in another mani-
festation, part of the greater universe, 
and nearer to thestars which were her 
dream and aspiration and undoing. 

Yes, in the end that's what 1984 will be 
remembered for - as the vear of the mar-
tyrdom of Mookha, the first fly in space. 
She whose name should rightly he given 
to that newfound planet in the constel-
lation Ophichius - the first ever dis-
covered outside our solar system. 

You might well say that, as for Dooms-
day, 1984 was a hummer. But not to 
worry! I he cassandra voices are already 
raised with reassu ring dela ration that 
soon, the Year of The Rat will get i'calli 
rotten. 

Take this fella Lindsay Hunter of 
Perth, who earns a crust by way of sooth-
saying the stock exchange. ("Market 
analyst and futures trader" is the official 
euphemism.) 

Lindsay (known as "Laughing Boy" to 
his friends) says with a deal of gloomy 
relish the world will plunge into a great 
depression in April-May. Which leaves 
us not all that much bloody time to go, 
does it? 

A period of doon and 	tion ,, and hunger and degradation will 
he coming like the rising of the sun. 

disaster is about to hit. 	Enoigli to cause widespread alarm 

You could survive by 	and despondenc' you might think. But 
remember, there's mugs and snarties. 

	

taking out large 	And the smarty will always not unIv  sur- 

unsecured loans or 	vive but make a quid in the most terrible 
of times. 

dealing in either drugs, 	The good word from our soothsayer is 

booze, fuel or tucker. 	that the thing to do is to build up a sup- 
ply of hard cash - by taking out unsec- 

But for the country lads, 	ured personal loans ifyou can manage it. 

	

worse is to cone. 	Ariditwoi,ild helpalot if you could get in 
early on s'hat will become the flourish- 

olin I-Iepzvorth reports. 	ing hlackmarket in stuff like drugs, 
booze, fuel and tucker. 

He says there ' ll be a great boom on 	Remeniher! The crunch can he cx- 
Wall Street . . . then the arse will fall out pected in April-May, and the danger 
of everything. 	 sign will be when the Dow Jones indus- 

VVithin the hour there von't he a was- trial average peaks between 15011 and 
broom unspattered wi th the blovn-out 1700. 
brains of some financial genius. And 	At any hour after that it will plunge - 
plump stockbrokers will he diving from maybe as low as 200 - dragging the 
the high windows in droves - to splatter wdd1 down with it to disaster. 
on the sidewalks like overripe melons. 	But bear in mind what we told you 

And it will be the same dreadful pat- about survival. Remember to build up 
tern as 1 929: 1011111/ Wtill Street - tomorrow %Vhat Lindsay Hun ter ra ther charmingl 

the world. terms "a store of physical dollars''. All 

Except. says Hunter, that this one will you need to ride out the deepest depres-
make the Thirties depression look like sion is lots of loll'. 
the good (.)ICl da's. 	 YOU might think that prophecy of 

I Ic adds that "the government will dOOni and disaster quite enough in the 

probably attenpt todrain the wealth and Year of The Rat. But more, and in a wa 
assets of people, families and businesses even worse, is to come. 
by as mans' means as possible." 	 Lord knows you must, even as l he 

And while you might well shrug and 	vmnd sick about the future of fornica- 

say "So what would be new?" he goes 
on to paint a picture of baiikrupt banks 	It's not all that long ago that the 

	

and labour camps for the masses of 	mainspring of life was the constant 

employed. (Up to 50 percentof the work- search for what was laughingly known 
force is the happy guess.) 	 as "the elusive Donald''. But first 

It will he the bosses' da' again - the herpes, and more lately AIDS, has 
workers' day will he done. Massive wage knocked the hell out of the grand old 
cuts and foreclosed mortgages and evic- sport. 

Why I've even heard of people going 
on an Oriana island cruise and, because 
of apprehension, coming hack 
unscrewed after 12 days and 13 nights in 
the Ia ngorou s ambience of the Sou ti 
Paiific. 

And now, what might seem to he the 
tinal blow. AIDS has bet'ni discovered in 

	

.4 	•hcep! 

	

• P 	What will Ian McCahon Singlare say? 
Ian and his sturdy redneck kind who 

- understand God's strictures against 
I 	 Sodom and whose eyes light up with 

- 	 - extra fervor when they sing that grand 
old hynin: We like sheen--- -- ----- 

When you walk into a country pub 
with David Combe these days, 
there's always half a dozen strangers 
who will approach him with expres-
sions of sympathy or encourage-
men t. 

Some don't remember his name - 
"You're the bloke who got a rough 
deal from l-Iawke, aren't you?" 

Some are brief - "Good luck to 
you, David!" 

Others seek his confidential 
advice, as someone who has survived 
deep personal trauma. 

It reinforces your faith in the 
Australian sense of fair play: these 
people recognise that Combe didn't 
get a fair go. 

It was all supposed to change last 
July, when the ALP National Confer-
ence passed a unanimous resolution 
supposedly rehabilitating the former 
Party Secretary and sometime friend 
and confidant of Bob Hawke. He 

I Bill Hayden had not been top-
pled from the ALP leadership 
on February 3, 1983, it is more 
than likely that the public vv'ould 
never have heard of a Combe- 

lvanov affair. The Russian would have 
remained in Canberra as First Secretary 
at the Embassy and my personal and 
professional life would not have been 
shattered. 

While nothing is certain in politics, it is 
clear from a reading of the evidence 
given by minister's to the Hope Royal 
Commission that Hayden's rejection of 
the ASIO case was as total as Hawke's 
embrace of it. In persuading the Cabinet 
to ban me from access to ministers, 
Hawke went even further than his sec-
urity advisers contemplated or wanted. 
In the immortal words of one ASIO offi-
cer, "We passed them the ball, and they 
kicked it out Of sight". 

The secrecy that shrouded the minis-
ters' evidence to the Royal Commission  

would 	be 	restored 	to 	'the 
mainstream of political life' and 
employed 'with his skills used to 
full benefit' 

The headlines said, "Combe 
Brought In From The Cold". Soon 
after, a Sydney businessman 
explained why he would not engage 
Combe as a lobbyist to represent his 
company in Canberra: "That ALP 
resolution ? It will carry as much 
weight with Hawke as any of those 
Conference resolutions or platforms 
or policies." 

Six months after his official wel-
come back to mainstream political 
life, the ALP had given him a total of 
four days work. 

David Combe's life remained 
poisoned by the events of March 4, 
1983, when he dined at the bugged 
house of Soviet official Valeri 
lvanov. His drunken conversation, 
later reprinted in the press and re- 

was designed pa rtly to protect the iden-
tity of the informerlaurie Matheson and 
other ASIC) 'sources and methods' . But 
much of it had nothing to do vv'ith 
national security - real or imagined. At 
the Government's insistence, the tradi-
tU)Ii of Crovvn privilege vvas inposed on 
ministerial evidence. The public could 
not he told, except in the very broadest 
terms, what transpired at the meetings 
of Cabinet's National and International 
Security Committee (NISC) which de-
cided the fate of lvanov and Combe. 

1 lie NISC decisions were presented as 
unanimous, which was a distortion of 
the truth. The reactions of individual 
ministers, the questions they asked, the 
doubts they held - all these aspects, 
essential to forming a proper opinion 
ahoutThe case against me, were suppres-
sed from the public. While this may have 
sustained the myth of Cabinet solidarity, 
it was also politically necessary for the 
Prime Minister, since the case against  

enacted on television and radio, 
showed him to be ambitious, boast-
ful, talkative, and prone to exaggera-
tion. On the basis of that conversa-
tion, ASIO constructed out of the 
Combe-Ivanov relationship an 
arcane pattern of subversion and dis-
loyalty which I-lawke endorsed with 
vigour. 

Today David Combe is struggling 
to find himself. He and Meena Blesing 
are working hard at restoring the 
marriage that fell apart under the 
strain of ASIO surveillance. Her 
diary of the crisis will be published 
this year, as will David's comprehen-
sive account of the Combe-lvanov 
affair. 

The following narrative lifts the 
lid on the secret trial of David 
Combe, the meetings of Cabinet 
ministers with ASIO chieftains 
where the lobbyist's fate was deter- 
mined. 	Will ja,n Pinw iLl 

lvanov \\as , in Hayden's honielv 
metaphor, • 'as thin as boarding house 
soup, and there was no case against 
Combe". 

My solicitor and I were also kept ignor-
ant of this evidence during the course of 
the Commission by Justice 1-lope's dcci-
sion to classity it as Class iwo. But just as 
there are leaks from Cabinet every other 
vveek in Canberra, which the media 
dutifully pursue and publish in the 
national interest, so it is important for 
the historical record that a fuller picture 
he given of the NISC deliberations than 
has previously been available. 

What is plain even from the public 
record is that when Harvey Barnet went 
to I Iawke at 4.45 pm on April 20, he had 
carefully planned his line of attack. Like 
any ambitious bureaucrat, lie had swot-
ted up on his new Prime Minister. (Lie 
told the Commission he had read Blanche 
D'Alpuget's fulsome biography.) Like a 
well-trained spy, he had studied his- 
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Untold stories of spooks, government and Combe 

by David Combe 
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O ne of the reasons that the media 
coverage of the Indochina war was 
often bad was that the only people in 
possession of an overall picture of what 
was happening were the military 
leadership of each side. 

In Cambodia, the government of 
Marshal Lon Nol (supported by the US, 
the Saigon Government and Australia) 
provided a spokesman for the High 
Command who deserves a place in his-
tory. His name was Captain Amrong, 
dutifully promoted to Colonel for his 
efforts. 

In the early months of the Cambo-
dian war in 1969, newsmen died as a 
result of incorrect information given 
by the High Command spokesman, 
who remained steadfastly true to his 

name throughout his career. 
Amrong was a charming, cultivated 

man, with twinkling eyes and a ready 
smile and a liking for French classical 
music. His chief qualification as milit-
ary spokesman was that he had been a 
film director for the deposed Prince 
Norodom Sihanouk, who prod uced 
epic extravaganzas magnifying the 
glories of the Khmer people and 
recreating the grandeur that was once 
the empire of Angkor. 

Amrong served his new masters 
with the same flair for creative imagina-
tion. His other qualification was that he 
spoke no English, which equipped him 
perfectly to answer questions from a 
foreign press corps composed largely 
of Americans, British, Australians and 
Japanese. But his French was excellent, 

and he had an official interpreter, 
Channg Song, a sensitive intellectual 
and a poet of some reputation. A 
former beneficiary of Prince Sihanouk's 
patronage, he now stoodbefore the

i  foreign press each day and conscient 
ously translated the ringing declara-
tions of the High Command, crushing 
victory after crushing victory, enemy 
rout after enemy rout - most of it 
exaggerated, if not invented. But 
cracks began to appear in his official 
facade of boundless confidence as the 
Lon Nol Government's situation got 
worse. 

A fter one particularly victorious 
briefing, Song quietly approached a 
group of us and muttered, "For God's 
sake, can anyone get me out of this 
cou ntry?" 

Re 1A 

1/1 

Cold sores, amyl nitrate 
and a lesbian orgy 

WOW- 

/i:
L' ritI ti I ide i ' .' 
d€ ittii, dis  Bu 	Tibctin 	Is 	testes and 

ueand 	nilnhlture 	C uavni 
werv. \4y phüfli is 	/ > 	> 	 A CLIniquats mad€ littk dfkrcnL 

o Lr lite 	na,ht t.ogn1c 	about  

is 	not 	t ippd 	by  to tiw di ii tone 	Still no 	 hirrs 
ASIO. While everyone else con- . 	. 

' 

Y 	, 	,. buzzes or twangs. Neither did 
- spires 	in 	whispering 	clusters 	 . 	 : 	' ;/ tI'e wasted hours spent having 

hciak and nail 11iii, 	In these 
wd untx hirrs 	m d 	buiiis 	m 
plained twangs, I have nothing 	..A 	' 	: 	- 	 ' 
niore sinister to report than au 	•. 

k 	 , LC)flSUflft r 	rized da 	h 	isn 
, there a 	a!on that grooms the 

.7 	• 	 . 	. psyche? We Bores require some- 
occasional crossed line. (My per- 

	

".' 	. 	 .. 
' 	. 	. 	. 

':;• thing that caters not to vanity, 
sonal life is not obscene and not 	- • hut sanity. Brain-dressers could 
heard.) 	 . 	

:' • 	 ,''\ 

. 	 . 

give perona!itv perms. Finish- 
This lack of personal leaks, led 	 / ing oil with, not h!osv waves, but 

me to C()flduCt a Royal Commis- brain waves. 
Sion into niv charisnia. I prose- . 	"J But surely iutoriety ii()e' 	not 
cuted n' personality. The ver ' . 

. 

C()fVie natural1? 	Vhy was I the 
dict? That I suRer from delusions / \ only one in inner Sydney suffer- 
of adequacy. //4 ilig a ctiarirna-ectomy? Ferhaps 

At 26, m)t only arn I telephone the charismatic nurtured 	their 
tapless, but I have never had a - natures? 
speeding tIcket, a game of Hack jack, a by Kathy Lette For weeks I swatted up on anatomical 
group grope in a jacoo7i, a cold sore, preservations and National rinies tape 
amvl nitrate, a lesbian offeroran org. In therapy 	to 	cocktail 	parties 	and 	pre- paranoias and dropped them casually 
a world geared to quantity not quality, nieres, I never have a previous engage- into phone conversations. At New Year 

drinks evaporated . 'Hozu imecli crude pet- 
success, fame and celebrities I am not ment. I am the sort of guest loathed by parties, 	I 	pontificated 	so 	much, 	my 
even a Has Rec,,. Bu t a ,\t''cr Vv every host. Here today and here toror- 

%Vhile 	girlfriends 	swap 	details 	of row. I am also one of those people at din- rolt'iim 	is produced In,' lioIl-I!ld(1-European 
infidelities, I can only claim going to bed ncr parties, who has nothing to say and lcsl',ius 7" 1 quizzed Trivial Pursuit con- 
with 	my 	vapori'.er. 	Other 	women, spends the whole night saving it. 	Vhile testants, 	dismissing 	their 	hesitations 
\hilst helping dinner party lusts pre- sophisticated guests lecture knowledge- with gasps of ''0/i, how easi/" 
pare dessert, are always being passion- ablyon the preserved anatomical parts of I took out a subscription to the newest 
ately ravaged across kitchen tables. I renowned 	saints, 	flatulence 	levels of political, social satirical magazine. And 
have never conic hoiiie with paviova exotic 	cuisines 	and 	the ASIO 	hug wrote for it. 
stains on my shirt hack. Never. 	Not epidemic, I can only 'abher and yacker But all this personality rehabilitation 
once. 	Occasionally, 	when 	I 	do 	find about diets, dental flossing techniques did not cure ny personality by-pass. 
myself contorted 	into Japanese erotic and 	the 	calorie 	contents 	of 	cottage These days, there is only one way to get 
love positions, I worry about chiroprac- cheese. What's more, I'm the kind of enough pull to belong to the l'ush. Con- 
tor's 	hills. 	I 	get 	bored 	conducting bore, when you ask me how I am, I tell fess in forte whispers about unexplained 
anatomical orienteering for alternative you. In tedious, Pl\lI-ed detail. twangs, whirrs and buzzes on your car 
erogenous zones; 	between 	the 	toes, Invitations, have of course, stopped. phone. Overnight, 'our name will adorn 
interior of nostrils, either vocal chord. Perhaps, I mused, I'd he appreciated the party lists and premieres. 
For some reason I prefer reaching cliiiax posthumously? 	'What if I died ofti'rniinal But, a few weeks of being a Now is, 
withnit realigning the spine. tP:srozvn 	tis'iiazis 	toniorron'?' 	I 	asked rather than a \ent'r Vvas and I began to 

It's it just my charisma and carnality friends, ''\'ouid fc)l1 ,niss ,,,?' crave some conversation on footv scores 
that's not worth tapping into. But also, Of course. We'd miss your AA4EX card and Franklin sales. You see. .Meaning In! 
my character. One night, friends were and... urn . . . urn . . . of course we'd miss Co;n'ersation 	is 	never either. 	There is 
discussing whether or not they'd break ou!" nothing more boring than the person 
down 	under 	torture. 	I 	hate 	pain. 	I Analysts, magazines and chat show who thinks that they are interesting. 
needed a general anaesthetic to get my guests preach continuously that you can What's 	more, 	jacoozis 	are 	about 	as 
cars pierced. To trim toe nails, I have to tell everything about someone by taking inspiring as sitting for an hour, in a luke 
take a mogodon and go to bed for a day, a 	quick squizz 	inside 	their fricige. 	A warm 	cappucino. 	Speeding 	tickets; 
Electric currents... knives.., sleepless- quick investigation of my kitchen con- expensive. Amyl nitrate; nostril numb-

hianism ... nothing more than a slip of 
ness . . . 	water 	torture; 	whilst 	joining firmed fears of inferiority. An analysis of ing. 	Cold 	sores; 	incurable. 	And 	les- 
their courageous chorus, I suppressed my Westinghouse personality proved 
the confession that I would sell my soul that I was a barren, frigid, slime grime the tongue. 
at the threat of AMEX card confiscation. type with a little expired cottage cheese. There's still one secret that hasn't been 

While the rest of Sydnev-ites ricochet I rang David Jones' food hall home dcliv- leaked to the National Times. That there's 
from EST seminars to ,iertihic psycho- eiv, to fill up rn' personality, less to being elite than meets the eve 

. 4  

This t/eai' is the tent/i a?z1!tz'ersaTl/ of 	 turning point in the Vietnam 

the Anwrican dft'at in Inttoclii'na. 	 wisdom goes, wasaCBS 
Saigon fell to the c.nnintinists on hulL' 	 ' 	television news stork' on 
30, 1 975. Pliiwni Pen/i had tt'cl- 	 1 	on August 3, 1965, when 
concd the victo;'ious K/inter Roit',c 	 .- 

stitt correspondent Morley Safer 

	

411 011 April '1 7. Australia,i media con- 	 , 	reported the burning of a South Viet- 
namese village, Cam Ne, by US Marines. sinners - ,you - are about to be bout- 	 . 	It included a memorable scene of a 

barded zvzt/: The Vit.'tiititii VVa7' Ret'i 	. 	- 	 ''' 	Marine setting a hut on fire with his 
sited, in ez'ert/ forii from TV 	 cigarette lighter. One hundred and fifty 
docume,itaries and re-enactments to 	 Vietnamese peasant homes 'ere level- 

scholar/ij books and rock soncs. 	. . —. 	 led because of reported sniper fire from 
the area. 

Morley Safer ended his piece: ''There 

	

William Pmnwill who cc- 	 , 	 is little doubt that American firepower 
ported from Vietnam, Cambodia 	i 	 I , 	 can win a military victory here. But to a 

Laos fin the ABC 1k tw en I 9o8 (hid 	 Al 	ii tn mest. p. is mt hose home me ins 
a liktime ot hakhreakInh  labour, it will 

1972, Suggests S0U1C' , Signposts to 	 - 	 take more than Presidential promises to 
help assess the niforniat 10?! wnitmche. 	 convince him that we are on his side,'' 
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President Lndon B. j()llflSOfl prompt- 	Robert FIegnt, who vrtc for the Ios 	can, pro-c4)1nunIst aii at the very Icat 

	

l3 got cm the pInt to Frank 5anton, the 	Angeles Tincs before Ii, turned to - in the partancc 	the tinit -- ''doves' 
president of the CBS network. 	 IuIItinw bIuckIist'r fictiui. launched an 	Mr Elegant states in his Encounter arti- 

	

"Boy, your man just shat on the 	attack on his lormer colleagues in the dc, ''VIOSt correspondents were parti- 

	

American flag" he said in his blunt 	rnagaLinc Encounter. 'For the first time sans for Hanoi." 

	

Texan fashion. "Did you know that Mr 	in modern history," he asserted, "the 	The truth is sonie'hat more boring 
Safer is a Conniunist?" 	 outcome of a va r 'as d('tcrn1inid not on 	and less conspiratorial . To continu 

	

"No sir," Stanton replied. "lie's not a 	t}w battkfield but on the printed page reporting the war and stay sane, tmi 
Connunist; lie's a Canadian. " 	 and, ahov' aU, on tht' tekvision screen. " 	corre'spond'n(s tended to suspend th 

	

tJnfated, LBJ responded, "'VeII, I 	The truth is somevhit simpler. It was 	critical faculties. It hcsaIwavs been a 
kn&v he i,n't an American. " 	 put ntativ by Peer Dc Stiv, tormer sta- 	ture of war reporting. "¼'e were witnes- 

	

tter two weeks of intense 	ti011 ChiVI for the CIA in \'ietnam (and 	ses, not judge and jury'', said the New 

	

\Vhite Ilouse and Pciitagoii 	later Australia), in his otiicrvise boring 	Zealand-horn doven of Vietnani war cur- 
pressure, the network autobiography: 'Wt' disengaged from respondents, Peter Arnett of Associated 

	

ran a very upbeat report 	the war - because we were clearly 'osing Press. They did not see it as their job to 

	

from Safer singing the 	it." 	 speculate on ethics or morality, right or 

	

praises of a (iS operation at Tani Quaii. 	1 he Americans doing the actual 	wrong. 

	

"Niarine casualties were the casualties 	lighting knew this.. Their friends and 	The impact of the war was such thL 

	

of all-out war," he emphasised. There 	relatives back home learned it not from 	most people who arrived as dovt. 
was a single passing reference to "the TV, but trom the inexorable procession became more hawkish; while those wh 
inevitabje civilian suffering." Safer's of body-bags and iiairncd Gis returning had never doubted "Mv country right or 
report was flIo'ed by an optimistic to the tovns of Middle America. Accord- wrong" became more dovish. As Gavin 
analysis of ho'.' the USwas reaflv win- ing to the US Veterans Administration, Young of the London Observer put it, in 

	

ning the war by dipIonatic correspon- 57,002 American servicemen died in Vie- 	1966, most correspondents "Iiiially 

	

deiit Marvin Kaib (who latercu-authored 	tilairi (including 381 oUicial suicides), 	levelled out into a guardedness, some- 

	

a sympathetic biography of Henry Kis- and 31)3,71)4 were wnindcd. Five Vears 	where in beteen" 
singer). 	 ago, Veterans Adninistration hospitals 	 aiii's propaganda 

	

It was the second CBS report, not the were treating 30,00() Vjetnam vets for 	 not the reason why a 

	

first, that was typical of TV covt 'r age of 	alcoholism and 12,000 for cddiCtiOi1 to 	 honest, perceptive and 

	

Vietnam, but the nivth has persisted that 	hard drugs. More than 1.7 million have 	 patriotic reporters from 

	

it was tekvision that "lost the war". 	some type of mental readjustment 	 America startedto criticise 

	

\'Vhile this myth has given comfort to the 	problen. 	 their goverIilllent. In fact South Vietnani 

	

politicians and generals responsible for 	There is evidence that TV coverage of 	was the last place in the vorld you could 

	

the Western intervention in Indochina, it 	the war actually bred a tolerance of hor- 	he CXpOS('d to North Vietnam's version 
does not stand up to scrutiny. 	 ror and blood. P1)115 by the Louis 1-larris 	of the war. No, the reason was that they 

felt their go\.'ernnent was betraying 

	

..; 	- 	them - and the public trust - by its con- 

	

.: _ '•• 	 tinual lying about the tvar. 
jf 	 ') 

 
The most spectacular, and influential, 

case ulconversion was the emi,u'iice'rir 
of Am('ricar) tele'ision, Valter Cronkiti 
The CBS arlir-ian had been conned 
and sni'ved by US Air Force generals 
a visit to Saigon in 1965. After the 19 

,rP _ 	• 	
1.; • 	 - 	 let ot fensivc, when "enemy" troop 

:.. ,,' 	 • 	 . 	 - 	 - 	 . 	 penct rated the main cities of the Son t h 
including Saigon, and even briell\ 
O( cupied the United States Embassy, 

..- \, 
	

;p 	 . 
p 	 ,•• 	s"-, 	 . 	 . 	

(. ronkite discovered he had been 

.. 
tour months earlier, 50,000 Americans 

I .  •  , . - ; '-... ha I rillie 1 at th ' Lincoln Memori -il in 
. . . . .-... the most violent dissent America had 

-  
seen since the Civil War. 

But when President Johnson saw the I 	
.  

. 	 Cronkite program, he told his l'ress Si". - - 
retary  it was a turning point. If he hdd 
lost Walter Cronkite, he had lost th 
average citizen. Soon after, hi.' announ- 

	

It is still regurgitated by the apologists 	ouganisit:on published in News'.'eek in 	ced he would not seek re-election. 

	

for US polk . includiuig a number of 	1467,arud 19r2 ,-hinved that tek'vicion 	Within 18 months, the anti-war move- 

	

"distinguished" journalists. [he Austra- 	viewing induicE'd or ii'infor,-u'd support 	;iient drew 250,00K0 Americans to a single 

	

han writer Dennis Varner det 11ured in 	for the i. ,ii iii \mt'rj ii. 	 rallr' at the Washington Monument. 

	

the September 1982 issue of P,icitic 	I lie philosophy of shooting the ines- 	It was not Walter Ci'onkute who ''lost 

	

Defence Reporter 'The Vietnam War senger u ho brings bad news also 	the Vietnam War''; the war lost Cronkite 

	

was not lost in the paddy fields and ji.uulg- 	eiiihraces tIn' nu th that the Western 	and the rest of Middle America. Then 

	

les of South East Asia but in the lounge journalists and photographers in Viet- 	came the US invasion of Cambodia, and 

	

rooms of millions of American homec ' 	mum were mostly radical, anti-Anieri- 	the student killings at Kent State Lniver- 
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sity, the disclosure of the My Lai mas-
sacre - and by 1972 it was on'y arms 
manufacturers, idealogues, and the 
McMahon Government that supported 
the war. 

It was interesting to hear Ronald 
Reagan, during his successful campaign 
to wrest the Presidency from the limp 
arms of Jimmy carter, refer to the Viet-
fld Il War as "a noble cause. " He strongly 
irtplied that victors' would have been 
possible if only "our government" had 
not been "afraid . . . to win." 

The revisionist histories and reniakes 
of the war tumbling out this year will 
echo the Reagan line, playing down 
American brutality and reviving the 
spectre of an American "victory" if 
'nough firepower - or even nuclear 
veapons - had been used. 

General Westnioreland, former US 
commander in Saigon, may have been 
right when he said, "Nothing happened 
in Vietnam that didn't happen in other 
wars. " Or in the words of Alexander de 
Conde, professor of history at the Uni-
versity of California, '1 don't see the 
Vietnam war as something unique in our 
history. Much of what happened in the 
Vietnam war is about as American as 
apple pie." 

What some correspondents came to 
realise was that the main buttress of the 
Western effort in Indochina was racism. 
American and Australian troops were 

(Continued from page 13.) 
by the doctors' skills. 

In the doctors' fantasy, sperm and ova 
shall be anonymous; no messy adulter-
ous relationships and multiple parent-
ings will occur. Only the professionals 
will know who anybody really is, and 
they, like priests in the confessional, will 
never tell. Old-fashioned lawyers, like 
Lord Denning, will muse that a child has 
a right to know its "real" parents, even 
though it was English law until recently 
that adopted children could not be told 
who their biological parents were and 
many children know less than their 
mothers about their "real" father. It is 
the English law that a father cannot 
legitimise his own child except by legally 
adopting it, but many thousands of chil-
dren have been legitimate simply be-
cause no-one knew any better. Since 
time immemorial sisters have borne chil-
dr'n for their sisters and servant girls for 
heir mistresses, but Ijonto occideutaljs 

now thinks such rich confusion un-
healthy, clinging to a notion of the ''nor-
mal', "nuclear", "heterosexual" family 
which will be realised by fewer and 
fewer people. Just as blastocysts created 
by doctors have an artificial status never 
accorded to their ilk before, families con-
structed by medical technology are re-
quired to display seamless perfection 
and high levels of consumption. - 

sustained by an ethnocentric hatred, 
mixed with a most misplaced contempt, 
for the dinks, slope-heads (slopes) and 
noggies they were fighting. Dc-human-
ising the enemy is a standard technique 
for persuading mostly decent men to 
indiscriminately murder fellow human 
beings. The trouble with the Vietnamese 
(unlike the fang-toothed, myopic, cow-
ardly Jap of World War Two) was that 
they were our allies as well as our 
enemies. So the Western defenders of 
the Saigon Government were encour-
aged to view Vietnamese people as a 
whole with the same hatred and con-
tempt they felt for enemy troops. In a 
historical sense, this was true: the US 

"Much of what happened 
in the Vietnam War is about 

as American as apple pie" 
was fighting the Vietnamese people. 

In reality, the Western troops were 
living among these same people, depen-
dent on them for a range of economic, 
military and social services. It is difficult 
to underestimate the effect on teenage 
minds (the average age of Americans 
who served in Vietnam was 19) of the 
perpetual requirement to distrust any 
Vietnamese, whether he or she is cook-
ing your food, cleaning your quarters, 
sharing your bed, or providing logistic 
support for your unit. 

R
obert Elegant displays 
L)I'IC form of American 
racism when he writes of 
his "smouldering anger 
(which sometinws flares 

into frenzy) at the Vietnamese who were 
always difficult, regularly evasive, and 
routinely deceitful." He explains this 
stereotyping by pointing out that, "No 
Vietnamese ever really trusted any other 
Vietnamese except those within his 
immediate family (and them neither 
invariably tior wholly)." 

It might be thought that this charac-
teristic '.'ould inhibit co-operative milit -
ary effort - so how conic the Vietnamese 
won? ihere is an Elegant ans'er: 
"Never before Vietnam had the collec-
tive policy of the media - no less strin-
gent term will serve - sought, by graphic 
and unremitting distortion, the victory 
of the enemies of the correspondents' 
own side," Not only did the media lose 
the war but it was the result of an actual 
media conspiracy. (And they reckon the 
left are conspiracy-minded!) 

A full and true history of the Second 
Indochina War would take many years 
and much hindsight to compile, and this 
year's offerings are likely to lack perspec-
tive. Perhaps, as Michael I lerr once said, 
"Conventional language could no more 
describe this war than conventional fire-
power could win it." Maybe the Vietnam 
War awaits its novelist. 

REAL MUSIC IN 
A SEA OF SHIT! 

As a large music store we are 
Continually confronted with 
'crook music' being pushed by 
the major labels as 'the latest 
and greatest' usually irs 
crap! Folkways is Australia's 
most interesting record store 
and, apart from our range of 
intelligent pop, we offer the 
best In old and contemporary 
jazz, blues, bluegrass, country 
music, comedy. sound FX, 
meditation music, ethnic rec-
ords, folk music from just about 
everywhere, spoken word re-
cordings, kid's music, reggae, 
salso, rare classics (everything 
but wonky opera!), guitar 
music, soul, 50s & 60s greats 
plus a whole world of real 
singers like Ella. Sinatra, Torme, 
Julie london and Billie Holliday. 
Open 7 days a week. Send for 
our free mail order catalogue.

C)YS  19olk Music 
282 Oxford Str., Poddingfon 

43 MI8da 



y 	do 	it? 	I laying 	made 

GEORGE  OEttlfle from Seaworki, 
he Disneyland of the Goki 

Coast, why keep pushing for more' 
Why take on a whole island, for god- 
sake, iii the middle of the Whitsurdav,  

HARRISON and try and turn it into an upmarkct  
Club Mcd? 

I C()UIdfl't figure it out. Keith WilIiani'. 
was 55, %%'orth niore than $5() nijilion at1 
in line for a touch on the shoulder from MEETS GOD Her Majesty, courtesy of his good mate,  
SirJoh. He didn't need the money or the 

IN allEENSLAND 
glory. He could lie back in the sun, pla' 
with 	his expensive 	toys, 	and still 	be 
talked about at nouveau riche Surfers'  
Paradise dinner parties. 

But instead of sipping Moet from the 
back seat of a chauffeured limo like any 
other Queensland millionaire, here he 

b y Peter Ellingsen was, tape measure on his belt and mona- 
dc round his neck, 1nnping along a dus- 
tr)' 	road 	in a \%'hite, 	Mitsubishi 	Pajero, 

"I could he driving i Rolls around the 
land," he says as we pull up in front of 

1 split level mansion that will soon he his 
lionie. ''But I don't. I use a tour wheel 

L 	 \ 	(  drive because it's practical." Being prac- 
tjcal is something Mr Williams knows all 
about. He left school at 14, does not have 

7\O' — 
time to read books and believes that 

COIN "common sense" can solve everything. 

' 

Fi ve  years ago, while better-educated ' an nilen were investing in a failing Gold 
.ij Coast 	market, 	he 	persuaded 	the 

co,' Queensland Government to lease him 
Ham ilton  Island for 99 years at the pep- 
percorn rental of $6450. 

<010 
The deal to virtually give away the 548 

hectare grazing property off the Mackay 
coast caused a few raised eyebrows at 
the time, but only until the enterprise 
earned the sanctity of success. 

c 
No one in the Sunshine State likes to 

look sideways at winners, particularly 
when they affect a Bryan Brown sense of 
ocker bravado and a Wild Bill I licock  
Style of capitalism. 

. So Williams went ahead and con- 
structed his dream with a hit of help from 
Ansett 	who 	shared 	the cost of 	the 
island's $1 I million jet runway. 

Already he has spent close to $100 

otiv million, building luxur' accommodation 
cop for 300 people, Australia's largest (1.8 

c million litre) swimming pool, a Fijian- 
style hotel and lots of other Hollvwood- 

Co M 

L 
type excesses that tourists seem to enjoy. 

The $200,000 units are being sold as 
fast as the 220 construction workers can 
build them, arid a Hawaii-type cit' resort 
ior3000by 1988 is envisaged. All this will 
cost around $200 million and 	make — 	 - 
Hamilton, 	in 	the words of Williams 
deputy, John Menzies, "bigger than the 
Gold Coast". For those wealthy enough 
to go along for the ride, there will he trips 
on the $1.5 million Quick Cat, evenings 
in front of two white grand plino. over- 
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How do you feel? 
In the Great Outback, with 

just one pack, and wild pigs steal 
your food?? 

How d'a feel? I-low d'ya feel??? 

I feel I i* ke a yam root or two 
by David McKnight 

	

U t \')l.l are stindvinig :\hurnin,l 	
('- 	

Kurrajorig tree can he ground into a flour 
hush boils, VOLI might well respond: 	 - 	 to produce a damper which, "tastes ter- 
I feel like a iani roof 	 rific", according to Cherikoff (the teani 
I feel like l •i yarn root or tzvo ... 	 taste most hush foods). 

	

That's not exactly how Vic Cherikoff 	 . 	 The seeds of several species of 
felt, but it describes what happened to 	 c 	 Australia's national flo%'er, the wattle, 
him in Cape York last year while on a 	 , 	- 	 are still used to make damper by 
field study  when his food was eaten by 	 '\ 	Aborigines and are highly nutritious, 
wild pigs. Cherikoff is part of a S'dnev 	! 	 according to Dr Brand. 
University study team examining the 	 ._- 	, 	. 	 But there seems to be more interest 
food eaten by Aborigines which allowed 	 / 	• 	 from overseas in the commercial 
them to survive one ofthe world's harsh- 	 . 7 	 development of Australian native plants 
est physical environments. 	 J 	j 	than from within Australia. Two over- 

	

rhe study team, which also includes 	 ! 	 ) 4, 	seas-based companies in Darwin are 
Professor Stewart Truswell and DrJennv 	 / 	now looking at the commercial growth of 
Brand, have already made several start- 	 ,-' il 	 thcgreenplum. "Some yearsago the sol- 
ling discoveries. The green or native 

	 anum species were found to contain 
plum, found in Australia's Top End and 	 p' 	7 	crude steroids, The Russians came in, 
northern Western Australia, was found 	 I 	 ' 	took then hack to the Soviet Union and 
to have the world's most concentrated 	 ' 	 today a lot of the world buys their 
source of Vitamin C. 	 steroids for oral contraceptives from the 

	

But the green plum has also created 	 I 	 USSR," says Vic Cherikoff. 
headaches: an .American syndicated col- 	properties of the juice of the ' super- 	The only native food commercially 
umnist, John Turner, told his readers fruit '. The iiame Wesley Hargreave exploited on a large scale within 
that the fruit is "the main item in the elicits a groan from the genuine resear- Australia is the well-known Macadamia 
diets of certain tribes of Australian chers because they have been inun- nut, but there is much greater potential, 
bushmen most of whom are over seven dated with media inquiries and letters say the researchers. 
feet tall weigh 250 pounds and live to from hopeful Americans who want long 	The CSIRO is now examining the 
over 100 years old." 	 lileora miraclecureforarthritis(another quandong or native peach which was 

	

A non-existent nutritionist at the Un- 	fraudulent claim of Turner's). 	 used not onlv by Aborigines but by early 
versity ofSydney, 'Wesley Hargreave' is 	Closer to home than the green plum, European settlers for jam-making and 
quoted as an authority on the life-giving the team has found that the seeds of the pies. 	 - - 
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Matilda 



u'i!I, 4uiit LVI at/lilciL' 

)Q[ IIi/-I). 
The Brisl'a,ie kids snitfloe. 
If I had to twa flu' watt f!u'i dv, 
I'd probabh! 'iuff some too. 

J. Wise, Hobart. 

\\ 

Governor Generals are a 
funny lot. They always 
live in a big house by a 
lake and have many ser-
vants. Sometimes they 
wear Boy Scout uniforms, 
sometimes they sack Prime 
Ministers and sometimes 
they fall over at the races. 

Despite the odd life-
style, they can be kindly 
souls, prone to dispensing 
shiny medals to the brave 
and garden parties to the 
disadvantaged. 

There's a coloured Mat-
ilda poster by Michael 
Leunig to be won by pick-
ing the present Governor-
General, Sir Ninian Stephen 
in the accompanying photo-
graph. 

Simply circle the head 
of your choice and send to 
Aunt Mathilde, P.O. Box 
80, Deakin, A.C.T. 2600. 

CI..LIL. Sir !Vjujan Conu 
lroii ()iieemis/aiid and (lOt's?? / 
us: u:hl :,' wt'a,. fur coats. 

TEST YOUR 

I 

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE 

-T 	T- -- - 

- 

•--' 

I: 	..t,,. 

ej 

not 	1 

"•.'lt(, rc-' 	'. 	& 	CL,t - 	
.,.'. 

"Cd'., efltcrtainnient and 30 cent news- ''1 ito it for the he'll 	finish 	the job Iirst. 	"I got a 	telex 
p1pers 01-I 'ale for 9() cents. 

Most Of all though, there will he the 
. 	. 	, , 

SCIfSIltlSJaLtlOIl, 	cc: today," he says as we sip beer at the bar. 
''It's from 

'- }1Incc to rub shoulders with the movers ()j)cL'J'z'es as we stroll over 
George (Harrison) - he wants 

' 	to build hini a house on the island for 
md shakers from Toorak and ROSC Ba'. 

businessman 
' $600,00()." Bob BenSOn smiles, and says 

AS One 	 told 	me sitting iiiuiiiile flooi's flc1 1)ilst 	S he is sure he can oblige. 
heside one of the island's six swimming of Tasnia,iian oak. The idea of an aging Beatle hiding out 

"Nhen poOlS 	 people think you're a on five acres of secluded luxury is just 
I1 ()tefltlal 	1'emithouse owner (they cost the nearby villa site purchased by former the sort of touch that Flamilton Island 
httwet'n $475,000 and 	;750(X)0) their B':tIe Gtorge Harrison for a rumoured miceds to coniplt'te its St TIOpCS image. 
•ittitude changes." During nw two day S30:. In fact, both N'Ir \-\'illianis and \VIiiIe it is true that casual guests can 
.ta y , Alan (the Mo of Mojo Advertising) his well-trained stait are at pains to keep rent out more than comortahle accum- 
'\ 1s dining with Mike ('UpThereCazalv') the resort's image as squeaks' clean as its modation on the island for less than $100 
flradv,and Ansett boss Sir Peter Aheles hite 	saml' beach. 	\'Vith 	prospective per day, many of the patrons are plug- 
\ lS living in to tonfer with his nate buyers being shuttled ((n and off the ging for a more serious comniitnent. 
Kith. . 

But like any persmal tietdomn, The 
island evers' day, 	and 	I lariuiltoti' 	teal "'Ve're 	building 	an 	imp-market 

Island That 	Keith 	Built has it' 	1uimk. 
'tat(' ippri'dating faster than most cap- v1editcrranean type of resort for the jet- 

chief 	1I11OIg 	\ hkh 	is 	the 	k'udal-Ijki' 
t,l Litlt', there is no room to: detractors. setters 	on 	the 	north 	vest 	tip of the 

Whi c h is why, attt'r ti da 	' of tern- 'rerry, island,' 	Steve 	Hamilton's host 
power exercised h 	Williams himselt, A hl' polite but a1VfUlIV repetitive sight- explains. If that isn't exclusive enough, 
man well awaie of the vice regal status seimg with island 	taft, I was happy to you can pa' up to $400,000 for a five acre 
Queenslmnders att'ord to those with their into big Bob Benson. Williams' villa 	site close 	to 	the Harrison 	corn- 
own airstrip. 	\ illiam', has insisted that ()n'truction. pound. But there's only one left so you'll 
tl'i-e be no 	'ehicle' on the i',land, cave Breasting the bar of the 'Iariner's Inn have to be quick. If this all seems like 
tilOst' he 5,lIltti()li5. 	With 	no police or the 	harbor, 	or blue iollar side of something 	'ViIIian 	RamiolpIi 	I Iearst 
bureaut.rac' on the reso: t, 	V1i Williams I-1ariltti, 	Ik'ii'-'on 	was celebrating 	his dreanii'd up, don't turn to islamid staff for 

lust' aviation call sign 	Gold Oscar 4th birthday and had a few things to say eluddation. 	Terry, 	like 	the other 	180 
Delta or GoD has pro'ided a cherished the buss. Williams' employees, exhibits extreme 
nicknanie) appears to say whal is and to 	 nix' pride to work loyalty tovards the boss. 

hat is not acceptable behavioum - . If he for him, but the nnev has been good, ''I guest it's a challenge," is how he 
thinks you are out of line, 	ou're on the I've staved," he says. "I Ic's a hard explains his part of the Williams' dream. 
(1'\t platu.' baLk to the namnland. \Vant to to 	;rk 	with - 	lie's an 	optical ''Keith 	is 	a 	truly 	amazing 	nian. 	I 

buy one of the luxury units now under engineer.'' rernernter him standing here in 1978 
construction 	o\-erlook(ng 	Catseve I3enson, who was project manager it saving 'I'm going to build the biggest 
beach ? It looks a good deal. i  he smart and ()rd River before joining Vtr pool in Australia' and he did it." 
Ifl()fley, 	in.Iuding 	I.ang 	I tancock 	and Williams, claims there is a ''lot of segre- Tern who's 34 and has worked his 
Alan Bond, is interested and 	milir con- itiiii 	oil 	thi 	islaL1" 	between guests way up from barman to VI P guide, has 
dt)S sflappi'd up tor$168,(1()Oare no\ 	,el- :uiil workers. had plenty of time to 	vatch \Villianis 
11r14 for $220,000 plus 	Well siit'. 	(s'Ll?1l- 

''I don't feel it, but the n&'n do,' he work and says, "Keith can do every 
ing your credit is good and pros iding " rle' ted like second dass citi- single 	little 	thing. " 	He 	remembers 
that Mr Williams approves. No divine zen s. 'I he wa 	the management sees it. VVilliams berating a gardener for Irving 
hOd, no toothold in elite city. construction workers shouldn't mix with to plant a palm tree in the wrong shaped 

[hat's the \v ay it is 1)?) Cocos, oips Iitis' guests. " hole. ''You don't dig mound holes for 
I lanilton 	Island, 	and 	GOD 	is 	not BobBenson has his Mercedes and his palm trees, it has got to be dug square; 

''Since apologising. 	I don't use anyone iiiestiieits and plans to retire soon, so that's what he said, and he got down and 
else's money but my own (his i' a private lie's not worrying too much. dug 	it 	himself," 	Terry 	recalls. 	"He's 
conipiIi\ ), l'ni entitled to niake ni 	own like the thorough worknian he is, unbelievable.'' 

'' ''I'm decisiomis, 	he .a'c. 	entitled to do - 

gh 
ta.torv, you deterniine who drives the  
hIood' forklitt and who drives the 'elii-  

111 
- 

iiinding view Of 	 t-cmi'ei - 

pith helmet on his balding head, lia'-' 
got time to look. lie leaps back intv 
['ajero 	without 	even 	mentioning 	H 
BELL Longran 	li 

	

ger 	elk-upter that sliJ - . 	- 	- 	- 

out on ,i James Bond-type electric pad - 	- 	 - 
t ile $750,000tr  mthvhirhoibilo\  

There is 	pistol 
but he doesn't 	vami Ito talk about that, or 1 !ea:ci,. 
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by Morris Gleitzman 

(T 

NoT A WINE COLUMN here was a definite locker- 
room atmosphere in the con- 
struction office WIlCIl 1 Iinallv 

trad,d Keith Williams down for a br-

ma I intciview. A k'ggv red head sat 
behind a desk in the tniter office, while 
the boss poured over plans with ,iiclii-
ted Roger Parki ii in t he inner sa netLi Ill. 

Parkin, who believes ihe 'old imian can 
be demanding and proud" later ex-

laincd that he and Williams' deputy, 
John Mciii.ies, ''take it low profile delib-

cratelv to let Keith do the talking". 

('lose tip, the king of Fantasy Island is 

deeply tatuied, clean shaven and though 
not heavily built or tall, seems to radiate 
a low slung bulk that demands both 
space and attention When I showed him 
a newspaper cutting in whih he specu-
lated on being a genius, he chuckled and 
said, 'Well, I guess l'iii a genius. No, 
well that's vliat development is all 
aboti t, what evervi hing is about. Some 
people rise and tall on their own merit". 

The Williams styk' of jockstrap enter-
prise, something he himselt calls an ''art 
form'', is like the sport of water skiing in 
which he initially made his name (as a 
champion ',kiier) and his fortune (run-
ning Queensland's tirst ski gardens in 

1957). It's something ) ,ou do alone, with 

an adoring crowd applauding at a dis-
erect distance. Whik' not lint ted to 
Queensland this way of making myth 
and money works best in the l)eep 
North. lohn \1t'n,.it's says of his boss, 

14,nz,1!rn: 
!tana 

f U,M)t5 Lt 

E.E,NL,tVP  

''he's driven b Will and ego. Mv tear for 
a long time was that he'd believe his own 
publicity, but there's no sign 01 it'', 

Williams himself says, ''my reputation 
mea is nit re today to me than anything 
else''. It is not, he says, the cars, the 
yachts or the champagne that keep him 
getting out of bed at sm', ant. It's not eyen 
the money. Alter all, what's the dmtter -
ence between having 20 or 40 million 
dollars? 

Afte,' all, what's the 
differt'ia' lk'tuk'eH luwnig 
2() or 4() ,nilhio,: dollars? 
"Any fool can et up a business and 

lost' nionev, " he sa vs. ''When it comes to 
making money, I'm univ iii tei'ested in 
one thing, amid that's making money as a 
measure of su iccess," 

So the great god success wins aglimi. 
just lob t he dirt in the html Iseve and 
everyone will smile benignly, adjust 
their Halston ties a mid each aci'oss for 
more chanipers. It's a mui'aiitv that's as 
old as the moneychangt'rs in the temple 
and as ci teetive as l<uss I linie. 

Graham Greene tried to deal itli the 
phenomenon in his recent book, ''L)r 
Fischer of c;eiievi or the booth party'', in 
which the protaganist shoots himselt 
after failing to exhaust the avarice of the 
wealthy. 

If (irilmani Greene couldn't explain 
why they do it, how do you expect me 
to?  

by Waudzm Roxoff 

J W
was a reti nion for the Who S'as 
ho at the otticial opening of what's 

becoming known as the Maui of 
Australia — I lamiiton Island. 

The bus'  from 'lenterlield, Peter 
Allen was there as was the former 
I3eatle-turned-film producer. George 
I larrisoii And it was clear that the t 
were not the best of buddies. 

George nade no secret of his feeling' 
towards Li,a Mmdli's former husband 
when Allen put on a jock-strap ringing 
performance for the invitation-only 
throng which included Russ Flinze and 
5l30U5e, Jolt and FIti and other assorted 
private jet and helicopter owners. Sir 
Peter Ables and his wile Kitty looked 
decidedly uncomfortable. 

Harrison, who owns a 'block of land' 
on the island, heckled and talked 
throughoti t Allen's performance and 
went so tar to suggest that our boy on 
the piano in the white satin pants 
couldn't sing. 

Also on Ilamilton Island were E)eep 
Purple revival members, Ian Paich and 
Jon Lord. In heat that seldom went 
below 30 degrees, Paich was seen in 
leather pants a mid high-heeled hoots. 
George Harrison seemed to hit it off a 
little better with the Purples. When 
they' did Sydney, he joined them in an 
uld-tashioned jam on stage. 

S utIdenl evel')'om)e wants to knotv 
,iboul wine. Beer, liqueurs, casual 
sex and voting formally have fallen 

v flit' wayside as opiates of the people 
il wine is on everyone's lips. 
Nobody cops it worse than the wine 
ter. Everyone wants to pick your 

brains. Only a few days cigo the bloke 
hacking the semi up to iii' cellar with the 

'eek's tasting samples vam'ited to know 
it Ben Fami do a chardonnav. 

I -lei'e then, before we get on to the 
heavy stiitt next month, are the tli,ies-
tions I am most fi'ettientiv asked about 

wine, 

I)oi's It'l/ t'Iiit' ('liliSi' nligrailte .,  
In some instailces it definitely tioc's, ti, Ii 
as when a bottle is brokt'ii over the head. 

II it is int'i't'ly drunk, it depends largeR 
on vlietltt'r volt belme'e it LviII, Flit' likeli-
hood increases slightl' it the V01111110 of 

red wi ile consu iited is grea ter tha ii Out' 

bottle for every Bailey's Irish Cream 
chaser. 

'JIOie hi 1 is' for cJia?,pticlu' ? 
Your sfm'ongest pair. ('hanipagne labels 
ciii he niisleading enough for people 
with perfect sight, speciaIl' those on 
cheap Australian junk tm'icked tu p  to look 
French. 

I 1it' It i I k,iitt' if a it'iIIC' is , I'oi(m/ to d,'oik ? 
Buy a dozen intl serve ,i bottle a year to 
friends uui til their eves sto1c watering. 
Vltatever VOLI do, don' t PiY a ns' atteii-

tion to wineniakt'r's comniemits oii labels 
L'hicli read : 'L)rin king so perbly nosy or 
will reward careful cr'lIiring for up to 40 
'ears.' Most wineiiiakers are ('vnics. 

Like Vietnarti veterans, it conies from 
disct)\'t'ring their medals don't nieari 
ci i 1 v t Ii i rig. 

Doii' I drink anything with ,ì Io\'er Ph 
than your shampoo. II technical terms 
confuse you, shampoos are the tines 
without corks, 

S/iiimilt/ / iiii/m c'iok with hi,c,'I: ijum/i111 wine? 
It pays dividends, but be sensible, 
Ni 'body expects you to consign ci '29 
Latour to the stove, specially if you're 
only boiling an egg. 

S/iiiulit I last' vim' in r'i'sfaoraiits ? 
No. (iveri the quality of most restaurant 
wine lists, di cn't put it in your nuni th at 
all. C heck the label, pay flit' waiter and 
ask him to tip it down the sink Only this 
way will the message be brought home 
to lai.v resfauranteiurs, 

t'V/umf is Ho!i'i,!is 

A fuuigal disease that develops under the 
right finger-nails of tviuieniakers who 

don't wash their hands after wiping their 
bOti. It adds i unique flavour dimension 
to wiuie and is highly prized in those 
quarters where the awakening of jaded 
palates justifies s\'alloL\'iuig spores. 
nitiulils and fumigii. 

Attr'miipts to cultivate Botrytis artificially 
have received a major setback after the 
installation of hot air dryers in C'SIRO 
lava tories, 

!,V/iti/ is f/ne ili/'ft'r't'iu'u'  Iy'Izt'c'('m: Frt'n'Ii (11711 
,'liisl rcm/i,iii t'/iaI?iJki,'IIe ? 
French clianipagne is niade with I'errier 
ivater. 

tV/ia! is I/it' !/mt'orm/ of Capacity? 
'Flit' propt)sitioul by Ieadiuig wine aim thor-
it?' IA'u) F.'iii5 that thur individual finite 
life-span gives each of us a tiuiite capacit\' 
for wine couisuniptu)n . E'auis proposes 
that we theretore only drink the best 
wine and dt)n't waste ari' of our capacity 
on e'ht'ap rtibbisli , The 'eakmiess in this 
prutpositiutui is the scarcity of Chateau 
Lafite in Ethiopia. 

Can led nine be dr:i uk with fish ? 

Yes. l'hough sometimes the' have 
trouble holding the glass and are prouie 
to fall in. 

We h,eiri ofteii that disoiui,t iIm , ' is an msjdjiius 
practice h/i l't'ak'ii iii,',' //it' i't'ri/ Inca II of  (lit' 
,/tnitraIui,: 11171' iiiihiistri. h/V/nat exactlii is 
fh1'tt)tlii(iIi,\' ? 
II is the expectatioti of some wine makers 
that you will pay $10 for a bottle of wine 
and discount the fact that it tastes like 
Br,isso. 

h1i)lL'i'Xii ('I !i1 dot's soil affix'? the tasfecifwfrme? 
I'ut some in a glass and see. 

I/'t-'hitit (Oil II tim/ /1I'iii/m(t'e'5 b/nt' ('t'st i1I, itt's ? 
For miian' years South Africa had laid 
claimit to that title so now its discerning 
%\'ine di'iuikers prefer their blacks, 

t"'hii'/i lL'(llt' It',!l liii' hiiii't'b t,ssii??iiIi 	it is 
t't'hlizred at a ci'uslri,it beiiij 111,1 t lilt' 1 f 55 
Lli',\' rt'es 1k'.  i ii (/11/ 01)77-/i niiii/i/ at iii'hit't't' ('it'e 
fit i?ii li''ht, t il'iit 1011 , daiiipiu'ss, mould iniitl 
t'(i?'kit'O?'iii 

Stone's Green Ginger. 

Is biibbliiz, a'iiit' f it I-ionic a proposibioln ? 

Yes, unless von have already drunk it in 
s'Iiich case it is a perversion. 

h/SI/ny iities U'lllt' c'ost so iniit'/i PiiOP'e in i'i'tiiiii' -
iiit? 
l'hit' resfaum'anteLur has to take into con-
siejeration ci miuniher of costs in COuiipLut -
imig the wimie list price. 'l'hese include the 

price of the vimit', his licence 
fee, wages, repaymlients on his Mer-
cedes, and nic'dical insuu'ance for his staff 
to cover the likelihood of their slipping a 
disc laughing at you pitting $I ISo for 
souiiething with less Iiavotmr tliaui the 
finger bowl, 

I (tilt' do I k,ion if I have ii s.iol j;alatt'? 

C',imi you say Cabernet Shiraz without 
dribbling. 

V/iab is Funn' B/nut'? 
French. It miieans smoke-white and is a 
%\'iuie fashion currently sweepiuig Aius-
ti',tlias trendier yine producing areas, 
particularly those prone to bush fires. 

V\,nh ie, i  should I st'ii t 1Vi1 71' h'in'k in a l'u'sbail 1'-
tilit ? 

Vlien you didn't order any. 
%'Vhien the cork has been renioved in 

the kitchen. 
SNhemi the label has been removed in 

the kitt'hien. 
SA'hen the bottle is ullaged (i.e. Lvine 

level below the base of the neck) and the 
waiter has red teeth. 

Whieui the waiter opens the bottle 
using an' miiethod other than rentoving 
the cork. 

5,4 /Iien the Lville tastes off (he very 
careful here if your only previous experi-
ence %'itIi V,'iflC has been at Barmitivah). 

When the use-by' date t)n the bottle 

has expired. 
\Vheri von feel they-' were too slow 

bringing it and there isn't enough light in 

the carpark to see the label. 

Viii!l di'iiikin,c -wine ,tivc you I'iiiiii tliiitnagc ? 

No, reading about it niught. 

Whim, arc' AnsI ia/lair ;iohitk'ias:s SO eri'il(it', 

iglioran t, short -slc,'htet I and Cc nor h'r-produc-

five in their tern' tii.' policies? 
on second thoughts make that last ans-

wer 'Yes'. 

' 
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The Premier meets trouble on the waterfront 
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all around the world? 

David Halpin 

O ne of the ni&sst cancerou. 
blatkeiiing ways for a citizen 
of NSW to slide despairingly 

into the political year is contemplation of 
Ni what Premier fty Neville Wran, QC. 

Ph.D. in Cosmetic Politics, Victin of The  
Age tapes, has in store for the corrup-
tion-wracked masses in 1985. 

Trying to predict Nifty's political 
scenarIo has always been a dodgy Caper 
because of the boils of corruption which 
keep erupting On sensitive parts of the 
body politic. Now that he clearly feels 
under seige from that strange coalition of 
forces reportedly prepa ri ng to release 
more from The Age tapes at regular 
intervals, his likely program for electoral 
survival in 1988 is even more difficult to 
establish. 

Another problem in outguessing Nifty 
is the lack of reliable information drih 
bling from the hunch of scribes and T\' 
comics working at State I'arliament 
House rejoicing, with a few exceptions, 
in the collective title of The Iced Vo-Vos. 
luckily, however, after eight years jr 
otfice, the Wran Government has more 
leaks than the Canberra Defence depart-
ment has to Brian Toohey, so charting 
the grubby path of Wran the N'laii's Tam-
many I Tall machine is as easy as tracking 
Rex Jackson at Rand wick Races. 

As 1984 slid into oblivion, even short 
contemplation made us realise that, 
despite Nifty's desperate efforts to 
muzzle the critical sections of the press at 
the beginning of the year, it had turned 
out a worse 12 months than even 1983, 
when he faced the public humiliation of 
the Street Royal Commission. The credi-
bility slide continues apace. 

All the signs are emerging that Nifty 
and his cabal have pasted together a sort 
of shoddy master plan to keep Greiner 
and his Liberals at bay in 1988, almost 
certainly by using large harrowloads of 
public money on the Darling Harbour 
project. 

To those who know Sydney, Darlin. 
Harbour is the 50-hectares of desola I: 

old railway yards and derelict huilding 
h,tsveen Chinatown and Citimo, an area 

hich Nifty intends for the biggest 
Nan renewal program ever undertaken 

in Australia. 
Wran has described it as "New South 

Vales' hi-centennial gift to the nation" 
and expects that $1 billion will be spent 
in private and public finance on the 
r j  uvena hon. 

At the expensive public relations 
launch in the lobby of State Parliament 
I-louse on December 14, Wran - with 

Public Works Minister Laurie Brereton, 
Nifty's heir apparent, in tow - said it 
"would he transformed into a major 
recreation development and interna-
tional ton rist attraction." 

While few disagree with the general 
concept, a wave of criticism is building 
up from cynics who believe the real 
reason for such a mammoth scheme is to 
help Labor's re-election in the State elec -
tion of 1988. 

The critics, ranging from Sydney City 
Council alderman and Green Bans 
champion Jack Mundey, to the biggest 
private investor and landholder at 
Darling I larhor, businessman Ian Yates, 
pOint to the way Wran wrenched proper 
participation away from the City Council 
and public and private interests by pas-
sing special legislation giving all power 
to Laurie l3rereton as Minister for Public 
Works. 

Wran was kept like a 
iiiad old aunt in the attic. 

As Nifty is clearly hoping to leave 
NSW politics with Brereton poised to 
step into his shoes, the Darling Harbor 
scenario allows Brereton to feature end-
lesslv in publicity photos and huge 
advertisements about the scheme. 

His position as Project Supremo also 
gives him immense power of 5atronage 
with the 1-lungarian Brotherhood clevel-
opc'rs who are hungry for a slice of the 
financial bonanza. 

Although Nifty and Brereton - who 
still carries the stigmata of the Botany 
Council Affair-- spend taxpayers' money 
on advertisements in Rupert Murdoch's 
newspapers about public participation, 
in reality there has been little opportun-
ity for this, and the letters' page of the 
Sdney Morning Herald already reflects 
the growing public uneasiness about the 
secrecy and the Labor Establishment 
network behind it all. 

Then there are more and more 
\AJ ,csliticiaiis including Min-
isters, who have little doubt that 

an alternative scenario, if the Darling 
liarbor plan begins to falter, would be 
for Wran to retire as Premier in June this 
year, after doing a deal with the Left to 
get Brereton the numbers to beat [)eputv 
Premier Ron Mulock or the New Preten-
der from the Far Right, Transport Minis-
ter Barry Llnsworth. 

If the NSW Parliamentary Caucus 
allows Legislative Council Labor niem-
hers to vote in Caucus from next June, 
Unsworth would have the numbers to 
override Nifty in Caucus, and, by exten- 

sion, in Cabinet. Wran, who detests 
Unsworth (along with many of the NSW 
Labor Party rank and file) would not tol-
crate losing Cabinet control to him. He 
would almost certainly cite ill health as a 
reason for accepting a plum job from 
I-Ia \V Le. 

Aother factor in an early Wran 
departure could he that he is no 
longer clearly perceived as an 

electoral asset, rather as a liability, with a 
mid-1984 Morgan Poll rating of 37 per 
cent, well below Greiner at 44 per cent. 
Also, few astute political observers mis-
sed how Vran was kept like a mad old 
aunt in the attic during the 1984 Federal 
campaign. 

Of course, Nifty faces many other 
complications in preparing a smooth 
transition of power to Brereton. The 
Opposition seems likely to bring up the 
Botany Council Affair again, and Labor 
members already worried about losing 
seats and office in 1988 are unlikely to 
vote into the Premiership a Minister tar-
red anew by allegations of corruption in 
his past. 

The Nervous Neddies want as a 
replacement for Wran sonicone who 
cannot he electorally undermined by an 
Opposition campaign on corruption, the 
issue vhich has brought Wran to his 
knees politically, inside and outside the 
labor party. 

For this reason, there are many NSW 
Caucus members who say openly that 
Mulock, dull as heis, orTerrv Sheahan, 
with his lather's Irish cunning, would he 
a better bet for electoral survival than 
Brereton or Frank Walker, the so-called 
Left winger who's fading in th wings 
after Jack Ferguson's departure. 

Incidentally, Ferguson has become 
Deputy Chairman of the Darling Harbor 
Authority, working with Chairman Alex 
Carmichael, the former executive of Sir 
Peter Abeles' TNT. 

While Ferguson may well he there 
only for the healthy stipend and car and 
driver the job provides, the Opposition 
is already planning to look at Car-
michael's appointment when State Parli-
ament resumes Soon. 

Within a few months, Nifty may have 
cause to recall the plagiarised comment 
of his notorious predecessor, Sir Rob in 
Askin, who said: "If you can't stand the 
heat, get out of the kitchen." 

Wran also probably recalls how Askin 
got out earls' before the tales of Askin's 
corruption hit the fan, then lived a few 
pleasant years in an office in TNT towers 
before leaving his mysteriously-gained 
$3.7 million legacy as a last laugh to the 
voters. 
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iii IL'iL Zeii/iiiid, it IS (1 S()IJJt' of \rL'at s/;ann' 
that their young crinzinals consider Australia the land of oppvr[iiiiiIi. 

Their cvi lilt rif nceds them. New Zeala iid 's top writer/ca rtooi iist 
Toiii Scott issues a plea for everi/ drug peddler, burglar, 	I 11 

pimp and prostitute to coiiie lionic. 

M anN t years ago when I was a 
small boy my sister used to 
et the occasional c'v of an 

English ComiC for girls called 'School 
Friend' Every issue they Featured a brici 
pen portrait (it a dilterent country and I 
can rei1ei1'er vividly still the despon-
dency I felt when it was New Zealand's 
turn. New Zealand, tIic' said, was a 
mountainous Country with fast fkving 
rivers.'ri -ie populace was ou t-ini mbered 
twenty to one by sheep. For sport the 
boys played rugby and the girls joined 
marching teams. Wellington was the 
capital. Auckland the largest city. 

That was it. The' had nothing else to 
say. Maybe there was nothing they could 
have said. Whatever, I was depressed 
for weeks. But that was the 1950's when 
garlic was still a music hall joke and New 
Zealanders thought oil and vinegar in 
combination had to be kept well clear of 
naked flame. Things have improved but 
not sufficiently to prevent New 7.ea-
landers from fleeing overseas in their 
thousands. Improved telecom munica-
tions and international jet travel rather 
than bringing the outside world closer 
have only confirmed we are the arse-end 
of beyond. 

Our opera singers, concert pianists, 
rock musicians, painters, writers, and 
criminals have had no choice but to go 
overseas to further their careers. The lat-
ter (much to Australia's disgust) usuall 
getting no further than Sydney, Mel-
bourne and Brisbane. I understand your 
concern. It is a source of deep shame on 
this side of the Tasman that our young 
criminals consider Australia a land of 
opportunity where they can refine their 
skills and earn really big money. It is a hit 
of a viCiouS circle really. Until we can 
keep our young drug peddlers, burglars, 
pimps and prostitutes at home we are' 
never going to build up an indigenous 
underworld, and until we have an indi-
genous underworld our best, brightest 
and most corrupt are going to gravitate 
naturally to New South Wales. 

But a deep and fundamental satisfac -
tion comes from the realisation that we 
are not likely to he a nuclear target in the 
event of a nuclear war. The new Labour 
Government's insistence that nuclear-
armed and propelled warships will not 
be allowed into our ports has delighted 
most of the electorate even while it has 
earned David Lange the displeasure of 
Canberra and Washington. In a world 
terrified that nuclear war, either by acci- 

by Torn Scott 
dent or design is virtually inevitable. 
New Zealanders have conic to see the 
merit in living in the arse-end of  beyond. 
Lange is a hit of a reluctant debutante on 
the question of banning nuclear-propel-
led ships but his party won't yield on the 
issue and he has had to thunder his 
objection to their visits as well. 

lie was tentative at first but when the 
applause started rolling in from around 
the globe, if you looked closely you 
could see his chin firming up where once 
his jaw might have been. Consequently 
some American Congressmen have gone 
berserk. l)ouhtless the CiA is working 
overtime on schemes to destahilise the 
fourth l.abour Government but Lange 
will he hard to discredit. He is happily-
married and doesn't drink or smoke. Of 
all the cardinal sins, he only scores well 
on gluttony. With cameras in the ceiling 
the best footage American Intelligence 
could hope to collect would be film of 
Lange doing something disgusting to a 
packet of Mallow-puffs. Liberal leader 
Andrew Peacock has chastised the New 
Zealand Labour Government on the 
grounds that the ANZUS alliance is 
threatened but other Australians like 
novelist Patrick White and Midnight Oil 
lead singer Peter Garrett have heaped 
praise on our Prime Minister. 

f 
o rt'd ,ki 
o V rnJddcnj  
Ciurc1ol 

B ack when I was reading 'School-
Friend' radiation sickness was 
the big fear but now it seems a 

nuclear holocaust could have even more 
deadly long term effects. In 1982 the 
New Zealand Commission For The 
Future Study Group On Nuclear Disas-
br reported breezily that a war in t h 

northern heniispliere' would P1XV nierr' 
hell with our export receipts a ruot ot 
major tradiiig partners would cease to 
exist (being permanently out to launch 
SC) to speak). On the import front, noted 
the Study Group "New Zealanders 
would have less access to alcohol, 
tobacco, barbiturates and tranquil-
isers . . 

On the credit side, they predicted a 
curtailing of violence on television and 

cinema screens," and "a greater degree 
of shared responsibility for child rearing 
and for the household would change the 
status of women". 

This almost sunny scenario contrasts 
with the 1984 repOrt of the New Zealand 
Ecological Society on the eftects of 
nuclear winter in the northern hemi-
sphere. Things would be grim, with 
New Zealand again being spared the 
worst. Especially it the Superpovers 
'ere considerate enough to hold the 

holocaust during their ovn winter. In 
London, giant glaciers would crunch 
their way down Oxford Street and ilyde 
Park would disappear under tundra but 
in our part of the world washing would 
take longer to dry on the line and there 
would no longer he any need for day-
light savings. 

I n either event the worst fallout for 
New Zealand would be human. 
Refugees from America, Europe, 

Japan, the Soviet Union and Australia 
would head our way in submarines and 
the few planes left capable of thing. The 
Americans already have contingency 
plans to that effect and the Soviets will 
have followed suit. On the wall in the 
Kremlin New Zealand has probably 
been re-named North-Ivan and South 
Ivan. 

To prevent hostilities breaking out 
needlessly when these heavily-armed 
nt ugees arrive we will have to make 
everyone welcome and defuse tensions. 
We must treat them as long-stay tourists 
and move to exploit the situation. I 
myself favour highly-mobile massage 
parlours that do extras and that can, 
at short notice, be dispatched to any 
beach-head. 

To that end we need every drug ped-
dler, burglar, pimp and prostitute we 
can lay our hands on. Next time you're in 
the Cross and you come across a heavily 
eve-shadowed Kiwi, with his or her 
knickers around their ankles, singing 
drunkenly, don't abuse them. Tell them 
their country needs them.  AIR- 

The authors wisely caution us: "Ac- 	writing about computers can easily float New computer quire aslittle soft are as you can get by ott into 1 certain mistiness Musics best 

a1k 
JISLCILCU LU - not put UOWH in WOLUS 

wine is best tasted, and computers - 
well, played with. The catalogue's 
authors call one word-processing prog-
ram 'awkward but rich,' another 'clean 
and powerful,' another 'harsh, fast.' 

\\Ncn  it comes to computers, I'm a Fid-notes of haIfa dozen. Clean? Harsh? 
Liter, not a Believer. We Fiddlers, with 	Unlike most people who write compu- 
the illusion that we're being productive, 	ter hooks and magazines, Stewart Brand 	They also have the effrontery to call 
can devote an entire evening to altering a  and his collaborators haven't lost their my beloved WordStar 'decrepit.' After 
program so one key stroke instead of command of that great reprogramming a while, such adjectives sound nebul-
four will set in action an exotic command language, English. They write with ous, too redolent of, "There's a good 
we will use only once a month, grace and wit. And, sometimes, with nose on this Cabernet, but it hasn't quite 

Believers are people like Stewart humility: "Every now and then I under- got the texture of some of the '79s," 
Brand and his fellow editors of the stand the difference between 8 and 16 Ignore such verbiage when you read the 
Whole Earth Software Catalogue, who and 32 hit, but it doesn't matter to under- catalogue, and go straight to the useful, 
hope that computers can make our soci- 	stand it, so I forget again." 	 concrete descriptions of what the prog- 
ety more humane, more democratic, 	Like writing about music or wine, rams can and can't do. 
more decentralized.  

Because computers are so much fun, I  
wish I could be a Believer, but I'm not.  

. 77/E 'iu1qp 
with thecomingotpersonalcomputers 	.: • 	 . . 	 . 	 r A 	1j 

came a shift in the power balance.' infor- 	• 	4// 	 . 	.' 
mation is power, they imply; the compel- . . 	 5 To 0 t S 
ter owner gains power by having easy  
access to vastaniounts ofdata. 	 . 	. .. 	 . 

	

Then there are all the electronic mail 	•. 	 .'. : 	 ' 	
. . 

networks you can dial to talk to col  
leaguesandfellowhobbyists-butniany  
of these folks seem to spend their time  

:E:e5 

deniocrat,zation 
 

was not among them. Governments use  44j  radio to peddle propaganda. Manufac-  

otheribouttlicir n1dioek Istiertain 	 "  
similarities to computers. 	 ' 	- / / t -f( . t 61 ci I F  

	

Nomatterhowtechnologicallypower- 	.:- - 	• 	1 	 ,1 
fula new tool-and thecomputerniavbe  
the most powerful of the lot - it rarely 	' 	 .. . 
changes social power relations: either  
those between classes or those between  
governments and citizens.  

workday ;: 
	

generailvdoingmind 
numbing 
claimd:taorcompihngmai!inglists. 	

•i____ 
and editors of the Whole Earth Software 	 .  
Catalogue, however, Despite being 	-- 	, . 'r I 
Believers, they proselytize only spar- 	 '7 	 " i . - 	.. 	F 
ingly and unobtrusively. 	 ,l.•  .../ f 	 - "' 

It/Jt/i/ Yoo 

	

There are reviews of programs to give 	- 	,./ S''  
you recipes (tdl the computer hat 	 ' I 	 .rAr

- 
 Th 	Mi 1 IV 

you've got in the icebox), of programs to 	 ATR ' TI.' 
monitor your marathon training, of corn- 
puter magazines for children. 

by Adam Hochschild 

wirn, and SLICK with IL. OUt iew will UC 

the readers disciplined enough to follow 
that advice. Ibis impossible to read the 
Whole Earth Software Catalogue and not 
come across products, networks, prog-
rams that you want to look into. I made 

48 	 MaflI' 	 IIUII" 	 17 



I 
"U 

C okP-r/t)U 

(fl 2 
r'2 

t 

R E S E A L A B L E R I T U A L S 

MitIIII 

iving oil the land and rcjcting 
life in the fast lane has its jo' and 
horror. Since no one is niiich 

interested in )()y (it's available at most 
corner ashrarns) I shall elaborate OJi a 
horror. 

It's the Tupperware Party, still going 
strong (perhaps a National Party Institu-
tiort) ensnaring the %%'onlen on the land 
who are alieadv locked into aninal lis-
bandry (all their husbands are aninals) 
and devouring their ticket to freedom - 
their noncv. 

Mr Tupper. The iiarne conjures up a 
tit, Dickensian person; the man who 
found i to keep wonien in the 
house, extract cxlorbitant anounts of 
1 -noney from them and delude theni into 
thinking it was all a party. I Ic died last 
year. I l -iope the' melted him along Nvith 
two million tonnes of his rotten plastic 
lids. 

I am on the Party List because I am a 
member of the Parents and Citizens 
Association of Frumlow Primary School, 
where my dispossessed children are 
now experiencing the full horrors of the 
New South Wales state education sys-
tem. I am also on the list because I am 
New Blood and 'lupperware parties 
have a distinct haemophiliac approach to 
their victims. 

Tupperware is so passe, I laugh, don't 
you know about Sex Aids parties? I am 
met with blank fear. Sex? Aids? Aren't 
they diseases? 11mm. I feel their bucolic 
numbness stretch its barbed wire fingers 
towards me. Well, if I can handle Tup-
perware. I accept and immediately a 
catalogue and price list are thrust into 
my hand to enable me to peruse at 
leisure and preselect my purchases. 

It rolls around as Tuesdays do and I'm 
in E)orrie's lounge room. It is gloorn' and 
airless. The sunlight manages to push its 
way through the layers of tivwire, glass, 
venetians and nylon netting and hit the 
curved glass of the framed Holy Mary 
Mother of Nothing. She's hanging 
unhappily between 1ioi1y Ilobbie and 
Dorrie-As-A-Bride. We are the women 
with inevitable hangers-on, the baby 
men and women. A mixed bag. Mothers, 
trandmothers and single daughters yet 
there is the same look of non-expectation 
in all their eves. They've been to 700 
Tupperware parties. The effect is the 
same as 700 blind dates— all with the 
same roan. (A blind date, incidentally, is 
when you go out with someone you 
don't know and get thoroughly pissed 
before they arrive.) 

MaWft 

by Sue Ingleton 

, p  

c: 

,.- 

lt , , a tight lit. tin on the villyl coLich 
and n,y thighs are nielting like a round of 
canasta to its viscous surface. Small talk 
swells and abates. Cows, rain, sun, chil-
dren, food. There is a jolty solidarity 
aiflolig the older woinen and a voVeristic 
innocence aniong the voung. 

Gay Ann is harrassed. She has four-
II nder-five. I Icr vaistline has gone. She 
only had it six years, what else is in store 
for her? The older women know, but 
won't tell. Their firm gaze offers no help 
or escape. Thc didn't, so why should 
she? I' in new, hut don't rate in uch open 
curiosity, or am I so different that I don't 
count? 

Our party co-ordinator is called I'hvl-
lis. She's come laden with samples; they 
are piled ritualistically along one wall - 
the effect is religious. An altar of lupper-
ware. We are the laity, we look but don 
touch. Gay Anne's young man-child 
doesn't know the rules and gradually 
destroys the lower level of the Holy Pile. 
He is smacked and hissed at. This in-
creases his natural angst and incites him 
to greater profanities. He removes lids 
(clever kid). Such desecrations will not 
be tolerated. I am about to suggest that 
he be given free rein at the Shrine, when 
she gets him in an armlock, which proves 
quite effective, lie feels secure and 
abates. Phyllis has the floor. She's organ-
ised game's. Well it IS a party. We all get 
little notepads and pencils. Phyllis is hot 
to trot. 

The first game I can't understand. I 
realise I have to stop thinking to join in. 
Phyllis, with the agility of a poddv calf, 
leaps around and places at our feet a blob 
of plastic in the shape of something cisc- 

ful - the presu Inption is enornous. We 
then run around when our nuniher is 
called and steal Someone's blob, leaving 
our own in its place. Fascinating. 

Next is question and answe'r time. 
'Who is the best-dressed lady?' 
I'll surely boiiib here. I d'eei my 

bleached hair bright cvclamen the day 
before as a gesture of defiance, so I'm 
bright pink Oil top and decidedly undi.'r-
dressed down below. As it turns out, I 
score surprisingly well - but for all the 

L 
'roiig reasons. 

"\1li's got on a lace petticoat?" I 
have, its just that I'm not wearing any 

- dress on top 01 it. ''Vho's wearing ear-
- rings?" I am. Three of 'ciii. "\Vho's 
- wearing something pink?" ()h, wow 
: Phyllis, 111\ hair's pink! That must be 

- vorth 50 points! 
As Phyllis drones on, I am devising 

new eluestions  in niv mind. Who burned 
their bra last sumnwr? Who faked an 
Orgasm last night? Who slept on the wet 
spot? Who HAD a wet spot? Oil boy, 
Tupperware is ripe for revolution. The 
games finish with me cheating on an 
in tellectual level which Phyllis can't 
quite grasp and I win a plastic comb. 
AVow. 

Now comesthe BigSell. Phyllis moves 
in on the alter chanting her litany. 
Silence descends on the group. Phyllis is 
a maniac. She trembles as she caresses. 
the cool Tupperware, her mouth is dry 
and she licks her lips often. Obviously 
this is a very sensitive area. She's having 
a tulfilling relationship with the product. 

She selects one of her favourites and 
gives us the time-honoured demo of 
how to rip off the ingenious, resealahle 
lid. Pop! The smell of fresh Tupperware 
pervades the room. I gag. The world of 
l'eipperware is being revealed to the ves-
tal virgins. My eves fall out like Three 
Mile Island when I behold the piece de 
n'siStiflice (my cit' i'e'ih?uce is hot today). 
The Beetroot Server. Excrutiating, devil-
ish design. Phyllis' face, she's getting off 
on this, small heads of sweat are torming 
on her fine moustache. The Beetroot 
Server is a cylinder in divine maroon tint 
with an ingenious (Phyllis' sales hype is 
repetitive) plo nger which removes the 
beetroot minus the JUICE! 

The vestals are on the edge of their 
seats. Magnificent No more unsightly 
stains on the tablecloth. I don't have a 
tablecloth and I don't E..AT the stuff. Do I 
perceive faded heetroot stains on all their 
dresses? Is that why they're all ordering 
one ? 
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family first reap rewards for life. 
Although you may not realise it, 

the effect that you have on society 
today is influenced for good or ill by 
the things that your great-grand-
parents did a century ago. A well-
raised child is a happy child. Happy 
people make others happy and make 
good parents themselves. Generation 
after generation benefits. The results 
of the secure family go on and on like 
a chain reaction. 

But SO also do the results of a neg-
lected family. The roots of most social 
problems may very well be poor fam-
ilv life - crime, violence, drug abuse, 
prostitution, neurosis, divorce, delin-
quencv, and general unhappiness. 
Deficiencies at home are manifested 
as deficiencies in society. 

This can wait and that can wait, but 
the growth of your child does not 
wait. To enjoy a two-year-old, you 
must do it when he or she is two. 

A perfect example of the human 
values intrinsic to children can he 
seen in babies. They prefer to he held 
rather than to be housed in an expen-
sive crib. They don't care if you're a 

president or a pauper. The' preter a 
crinkly piece of paper to an expensive 
toy. 

You can choose a minimum level of 
acceptable achievement that does 
leave adequate free time for your 
home. By investing your spare time in 
your family you can he happy both 
invour career and in your home life. 
Although you may not achieve the 
outstanding professional status of 
those who choose to dedicate a larger 
portion of their time to their work, 
you are still to he counted as a suc-
cess, because success is measured by 
setting a goal and achieving it. 

Make the time you spend at your 
work really count. I don't spend a lot 
of time in the coffee room. My free 
time I like to spend at home. So when 
I work, I try to just work. 

If my job ever got so big that it inter-
fered too much with my

, 
 happiness 

and nis' relationships with nw wife 
and children, I would quit. There are 
lots of ways to make a living, but I 
have only one wife and one family. 

From La 1.echi' League News, 

ference fifty years later, but the way you 
raise your children will make a difference 
fifty, even a hundred years hence... Gen-
eration after generation benefits." The 
views and values expressed by Stewart 
are alien to our society... a society which 
sometimes seems to be run by people 
estranged from their offspring. 

Why? 

That so many bright 
youngsters are choosing slow 

suicide can't all be blamed 
on the bomb or the pusher. 
Who dares comment, when none are 

immune from a similar fate? In the 
parenting game there are no guarantees 

know a man, now retired, with a close-
knit, loving family. When young, he had 
an exotic profession which whirled him 
around the world. As soon as his first 
child was horn he resigned and took a 
duller job on lower pay. i - Ic wanted to 
spend the weekends building hillvcarts 
and dolls houses. I used to sneer. Now I 
suspect it was heroic. 

N ew Fathering has its dangers; 
of which the first is over indul-
gence. In the rush to compen- 

sate for the coolness of their own 
parents, us new dads stretch tolerance to 
the point of insanits'. If not their own, 
their friends. It is one thing to take 
toddlers to dine with grown-ups, even to 
sit them at the same table. But when the 
screaming fits begin, the besotted dad 

Ph.'1Iis• moiith is reaching a peak dr - 	the pink hair. He's Oflt() hi5 third carand 	Amidst coconUt and jan, Phyllis nails 
I have the iceling that somewhere else 	custard tart, the other two are spread all 	me in a cornerarid slyly asks ifl'd like to 
she is quite damp. She moves through over his face and the chair. It looks as have a party. What does she mean? Oh, 
the display, ending all of her comments 	though I'm going to COP the third. This 	I see. Well, urn. flU. Not right now Phvl- 
with "I've got one oftheseand I can truly 	man-child is the same age as my daugh- 	lis., you see I live in a caravan and vvell I 
say it's wonderful". A vision Of Phyllis'ter. He's into level-four breathing, which just cant see the ladies squatting on the 
home builds in my mind. I look through means he's going to speak. We stare trench after afternoon tea. She absorbs 
the venetians to check out her car. Au, apprehensively. Out it comes along with this with good humour. I live in a cara-
yes - a Tupperware Corona. This the custard " . . . MAARMDERF ..... His van.Tht,  understatement of the century. 

'oman lives and breathes Tupperware. sticky paw grabs my skirt as he clutches I exist, I endure a caravan. You can't 
A change of pace. She's moving into for the balance he lost in pointing to his 	imagine how long it takes to build i 

the New Rang&, something she herself mortified motlwr. 	 house - with a hammer. What I really 
hasn't tested. Uncharted territory, this 	Gay Ann gapes at my caramel custard 	miss is a door. Just one door I can shut 
could be dangerous but, phew, its OK; 	 and lock behind me. liven Dorrie's 
they've been in America for months and 	j STViflL er, 711jJ) ' liiiji 	

hoUsi' With its three L's of country living 
proved SO popular. Oh good, good, ve'll 	 f ' 	' ' ! 	 - linoleun, laninex and lamingtons 
buy, buy. We are now allowed into the clean . A Ciiiiiese burn to the begins to look attractive, 
Inner Sanctum to touch, handle and 	nostrils cto'c I'iiiii dead in Iiic 	I'm leaning on Dorrie's dresser, 
open lids! I)orrie's furniture will never 	 t' 	. 	 resplendent with the results of twenty 
be the same again. In fact, the laminex tracks. A neat trick I learned years of Tupperware parties. Some are 
sideboard already has a I lolv gIov. I 	at ilai'roiw a dccade a'o 	collectors' items, one would fetch a for- 
need to piss. Out through the kitchen - 	t 	Jo 	I- 	• 	 . 	time at the I'addington Market. Phyllis is 
oh lord, look at the spread ! Oil hell, I 	 writing out more orders. Each little sale 
didn't bringa plate. Sin oI'sins. I sit in the 	petticoat. 1-1ev, hey, hey (I'm so good 	brings another little orgasm. Perhaps I 
outside toilet and listen to the roosters 	about it). Give the kid the benefit of the 	could put you down for a party in '85 
crowing and the grass growing. Well I've doubt, he must have a brain in there when you've got your house built? Ahh 
signed myself up for $30. Well, it's for somewhere. His nose is like the pave- Phyllis, I love your optimism but I still 
the school. You see, the gimmick is this: ment outside the Albion on a Saturday have Mr Reagan to worry about. Well 
you have a party, sell$200worth ofTup- night-awash with slime." I - Icy, hey let's perhaps lIE could have one? Aaah Phyl- 
perware and receive a free gift, which 	get you a tissue. 	 lis my dear . . . I'll let you know. 
you can then raffle to raise money for the 	1 swipe, er, wipe him clean. A Chinese 	Though, on my way home, I am con- 
school! 	 . 	burii to the nostrils'stops him dead in his 	templating it. On my conditions, of 

Dorrie hands me a cuppa on my return 	tracks. A neat trick I learnt at the play- 	course. Phyllis can set up the altar, but I 
and I lunge for a lamington. Gay Ann's group a decade ago. I nivc out of reach 	get to ari',in' the games. Now there's a 
Brat has taken a Iancv to ire. I think it's 	and score another lamint n. 	 wa\' to rt'volutionise Georges Gorge.' 

piig(' 15 .) 

Relating this to a young father, he 
said: "That's good, isn't it?" 	 VKEFEq 

/ f  

child (As an old friend said of me: "He's 	7 	/ 
trapped, trapped in a web of love") but  
what actually gets you through the night  
is a certainty of i nner enrichment. The 	/I 	

I 

last drug of the Me Generation, the trip  
 

% 
they sought an abortion: "We felt  
unequal to the demanding task of prop-  
erly raising a child. More importantly, 	 '' 	 I 
we were unwilling to inflict the war  
obsessed society in which we live on any  

child of ours." 
 

As it washed down the drain, their 
unborn foetus must have breathed a sigh  
of relief.  

Surely everyone feels unequal to the 	 .I .rvetpV Fit"? 	 . 

task of raising a child - none more so 
than the fumbling fathers of today, 
belatedly brooding. If we all stopped 
because of Bomb Culture, then the 
holocaust might as well have already 
begun. It is a new breed; lovingly nur-
tured, emotionally sound and spiritually 
evolved, that is our best ally. The more 
the merrier. - 

SO 	 MilHiIa 

T he temptation to seek career 
and neglect family is very 
'cductive. Its attraction and 

ability to contuse one's sense of 
values is almost satanic. There is 
something about tame and peer 
recognition; something about the 
money, the position, the power, the 
praise, and the promotions offered by 
a career that are exceedingly enticing. 
One receives so much encourage-
ment from nearly everyone to seek 
these things, while one receives little 
encouragement, if not downright dis-
couragement. to spend time at home 
with the family. 

To he a successful career person, 
you can never stop. The rat race never 
ends. The more you do, the more is 
expected. The pressure is never off 
and usually increases. Therefore, I do 
not believe that career success can 
bring you happiness. It cannot even 
assure you security. It can disappear 
almost overnight, even for a triviality. 
A person who opts for career first 
may he famous, respected, and weal-
thy today and forgotten, derided, and 
destitute tomorrow, but they who put 

Wettex, dustpan and brush. Their 
houses, shrines to order and modernity, 
are no match for anarchy. I used to he the 
same. Mothers of teenage children now 
delight in reminding me how ghastly I 
was when their visiting toddlers moved 
my ashtray. How cozy, these days, are 

m hoes that are already junkyards. 

O ther values are changing almost 
imperceptibly and I'm really 
too nervous to examine the pro- 

ces: attitudes to abortion, in-laws, 
dinner parties., spiders, Spring, music, 
New York... Trusty emotions are being 
shook up, hidden ones dragged from the 
dark well of the unconscious. My child 
was recently ill and, as Marion Mac-
donald once put it, the whole world 
shrinks to the size of a diving hell. 

and many a syrupy mum and dad have beamingly filches missiles for his child 
driven their children to the other end of from 	the 	other 	guests' 	plates 	and 7 i 
the 	world. 	Smack, 	however, 	is 	an remains 	oblivious 	to 	the 	appalled  
extreme rejection. That so many bright glances and stilted conversation. The 
youngsters are choosing slow suicide tyrant at the table is just another time - /P 
can't all be blamed on the bomb or the bomb. 
pusher. It might say something about Another danger is cracking up. All • 
bonding, the lack of... or"ahsence" ora single parents - to whom I offer a 
love too silently expressed. The tale of a heartfelt salute - will 	know what is 
Iithcrdriventoseekthehighestofiicein meant. Couples who work to erratic 
the 	land 	has 	been 	publicised 	with deadlines find it hard to get help and 
dramatic consequences... Were the tears men of a certain age are used to pro- , 

) 

too few, too late? Who knows? Many longed bouts of serene concentration.  
absent fathers wept along . . . Alas, no more. When the pressure builds - 	 - 

The 	scene 	became 	a 	national up I dream of the Foreign Legion. "Just 
metaphor. Other figures of authority nicking out for some Gauloise!" I shout,  
were shown to have fathered junkies... striding towards the airport. - 
and we all felt uneasy at the publicity. And 	friends change. 	Staying with 
Are such tragedies relIy "inexplicable" 
and "private" or do they, beyond the 

bachelors, gay or otheise, is fraught 
with catastrophe. After a few hours, 

headlines, 	have sober implications? I grim-visaged hosts trail after you with 

ir 



FROM PLAYPOWER TO PLAYPEN 
	Reliable Memoirs 

by Richard Neville 
	 by Bruce (Blucy) Genes 

"i t is your Jim Lv, ' said Phnlo to his coni-
ivamidimig general. 'riot tin take part in the 
battle, for wliatt'ver you may accomplish 
by spilling Your own jilooij cotild not 
conipare with the harni you would do to 
y()m -  o\vmi imiler€'sfs ifamivtliing happened 
lii VOLt." 

Similar wisdoni flo\'ed fromii the lips of 
leo Cowpat, the Fxioftt'r adniani from 
Stan miiore, who ii miderstood better than 
most I he stignia of a pet tv bourgeois sLib-
urban upbringing. Ahamidoni yimimr herit-
age how, and capitalise on it later - that 
\,i'as the lesson I learned. No matter that 
I lit' ci ni rage to renounce t lie past is hormi 
of fea r t it I hi' presemit . I 'a i ii a nd pleasimri', 
fear and courage. As I discovered the 
duality of life's t'ssemitial quilitit's, I 
realised that duplicity is not just a doim-
ble-h&'ad('d pemimiy. You can't cheat at 
t()-tip all your life. But it helps to know 
hiov. 

Two-up is the iriost PpLnIar sport in 
Australia, and crowds would fill the Svd-
iit'y Cricket (,,roLind to watch the 
gladiators ni,mtch their skill'-, '' (omiie in 
spinners," they roared as one. The 
CrLnsaders of flit' ('hamison d'Anthioche 

't,'re no less brave than these contes-
t,iiits. I felt humbled by this suddemi con-
ln'ontatiumi and comiquest of the inmier-
most fears that afflict us all. Especially at 
miiomiiemits of crisis, whieii fear of tailtmre 
seized me hike the pythomis in the jLimigles 
of Jannali. 

So it was with mn' fin-st fleetimig erec-
tit)!iS. Hercules had coiiquered the Stvmn-
phialiami Birds, but the Catholic \'irgins of 
Sa micta Sophia College sonnehiov staved 
over the raiiilxw. If I was not to be the 
Wizard of (3z, I sans' that I miiust become 
the clown of C'aniibridge. The Bard of 
Avomi knew what he was doim-ig with the 
Priiice of I)enniark. Send mine 011(t) Emig-
lamid, for there it %s'ihl not be miotict'cl. 

All phiorieys are essemitially chanie-
Icons, I canie to realise as I read miiv imiiita-
five and derivative verse in I loni Soit, 
Hermes, Ama and amu,' beer coaster that 
happemit'd to fa II bemiea (ii riiy prolific pemi 
in May's Family Hotel. N'ly poems were 
short tliemi. Pavmiient l-iy  the line was stilt 
u,ikmiowmi to mine. The land of phioneys 
ht'ckoned. I heard the call, like Tarzan in 
'\'alk'y of Echoes , or F'aiih tnmi the road 

to Damascus. As Pharaoh Tuthniosis III 
had outflanked the King of Kadesli at 
Megiddo i n 1409 BC, so cotmld I do (lie 
Poriis at thi('ir own garlic. 

Fim oiit-phioiiev the origimial phoneys 
oil their honie groimmid would make me 
leader of flit' most Important gang in the 
literary world. This was a challenge. I 
y,' i mmj lj meet it. 
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W e three men sat in this ram-
shackle house by the ocean, 
savouring the rhythm of the 

pounding waves and waiting for the 
next tantrum. In the next bedroom, raw 
egos were simmering. A gust of wind 
crashed a door. I glanced at the man 
opposite, moodily tapping his fingers on 
his knee and wondered whether Ricky 
also felt strange about being here. 

It was a bit like a scene from Key Largo 
- only we vert'n't mobsters. We were 
here because of our wives; who were 
shut in the video room, editing tape. On 
this hot Saturday afternoon the fathers 
had agreed to mind the children. And 
when my daughter staggered from the 
bedroom holding a fluffy giraffe, her 
nappv fell off. Rickv's mouth twisted 
into a sneer: "Still stumped by disposa-
bles", he said and both men laughed. 
Their kids were older than mine. Then 
followed a discussion on toilet training. 
It was a movie alright - three edgy men 
on a windswept coast and I was playing 
the wimp. This was...Creche Lago. 

I low did I get here? What process had 
led an adventurer had led three mature 
adveiiturers - to abandon all other pos-
sibilities that afternoon? It was con-
nected with feminism, obviously. The 
three women Lapping the video hank 
were no doormats, but it was much more 
than that. We were there because of a 
new concept of fatherhood. 

From the outside it can seem absurd, 
pathetic. That drooling beefcake at the 
beach with a garden spade lahou ring 
over sandcastles for his indifferent tod-
dler. The dowdy dad on the fringe of the 
party stooped und&'r I ht' weight of a baby 

A 
/ •,'\f 

I . 

" 	' - •ç,;  

in a backpack - his wife kicking up her 
heels with a bigshot. Our clothes are 
hideously stained. Our eyes, which 
hang low in the sockets, are tinged with 
the envy of seeing oft too man s' mates on 
the Marrakech Express. Not going, but 
waving. 

There's an occasional jaunt to the in-
laws in a car encumbered by highchairs 
or the thrill of hiding the Minties at the 
treasure hunt. Movies unseen, books 
unread. Gone are the delights of those 
faraway childless year... and \'et, when 
some men become parents, they hardly 
miss a heat. 

"I didn't see iii' first son, julian, grow 
up... I was not there for his childhood at 
all. I was on tour.....So said John Len-
non, whose own father had been simi-
lark' absent. In emotional terms, this 
absence" applied to my father and 

many of Ii is con temporaries. 
Around four, I was encouraged to 

hide in the wardrobe as a joke' welcome 
to a unitormed stranger - my father. 
Fresh from the war, lie remained 
through the years affable and remote; 
lost in work, the pub, tennis. . . some-
times we strolled down the hilt together 
for a swim . . . but soon it was time for me 
to go back to hoarding school. That's the 
way it was - such a waste. 

H ad I become a father at an earlier 
age, before the balance of the 
sexes changed, I probably 

would have repeated the pattern. 
Instead, on my first nervous night at 

the inner city hirthclass I was told to he 
on niv back on the floor. "Imagine there 
is a poo1 of water in your stomach and a 
baby floats in it," said the voice, "and 
soon you will be pushing this baby 
through an underground river and out 
into the ocean.....She continued, 
launching the class into a deep medita-
(ion and the men into unusual convul-
sions. As the weeks went on, strapping 
ockers groaned, pushed, practised their 
Kegals, panted and dealt with pain. 
Comparing all this, up to the birth of our 
baby at home, to my own father's pot-
shotting of Japanese in New Guinea at 
an equivalent time in his life, gives one 
cliii' to the discrepancy in parenting 
styles. Another, is fashion. 

By the time Lucy was a kicking and 
screaming vortex of responsibilities, I 
had already become familiar with the 

New lather radiated soppy joy. I 
remember a New Year's Day when v,iri - 
ous rakes and seasoned travellers hired a 
boat for a picnic oil a deserted bead 
only one was a father, a New Fattier, 
who took his toddler in the Water a rid 
threw him into the air, caught him and 
then threw him higher still... higher 
and higher [he little boy went and louder 
and louder was his laughter. The gossip-
iiig stopped and all the rakes rushed in to 
the water to share in the to' of the game, 
drawn by the high between parent and 
child; a high, rr re, ii nbou oiled and bet-
ter than anything else. 

The essence of New Fathering is time, 
quality time; being there, patience 
(ugh!) arid indiscreet love. It is nurtu ring 
the luminous curiosity of childhood, not 
stifling, misleading or escaping it. All the 
huffetirigs and psychological insights of 
the last twenty years are tenderly latin-
dered and left hanging loose - play 
power applied. 

Being a New Father 
is bad for business - 

upwarclll/ mobile he is not. 
Being a New Fattier is had for business 

- upwardly mobile he is not. In immortal 
verses, the meta physical poets dealt 
with the problems of combining the 
spiritual life with worldly affairs. Who 
deals today with the balance between 
anibition and immersion parenting? For 
a while, feminists lamented the career 
costs of child rearing, then organised 
creclies o they could run shops or the 
ARC. For generations, men have valued 
worldly ambition above coniiiiitiiieiits to 
infants. Now, as they cunibersomely 
readjust their priorities, they suffer 
bouts of resentment against the 
niotliersconfusioii, self derision. Scrap-
iiig the dried pumpkin soup oft the ceil-
ing - the result of a high chair tantrum - 
they fear, like Marianne Faithful. no 
more trips to Paris in a sports car. 

Brilliant careers take time and (iriie, 
suddenly, is scarce.  

foil 't'iiic5' 1/it' t'u!i'aori1i,iart siiCt'r'sS 
it t'.Vf)tlti'uflt' A iiI i'aiuiii C'1i17e J(i?I('5 

- 
Linreliabit' A'h'n:oirs'' and sub- 

-('t/!l('nt oiilpoiiriii< 's, A414 Til.ITIA is 
i)t'oiiiI to iiit rodllTe to the E,ic.lisIi- 
sjieaki,i'5' u'orld a literan I ra'iiit'iit !', 
Jaiiit's' lriiddi1 and ,,u'iiloi', Rijice 
(Bliiet) (enes. It has bet'ii edited btj 
one at i/ten' Sidnet Lliiiv'rsitij con-
tt')ll/)Oi'iiP'it'S of the late 1 9505, Wi!-
liai,i Pinurill. 

A 11 iii, the wtiipi\'s taken! l'liings 
\'ere getting too eisy.  . there was I, 

ci fatherless kid from Kiigaiih, getting 
my oivni 'a' igIili. t iie'vr'r ceased to 
niarvel that iii' lQ was only 723.8 oii the 
I lapsburg-Pvniblc scale. More than 
genius but less than iiiastt'rmirid, it was 
soinieliow cruel to ni' uni\eisity riv,its 
that I should be so clever, aiid yet so 
modest. But even [hen I xvas tearnniig 
that you often had to be cruel to be 
clever. 

Bulldog Druiiiiiioiid 	'as niv chief 
ri'adiiig at this stage, and lie showed me, 
like Titus Andi'oriicus was to hater, this. 
By now the ctn' girls with their golden 
curls puzzled rue. Last year they had 
attracted iiie. Ik'rha,s, Prometheus-like, 
I had bitten (1ff niore than I could chew. 
Vtiat was I to do t'ithi this lire in my 

loins? And why did thiev call roe Yobbo, 
when ni', na nie wa s Bruce? 

,\lreaclv, life was a puzzle. Fortu-
nately, the key was to hand. 

As I rode ni',' Mahvern Star, niiy ovii 
Bucephalus, diii Scieiice Road, I tell 
off. I pretenided not to niotice the graze 
Oil iTiV aquiline nose, and picked myself 
out of the radioactive glass that always 
littered the urii'ersify's n'inails. All were 
unpaved in those tar-off N1an'atinga das. 
Pain becanie pleiistire. Years of Bogart 
films at the Rockdale Roxy had taught 
me all there was to know about pain and 
pleasure. Benthiam was yet to conic. Dc 
Sade was still a decade away. That's 
a iiother two books, at this rate. 

Stranger than fact, truer than fiction. 
university life found its nadir in schioon-
cr5 of New at the Forest Undge. 

I also k'arneil that when you fart, othii'r 
people notice von. The great poets knew 
this. I affected it liking for Ezra Pound, 
kmiowing all flit' time he wasn't the full 
quid. Era licisco Garcia Lorca became my 
first posthumnoLis passion, though I was 
vet to actually finish read rig one of his 
poems. Scan ning the originah Spanish 
while strap-hanging in a peak hour 
Bondi train was Something my friendly  

ri',i I Spt'iicei -  ((SlId do. I could not dO it. 
I low I envied liini. L,ìtt_'r I discovered 
Spencer had no Spamiisl'm, only For-
fuguest'. God, lie was clever. 

The pleasures of masturbation miow 
bored inc. The amisver lay in %%'riting, or 
so it seemned as I flashed my pen before 
the bedazzled eves of Gooleen ('rump in 
flit' hack row of Amitliropologv I. The 
thought of writing for nncnncy had never 
occurred tti mc', even when I was so poor 
I ate tarantula-tails on toast for a five 
p im itil dare at Manning F louse Mother 
wept when I fold tier; I pretended they 
wemi' just harnik'ss huntsmen. My self-
taught knowtedgt' if entoniology had 
i'qu ipped me to deceive a miv me on the 
stil)Iect. Deception hi'gnmi to replace per-
ct'ption in miiy precocious sub-Skinineria ii 
cosnios, 

•Y'oi.i ca , i ' t c/men t at 
tu'O-liji (ill t/OH1' life. But it 

lie/ps to k,iou' /iozv. 

T he day I cut Iii)' fimiger (mi a S'iss 
Arniy penknife at South Stevne was 

u ii k rgt'l ta He . I he ['hood , so it'd , ra ii 
lethe-like down my Sweaty Joe, turning 
its blue to a truly nmazinig purple. Frank 
Si na t ra had fa ugh t nit' corn rage i ii " From 
Here to Etermii ty" . The crowds ga t ht-'recl. 
There %ver(' clouds in the sk'. 'I'ht'n the 
sri ii broke tIn rough , a rid t lie blood nii ma-
cu hotmslv dried, in a way that only the 
Au'strahnarn Still earn tlr'. Evemi now, I miiiss 
the way that blood ii ries so quickI' in flit' 
S(ltith Steyne stnii. 

like Captain Oates in 'South With 
Scott' , I realised it was time to go. The 

'ide open spaces of 'A'amidsvorth Coiii-
niiirn called, (is'thit-' once wrote, "In 
ever\' prrtnmig there is a gemni of n'nail-
ness" . lie may have been right, at least 
in part. But the hoonieramig always 
i'Oiiit's hack . Mv I I 2-yea r old ki miderga r-
ten teacher with the hare lip had shown 
miii' hiov to catch a boomerang in your 
mouth. It was sonietliimig I was miever to 
forget. N/ly biiomeramig exploits vomi inc 
praise from the Push, and a special place 
in the Royal George pantheon of heroic 
f,lilUrt-S. 

A ustm'alia in the I 9t)s was a cii ttu ral 
wask'la nil amid a poli t ica h desert. My 

riattmrat ten1ptitiomi was to ma ii the bar-
ricades and fight the good tight for jirs-
lice, quality of life, an artistic remians-
s,imice. But the advice of Phrlo of Bvzan-
tin iii. gleamied from a ('lassic (Jomiiic in an 
lmigk'hurmi latrimie doming a National Ser-
'ice c,iriie, onierit'd ariof her door. 

O incthe few essays by a 111,111 

weighing up this dilemma 
appeared some years ago I 1 

New l'a rent, a monthly magazine pu F- 
lislied by I'arent Centres, Australia. Tart 

, 	 of ntis reproduced on these pages ..Afti'r 
New Fattier, 	 questioning our obsessitnii with Reach- 

I Ic looked haunted and forlorn, his 	ing the Top (''exciting, not satisf'ing"). 

- 	
face betraviiig a secret ache for two 	the author, David Stewart, (LI iii vt'rsi ty 
weeks' big game fishing with the boys, 	professor, fattier of five) points out that 

1 . 	 No, niostiv. as lie flopped about in the 	''it is a rare personal accomplishment to 
chaos of his Romper Room house. the be so sigiiilicant as to make any great dif- 



CURIOUS EFFECT 
Prime Minister Rohrt James Lee 
Hawke has had a curious effect on 
Australian life. Through his unique 
style of politics, he has fixed his 
country's inflation rate bower than 
that of unemployment. 
The largely capitalistic population has 
responded by keeping its suicide rate 
somewhere in between. 

- Nebe/spalter Magazine, 
SWITZERLAND 

Who  aiiiongst our gentle readers, 
I ask, veould sneer at the nation which 
gave the world the awesome carnage of 
the Eureka Stockade and Gallipoli? 

We're a proud fearless race when it 
comes to laying down our fives, so let's 
give the snivelling Swiss and the Silver 
Budgie souiiething to think about. The 
only thing that we've been lacking is a 
little latter-day direction. To this end I 
have prepared The Guide. 

Please study The Guide carefully foi-
any improvisation could result in a mere 
maiming, which can he both painful and 
boring. And please obtain a certificate 
stating that you are dead; for instance, 
there is little distinction between being 
dead and being in Canberra after mid-
night. 

Sydney 
Sydney is known as the city where the 
clumsiest suicide attempts are made. 
These range from insulting prostitutes to 
riding on suburban trains at night. Both 
are crude methods and are rarely suc-
cessful. The Gap and the I larhour Bridge 
are traditional venues, but zealous 
policemen and high fences have all but 
ruined serious attempts. More innova-
tion is needed. 

RL'conllllclldL'd: 
• Poke two strands of wire into a power 
point. However, first check with the 
relevant authority regarding black-ou t. 
More than one attempt has failed during 
power restrictions. 
•Iie yourself to a railway line. Once 
again, please check with the relevant 
authority. A recent attempt at this other-
wise quick death ended in starvation 

due to a rdgnalman's strike. Slow and 
agonising. 
•iacking the immediacy of an express 
train, but cheap and effective, is to roam 
the Kings Cross establislinients, telling 
the managers: "I'm collecting for i\he. 
l'ay up." Release from lite's woes may 
take up to two hours while your fraud is 
being exposed, but it's assured. 

Melbourne 
When the residents of the Money Capital 
choose to fall on their swords, they're 
usually broke. The ha id-made ltalia ii 
shotguns, so suitable for the last big 
bang, have long ago been pawned, so 
low budget niethods are esseuitial. 

Rt'co,,inzc,idt'd: 
•ihe cheapest way to meet one's maker 
is to watch an entire Moouiiba parade. 
This is sometimes difficult to achieve 
because of the sheer numbers seeking 
the same fate. However, it you secure a 
aiitage poiuit, total hraiui failure can 

: 

eventuate Within 36 minutes. 
•The above method can also he 
employed in the privacy of one's owii 
home by watching the same event on 
tek'vision. Although comfort is assured, 
commercial breaks can dissipate a good 
cerebral haernorrhage. 
•A time-honoured method is to eat at 
Maxim's restaurant and to order, 
amongst other things, pheasant under 
glass, plenty of Rothschild red and 
refuse to pay. When the French maitre-
de becomes argumentative, vomit over 
him and say: "Your tucker 'tid kill a 
brown dog and rust the chain," 
•Jogging through the city is a more mod-
ern approach, but ii nless you outlay a 
considerable amount on the correct 
attire, motorists will find you difficult to 
identify and a more paintul demise 
th rough over-exertion may occur before 

you can he squashed by a sporting hre'\v-
cry truck. 
•c;o to a Carlton pLIb the night before 
Granel Final and bet heavily on 
Footscray. It is irrelevant if neither team 
is ,i contestant. For von , the end ie'su It 
will he the same. 

Adelaide 
Dea th in the city of chiurchie's is generall 
a fairly dull event, but if you vant a 
decent Christian burial then it's just the 
shot. 

Reco)?lnzt'udL'd: 
•Atteuid a number ofSundav church ser -
vices .,A pleasant numbness creeps 
through the body, resulting in the loss of 
all faculties. Unexcituuig but effective. 
•Thie sole spectacular method is to brush 
aside the doorman at the Senior Services 
Club. Take a prominent stance in the 
dining rooun, pin (iii your 'Conscript Ex-
Servicenien' badge and play reveille 
backwards on a niouth orgaui. A heart-
thirust with silver service is as good a 
death as any. 
• Rolling Jaffas dovn the aisle during the 
opera section of the Festival of Arts is 
gathering nionienturn. I'hough it has a 

t,.iili grandeur, this can only be done 
oiie or two nights during a year and 

,. Ho can predict when one needs to do 
\,, .iy with oneself? 

Perth 
In general, \ATe'stern Australians are 
behind the times in seeking the sepul-
clime. Mundane niethiods such as declar-
ing: "I'm from Sydney" or swiniming in 
the Swan River are the most p()ptilar, but 
it is possible to he original. 

RCCO11!??lClIIIL'd: 

•This will take some groundwork, but 
it's a great way to go: Ehie Perth Chamber 
of Commerce holds monthly meetings. 
Telephone the Secretary well in advance 
and state that you're Lang Hauicock's 
new executive assistant and you me pre-
pared to address the next meeting. Begiui 
your speech: ''Genflemeui, capitalism is 
dead." 
• A slower but more sociable way of 
bowing out is the Perth backyard bar-
becue. It may take six weekends, but 
provided some tool doesn't rush you off 
for a stoniachi pump, consider yourself 
as dcad as a maggot. 

Brisbane 
If \'ou'rt' black and live in hi i,h,iho 

Rcsort LU i\rtiticial 1nseni:iiitin E' 
1)onor, Called AID (and actuIR another 
va' 01 transmitting AII)S) is noN ncces-

sary vhn a couple is revolted 1w tht' dc-

nient of "crriinal c()nversation' in-
volved in Nil) (adultery). The iiiethod 
has a nunber of drawbacks; unless it is 
ottered by a public health authority, it is 
likely to he costly but, in an case, it 
cxposcs thc ctupIe to the scrutiny of 
authoritarian institutions. 

On the spurious grounds of public 
aC(fll ntability, the nedicaI establich-
i -iient agrees to 'eaItiate' candidates for 
infertility treatnients of this kind. It 
\()tlILl be unethical to prxiuce (tspring 

for coLIes ho were incapable of guar-
antecing the child a happy hlc and a 
g( -Iod upbringing. The first people to run 
into this obstructive aLl /u,c nloralis!n 
were honosexuaI \'()1en , who prefer-
red AID because enforced genital coiitict 
with iiiales struck thern as a squalid and 
antipathetic beginning tor an important 
relationship. 

After being 1'xposed, ripped oft and 
humiliated, teninists in the United 
States arrived at their own version of 
AID in which tresh sperni is inserted in 
the vagina with a turkey baster. The 
lovers can, if they wish, make of this pro-
cedure an erotic ritual and no earthly 
authority can interfere with them. 

Infertile people do not have this 
Option; if the develop a passionate 
desire to pass on their genes, or set their 
hearts on Shaving a baby' they must 
have recourse to haphazard evaluation 
procedures. Then, if they are deemed 
suitable cases, they agree to put them-
selves through painful, time-consuming 
and expensive medical and surgical 
treatments, which are still attended by 
high ta ilu re rates. The doctors who 
choose to specialise in infertility tell us 
that they do so because they are so 
deeply moved by the unspeakable mis-
ery of childless couples (as long as they 
are not homosexual couples). 

It has never been suggested that in the 
cultural milieu of the western world in 
the 1980's deep misers' about childless-
ness is irrational, possibly neurotic or 
ohscsive and therefore a bad prognosis 
for parenting. Nor has anyone spared a 
thought for the poor nippers who are so 
relentlessly planned and consciously 
formed. The weight of scrutiny and 
expectation on their small shoulders 
could well drive them under the house 
with the glue hag. 

I he tear-jerking speeches about the 
heartbreak of infertility are strikingly at 
variance with the general medical 
attitude toward fertility, which is to 
regard it as an inconvenience of which 
most people seek to he d isenciirnbered. 
II infertility is so dreadful, whv do we 
make no attempt whatever to teach 
oti ng people how fragile fertility is? 

'I I he infertility that specialists see 

Malilda 

is secondary infertility. The patients 
were fertile once and are so no longer. 
Most of theiii have been rendered infer-
tile by doctors; infertility specialists 
spend more time trying to reverse tubal 
ligation, tuhectomv and vasectomy than 
in all other procedures. Iheir success 
rate is still low, which is not surprising, 
seeing as their colleagues risk nialprac-
tice suits if they don't niake certain that 
the devastation is complete at the time of 
sterilisation. 

The few doctors who are capable of 
abstract tlinight have grasped that this 
situation is hardly ethical. A doctor can-
not cut oft m leg siniply because I take a 
dislike to it, and he certainly cannot then 
charge nit' a king's ransoiii for trying 
vainly to put it back on again. But he can 
cut, fry, tie and electrocoagulate my Fal-
lopian tiibt••s or my vas, and then spend 
lip to four hours trying to undo his 
ha nd work by microsurgery u uder deep 
ana(sthe'ia, earning a massive tee all the 
while. 

.( t_ 	. 
.4- 

The man who gives his seminal mate-
rial into the keeping and control of an 
institution is hardly exercising maxi-
mu iii self-determination. Rat her, he is 
courting authoritarian interference in his 
affairs F en it lie made use of a corn-
plr'telY Lommercial facility, it ould be 
subject to state monitoring and control. 
His privacy would only he respected as 
far as corn pu ters can he trusted to res-
pect it. The costs of freezing and storage 
for long periods are difficult to calculate; 
the necessity for maintaining retrigera-
tion through war, earthquake and power-
cut would require expensive override 
precautions v Ii ich could hard lv be car-
ried out Without su ision by bu rca u-
era tic authorities. The container must he 
radiation proof, and duly protected from 
niutagens in the environment and the 
possibility of sabotage. Moreover. the 
custodians of the facility would certainly 
be interested in accumulating sperni 
with different kinds of genetic endow-
merits and the possibility of exploiting 
the material without reference to the 
donors' wishes, cspeciall' if a situation 
arose in which the only sperm which had 

escaped a mutagenic catastrophe (e.g. a 
nuclear attick) was in the sperm bank. 

It is obvious too that a sperm donor 

could not have access to his sperm 
whenever he felt hike it; he and the dani 
of his choice WOUld have to he evaluated 
before artificial insemination with his 
o',vii sperm would be deemed 'an appro-
priate medical treatment' 

Female infertility presents a series 
of different problems. The most 
coninion cause is tubal occlusion, 

tither eleliheratehy caused by surgery, or 
the result of sexually transmitted or peh-
'ic inflainuiiatorv or other diseases. A 
'ornan whose tubes are missing or 

blocked produces unature ova which are 
simply reabsorbed . 1'hie' can he ham-
vested and fecu uida ted in the labora tor' 
and the resulting hlastoc'st iniphauited in 
the prepared uterus. vlost Of the eggs 
tertilised duriuig uiiprotected inter-
course uievei' succeed in i niplauiting and 
are simply lost at menstruation, but no-
one has ever protested at this wastage, 
or called upon the nedical profession to 
de'elop ways of stopping it on demanded 
that religious people baptise saiiitarv 
napkins. Most blastocvsts die unre-
corded, disregarded. (...)nlv the tiny 
uiiiuiority sitting in petri dishes or liquid 
nitrogeui can call theniselves celebrities. 

A wonian selected for IVF (in vitro fer-
tilisation) treatment is dosed with heir-
uliOuieS so that she over-ovulates, and 
several ova are fertilised at once. The 
best-hooking one (or four or six or eight if 
the surgeoui is a self-seeking too!) is 
selected for implantation. The others 
may he put on ice in case the implanta-
tioii doesn't take; the collection of ova is 
iieit her so pheasant nor so easy that it can 
be repeated ad IiI'iturn. 

This is where the trouble starts. Mr 
and Mrs Rios cued leaving their bhasto-
cysts suspended in liquid nitrogen. The 
sensible thing to do voiiId be to take 
theiii Out and flush theni dovn the sink, 
50 that they WOi.ild eventually join the 
trillions of blastocysts in hinibo. i\las, 
these little fellows are both rich and 
famous 50 that ass, the law, has to con-
cern itself with their rights. A rapacious 
half brother waits to inherit. Rios has 
been vasectonuised, so it is not clear 
vhethier the blastocysts can he consi-

dered his heirs at all. Meanwhile the 
Rios's Ia mentahle performance as 
parents has been brought against tlieni. 
lhieir greatest disqualification is that 
they are dead; perhaps from henceforth 
a life assurance adjuster will be added to 
the panel of evaluators for IVF and 
embryo transfer. 

In real life, children have the right to 
take their chances, and the freedoni to 
'4itter pain as well as joy; only in the test- 
tube tantasy can children he created with 
no chances, and the freedom to suffer 
paiui as well as joy; only in the test-tube 
fa ntasy can children be created vi thi no 
chance of being anythiiig but as hea!thi' 
and happy as befits artefacts produced 

((Ttii it:,r ii i' I pcl,c,'c 43. 
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SUICIDE IN THE CITIES 
by Step/zen Brozuver 
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of the steroids still used are 
suspected of causing cancer. 

For the past 25 years, con-
troversy has raged through 
the Food and l)rug Administ-
ration and the Agriculture 
Department over whether or 
not cattle growers should be 
allowed to fatten their a ninials 
with steroids. 

Nutritionists and health 
advocates say they should be 
banned. Cattle breeders and 
feeders say they are safe. And 

Reagan, despite hi own pre-
ference for what he calls old-
fashioned h inie-grown beet," 
sides with the cattle growers. 

But for those unlucky en-
ough not have a natural beef 
outlet in their neighbour-
hoods — or to be unrelated to 
the Reagans — well... let them 

eat steroids. 

R E N E "' H I 'S I NTE _R EST 
IN  C  

ft 
SPrW 

H AD 

"If we're going to make music - 
Let's make it Australian!" 

. 	.. 	 : 	 ond /IO. 

:•:r1cI1:1:I':1 	:a,t:ac that rancjes 
::"L.. . . . i.. •..' 	 -...,,, igh to clossicol and even show 
music. ethnic IEiCCrCIInqS, country, blues, bluegrass, brass bands, new ocoiit 
music and a whole world of contemporury writess. Over 180 albums and 
cassettes. 
Recent Releases 
LRF155 	h/;,1 J/Ie ThJi Sp&s - The PIrn Court Orchestra - Ihir best ci!burn y't' 
LRFI53 'Aus/milan Sonqs&Ba/kids - Gregory Martin, in the style alth,, gr±ai PE'te 

Djwsor'i. 
LRF156 AustrnJiwl Music -- Ftebern1n - Austrciho's ieadrngcoritemporary enserh 
LRF144 'Wher 'The I'Vind3Joi - EncBogt 
LRFI05 ThddlingPee The C,osseyedB'aIi' '- Td thmpson's oret collection of bu 

poems- 
LRFI 45 7 l'hought About You — Mane Wilson, with a highly sophisticated colectie 

07.2 slcindaids. 
LEF112 Treedomon The Wallaby — aseissue of Dcv 	. 	 .. 

hu.ih soncis. 
LBFI 54 Fran the Bush - The Mucky Duck bush Ba: 

L.srnkjn:/sc distnbutes/eadir.q independent labels/rn  
4.rion, Ikindor, living nh, Tops; Move, Raven Rcck Re'::.'.rc  
S/cith. Our records w& available ci -il'' 	i:;'vf :"rdsto:es incltidincj Brsi.s.'r4 	i:ne Br 
Chcrnd/ers 00./ Palings ?t .1:.: :' i'rsor .. ,. . . . - . 	yell a/ 'em! if you wouldN.r free 
catalogue ..'. ..... .c.4i. 	Y. 	' illus&ations c f:" V"c-  

LARRI
K2 .N LA$FilKlN AECS,,5QS PTY LTD 282 OXFORD ST PADDINOTON 

PD BOX 162 PADDINGTON N SW 202 
TEL 336567 
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im 
racked by a 30,000 volt spasn of lust 
every time we catch a glimpse of silme 
absolu tel' unobtainable golden girl 
pedalling dovn a cycle path or mincing 
about the office. Forgive us our leers and 
our trespasses. 

Sir John was a vulnerable man who 
may easily have been driven over the 
brink by the loonies of the Royal Family 
but Hughes appears to he a tougher 
cookie altogether, a man who pends a 
great deal of time trudging out of dunis 
in the country in howling gales watching 
things bleed to death or die of rabies. 

One imagines that he will he particu-
larlv good at recording the deaths and 
the decompositions of any horses that 
Princess Anne and Captain liillips 
might break in the pursuit of their erratic 
equestrian hobbies and that he will, 
drooling, ha iiii t inyal Ascot with his 
notebook in the hope that OOC ot the 

Queen's thoroughbreds will break a leg 
and have to be shot. 

To return to the antipodes... Mr 
Hawke needs a Poet Laureate not only 
because, a vain man, he has an image of 
himself as a regal figure elevated above 
the grime of politics but also because the 
choice of someone to sing his official 
praises would bereave Mr Hawke of the 
need to do this br himself. 

At the moment, in the Parliament. Mr 
I lawke spends mon I ime talking ibout  

hinisell uuuii the respect accorded to him 
by  all living things other than the L)ppos-
itioii than lie does on affairs of state. I 
would fain lift this burden from him so 
that, instead of being distracted by the 
minutiae of his own magnificence, he 
could apply his fabulous brain to the 
governance of our nation. 

British poets laureate are not paid a liv-
ing wage but continue to receive the 
nominal rewards that they were first 
given in the Dark Ages. Mv memoris 
not clear on this but I think that they are 
given a few guineas, a hogshead of 
prune vinegar, the exclusive right to 
have sexual relations with the swaiis on 
the Thames etc etc. 

For my part I will IiIrego any iii it,ition 

to harass the fauna 01 lake Burley Crillin 
and will make do with simple loot, in 
return for which I ill write reverent ver -
ses like those that follow. Mr Flawke's 
Ia ii rca te woo kI burst in to verse to record 
such special events as Mr Hawke's 
timely appearance, in Jaiivarr, in the 
Aussie dressing rooms is success 
loomed at last in the filth and final lest 
against the sable West Indians. This is 
what I would have written to mark that 

occasion. 

Let ilenlaxes click and Nikkons whirr 
And hold ,ill 11w trout pages!! 

I Ro!s'rt lie u'ki' i' ;jSr'n loi1ai.  

,cttf s'r it/isi 11 ii t&'lti ilgi's! 

F1 l? t'iii I I liii nijital tins'  Tests, 
(.)u its 1/it' lVindies pissin,i', 
The ,,,i,i; who i l"isksi in ,giIII1 s 14CCI'SS 
l'Vas in .ysteriousl.il  ;;iissiut. 

VVIiile AIarsiiall's ilZt'esinhIc' thunderbolts 
l'Vc'rs' izieking flit' Aussie blades, 
our P/el s/ionized f/ic,, dressing •ooiii 
As though tlu'v all Iititl AiDS. 

When the tisson: darkies' victories 
Had I: pp/cc! tJ:c tearful Kin: 
Our Liwhry:nose Prin:s' Minister 
CJ,ic' not to p0' with 1 -JIM. 

flu ri,:,' ['crib, Adelaide ii;i:i Brisbane, 
'l'lzose n,atci:cs cruel a nil cOr!/, 
On: Prin:e Minister laid in wait 
For the crO:m5' of re'lue 

Aisgi I:: S/il:u'!/ its tou:ig Wce'l 

At last p:'oczi red it ton 
B b t':neryed Jr.::: his 1:thi':'nation 
As thous,'h awoke:: 1i1 the sun. 

And as flit' joijous Kepler basked 
Bc/die the adori:r,c' press 
Rob sic/led up to his shoulder 
To share in this -.uccess. 

So Robert i-Ia wke is rise:: fodai 
Tue world shouts 'Hallelu jo/i!" 
A ::d only n:alco:: ten Is wIt i::ge that 
his timing is ;5'cul:7r.  

************************** 

SHE ILA itAltAUN 
—i 	rr/rblS 	i'1',1 E 	/5 	o,f 

Ra+row,p5  LLMICg ,t),l-rE5 	/ 4i 	L",fo 	7- 	 , 

Well, 	folks 	welcome 	to 	the has 	helped 	the 	peace 
r 	

-rftf41,( 	Y't 	7"< /5 	F4w'r,trp 
wonder-world of the world's movement. #1flE bib 	

r 
most charismatic people. No WMC Nobel Peace Prize 

prizes 	for 	guessing 	the nomination — Little Willie for 

World s 	Most 	Charismatic attempting to keep the peace  
politician on peace in the ALP 1 

World s Most Charismatic 
megastar — Helen 	Apricot, 

Militant-Lesbian-Feminist-  
Trotskyist-Leniriist-Stalinist-  

who 	on 	her 	re.ertt 	tour 	to Extremist 	Boo 	Award 	to - 

guide 	the 	peace 	and Women for Life and Preser-  

disarmament 	movement 	to vation 	(whose 	recent 	peace  

new 	levels 	of 	horror 	and train was a series of buses) for  
despair, 	wanted 	to 	know 

where 	the 	safest 	place 	in 

an exhibition entitled 'A sup of 
the tongue — an exhibition of  

. 

Australia 	was located in the lesbian 	images 	for 	women  

event of nuclear war. only. 

WMC pop star — Senator Have 	an 	idealogically- —. 

- 

Hopeful Chrome Dome, who sound, 	cosmically-purifying 

thinks that Australian studios (and 	sending 	you 	lots 	of 

may not be ideologically sound positive energy) month with 

for 	his 	albums, 	is 	on 	a your 	Range 	Rover, 	jacuzzi, 

promotional tour of USA and and the kids at the farm. 

will meet with other superstars Until next month, love and 

to discuss how megalomania of course, peace, Sheila. 

LiflIIp 

o 



If you accept that soft 
drinks and toys and games 
can he sold to pubescent 
teenagers by clever jingles 
and slogans; you stop and 
think  of  all the hundreds of 
thousands of kids who will 
leap about and shout out that 
chorus in discos, then you've 
got to accept that George and 
his Culture Club cohorts may 
well be making a more potent 
and subersjve contribution to 
the anti -war movement than a 
thousand impassioned Peter 
Garrett speeches. 

In fact in the anti-war 
league Midnight Oil (al-
though their music belongs to 
the 1980's) are lyricalI' more 
attuned to the protest move-
ments of the 1960's. There's 

an articulate rage ,  a kind  of  
lu niinescent idealism, which, 
in spite  of  Garrett's lack of 
hair, is far more in keeping 
with the ethos of hirsute hip-
pie opti-
mism than of nihilistic punk 
and skirihead pain. 

The result is extremely 
bizarre. Anti-war soligs are 
ridiculously fashionable and 
vet politics, radicalism, and 
idealism are seen as totally 
irreverent. 

Such a strange set of cir-
cumstances should have 
many an old -style political 
trendie writhing in sleepless 
uncertainty as they try to 
reconcile what, in their taxo-
nomy, is the irreconcilable. 

L:i:t'os. Fcnn ['tace, City. Peatui-mg 
Pluto ,Pans, C upr'rnos olconiedv' 

LJT  

ADELAIDI 

FIe.Ure: 	 - 

o on
a

e can viii a nuclea
N

r 
wr. But will the top 

brass accept this reality and 
admit it to the politicians? Will 
the politicians find a new was' 
to resolve conflict between 

there won't he many of us - or 
tlieni - left to gather around 
the table. 

Around the world, top sci-
entists like Carl Sagan are say-
ing that if a mere 500 nuclear 

which has lost half its titles, sci 
we can get on with our l'rivia! 
I 'u rsui ts. 

In the meantime, who's in 
charge of those Scrabble titles 
- all those suicidal weapons, 
East and \Test? Not Politi 
cians. Not generals. This final 
military solution has been 
entrusted to silicon chips. 
Today Ci mpu ters are in 
charge of our fate. Launch-to-
target is measured in minutes: 
ten minutes for a West Ger-
man-based US Pershing II to 
strike Moscow; six minutes 
for a t'arhead to impact 
'Nashington l)C or Canberra 
from a Soviet submarine - 

smart nuclear missiles that 
- 	 When the steers are grown, 

~10 , 

There woii'f be i,iaiiy HOL  aoft-is — or them — left to atIier 
4 around the table.' 

huvr 	D.H.Hackworth 
&USTEftg -'I-' 

POP GOES WAR 
by Bruce Elder 

Students are not on the 
march. There is no conscrip-
tion, no festering Un vi ii na ble 
war, no revolutionary leaders; 
pop poster idols such as Che, 
no burning idealists out to 
change the world, no mm , .Js 

--- I 	 .. for rcvoiurion, j11l$Pl,_zei 
am 	, , 	

, 	 vippie phobic 	administrations 	an • 	 :rl\ 	i' 	- 	 - 	 - 	 - 	 - . 	 : 	- 

rioting and night stick blud- leaders 	the 	likes 	of 	which 2. H 

. 
georung. • , 	' 	 . 	. 	 . 	-, 

neither (ountI 	has seen since 
I hough 	net 	Ill,' 	fl1Oi 	ugh thearted 

c'rk fr,,n 	the Tudor I3ard hinise!t, 
?t,ntht v 	Free. 

Soniehow, anti-war songs the days of Eisenhower and ROtend iii is a rt'm,,rkahle C\CTCISC in Kiren 1-lughes 

are suddenl-' big business in Churchill, unassailable Shakespearean wit on the 
ANBERRA the fickle world of rock music, Thatcher and Reagan, with °P' 	Of bloød, reses ,,nd young bov 

. 	. 

% hik on the "urt ui tht 	orld 
. 	. 	 . 	. 	 . 

th 	ir 	tri,Ii ft ningl 	cosinetir In towers. (State Theatre Co.)  Nay-

huu 	FcstiaI Thcatrr 	\lirch I 23 
seens 	prok)undl 	Lonpla- nedia 	inages 	and 	their Rita ,  is a c'mic adaptation of 

, 	u 	n 	 t 	I / 	I 
,,,j Ltl(4e- 	

riuii 	tLc 

cent and conservative. In the simplistic 	appeals 	to 	pat- Claire Luckham'sTrafford taiiz 	Why Maire 	Haire 	and 	Grant 	Ovendin 
nidst of this apparent apathy riitisn't and Nioni's appl\' pie do school readers prc1ih thai Stun, return t,'CanberrasCafe l3uen Room. 

and € nnui 	th 	prcniir rock in tk sk 	.in onl 	lca 	those 
. 

° teach I mt. iht. art ot dt'.ho 	hing 
h' not tt dig  for  gold 	t)icover the  

Inir s how, Cue' Ha! u is 	tirc 	I tr in 
- 

and pop ,roups of  the  d iv all 
. 

iinIiapp 	r 	ith 	liii. ir 	tot c ign Nile 	A strug,Ic iergendtr identity c t 
Pastels in 	i 	t 

nr..tt 	tile 
seeni to be railing against the policies, 	festering 	veith 	a inside 	a 	wrestling 	flog 	I rn,i'e, lqt's. 	It features the songs of ('iII,i 
horrors of var. 511151' of impotence. Urtley roWn Flail ., 1arch 	-3l Bl,ck, Dinah ICC, Dust)' Springfield 

Contrary to the arguments Boy George sings: * 	* 	* F),one Warwick and Cher. March 7 to 

often put forward by those in "¼'ar is stupid and people are Radio: Ha Ha Hee lice I-law 1lan  
10. 

the community who feel it - 
stupid 	..." 

. 	. 
NyuckNvuck, 5UV, Sat. l3U-2()pm. 

' 

A lso at Cafe las will he Canberra s 
C,igantic Fly and the L)oug Anthony  . 

their role to be our moral guar- The song is simple slogan- fh 	30 	 • H 	\ S ' . 	 N'iii1utiC)ned) 	our. 	I tM 
Allstars, wf0'ii loin forces to present a 

dians, pop and rock are not ecring, eminently danceahle Fairytak's, 	The 	Women's macabre 	irid 	satirical 	cabaret 	the 

forces 	of 	radicalism 	arid and as irritatingly catchy as journal, 5CV. Sun 3.40Rpm. rep Mon Story jnvc,lvesa 	aharetset in Dresden 

chanize. In fact rock and roll any nursery rhyme. It is also 9-10am, which is bombed and follows the fate 

with its overt sexism, its fre- - shot through with a real sense * 	* 	* 
,,t the characters ,itter they die. It seal-

dull fl,'esj,',: and Vou can catch it i'd 
quent 	dalliances 	with 	the of helplessness. If you can't Cabaret: 1-'iyim Trapeze Comedy dale, on March21, 22, 23an425. 29,30. Cafe 

regalia of the Nazis, its poten- heat 	them, 	dance 	to 	their VickiriaSiltiari'. All night comedvacts, ).is also fe,iturc's assorted musical and 

tial to turn every struggling absurdities. Yet such simple mainb the 'tnd.up variCiv mci .  Dave stand-up comedy acts throughout the 

- 	 - 	- 	- 	 - 

working 	class 	kid 	into 	an 
. 	- 

sloganeering 	is 	powerfully 
Flanagan, 	\ aviie 	A nthony, 	Benny 
Fs-igg. As standard see-saws, check 

month - 

indolent, 	property-owning, subversive. iir..t (Ph 	51 5143) Thur-Suri. Marsha Moutis. 
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HoldtheSteroids 
Ronald Reagan is the patri-
arch of a niostiv meat - eating 
family (daughter Patti Davis is 
a vegetarian) and even %'itli 
his busy )t:)b in lNashington, 
the President still finds time to 
provide freshI' butchered 
beef to his kin. But Reagan's 
beef is not quite the same as 
evervoiie else's. 

First, calves are carefully 
selected from a breeding facil-
ity in Southern California's 
Canejo ValleV. They are then 
raised oii the l'resident's own 
ranch near Santa Barbara. 

nations ¶.VIttlOut resorting to xvarheads were exploded 	cati, after living thousands of the 	President's 	personal 
force 	 - siiLilt1neoltsl', our  ci% 	miles, strike within a few toot -  butcher, Bruce Oxford of liar- 

	

Ht"tor shouts Nci 1  But it 	Itoil 	ould hr dc '-.tro tci in i 	b ill fit. Id'., of thur t lrgt.ts 	nionv harts disp tcht 	a 
%'e are to stave off the nuclear fiery inferno tvhich, paradoxi- 	Hunians are tilt) sIov and truck from Thousand Oaks 

winter, it the human race is to caIl', will usher in an ice age. 	unreliable to handle these California, to Santa Barbara 
survive at nIt, we niust con - 	 . 	 'here the cattle are slaught- 
tmnue to deniand that our lead - 	I 	i' ,qOi'v 'i.'.'ns:utsj) 	. 	 erect. They are then loaded 
cr5 work for us to change our 	 ' , ' '" 	 - - 	 - - 	 onto the truck and shipped to 
future history s course, to pre - 	 oxford's plant to be cut and 
serve the best of our past, and 	 wrapped for distribution to 
to stop the march to an tin- 	

,-' -- 
IL.1, '., 5.-v" 	a 	L? 	 the Reagan clan. At an ap- 

Vii)i1lbl ' 	' 	 / 	I,,_ Y  1... 	------' 	,.,.')..-,.. \ 	F 	- 	 -.._ 	 - ' t 	 , 	 I " - 
 	 pointed (and secret)  time  the 

Modern warfare is as obsolete 	 I.., ,, .' . ,.. 	 .1 ,..,e .,,, 	5.- 	..,, g s ., a ., 	'\ 	 Secret Service comes to liar- 
-i ,' the horse and buggy. It 	mony Firms to pick up the 
contains the gerrnsofdouhle 	 - 	 ' 1 	

,,,,,,, 	s' ... 	 , 	 1vVhite House portion. 
iiicidL 	as MacArthur said 	 r. t 5I 	j-5 	r ) 	But h', Flirmony Firms' 

in 195 Yt ',oldmir-. 	ho 	 lat 	i , 	ys'i 	,,,,/' 	Ah doit t thi Reagins ju'-.l 
advise politicians are reluc- 	 - - ' 	 , 	 "'- 	 buy their beef from Safewav 
tacit to understand this truth. Smoke, soot and ash will accurate deadly weapon svs -  IIie only thing that distm' 

It s not that they're slobs' block the sun, and a nuclear teis, some of which can guishes the T -bones on yow 
!i'drnel's - I."i.it their conserva - 	viiitei' 'ilI ct"'er the burned 	travel up to 10,000 mph. 	plate from those on t1i, -  
ti\'e minds alwa-'s cause thc'ni ruins of ltmnankii)d. 	 The tight conlpression of Reagans' is that all their h- 
to light today's xvars with yes - 	Cui'rentl-' the Siiperpovers time has t'noved both sides are raised without the use ti 
terda' s thinking. Renenher alone have over 50,01)1) 	i- closer to a launch on varning ItOrniOfles or anaholii-  steroid-. 
Flander s Field? Singapore? clear weapons. All sitting in posture. Very soon there will 	Long before athletes disc- 
The traged'of ' tetnam? 	silos, bombers, launchers and be no margin for error. Mere vered the wonder of steroid' 

From liaig to Pcrcm'al to submarines - on it hair trigger minutes will not allow lime to cattle and chicken feeders had 
A cstnior lind soldius hav e _ iitin5 for an orde r to lii c dlshnhuish hc t rin i t1i.,ht of been mnjtctmg thur anini ii 
not gotit right the first time - or a miscalculation, accident geese or a radar abberation, with a variety of hormon- 
arid with nuclear weapons or contter error to send and the real thing. 	 and steroids, including Dietit  - 
there are no second chances. thcmii on their way. By 1990 	Even satellites, those all- v'lstibestrol 	(DES), 	testo-.- 
'%,%7 ar has only one purpose this figure will be over 70,000. seeing eves in the sky will not terone, estradiol, and pr- 

' and that's to viri. The It's trends' to he a nuclear avert a calamity, which is as gesterone - simply to add 
spoils are secondary. Politi- pover. China and India each assured as the ever-advancing pounds. 
ctans unleash their warriors have atomic devices, and the' 	missilt' tt'cl'inoIot\-, 	 The problen With steroid ,  
when negotiation fails, and have a hard time even feeding 	 ' 	 is that residues 'stay in tli 
their nilitar 	ad is€i s, the all their people. At least a 	_____________________________________ 	i1't UI th' ,ii'iimnal, and sonit- 
generals. welcoinc this break- score of smaller nations either 	 - 

do'n of dipl()iac\' . Under have the lionib or will ha  
the banner of patriotism the' quietly buill it within a 

 

even encourage it, so military decade. Useless weapons. 
 

solutions can he emplo-ec1 wasted money and resources;  
and the-' can add to their ovn no onecan wina nuclear var. 	 .i'  

power and glory. 	 "[""eterrence is an insane 	 . ' 	' 	 - ' 	 ' 

ts:ar equals money. It I__../ganie. It could be called  

brings home the bacon for the Atomic Catch 22. Even its  
A-lililai ij liiditsi,-,a/ Cotnplc'x, a author, former US l)ef€'nce  

greedy group blind to the real- Secretary Robert McNamara,  

biJchmoilhji,. 	
sn-

u ld{ Li r,imc of 'icribhk  
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millionaire î, it anything, 

	

T. f 	ultra coiiservative. 

	

Aart-JPA J 	It was the traditionally radi- 

	

----r' 	40 \ cal American folk scene which 
1- 	j supplied the soundtrack to 

sixties radicalism - not rock. 

	

---i - . 	 Rock isn't radical, but youth 
i5. And it's in the radicalism of 

.9 	 youth that the answer to this 

	

/121 	current spate of war songs can 
be tound. 

Ihe world may he an even 

J f,9 	more conservative place to 
I '1 r h c in but with the conser- 

-  vatism, arguably as a hand-
maiden to it, comes what can 
o
t

nly he described as the poli-
ics of despair... and the poli- 

) 

1 	tics of despair are essentially 
anarchic. 

They owe no allegiance to 
any movement, they lack 
even the vaguest hint of 
idealism, they are not moti-
vated by a desire to change 
the world. I lence what is left 
is either an impassioned cr' of 
pain or a desperate, hollow 
and nihilistic laugh at the 
pointlessness of everything. 

In fairness, it is worth 
remembering that a potent 
catalyst to these desires to 
write anti-war songs is the 
siniple fact that both Britain 
and the United States are CUF 

in the grips of ww 



SYDNEY 
At the 111110 of press. Fhe Comedy 
Store was considering moving its male 
strip show (euphemistically known as 
'Ladies Night') upstairs into the Jami' 
son Street Nighk tub to make room for 
more comedvtrevue on Wednesday 
and Thursday nights. The Store, on 
Friday and Saturday nights, is still the 
home of the stand'up comic in Syd 
ney, where the likes of Rodney Rude 
and George Smilovic have been etc. 
sated from total obscurity to the Bert 
Newton Show. Tuesday night is 
Amateur Night. 

If four-letter words no lunger amuse, 
you should be delighted to learn that 
The Gap, Sydney Trade Union Club, 
Sorry Hills, is considering an encore 
performance in May of C/uioieh'is ii. 
Wim,i'n Centres I rent .Acress Australia. 
Rumour has it, too, The Gap would 
like to take on The Comedy Store in a 
'flattle of the Sexes' type corned) 
show. Whatever would they award as 
prizes? 

An interesting alliance of ex'Nimrod 
'i' ducers, directors, 
rid bar staff are about to 

The Belvoir Street Theatre Cu, incor-
porating the likes of Noni Hazlehurst, 
Robyn Archer and Lewis Fitzgerald, 
promises to become more than just 
another Sydney theatre venue. The 
late Show, scenes of some hilarious 
satirical revues in the past, will be 
rr'siirreeted. Watch out for a new show 
the company has commissioned from 
2JJJ's lay-team Theatre opens 
March 7. 

Over in the boss'ets of the ABC, Dar' 
linghurst. 2JJJ is still gloating over the 
relative success of its 10th birthday 
celebrations. Breakfast DJ and J.tearn 
leader Rusty Nails reports however 
there is no truth in the rumour the 
team has been offered "everai 
figures" to join radio station 2UE. 
They have in fact been offered four 
million dollars to sta' away from Mark 
Collier. Still committed to in.depth 
stupidity on the airwaves, Roger De 
Suave, Lillian Pascoc and Wayne 
Simpson can he heard from 6-lOam 
every morning. 

44 
I'lease bow your heads for the unfortu-
nate demise of Austrah,r: Yen re Stand-
ing in ii. as Rod Quantoc and company 
have decided there will he no more 
episodes this season. At least cult hero 
Max Gillies is back this month. Gary 
McDonald also returns to ABC-TV in a 
"black comic role" about old age and 
how one family copes with it. l'his may 
not be funny at all. Called Msthcr and 
Son, it begins Monday nights from 
March 4. Also stars Ruth Cracknell, 

Sheryle Bagwell 

On A Ch'ai Daii You Can Sic Jane Clifton, 
is on at the Last Laugh, Collingwood. 
The Girl from 'Prisoner' takes a 
humorous walk through her teenage 
years, boyfriends and all. Until 
March 9. 

There's not a lot happening in 
Australia's comedy capital, Mel-
bourne, at the moment. Many of the 
entertainers - Los Trios —are entertain-
ing Sydneysiders. The people from 
the Gillies Report have been on bolt-
day. Things will start to happen soon I 
think. I hope. 

Wanda Roxoff 

BRISBANE 

Melbourne has The Last Laugh, Syd. 
nes' has I he Corned)' Store and now 
Brisbane has Giggle 0's. The brain-
child of 23-year'old public servant 
Greg Cooley, Giggle 0's started in 
June last year in a draughty hail in Bris-
bane's irendv West End and has pro-
vided Queensland with something 
else to laugh at besides its politicians. 
It has links with The Comed' Store 
and regulars from there, including 
George Smilovichi and Vince Sonenti, 
have already performed at Giggle C)'s 
but Cooley is committed to encoura-
ging local talent. Cooley, who describes 
himself as an entrepreneur, says Gig' 
gle Os is mainly new wave comedy 
with the occasional magician's act 
thrown in, such as Brisbane magidan 
Phil Cass, who always goes over well. 
Giggle 0's needs 300 people at each 
show to break cvr'il so do v''urself a 

day of each month. 

Cartoons by the late Gerard Hoffnung, 
known for his musical satire concerts 
in London's Albert Hall, will be dis-
played in the foyer of the Brisbane City 
1-lall until February 7. The cartoons are 
witty and inventive and depict such 
thrng, as vacuum cleanern in their 

reverent send-up of 'pert and clas'.i 
cal music, 

The Brisbane Cinema Group ba1 some 
brilliant movies scheduled in i ts 1985 
movie calendar. including Eric 
Rohmer's delicate comedy of man-
ners, I.e Than Ar1arrra,m'i' (March 6. 
815pm, Centre Cinema, Brisbane 
Community Arts Centre). Brisbanes 
oldest film S(Xit'ty, most of its better 
films are unfortunately to be screened 
for members only, although it plans a 
number of public screenings (such as 
the Rohmer film) throughout the year. 

Gambling in Queensland, Fending oil 
Forgetfulness and Reproductive 
rechnoligy are some of the courses 
offered this year by the Continuing 
Education Program at the University 
of Queensland. There are no formal 
entry requirements and the fees are 
quite reasonable. The unit is located on 
the 7th level of the Michie Building at 
the University of Queensland. The 
telephone number is 377 4040. 

Sue Johnson. 

Hobart 
l'here are only two sure ways to do your-
self in if you live on the Apple Isle. The 
good inhabitants have never been very 
adept when it comes to taking their lives 
into, or out of, their own hands. This 
ineptitude had its beginnings when the 
European convict ancestors attempted 
the ultimate statement, but for sonic 

exhorting his parliamentary colleagues 
to go to the big chamber in the sky. Paul 
Keating and John Button could distri-
bute slices of yellow cake. 

Recom,nended: 
•jf you're a mere citizen, try climbing 
the brick fence surrounding the Amen-
can embassy. You will soon hear a voice 
ordering you to stop. Run toward the 
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by Ger,naine Greer 

No !after-dat/ aspect of pro- .. 
crcatio; 1 has attracted creah'r - 

. 	. 	, 	 .- 	.. 	. 	, . 
attez!ioii from 	1/u tiiitIii iti 

.uperstar, 	but 	actually 	it 

than 	has artificial lnsi'??Il?la- 
ieans anything but that. 

It 	 all axion 	of soaot'io- 
tioji. Accorditig to Gerinaine logy that all liing creatures, 
Greer 	the only znall to chit, •  .. - 	 --. 	- ':— 

man included, are driven by a 

out of the toils of S11.11sterisin 
____ 

riced to pass on their gencs. 

and protessioiial arr(a?lcL' is ------- 
to take the presePl)fltJ()?; and 

are 	repioducti'e 	opportit - 
iists, 	seeking 	to 	rnaximi 

control of one's ovii fertilitit into cnws iionuinatc the s-car's Stud and dcL ldc tlic  their chances of successful transrnissioti 
(ittl Iia,zds. child vintage for the year. 1985 could be by fornication, adultery and rape. In thu 

Placido Domingo 'ear, with Bob I 1avkc bad old day's, the children of priests sat 
bringing up, if vou'It pardon the expres- by working men's fires and the working 

Lillian beings teloiig to the order sion, the i -ear. ( ftc Bob Hawkc babies men's wives congratulated themselves 
of 	niainials, 	being 	warni- H would sing just as well as the Placido on having Combined their geis with 
blooded, breathing air through babies - genes are tricky little bastards.) those of a more successful tine. ihe 

lungs and bearing live young which are There is at present no legal niachinerv squire who lingered by the stile with the 
stickled 	by the female parent. These to prevent some conspiracy of s'omen milkmaid was pleased to produce a hvb- 
characteristics the human shares with and sinoothic 	from depriving the mass rid of his etiolated sti-ain and a more 
the whale, but by the grace of Our daz-ii- of the male population of any chance of robust one. Monarchs named their by- 
ing technology, we have advanced SO far passing on their genes. This ought to hlo's Dukes of This and Marquesses of 
that we can confound the Linnaean sys- mean that ordinary men will have to That. 	Nowadays 	the 	method 	they 
tern 	of 	classification 	and 	mutate 	the offer ordinary women a lair deal of adopted would be called NID, natural 
action of the sticklehack, who simply agreeing to breed by them instead of irist'r1)iI)atjti1 by donor. 
dumps his..seminal material where the joining their genes with those of some You might have thought, now that 
female has duniped hers and escapes the adultery has become a parlour game for 
sordid togetherness of copulation. 4ftt'' 1ei,i 	evpoced, bored couples, that this cheap and elfec- 

The human niale can go several better . 	- 	 ' 	 , 

Iiiuiiiliatcd, ripped offai'id 
tive mett)1)d of overcoming a husband's 

thaii thesticklehack, for hecan discharge sterilit' would he at least as popular as 
his semen in a time and place remote feiiiiiiists in the United States ever, and perhaps it is. An experiment 
from tecundation, and have it preserved . 

thieii- arrived at 	oWii 
involving a sample of 1-arnilics from Bir- 

indefinitely, so that he can go on siring mingham in 1974, had to he abandoned 
even after his own death. For some versio,i of AID in which fresh alter a preliminary 	scan of blood group- 
reason the human female cannot equal 
this feat; 11-ie freezing of ova, it seems, is si'riii is inserted in the vagina 

ings in the families selected showed that 
third 	the nearly 	a 	of 	children could 

still a problem. ztjth, a turkey baster. not have been sired by their mothers' 
As every schoolboy knows, the human

male is 	too fertile. If the sper- absurdl 
- 

The lovers ctiii, if tlit'ij 
husbands. 

around Surrogate fathering has been 
matic output of a single schoolboy were wish, make of this procedure for a long time; unfortunately improved 
husbanded properly, he could sire all the .. an erotic ntual and no L'aithiht/ 

techniques of genetic analysis now make 
children horn in Sydney in any one 'ear. it posihle forall children and not just the 
Other males would have to beg, borrow aut/ioriti/ ca,, iiitt'rfert' wise ones to know their own fathers. 
or steal their reproductive opportunity. 

with tiieiii. 
Women shall soon lose theii one oppor- 

By handing together, women could tuiiity to practise genetic sabotage. 

u1tIIII 

this guide is of little relevance. Stay there 	•Like Brisbane, it voure an Aborigine, 	make you very angry. Break the bottle 
long enough and some one will do the you're streetsahead. If pernuitted, go to a 	against the ivall and do vourclt iii. 
honours for '0i.i. Flowever, the white gambling establishment, bet heavily and 	 Canberra 
population need not despair. N'lethods win. 
do exist. 	 •lf non-Aboriginal, bet heavily, win and 	In the "Jational Capital, death, like life, 

	

4 4. 	 buy drinks all night for blacks. When 	tinged with grey. Face it, politicians and 

	

,t eOflhlflt ?IttCo. 	 vou've spent all your winnings, ask the 	bureaucrats are not noted for tianibovant 
•State elections provide some grand casino manager for a loan, 	 gestures. But Prime Ministers seem to 
opportunities to siiuft it. A black power 	•Drink a certain, locally-available beer, 	govern by gimmick, why don't they go 
salute when God Save The Queen is quaintly known as Cow's l'iss. Stomach by gimmick? A televised, Reverend Jim 
played at a Bjelke-Petersen rally should 	seizures come immediately. Death is 	Jones-style mass suicide in King's Hall is 
do the trick, 	 painful, but fairly certain. Failing this, 	what this country needs. Picture the Folk 
•Failing the above method, try standing don't drinkat all. [)eath will pursue you. 	Hero at the loot of King George's statue, 
outside Brisbane Central Police Station - --
smoking a joint and crying: ''Cod is 
dead, long live drugs." This is almost 
guaranteed to cause at least four 140 kilo 
policeman to accidentally tall upon you. 
•Very effective is undertaking a Bris-
bane B Night tour. Total brain failure 
should occur within three hours. A suit-
able alternative is the Cultural High-
lih ts of Brisha ne excursion - 

Darwin inexplicable reason, hung themselves by 
voice. 

Gettjig married and buying a house in 

rhc' 	Gateway 	of 	the 	North 	is indis- 
the wrists instead of the necks.. The suc- 
cessful methods are simply listed. Please 

the outer suburbs is a popular way of 

putedl 	the' Queen 	City 	of 	Suicide. read several times. 
ending it all in Canberra. This, however, 

They've been doing it in style for years. Rccoinmeiidcd: 
is a long term approach to life's problems 

Most and requires a certain dedication. 
Reco,,,nzendi'd: •Go to a crowded bar, announce that blow it by getting divorced and moving 

•The traditional method was to eat at a you like trees and ask if you can count elsewhere. 
restaurant, 	but 	with 	the 	growing everybody's thumbs. •A suitable alternative to this costly and 
bourgeois influence, this is becoming •The 	most 	traditional 	Tasmanian time-consuming approach is to live in 
difficult. There are however, several eat- method, however, is to attack yourself Canberra, not get married and not buy a 
ing houses which still offer a suicide ser- with 	a 	been bottle. 	Get 	drunk and house in the suburbs. It's a cleaner way 
vice. S'ck local ad 	,c argumentative. 	Say 	things 	that 	will of dying. 

breathe 	Ibe into the old Nimrod 	'tELBOURNE favour and go and havea sticky. Ii's on 
- 	 ,lhatre on Belvoir Street, Sur' Hills. at the Colossus Hall, the second Tues- 

MitIt,Iii 	 Si 



BY LILt STARPERSON 

************************** 

A poet or [he P. 74" 
3)_ 	have decided that our Irinie 

Minister needs a Poet Laure- 
ate to inirnortalise his deeds 

\I and his galaxy of qualities 
--- and that he should appoint 

lth' to this position but even as I sit down 
to Irame my letter of application I note 
that Mr Ted Hughes' first composition as 
Britain's Poet Laureate, written to mark 
the christening of Prince Flarrv, has not 
been very well accepted by the common 
people of Britain. 

At the time of writing, Mr l-lughes has 
not yet been spat at in the streets and is 
still marginally more popular than Mr 
Arthur Scargill, the demagogic, hair-
piece-wearing union leader, but his first 
exertion has not been a hit. 

Mr Hughes' difficulties were predicta-
ble not only because most Britons would 
have preferred the plain but cunning 
Pam Ayres for the job but also because 
Hughes' predecessor, Sir John Betjc-
man, was an almost Ayresesque poet 
who wrote very approachable poems 
about visits to the seaside, public trans-
port, the weather, cabbages, tadpoles, 
disease, lust and socks and just about all 
the staple subjects of British working 
class conversation. 

Sir John, who always had an inordi-
nate dread of death but who yielded to 
the Bony Carkmaster last May, appeared 
on television a lot and even had some 01 

his poems set to very catchy music and 
released as phonograph recordings. 
Choosing, for the purposes of these 
recordings, to read them himself in his 
warm mumble rather than have them 
warbled and ranted by Kamahl, Michael 
Jackson or Boy George or sonic other 
crazed crooner, he became a kind of 
decaying pop star and became well 
known. I lis poems rhymed. 

Mr I lughes' poems seldom rhyme 
and, from a dip into his 'Selected Poems 
1957-1981', they appear to be about dark 
and difficult things like dead pigs, skulls 
and rabies. In his poems, people and ani-
mals do a great deal of bleeding. They do 
it out of doors in winds so sharp that 
they cut you and make you bleed and 
bleed and bleed. 

It is an odd thing that the British press 
has been particularly hard on Hughes' 
first work as Laureate, since one would 
expect that journalists, of all people, 
would be in a position to sympathise 
with someone whose job it is to write to 
order irrespective of whether the muse is 
upon him.  

by Ian Warden 

All newspaper journalists have had 
the experience of being told to write a 
"colour piece" about subjects which are 
intrinsically colourless (and on days 
when they are hitter or hung-over) and it 
cannot have been easy for Mr Hughes to 
pretend to be enthused and inspired by 
and to bang out 800 sparkling words 
about the christening of vet another 
dribbling, farting, caterwauling baby, a 
regal brat who will be housed and fed 
and educated sumptuously at the tax-
payer's expense. 

Her Majesty dotes on 
her corgis and cannot see that 

they look just like gross 
guinea pigs. 

Again, just as every journalist has had 
to write a "colour" piece about house-
hold pets, about budgies said by their 
owners to be capable of Max Gillies 
impersonations and about Weiniaraners 
stuck up telegraph poles Mr 11 ughes will 
be called, crc long, to write an epic poem 
marking the birth or death or the remar-
riage or some other significant event 
among the Queen's family of rebarhative 
corgis. Her Majesty dotes on her corgis 
and cannot see that they look just like 
gross guinea pigs. All journalists should 
have some sympathy with a man 
destined to have to write about them, 
although Hughes, having failed to create 
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the expectation that his poems will 
rhyme, will be spared the hellish task of 
finding something to rhyme with 'corgi'. 

There is strong evidence to suggest 
that Sir John Betjeman's death last Max' 
at the suspiciously early age of 93 was a 
suicide occasioned by the despair 
induced by Her Majesty's conirnission of 
one poeni celebrating the intellect of one 
prized royal mutt and another marking 
the keenly-awaited consummation of 
the relationship between two others 
who were prime breeding stock. 

I am reliably informed that sheets of 
paper, crushed to the size of aniseed 
balls by a tortured, agitated fist, were 
found in the wastepaper basket beside 
Sir John's body, and that on the sheets 
were found such desperate literary 
attempts as. 

go clever is this wondrous corgi 
He reads the plays of Maxim Gorki,,'...  
and also... 

The wedded bliss of these two corgis 
Rivals even Bess and I'orgi/'s. 

Wild scribbles of a goose quill (Sir John 
was a traditionalist) across these 
attempts, so violent that they sometimes 
slash through the paper, suggest that Sir 
John knew that they would not do. 

My informant says that Sir John, 
already drained by his exertions in writ-
ing a poem about the wedding of the 
tedious Prince of Wales and his gaunt, 
pink consort and by the order that his 
poems had to be so simple as to he coni-
prehensive to Captain Mark Phillips (a 
requirement that even A. A. Milne or 
Enid Blyton would have found it hard to 
satisfy) chose sudden death at his own 
hand rather than the completion of this 
impossible canine commission and the 
inevitable slow death by shame once the 
work was leaked to the world. 

Sir John was never, as far as I know, 
called upon to write about the sexuality 
of any members of the Royal Family and 
it may he that he found this frustrating 
too since I think that his greatest works 
were about male lust and what an irk-
some thing it is. When I come to power 
the appropriate Betjenian poems will 
become a compulsory component of 
women's studies courses everywhere 
since he is the only poet I know who rep-
resents male sexual combustibility as the 
curse and handicap that it is. 

Our sisters need to be told, and Sir 
John tells it like it is, that it i'. n Iii r 	I  

woutdi:'t you 'iv? t',un and Ju pill 
iii I h \uuu . i'veli your most b,'n t and har-
fetched sehienir's will succeed this 
mliii I h yours' thit' world's sweet heart, 
thu people's ctii'ice, Eiujtu', wtiile it 

Lii: Rochas is a Iu'rbi,t, 
u',jfe,, act iVt' pacifist a: id social 
gadaliout - a red-headed Aries 
with the moon in Klutz. 

So, you've survived till 1985. Quiti' 
frankly, it wasn't worth the effort 
Now you c,sn look forward to 14 years 
of political cat,iclvsms, cru mbli rig go' 
ernments, virulent mystery plagues, 
wrath-of-god rains and cities 1illd 
with drug-crazed runaways. 

Pluto, in Scorpio for the signiticant 
sum of 13 ','ears, ushers in an era of 
kanna drama: war, depressions. in-
fectious epidemics, ecological cata 
strophes (the second coming of the 
Crown of ihorns will dc'li'r the coup 
de grace to the Barrier Reef), entertain 
ment continuing to he provided by 
après-nuclear videoclips and rock 
bands called Corpse Grinders, Ex' 
ploited Scumbags From Hell, Scraping 
Fetus Off Wheel and Dead Boy In Mv 
Lap. 

And of course, there's Halley's 
Comet, at present somewhere beyond 
the orbit of Jupiter, growing ever 
brighter as it nears its rendezvous with 
the sun. (Throughout history the 
appearance of comets have coincided 
with times of crisis, blood and thun-
der, vast disasters, rack and ruin.) 

All good meats' stuff. Great configu-
rations for radical regeneration and for 
new spiritual mutants to rise up from 
the ashes. For the self-obsessed and 
those desperate for more specitic cele" 
tial assistance, apply the following. 
B, , im,' ,):auci. 

ARIES: With Mars and Venus, deities 
of love and violence, join th, present in 
the sign of hothead;, anyone wearing 
red underwear is courting coccyx 
shock. Expect bedroom brawls and 
embarrassing accidents. 

TAURUS: Do: to the influence of 
Saturn the Great Stabilizer, you may 
find your normal urge to inaction hoc-
dering on the catatonic. Not that this 
will stnke anyone as remarkable. 

. * 	1 11 	'It, 	 ") 
. 	 SAGI'fl'ARIUS: If you get a funny 	I / 	 // /  tee h ing  that things are closing in on 

'ou, It ss'ilh be because thing; are, in 
GEMINI: Hey, hey sweet twins, fact, closing in t,n you, On closer 
your,' rittisk Mercury sees to that - inspection you'll find things aren't as 
hut L s,utu'. :rphes you're a hu'u it to he had as thes seem. 'h'hev'rr' worse. 

indiscreet t o the point of mid lies;. 
'i ,iu'll tx Ito kv to escape by the skin of 
you r wit 

CANCER: Moon people are creature; 
&it many moods, tlt is month most ot 
the moods are trying. xi flee Neplo so. 
Lord of the waters, has it in for v's 
'Fli,tse born In fIsk ligii doist soti,iils 
give up e'..ik ". 'I.. H.f t, t 

LEO: You could coisie to power Ill,  

month, But once you're lord of all, volt 
dismay. Try not to at'u t ' vits it poxi this 
as did another under 'is iiii i. 

Mussolini). 

c ,  

VIRGO: Oh sanity, thy name is 
Virgo Why keep Irving to make fosI 
out of people? You won't improve iii 
nature. Things being what the' ,irc. 
you'd do is't'hl to remember 1hat 
nshtdv like', ,i 'tts,srt-ass. 

4 	J 

LIBRA: The tanious l_ibran inability lit 

say "No" may be rniscoiistnit'd this 
month. You'll he hotly pursued by 
two-legged problems and could easily 
lostt a limb betori' Veii ii', his her was' 
I:i g hi t tiack. 

SCORIuIO :  I 'Is.e.iire tv, iii hi' pt.'iiIi 
tul this montti sinse your taste in 
amusement is, to say the least, curl-
otis. Little wonder you bring out the 
latent Iongdi.stance runner in the 
objects of yt 'its' (i st? ,lttection. 

I s 

IVA 

ii 
tr, 

CAI'RI('ORN: G,',it" hive never hei'is 
ins isis br sustained tutlaruty of spirits 
a pity really, a seuis' 01 liii moLi I 

tiould have been it help right fli,'ty. 

1)i ru't for a moment xii ppo;e every 
stung's under control It's not hi' ,u long 
shot, 

AQUARI US: Well. tx'ehl water
, 

	lu1I 
sr.' 	the lotute'', ls'ik:ssg l'rettv I 

PISCLS: N-ter ury uii,ike; sure no-one 
ills hi,ul f a hr,uiii would trust you this 

niuuith ts'itts a gtuutd.l,ttskuisg rat, but 
u tiles;VOL' fausct' r,u t;, is'hi' worry? 
'tutu 'II tind many liii fll,uilx prepared to 
Cu ,nsirtu'r ,i tr'ts' vies's it I hsy ' ru 

iii an ,'hit,rt,listist' in,iniss's 

54 	 . 	 Riamna 	mcaum 	 11 
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Howtostart 
your Japan holiday 

on the right foot 
Congratulations. You've discovered the last of 
the worlds great holiday bargains. 

You're about to explore the possibilities 
of Japan: all its delicacy and drama, its contrast, 
its sheer ini iid -blinding beauty 

Well, consider this logic: 
To enjoy more of Japan, 

fly Japan. The sheer 
piea'ure of flying 

witli 
/ 	 \ir Lines  

is built on the very traditions that make Japan 
such a rewarding place to visit. 

But also, there are very practical reasons 
for choosing JAL to help you on your way 

Just ask your travel agent. 
About speaal-pnce packages only JAL 

can ofler: like the unique Thrift-stay and 
Japaneasy holidays. 

How you can cut hotel costs through 
JA1 own excellent hotel chain. 

About the remarkable Japan holiday 
rail-pass you can organise iight now And much 
much more. 

With JAL, the good things all start here. 

JAL gives you more 
of what you're 

going to Japan for. 

And there are more worldly reasons 

I , to fly JAL too. Did you know JAL'S 
I fleet of Jumbos is the world's most 

advanced? And will shortly be the woikL 
largest. Touching down somewhere in 

the world about every 4 minutes. 
It's too beautiful an Opportunity to inis: 

/ discover Japan before the rest of the world 
does. And discover one of the world's great 

(1IIIIT1CS at the same link. 

11s always a ileasure 

JAPAN AIR LINES 	W624 
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The man who's 
turning Surfers to a neon 
flashing Colditz, 

A man who's worked 
for years to achieve his 
great design, 

And given just a little 
time, restore the 
Brisbane Line... 

To steal a march on 
those today who wish 
him luck and health 

I'd like to say I've 
long admired his open-
handed stealth. 

The fact that he will 
still go on gives 
Nationals much relief, 

And if they strike oil 
off the coast he'll outlast 
the Barrier Reef. 

byjimPike. 
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I s actress Greta Scacchj the 
Yoko Ono of the now 

defunct Split Enz? Well may 
you ask. Perhaps that's pla-
cing too much importance on 
the immigrant Aussie girl 
from 'Heat and Dust'? 

A little known fact about 
the band's ending is that lead 
singer Tim Finn is a true 
romantic. He went to Europe 
to promote his successful solo 
album 'Escapade', fell in love 
with Greta and told the folks 
back home the gig was off. 

Between films lie's in 
domestic bliss in his deco 
house in Melbourne's 'Borscht 
Belt' suburb of Caulfield 
where he and Greta are often 
seen carousing in his immacu-
late black Zephyr car. Musical 
differences were officially 
cited as a reason for the band's 
'Breakage'. 

Never mind, their demise is 
only a faint memory now that 
the stampede from the North-
ern Hemisphere has begun. 

When the snow is falling 
(we're talking weather here) 
in the United Kingdom and 
America, rest assured that the 
big names of rock music will 
be clambering to tour the 
sunny spots of Australia. 
They're thick on the ground at 
the moment and Australia is 
starting to look like a rest and 
recreation convention centre. 
The names started appearing 
early and will go right 
through to March and April 
when the dirtiest of the U.S. 
rock legends, Neil Young 
lands. Some of the best have 
already been. 

It started with Eric 'Used to 
he God' Clapton. The diminu-
tive Brit guitarist, who ran off 
with George Harrison's wife, 
looked tanned, slim and 
handsome On his trip, espe-
cially next to Brett Whitelcy 
who seemed to have gone on 
tour with the group as lie did 
with buddies Dire Straits in 
the past. Does this mean he'll 
do the next album cover? 

But old 'slow hand' Clapton 
certainly hasn't lost his touch. 

His craftsmanship made an 
interesting comparison with 
little known U.S. guitarist 
Stevie Ray Vaughan when he 
recently packed concert halls 
around the country. If Eric 
and Stevie didn't draw the 
hippies from the woods then 
Van Morrison will when he 
arrives this month. 

And if you missed John Rot-
ten and Public Image Limited 
in December, trankly, you 
deserve an hour with Tom 
Jones. Rotten, with all the 
confidence of a sex pistol who 
used to vomit on airline pas-
sengers and all the charm of a 
brick wall, although some-
what pudgier, glared down at 
his Melbourne audience and 
said 'You'll take what you get 
and be grateful'. It seems a 
head hanger at the front asked 
him to play 1 still call 
Australia I-Ionic' (or is it by 
'phone). 

Likewise, Lou Reed, 42 (the 
man who late in life disco-
vered real women) has com-
pleted his stint in the sun. 'I 
don't answer anything that 
has to do with my personal 
life,' says Lou. Now, also off 
alcohol and men, we're pre-
dicting that on his next tour 
Lou's great quote Will he 'I 
want to he left alone'. 

And the hits kept coming. 
Who wears tight green cords, 
black leggings on top, a 
}Lawaiian shirt, a red beret 
and long thinning hair on 
stage in the 1980s? You're 
right, former Eagle, Joe 'It's A 
"Rocky Mountain Way" 
Walsh. Delving anything 
Yam,i moto or Borich may say 
about fashion, Walsh seems 
to have found his style and is 
sticking to it. He was the only 
man in tight pants when he 
performed with 'The Party 
Boys' a casual outfit which, on 
this tour featured Oz Rock's 
Big Boy, Marc Hunter and 
Kevin Borich. The band 
played 'Life in the Fast Lane', 
'Rocky Mountain Way' and 
'l.ife's Been Good to Me'. Wal-
shy gave it his all. 

Malfirip 

K avanagh : fat man, butloon, 
incompetent, liar, adulterer, 
cuckold, cuckold , cuckold .. .  

his conic potential seems 
enormous. Yet he remains for 

an alme't interminable time an enigma, 
a maii of mystery who puzzles, frightens 
and defeats us all. He is Gresham's Law 
personified, the worst of bad managers 
driving out good . . . he has solved 
Camus' riddle, has equated himself 
firmly and finally with absurdity, and 
lives in apparent harmony with his own 
mad world. 

The essence of a joke, the kernel, is 
stasis. Never the pie in flight but the face 
emerging, frozen and incredulous, from 
the receding tides of custard; never the 
banana-skin itself, the skidding heel, the 
flailing limbs, but the bump, the thud, 
the moment when all motion ceases and 
the ultimate rictus is nailed to the fea-
tures. We watch the pratfall, see the legs 
whipped away; wait for the spasm of 
agoriised surprise, the bruised buttocks, 
the cracked coccyx. 

But sometimes we are disappointed. 
Instead of the exquisite humour of pain 
and indignity we are confronted by some 

n incomprehesible gymnastics, a rolling 
hreakfall, a rapid backward somersault. 
And the joke, at the very moment of par-
turition, is aborted; motion continues, 
laughter is soured. 

Kavanagh' s progress through the 
company is one long and unresolved 
joke. The man is a clown, yet lie refuses 
to play his part. Because lie stays for ever 
in motion, never pauses, never stops; 
moves without interruption from one 
disaster to another, the somersault 
turned to a soft-shoe shuffle, the custard 
torn to phantom loam by the wind of his 
passage. And we cannot laugh, the joke 
cannot finish, until he stops moving, 
comes finally to rest. 

He comes to us barely announced, 
trailing an aura of tropical heat, of 
saltpans and windmills and vast red dis-
tances. It is late winter, and snow still 
eli ng to the ledges of the mountain 

MaflurL' 

by James Mc Queen 

above our small town. But Kavanagh 
blusters into our chills and sleets in a 
short-sleeved shirt, his belly bulging 
over his shorts, his pudgy brown face 
and round spaniel eyes cheerful and 
ingratiating. The last Maintenance Man-
ager has fled suddenly to the city, 
unhinged by our isolation and the ser-
vilities of our serfdom to the towers of 
Circular Quay. Kavanagh, tanned and 
hare-thighed, has conic to take his place. 
We watch him covertly, grinning slyly at 
each other, waiting for the goosepimples 
to attack, for the quick retreat to the heat-
ers of his tiny office. 

But instead we are forced to watch 
Kavanagh cheerfully ankle-deep in the 
slush of the yard, the polar winds stir-
ring his sparse black hair; to watch as he 
wanders, unfeeling, through the cold 
mill, the workshops, the frigid tunnels of 
the store. And never a shiver, never a 
goosepiniple. 

We hear that his office windows have 
been opened, the heaters turned off. 
And never, never, do we see him wear a 
sweater, a jacket. True, he begins to 
wear slacks, but we suspect that it is 
more a compromise with local custom 
than a surrender to the temperature. 

A certain mystery surrounds 
Kavanagh's appointment. There have 
been no advertisements in the national 
papers, no visits, no interviews. He 
appears suddenly, preceded only by a 
brief telex. Even The Boss seems to know 
very little; he is certainly uncommunica-
tive, even a little disgruntled. We fancy 
that the appointment has been made 
wi tliout his consultation. 

We meet Kavanagh regularly, all the 
Department 1-leads. Each day we lunch 
together in the conference room, pro-
ceeding from sandwiches and coffee to 
cigarettes and business. Our small dcci-
Sions are niade, most of them, then. 
Kavanagh, at our meetings, seems talka-
tive enough, but strangely unconi-
municative. But we learn certain mini- 

ma! facts. His wife and daughter will 
arrive soon to join him; his son, studying 
at the university, will not; the daughter 
will work as a typist in the general office. 
And we find out, by observation, that 
Kavanagh doesn't mind getting his 
hands dirty on the job. Indeed, there 
have been mild complaints already from 
the union representatives. 

B ut, for all his eager energy, 
there is something about 
Kavanagh that leaves us a little 
uneasy. We are mildly repel-

led by the blubbery frame, the over-
frank gaze, the loud and wheedling 
voice; Kavanagh tries too hard, laughs 
too loudly at the wrong jokes, ignores 
too blatantly his own faux pas, rides a 
little too easily over his own embarrass-
ments. We all feet a kind of expectancy, 
almost an apprehension, sense that at 
any moment he may do something so 
outrageous that the foolinsidewill stand 
revealed to the world . 

And we wonder about his family. 
What will they be, the women? Stringy, 
bucktoothed, sunhleached bags? Obese 
nonentities? What kind of creatures, we 
ask ourselves, would find themselves 
allied, matrimonially or genetically, with 
Kavanagh? 

Their arrival immediately silences our 
sniggerings, for they are both beauties, 
nothing less. The daughter, Kathy, who 
finds her way to a typewriter in my 
department, is tall, slim, blonde, 
intimidating exquisite. She is too good to 
be true, I know immediately that she will 
not last. So I console myself with furtive 
and cunning glances down her front, up 
her dress. .. ah, those sniooth olive 
thighs 

At forty, her mother Veronica, is 
hardly less attractive. She is mature, self-
possessed, with beauty firmly set in her 
hones. 

These twin miracles, adjunct and pro-
duct of Kavanagh's overhung loins, daz-
zle us completely. 

And deepen oursuspicion of 
Kavanagh. - 

Ru 

They were lighting up 
the candles 

Up there round 
Queensland way, 

Cause Joh Bjelke 
Petersen was 74 that 
day. 

There across the 
border he's the man they 
think they need, 

The man once voted 
back in school most 
likely to secede. 

The man who fought 
the unions, on crises 
stood alone, 

The man who made it 
somewhere Queen 
Victoria could call home. 

The man who saw the 
nation's wealth and 
promptly up and sold it, 



O scar ¼'ilde would 
have been enchanted 
with the flos'er hut- 

ton holes sported by all the 
guests at the party given by 
Greek Ambassador Alexan-
den Bavenas and his wife 
Frolica, who is as pretty and 
charming as her name sug-
gests. 

By using four flower var-
ieties - pink roses, white 
daisies, blue hydrangeas and 
orange marigolds they dix'-
ided guests into teams for a 
duplicate bridge tournament. 

What, with illustrious guests 
and icy brandy Alexanders 
plied by the butler it was a 
heady occasion. 

The host put me into a slam 
contract in hearts against the 
formidable opposition ofTalat 
Husain wife of the Pakistan 
Ambassador and Major Geii-
eral Laurie O'Donnell. The 
General has been posted to 
take over Eastern Command. 
His fetching, blond wife June 
is excited about living in the 
beautiful old house in Victoria 
Barracks. 

Other players and stayers at 
the party which went on into 
the witching hours included 
that decorative pair Dr Enrico 
Taglietti and Francesca who 
must surely be one of the most 
elegant women here. Wearing 
timeless black and white she 
added an old Victorian muff 
chain from which hung her 
lorgnette. 

At the end of play at the 
Greek Embassy Frolica pre-
sented prizes to the winning 
team and I scored a beaded 
leather belt. 

As we left I said to the 
Ambassador and host "See 
you at tennis on Sunday". 

"No, I will he away," he 
replied. 

"Oh, anywhere interest-
ing?" 

"The South Pole" he 
answered with the same non-
chalance of a housevife off to 
the Fyshwick markets. 
1-leld in the garden of the 
Chancery, the nature of the 
farewell party for the Dean of 
the Australian diplomatic 
corps, Sir Laurie Francis and 
his clever, artist wife Heather, 
attested to the popularity of 
the couple. 

VIPs galore nibbled on the 
delicious NZ food; mussels 
nestling in silvery shells, 
lobsters succulent in cases 
and other tithits. 

We arrived with Sir Harold 
and Lady White 

Lovely Luicia Carresse, 
wife of the Charge D'Affairs 
of Uruguay sparkled in 
emerald green hung with 
chains. One of the pendants 
held a lucky bean her mother 
found washed up on the At-
lantic seabord. Another held a 
modernistic version of her 
country's coat of arms. 

A large group surrounded 
former Labor politician Fred 
Daly, who was escorting his 
daughter Margaret. Fred and 
Sir Laurie are both a familiar 
sight at the National Press 
Club. They share a penchant 
for the pokie machine. 

Congratulations galore for 
beautiful blonde, Anna Men-
mee, wife of the French 
Ambassador, who has been 
named one of the country's 
ten best dressed women. 

Anna and Jean Bernard did 
not stay long, positively flew 
back to their Embassy high on 
the hill overlooking the lake to 
do a quick change into black 
tie and lull ball gown hit to 
host a dinner dance as a 
farewell to the Francis. 

- eridge 

Soon there is more luel to fire our 
smouldering conjectures. For Kavanagh 
embarks ()fl a series of dreadful mis-
takes. All our alarm circuits are to be 
extended by half a mile. Kavanagh 
supervises. A trench is dug, eight 
hundred yards of pipe is laid, covered, 
wires drawn through. Then panic. There 
are insufficient conductors for the cir-
cuits, the pipe is too small. The trench is 
reopened, the pipe disinterred and 
replaced by a larger one, the trench 
covered once more. Still too few wires. 
Finally, a raised pipeway is run the full 
half mile above ground to carry the extra 
circuits, an absurd viaduct, a visible 
monument to Kavanagh's inefficiency. 

Through it all, strangely, Kavanali 
seems no more than mildly concernt'd. 
He shakes his head, shrugs his shoul-
ders, dismisses the disaster. We wait, 
gloating a little, for the monthly cost 
meeting, wait for The Boss's inevitable 
blast. But the meeting comes, and... 
nothing. The Boss grumbles a little, mut-
ters at Kavanagh's lame excuses, lets it 
go. 

Our wonder and suspicion deepen; is 
Kavanagh protected by the Board? Has 
he some dirt on the Chairman, a genuine 
Sir? If not, what restrains the hatchet-
men of Head Office? 

We can find no answers. And the line 
between farce and the first hints of. 
fear' ... seem suddenly unclear. After 
all, Hitler seemed once a clown 

W e notice in Kavanagh a 
frightening disregard for 
rules, written and unwrit-
ten There is the matter of 

his car. We all have them, plain sand-
coloured Holdens. They are self-con-
sciously uniform; no frills, no acces-
sories; identical, interchangeable, and 
reserved strictly for business. But soon, 
mysteriously, Kavanagh's car sprouts 
radio aerial, wind deflectors, radial 
tyres, air-conditioning. More, he drives 
it to the golf course, the supermarket, 
the pub. And only The Boss, in his Mer-
cedes may do that. 

Again, nothing happens. 
And we are confronted each day by 

the liquid eyes, the spurious honesty of 
Kavanagh's moon face. He seems so 
anxious to please us, to he liked. Only 
mention the need for a towbar, a kids' 
swing, an incinerator.., and it is done. 
No nonsense about foreign jobs., no sub-
terfuge, no cover-up; it is all done in the 
workshops, openly, delivered by 
maintenance truck direct to backyard. 
Only the expense is concealed in the 
workshop costs. He begs, pleads almost, 
for the chance to do us these small 
favours...  

When he is confronted, as he occa-
sionally is, with exposed transgressions, 
Kavanagh lies - lies shamelessly, 
openly, outrageously. When his lie is 
sheeted home, he lies again; that lie 

He seenis committed to 
falsity as firmlij as others 

mightbe committedto bridge 
or necroplilia. 

exposed, another spills out, as ingenious 
and unconvincing as the first. His lies are 
convoluted, circumstantial, sincere. In 
his way he is most admirable. He has no 
special targets; he lies to everyone, about 
everyone, indiscriminately. He seems 
committed to falsity as firmly as others 
might be committed to bridge or necro-
philia. 

Kathy, bored, soon tires of the 
dullness of our office and 
leaves for the city. It is hardly 
unexpected, but I am sad- 

dened by the departure of those deli-
cious legs. Veronica, however, seems 
content enough. She shops, plays golf, 
joins the craft association, gives parties. 
An admirable wife. Ah, if any of us had 
a wife of such excellence we might even 
aspire, ultimately, to The Boss's job. Not 
Kavanagh, though, that is unthinkable. 
For the truth is out. One of the itinerant 
tradesmen has recognised him, and the 
news has spread quickly; Kavanagh is no 
engineer at all, merely a fitter and turner. 
There are shaking heads, knowing 
looks. We are certain that this massive 
self-promotion, this enormity of step-
ping without formality into the ranks of 
the professionals, will be challenged. 
The Boss will act now 

The Boss, of course, always knows 
things before we do; sometimes, it 
seems, before they even happen. But 
time passes, and he does nothing. The 
headshakings are worried now. What is 
it? Is Kavanagh the Chairman's bastard? 
A cousin of the Major Shareholder's Mis-
tress? Nothing seems too outlandish. 

We remain convinced, though, that it 
cannot last. One day he will be forced to 
halt, he will stop, be stunned somehow 
into stillness. Then the penny will drop; 
he will be disgraced, humiliated, shat 
upon. And we will he able to laugh... 

So we wait, wait. 
It is the immaculate Veronica, amaz-

ingly, who provides us with sudden 
hope. We come to work one cold spring 
morning to learn that she has eloped 
with a hairy brute of a millhand ten years 
her junior. The two of them are suddenly 
gone, disappeared, run off... We hear 
that they have gone to Burra, Mount 
Morgan, Mount Newman, Gladstone 

somewhere. The rumours are posi-
tive, though vague; they are disposed of, 
extracted with complete finality from 
Kavanagh's life. 

We offer our silent and hypocritical 
sympathy to Kavanagh. For now, in the 
face of this disgrace, this horned embar-
rassment, his balloon must burst, he 
must collapse, at last, into the inevitable  

figure of fun. He must . . 
We feel entitled, after all, to expect a 

certain standard of behaviour from a cuc-
kold. There is roOm for variation, of 
course; he may bluster, rage, threaten, 
may grit his teeth, bear his shame in 
silence; may even smile a little, sadly, 
wanly. l'here is a certain minimal hon-
Our to be salvaged from the cm-
cumstances. And we expect that 
Kavanagh will comply with the prop-
rieties. And we are ready with our subtle 
scorn. 

But again, Kavanagh confuses us. His 
transparent dishonesty, his doggy affa-
bility, is turned overnight into embarras-
sing confidentiality; he corners us, 
jointly and severally, and pours out his 
troubles; gives vividly shameless details 
of the adulteries, the domestic perfidies. 
He dredges for our synipathy disgust-
ingly, and we begin to avoid him. 

Shunned by his peers, he takes to 
manoeuvering the office girls into cor-
ners, retailing again and again the sordid 
trivia, his own plight, the sad injustice of 
it all; and we suspect that he may be 
seeking not only sympathy but sex. And 
we are by no means sure that our girls 
are proof against his portly impor-
Unities. 

Even so, we are prepared, in decency, 
to forget the whole business, to over-
look, to ignore; to let Kavanagh get 
down to the unhappy business of resettl-
ing himself in a respectable bachelor 
lifestyle. But he will not let us go. He 
drags it on, drags it out, his performance 
continues, days turn into weeks.., he 
seems to be demanding our scorn, 
beseeching our contempt. 

But now there are certain other mat-
ters which engage ourattention. Matters 
of highest policy, matters deliberated at 
our lunchtime meetings, have suddenly 
become common knowledge, bruited 
about by bookkeepers and chainmen, 
discussed in the typing pool and the 
toolroom, the showers and the company 
buses. The Boss is grim and silent. And 
we begin, each of us, to worry a little. An 
unguarded word perhaps... our own 
subordinates, can we trust them? We 
have all, tempted by vanity, been guilty 
at times of minor indiscretions. 

So we are worried. And cunningly, 
independent of each other, we begin to 
fly kites, to plant rumours, and to watch 
for the telltale traces to surface. 

And soon we find that they are surfac-
ing - all of them - in the Drawing Office. 
And that is Kavanagh's territory. Can 
Kavanagh be unburdening himself of 
our secrets to his junior staff, the 
draftsmen and file clerks? Surely, we tell 
ourselves, not even Kavanagh... 

The answer is supplied, not by our 
espionage, but by the gossip of the 
bridge club. An early riser among the 
bridge players has seen a lady leaving 
Kavanagh's house in the dawn. 
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Matilda cannot be all seeing and all hearing and therefore wel-
comes authentic foot-in-mouth contributions for which we'll 
reward you (if we use (hem and if you're the first to get them to 
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You can't walk on water with teet of c!ai/ ui 1/iou! losui' qour 
stature. 	 Andrew Peacock. 

The only ulay A ustralia can bebeaten is if f/wi/ beat t/ie,iiselt'es. 
Gordon Bray. 

You've got to be where the ball is to take the cat cli. 
Max Walker. 

I am sick and bloodil tired of having mij noun' dropped like 
con fetti by people fri/lug to pus/i their own harrows. 

Neville Wran. 

Canberra is fast becoming the political capital of Australia. 
ABC reporter introducing Matilda Editor. 

Tennis requires a lot oflak'ral ini,zx'uient and for that reason it's 
smaller for the easier man It) /0 that 

John Newcombe. 

I just had to s/iou' You a little bit at u/iat imoiere about to set'. 
Ian 'Molly' Meldrum. 

************************** 

the 	Queensland 	police 
department's public relations 
branch before his resignation 
last November. His job 
involved the handling of a 
crime prevention campaign 
and lecturing to Queensland 
:hool children about such 
li.ngs as "stranger danger". 

also appeared on a 
iiiimbp-of children's televi-
'ion shows where his role was 
to advise on safety issues for 
children. 

Of course, it's now old 
DAVE MOORE, the 29-year- news that BILL HURREY-the 
old former Queensland ABC radio announcer in Bris-
policeman currently facing bane is also facing charges 
charges of unlawfully and involving boys. But goodness 
indecently assaulting boys gracious me, now I hear that 
under the age of 16, was prob- JOH and his men are. more 
ably the most popular and than a trifle worried about a 
widely recognised member of politician, his predilictions 

and the gossip. Seems to he 
causing a few heart flutters in 
the Deep North. 
It excited my correspondent 

in Brisbane so much that he 
wrote of pillars of society - the 
legal fraternity, the media, 
sportsmen, the political soci-
ety - being involved in a pro-
curement, photogra phy/por-
nography, shock, horror, 
scandal ring. Goodness gra- 
CiOUS me. 

I hear that all is not well 
with the Australian Institute 
of Political Science, an organi-
sation advertised as being "an 
independent body... not cOn-
nected with any political 
party". 

Recent times have seen the 
resignation of three directors 
in Victoria (Senator Gareth 
Evans, Race Mathews and Dr. 
Jocelynne Scutt), leaving the 
Melbourne branch dominated 
by members or would be 
members of the Liberal Par-
liamentary Party, and techni-
cians of the Fraser years. So I 
suppose it comes as no Sur-
prise to find that Malcolm is to 
he given a platform from 
which to make a new run for 
the Liberal Party leadership - 
that being a seminar orga-
nised by the AlPS to he held at 
the Melbourne Arts Centre in 
July/August 1985. 

The subject? The highly 
party-political states' rights 
question. Fraser's fellow 
speakers? Such illustrious 
names as John Elliott, Hugh 
Morgan, John Stone and Robin 
Gray. 

Young Malcolm's role will 
he that of "summing up", an 
exacting role filled at past con-
ferences by Professor Ronald 
Sackville, Dr. Peter Willenski 
and E)r. Anne Summers, each 
renowned for flair, oratorical 
ability and intellectual stand-
ing - strange hedfellows 
indeed. 

Makes me wonder how long 
the "independence" of the 
Institute can be touted. 

America sure is a lively little 
place. Statistics passed onto 
old Dinky Di show that in one 
day: 
• Almost 6,000 teenagers 
have sexual intercourse for 
the first time. 
• Some 2,200 Americans dis-
cover they have cancer. 
• They throw out 2,000,000 
tonnes of garbage. 

• Iwo American public 
officers are indicted on 
charges of corruption. 
• Dogs bite 20 postpeople. 
• Fwo hundred women have 
their breasts enlarged, 90 
have their breasts reduced, 
and a total of 35 have their 
breasts lifted or aimed in some 
other direction. 
• Sixty people desert the 
rnilitaiy and almost 200 go 
AWOL. 

Young GERALDINE, young 
GERALDINE, my poor little 
fingers are worked to the bone 
updating gossip about you. 
Have a heart, darling, use 
your very good relations with 
ABC's IAN CARROLL to get 
THE NATIONAL really roll-
ing and keep yourname out of 
the crowd I mix with. 

I heard about your personal 
difficulties from an ABC 
News journalist - you'll he 
horrified to hear. And then it 
was your producer fellow 
IAN CARROL, who came in 
for it next. And this was from 
one of those odious advertis-
ing people! Yes GERALDINE, 
he muttered something of 
some of the chaps at the ABC 
gossiping about the overtime 
that both IAN and you were 
said to he doing. 

Then the wretch talked 
about Ian's separation from 
his wife last year and 
friendship with JLJbI STACK, 
La Stupenda of the ABC Sec-
retariat, reputedly the sec-
ond-most-powerful person in 
the ABC after GEOFFREY 
Wi i ITEN FAD. 

But keep above it all dar-
ling. After all, it's only human 
to pursue happiness. I'll try to 
have some more good advice 
next month. 

I picked it up from the Can-
berra Times who picked it up 
from someone else, but I'll 
print it in the interests of toilet 
huniour. 

WHEN a petrol thief tried 
his "craft" from a parked cam-
pervan in New Zealand 
recently he got a higher 
octane than he bargained for. 
A couple arose in the morning 
to find that someone had been 
sick beside the van and a hose 
was hanging from one of the 
tanks - the portable septic 
tank. 

We speak discreetly to the Design 
Engineer, a neighbour of Kavanagh's, 
and the Design Engineer begins sitting 
"p in his living room each night like a 
white hunter in a machan, vaiting for 
the sun, and game. 

In the end his patience is rewarded, 
and another part of the puzzle is solved. 

F ive-thirty on an early summer 
morning, and the back door of 
Kavanagh's par-bald brown 
dome protudes brietly, is with- 

drawn, and a lady slips out, scurries 
down the drive, trots away down the 
deserted street. 

It is Vera, a clerk from the Drawing 
Office, a widow in her late thirties. 

We are aghast, disgusted. Our grave 
deliberations, (11.1 r .veighty decisions, 
have been perverted by Kavanagh into 
the trivia of pillow talk. And with a sub-
ordinate. Now, now we are sure, 
Kavanagh must come finally to rest, he 
pinned by this ultimate indiscretion. 

So again we wait. Wait for news to 
reach The Boss. In the meantime, we 
look more closely at Vera. She is a rather 
strings' blond with shifty hrown eyes, an 
ingratiating but somehov intimidating 
smile. Personally, although she is not 
ugly, I find her repellent; but here con-
nections with Kavanagh may have pre-
judiced me a little, I admit. Her daugh-
ter, just arri'ed from the city to join her, 
is an almost exact replica. 

So we wait, and watch The Boss. The 
talk at our lunchtime meetings is a little 
more guarded. But not much so. The 
Boss has little use for circumlocutions, 
either he speaks out or is silent, and for 
our jart we are sure that Kavanagh will 
not he with us for much longer. 

So we wait, vait. 
And nothing happens. Nothing. 

Nothing happens. 
Or rather, something happens, but 

hardly what we have been expecting. 
For instead of sudden reprisals, the 
ignominious chopper, strange things 
begin to happen in the Drawing Office; 
small hints of new pressures, like ripples 
from a dropped pebble, start to undulate 
outward through the pond of 
Kavanagh's department. I lints are drop-
ped, suggestions made, small sanctions 
invoked; directions are subtly changed, 
staff reorga nised; favou rites rewarded, 
enemies punished. Vera's favourites, 
Vera's enemies. 

The clown is no longer a clown, it 
seems, but a puppet; God knows what 
strange rituals Kavanagh's bedroom has 
seen during the shortening nights. 

Events seem to he moving with 
implacable inevitability. Vera admits 
coyly one da y  that she and Kavanagh are 
to he married. As soon as the legal 
arrangements are made... 

There are sudden and massive realign-
merits of allegiance in Kavanagh's 
department. A Department i-lead's mis- 

MUIIda 

The Chief Surz'etor gets 
drunk at a party, gooses 

Vera, and is sacked. 

tress is one thing, a wife another 
entirely. Vera, at the centre of it all, is 
smug. She no longer even pretends to 
work, but wanders idly about, hinting, 
planting suggestions, raising eyeh-
rows ...  

And there is nothing we can do. The 
joke will never happen, he will never 
stop... Wegiveup. 

The Sales Manager decides to transfer, 
the Assistant Engineer resigns. 

Kavanagh rips out a coffee machine 
from the workshop crib-room and 
plunges us into a three-week strike. He 
is not even reprimanded. 

The Chief Surveyor gets drunk at a 
party, gooses \'era, and is sacked. 

The Employment Officerexposes him-
self to the Post Mistress on the eighth 
green of the golf course, and enters a 
sanitorium. 

Kavanagh stands for the local council, 
and is tipped for a shoo-in. 

I think of resigning, but remember my 
si_i pera I) riUO tion. 

T he character, the whole struc-
ture, of our happy little corn-
pany, our very lives, has 
changed. We are at the mercy 

of a fugitive from a Ben Turpin movie. 
The summer sun mocks our despera-

tion. What can we do? Nothing. 
Kavanagh, it seems, is impregnable. 

But Kavanagh has never read the 
Greeks, has never heard, even, of huh-
us. And we are already in the process, 
although we do not know it, of being 
saved. And our salvation comes, not 
from intrigue or confrontation, hut 
through the agency of the humble 
gonococcus, its fateful travel already 
begun. 

The vector, as it were, ofour salvation, 
is Kevin, The Boss's son; a largeand pre-
cocious youth spending a year between 
high school and universitv as a trades-
man's assistant. 

I learn the news from my wife. She 
plays bridge with the Electrician's wife, 
who is a nurse and works for the local 
doctor. And the doctor, it seems, has 
been called upon to treat Kevin for a cer-
tain social complaint. In accordance with 
law, and his own curiosity, the doctor 
has identified the source of Kevin's 
tribulation. Who, but the daughter of 
Vera, recently arrived from the met-
ropolitan world Of vice and veneral afflic-
tions? 

The Boss, of course, knows. And still 
he is silent. 

But the gonococcus has not yet corn-
pleted its odyssey. Indeed, it has barely 
started. 

For within a week the Electrician's 
wife reports that a further supply of 
penicillin has been broken out; and this 
times has to be pumped into the plump 
buttocks of Kavanagh himself. Under 
some pressure Kavanagh too has iden-
tified his contact. It seems that lie has, 
oddly, an unexpected virtue; he is con-
stant. His sole dalliance has been with 
Vera. The doctor, we learn, has quizzed 
the indignant Vera. She too insists that 
she has been - if not chaste - at least 
faithful. It must, she claims, have been a 
lavatory seat ... 

But the doctor is unconvinced. And it 
is a small town. The next time that Kevin 
is stretched prone the doctor, needle 
poised, interrogates him further. And 
the boy, uncertain, a little vain perhaps, 
admits it all: he has scooped the pool, 
enjoyed the daughter and aspired in due 
course to the mother. 

There is now, of course, no question of 
secrecy; the word is out. Kevin finds 
himself suddenly and unexpectedly a 
hero. Vera is off work with influenza. 
I-Icr daughter has departed once again 
for the city. 

Kava nagh, cuckolded again, cuc-
kolded by The Boss's own son, the 
goriococci swarming his thick veins, tries 
to bluff it out. 

We laugh openly at him. 
lie hlenches, but hangs on. 
The Boss himself, with savage relish, 

laughs at him. 
Kavanagh grits his teeth, the brown 

eyes S1Cni to flicker at last with uncer-
taints'. But still he will not give up. 

A day passes, two, three. Is it possible 
that he can ride even the massive wave 
of ou r tota I derision? 

It is Aifredo, the dwarfed and misan-
thropic cleaner, who breaks Kavanagh. 
Alone, heroically, he cuts the last thread 
that binds Kavanagh. Alone, heroically, 
he cuts the last threat that hinds 
Kavanagh to the turning wheel. 

The Production Engineer, always first 
at work, discovers it. He is waiting for 
me, leads me eagerly to the staff 
lavatories. There, on the door of the last 
cubicle, is nailed - nailed - a great yellow 
hoard letteted in cen!aet'mis scarlet: 

A 

There are no somersaults. no break-
falls left. By lunchtime Kavanagh is 
gone, his office hurriedly cleared, his 
parking space empty. We never see him 
again. Alfredo is given generously of 
whiskey in The Boss's office, and a 
month's special paid leave. 

The joke - at last, at last - has hap-
pened. 

F,! 
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by Robyn Davidson 

W hat we need in this country (amongst many other 
things) is something irreverent and rude. Some-
thing to worry the ankles of the Big Folk. Basically, 
the trouble with much of the youth of today is 

that they've no disrespect for their elders. 
They're becoming Charismatics and accountants and they're 

voting for Reagan. They admire our Prime Minister. They buy 
pig-skin brief cases in which to carry their economics lecture 
notes. They follow the Pope's edicts. They are young fogeys. 

The \'ery words Irreverence and Rudeness conjure up nostal-
gia for a time past - intensity, excitement, questioning, hope, 
innocence, bad but plentiful sex, and the easy living and fine 
economic weather which made it all possible. A time when 
ideas flitted like butterflies cross-pollinating cultural flowers. 

And here we are, a decade on, supposedly reaping the 
benefits., but in fact, weeping from the spoils. 

Suddenly, the notion that new ideas fertilize thought has 
turned flipside. In the 80's, if you listen to other ideas, you risk 
polluting your own. It's as if the Pope had outlawed the enjoy-
ment of social intercourse as well. 

Us sexualh-iibera ted girls were 
required to put out for the Left 

and remenber how we feared we were 
frigid if we didn't enjoy it. 

World leaders are, as usual, getting away with murder. 
We are bombarded daily with 'terrible news', into which we 

plunge our sentiments before changing the channel. We sac-
rifice nothing, yet feel we have done something by feeling, 
momentarily, bad. But where is the outrage that might lead to 
action? Split into a million ineffective filaments, frayed into the 
disarray of bickering factions, diluted by dangerous new-age 
philosophies. 

Here in Australia, we have left the running of the joint to a 
consensus of crooks. Young fogeys reign supreme. 

Where does all the energy for dissent go? Well, it goes into 
becoming one of Bhagwan's orange people, putting on rubber 
surgical gloves and denying the concept of privilege. It goes 
into owning your own life and pissing all over everyone else's, 
because after all, they Chose it. It goes into doing EST so that 
you don't have to feel guilty any more for being immoral. And 
when you extend these ideas out to global size, you find that the 
Third World somehow deserves what it gets, that we're not rid-
ing on their backs, that it's not true that we can lead the good life 
precisely because they can't, no, not at all. It's karma, man. 

On the dangerous edge to New Age thinking, how I revel 
against it, though I hasten to add that I'm as flakey as the next 
person. I've had my horoscope done, I've been rolfed, I stand 
on my head, I squirt herbal tinctures down my throat, I subject 
myself to self-improvement too. It was with great relief that I 
left the tradition which required me to smoke and drink a 
much as possible; to wear a perpetual scowl and feel very nega-
tive, all the time, about the world, yet with monumentai 
schizophrenia, believe that the world was being changed for 
the better by my efforts,- which enjoyed argument rather than 
discussion; which constantly judged others, not by whethei 
they were kind, or decent, but by whether the y  had 'good poli-
tics' or not. I remember well how people strutted their gooLH 

politics like so much stuff. A marvellous defence, a perfect u 
in a world of us and them. 

Yet, many left these dogmas behind, to jump into new-age 
dogmas. And when these ideologies lead to a lack of analysis, 
when they disempower people by isolating them in little ponds 
where they think they are discovering things for the first time, 
when they divorce the individual from society and take mdi-
vidual endeavour out of its context of privilege or lack thereof. 
When they make people malleable, when they stifle question-
ing and discourage thought, it is time to shake healthy, sugar-
free bodies till cavity-free teeth rattle, because what we are so 
desperately in need of at this moment, is good hard Thinking, 
passe though it may be. 

Goodness, I had no idea I was so angry. I am running the risk 
of having tomatoes thrown at me by the crowds gathered 
around my soap-box. Well hell, I'm just owning my anger after 
all. 

The sound which most characterizes this decade is that of a 
myriad babies going out with vast quantities of bath water. For 
example: Remember how, back when us sexually-liberated 
girls were required to put out for the Left, and remember how 
we feared we were frigid if we didn't enjoy it. Well, I read in the 
paper the other day that new studies from America, brought to 
us at vast expense, show that in fact these days, one in eight 
people enjoy sex too much. They are addicted to it. And that 
means folks, that a whole new set of industries can he set up to 
cure those one in eight, just as whole industries were set up to 
cure the opposite phenomenon just a decade ago. Yet precious 
few are saying "hang on a tic, I smell a rat." 

It is absolutely essential that what we so naively took for 
granted as how things should be in the previous decade, should 
be rigorously questioned and re-examined in this. But babies 
make a dreadful din as they disappear down plug-holes. And 
we must ask too why so many people are burying their heads in 
the sand; why they are retreating from the front lines and say-
ing it was all pointless battle anyway; why they are deciding 
that freedom is too terrifying; why there is this slow slide into 
the trough of thoughtlessness. 

Presumably, no-one wants to give up freedom, but it 
becomes a rather more complex decision, when the erosion of 
freedom is gradual. At what point does one try to stop the 
inconspicuous nibbling away of one's autonomy. At what point 
does one say, 'no, I want m y  freedom back, confusing and pain-
ful as it is'. As some wise soul said, 'There is no such thing as too 
much freedom, only too little courage'. 

We need our collective moral courage hack, in order to try to 
understand what is happening in the world, to strive to see 
what the patterns and connections of things are, and to chal-
lenge the prevailing stupidity of an era in which both Thatcher 
and Reagan have been re-elected. 
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