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Let us not be 
dumb watch-

dogs, or silent 
spectators; Let 
us be watchful 
s h e p h e r d s , 
guarding the 
flock of Christ.
– St Boniface, 672-754 
Apostle to the German 
peoples, Letters, 78. 

Front Cover: Our cover this month is of the harbour 
wall of Dubrovnik on the Dalmatian coast of 
Croatia. The statue is of St Blaise [Sveti Vlaho], 
patron saint of Dubrovnik. If you look carefully 
at the inscription under the pediment and above 
the statue, you’ll see that it proclaims: JESUS 
CHRISTUS.  St Blaise, as patron, is holding a 
model of the island-city in his left hand, while 
his right hand blesses vessels approaching the 
harbour, and calms the Adriatic sea which is prone  
to wild storms in winter. The statue, its setting 
and inscription have been worn away by years 
of being battered by the sea, the rain and fierce 
winds. St Blaise, born in Sebaste in what was then 
Armenia [now Sivas, Turkey] died a martyr in 316 
AD. He was a bishop and a physician, and is much 
loved and invoked against illnesses of the throat. 
His feast Day, February 3, brings vast crowds to 
Dubrovnik for the blessings of throats.



THE MOST UNNEEDED 
DOCTOR IN THE WORLD

Medical doctor and President of the Bureau of 
Medical Verification at Lourdes, Alessandro de 
Franciscis, owes his vocation as a paediatrician to 

Our Lady of the Immaculate Conception, whose Feast 
is celebrated by the Catholic Church on December 8 
each year. ‘From the age of 17, I contracted an incurable 
disease: Lourdes-itis. It’s a virus and very contagious. You 
pick it up through contact with people who are sick and 
handicapped. The epicentre of the infection is a Grotto. 
Its symptoms: a deep joy, and a sense of belonging to a 
family.  I worked as a volunteer brancardier or ‘stretcher-
bearer’ when I made my first pilgrimage to Lourdes in 
1973, and when I got back to Naples where I was born 
I found that I had caught the virus. I am certain that at 
some point The Immaculate Conception took over my life. 
I am forever in debt to the Virgin Mary for the fact that 
at 61 years of age I am the most unneeded doctor in the 
world. As President of the Bureau of Medical verification 
of miracles at the Marian Shrine in Lourdes, I am the one 
to whom pilgrims come to say: “Bonjour. I am healed”. 

– ‘Une minute avec Marie,’ an initiative of The Association Marie de Nazareth, 226 rue 
Lecourbe Paris 75015 France. Translated by Paul Stenhouse.  



MOTHER of Christ, 

hear thou thy people’s cry 

Star of the deep 

and Portal of the sky! 

Mother of Him 

who thee from nothing made, 

Sinking we strive, 

and call to thee for aid.

Oh, by what joy ,

which Gabriel brought to thee, 

Thou Virgin first and last, 

let us thy mercy see.

– Alma Redemptoris Mater, written by Abbot Herman von 
Reichenau, also known as Hermanus Contractus, Herman the 
Cripple,  1013-1054. It is mentioned in the Prioress’s Tale, in 
Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales. Herman composed it from phrases 
taken from the writings of Fulgentius of Ruspe [460-533], St 
Epiphanius [310-493] and St Irenaeus of Lyons, [130-202]. This 
translation from the Latin is by Father Edward Caswell, 1814-
1878. A former Anglican clergyman, inspired by Blessed 
John Henry Newman, he became a Catholic, was ordained a 
priest, and joined the Oratory of St Philip Neri.
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There were famous women professors, whose lectures were attended 
by grown men. No one was surprised at that, and there was no loud 
talk about women’s rights. Nobody questioned the right of women to 

learn as much as they could, wherever anything was taught.

SHOULDERS WE STAND UPON
By Francis Marion Crawford

eonardo da Vinci 
was called oft to 
build canals, and 
Caesar Borgia kept 
him busy for two 
years in planning 
and constructing 

fortifications. Immediately before 
that time he had finished his 
famous Last Supper, in Milan, and 
immediately afterwards 
he painted the Battle 
of Anghiari now lost - 
which was the picture 
of his that most strongly 
impressed the men of 
his day.

In a similar fashion, 
Michelangelo was inter-
rupted in his work 
when, the army of 
Emperor Charles V 
having sacked Rome, 
the Medici were turned 
out of Florence, and the 
artist was employed by 
the Republic to fortify 
and defend the city. It 
was betrayed, and he 
escaped and hid himself 
- and the next great 
thing he did was the 
Last Judgment, in the 
Sistine Chapel. He did 
stirring work in wild 
times, besides painting, 
and hewing marble, and 
building Saint Peter’s.

That brings one back 
to thinking how much 
those men knew. Their 
universal knowledge 

seems utterly unattainable to us, 
with all our modern machinery of 
education. Michelangelo grew up in 
a suburb of Florence, to which his 
father moved when he was a child, 
at a notary’s desk, his father trying 
to teach him enough law to earn 
him a livelihood. Whenever he had 
a chance, he escaped to draw in a 
corner, or to spend forbidden hours 

out in an artist’s studio. He was 
taught Latin and arithmetic by an 
old schoolmaster who was probably 
a priest, and a friend of his father’s. 
At fourteen he earned money in 
Ghirlandajo’s Studio, which means 
that he was already an artist. 

At twenty-five he was prob-
ably the equal of any living man 
as sculptor, painter, architect, engi-

neer and mathemati-
cian. Very much the 
same might be said of 
Leonardo. One asks in 
vain how such enor-
mous knowledge was 
acquired, and because 
there is no answer, one 
falls back upon wild 
theories about untaught 
genius. But whatever 
may be said of painting 
and sculpture, neither 
architecture nor engi-
neering, and least of 
all the mathematics so 
necessary to both, can 
be evolved from the 
inner consciousness.

Men worked harder 
then than now, and their 
teachers and their tools 
helped them less, so 
that they learned more 
thoroughly what they 
learned at all. And there 
was much less to distract 
a man then, when he 
had discovered his own 
talent, while there was 
everything to spur him.  

Amusements were 

Sobering ThoughTS from The PaST

Michaelangelo’s statue of Moses in the Basilica of St Peter in Chains, in Rome.
Begun in 1513 it was completed in 1516. 
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few, and mostly the monopoly of 
rich nobles; but success was quick 
and generous, and itself ennobled 
the men who attained to it, that is, it 
instantly, made him the companion, 
and often the friend, of the most 
cultivated men and women of the 
day. Then, as now, success meant 
an entrance into ‘society’ for those 
whose birth had placed them 
outside of it. But ‘society’ was 
different then. It consisted ‘chiefly 
of men who had fought their own 
way to power, and had won it by 
a superiority both Intellectual 
and physical, and of women who 
often realized and carried out the 
unsatisfied intellectual, aspirations 
of their husbands and fathers. 

Wherever men have had much 
to do, and have done it successully, 
what we call culture has been more 
or less the property of the women. 
In those times, the men were mostly 
occupied in fighting and plotting, 
but the beautiful things produced 
by newly discovered art appealed to 
them strongly. 

With the end of the Middle Age, 
the old-fashioned occupations of 
women, such as spinning, weaving 
and embroidering with their maids, 
went out of existence, and the 
mechanical work was absorbed and 
better done by the guilds. 

Fighting was then a large part 
of life, but there was something 
less of the petty squabbling and 
killing between small barons, 
which kept their women constant 
prisoners in remote castles, for the 
sake of safety; and there was war 
on a larger scale between Guelph 
and Ghibelline, Emperor and Pope, 
State and State. 

The women had more liberty 
and more time. There were many 
women Students in the universities, 
as there are now, in Italy, and 
almost always have been, and there 
were famous women professors, 
whose lectures were attended by 
grown men. No one was surprised 
at that, and there was no loud talk 
about women’s rights. Nobody 
questioned the right of women 
to learn as much as they could, 
wherever anything was taught. 

There were great ladies, good 
and bad, like Vittoria Colonna. 
and Lucrezia Borgia, who were 
scholars, and even Greek scholars, 
and probably equal to any 
students of their time Few ladies of 
Michelangelo’s day did not know 
Latin, and all were acquainted with 
such literature as there was - Dante, 
Macchiavelli, Aretino, Ariosto and 
Petrarch, for Tasso came later, the 
Tuscan minor poets, as well as the 
troubadours of Provence - not to 
mention the many collections of 
tales, of which the scenes were 
destined to become the subjects of 
paintings in the later days of the 
Renascence.

Modern society is the enemy 
of individuality, whether in dress, 
taste or criticism, and the fear 
of seeming different from other 
people is greater than the desire 
to rise higher than other people 
by purely personal means. In the 
same way, socialism is the enemy 
of all personal distinction, whatever 
the socialists may say to the 
contrary, and is therefore opposed 
to all artistic development and 
in favour of all that is wholesale, 

machine-made, and labour-saving. 
And nobody will venture to say 
that modern tendencies are not 
distinctly socialistic.

We are almost at the opposite 
extreme of existence from the early 
Renascence. That was the age of 
small principalities; ours is the day 
of great nations. Anyone who will 
carefully read the history of the 
Middle Age and of the Renascence 
will come to the inevitable 
conclusion that the greatest artists 
and writers of to-day are very far 
from being the rivals of those 
who were great then. Shakespeare 
was almost the contemporary of 
Titian; there has been neither a 
Shakespeare nor a Titian since, nor 
any writer nor artist in the most 
distant manner approaching them. 

Yet go backward from them, 
and you will find Dante, as great 
as Shakespeare, and at least three 
artists, Michelangelo, Leonardo da 
Vinci and Raphael, quite as great as 
Titian. They lived in a society which 
was anti-socialistic, and they were 
the growth of a period in which 
all the ideas of civilized mankind 
tended in a direction diametrically 

Fake News Readily Shared

THE ONE saving grace for traditional publishers may be the aftermath of 
the US presidential election and the dawning realisation that Facebook 

allowed itself to be totally gamed by bad actors seeking to flood users’ 
news feeds with junk and falsehoods. Suddenly in 2016 we are appreciating 
that although connectivity is greater than ever, news literacy is perhaps 
lower than ever as many users seem unable to discern between absolute 
fabrication and real journalism.
Media outlets with lesser scruples and partisan agendas pump out content 
without regard to objectivity or veracity. And as the fake news spreads, the 
views of many users only harden until they reserve their greatest antipathy 
and mistrust for the most storied news organisations -- who are accused of 
bias, with serious journalists mocked and spat upon, even as the fake news is 
readily shared.
It’s clear now that the social and political impact of Facebook is far 
greater than anyone -- least of all, apparently, its founders -- could have 
anticipated. In light of this, it’s of concern that the company has so far shown 
no willingness to review what content it delivers. It has taken no evident 
steps to provide the ability for users to respond to newsfeed content with 
something more nuanced and meaningful than a big blue thumb, or an emoji 
showing an angry face or crying face. When it comes to public discourse, 
we’ve been reduced to the level of toddlers.

– ‘Publishing in the post-truth era,’ Evan Rudowski, Atlantic Leap, 1st December 2016 
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It was the hampering of 
individuality, the exhaustion and 
disappearance of material and the 
degeneration of a love of beauty to 
a love of effect, that put an end to 
the great artistic cycle in Italy, and 
soon afterwards in the rest of the 
world, with Rembrandt and Van 
Dyck the last of the really great 
artists. 

Progress is not civilization, 
though we generally couple the two 
words together, and often confound 
their values. 

Francis Marion crawFord, Ave Roma Immortalis, 
in two vols, New York, The Macmillan Company, 
1898, vol.ii, pp.171-177. Crawford, born in Italy in 
1854 was an American writer who died in 1909. 
Readers should note that when he speaks of ‘ladies’ 
or ‘women,’ he is referring to upper- or middle-
class women whose families were noble, powerful 
or wealthy, or all of the above. Granted the 19th 
century in which he lived and wrote, his comments 
have a 21st century ring to them. He doesn’t 
mention the influence their shared Catholic faith 
had on the artists when he writes of what helped 
Leonardo da Vinci, Michelangelo, Raffaele and 
Titian to excel.  Van Dyck also was Catholic, as was 
Rembrandt’s mother, and Rembrandt seems not to 
have been Dutch Reformed.

paid to individuality, that helped 
the early painters to their high 
success. It was the abundance of 
material, hitherto never used in art, 
the variety of that material, in an age 
when variety was the rule and not 
the exception, it was the richness 
of that material, not in quantity 
and variety only, but in individual 
quality, that made early paintings 
what we see. It was their genuine 
and true love of beauty, and of 
nature and of the eternal relations 
between nature and beauty, that 
made those men great artists. 

opposed to that taken by our 
modern theories. 

This is undeniable. The greatest 
artists, poets and literary men are 
developed where all conditions 
most develop individuality. The 
modern state, in which individuality 
is crushed by the machinery of 
education in order that all men may 
think alike, favours the growth of 
science alone; and scientific men 
have the least individuality of all 
men who become great, because 
science is not creative like art and 
literature, nor destructive like 
soldiering, but inquisitive, inventive 
and speculative in the first place, 
and secondly, in our age, financial. 

In old times, when a discovery 
was made, men asked, ‘What does 
it mean? To what will it lead?’ Now, 
the first question is, ‘What will it be 
worth?’ 

That does not detract from the 
merit of science, but it shows the 
general tendency of men’s thoughts. 
And it explains two things, namely, 
why there are no artists like 
Michelangelo nor literary men like 
Shakespeare in our times and why 
the majority of such artists and 
literary men as we have, are what 
is commonly called reactionaries, 
men who would prefer to go back 
a century or two, and who like 
to live in out-of-the-way places 
in old countries, as Landor lived 
in Florence, Browning in Venice, 
Stevenson in Samoa, and Liszt in 
Rome, besides a host of painters 
and sculptors, who have exiled 
themselves voluntarily for life in 
Italy and France. 

The whole tendency of the 
modern world is scientific and 
financial, and the world is ruled 
by financiers and led by a financial 
society, which, honours neither art 
nor literature, but looks upon both 
as amusements which it can afford 
to buy, and which it is fashionable 
to cultivate, but which must never 
for a moment be considered as 
equal in importance to the pursuit 
of money for its own sake.

It was the great scope for 
individuality, the great prizes to be 
won by individuality, the honour 

First National Real Estate Coogee was established in 1968. We have been in Coogee 
for 42 years and are the longest running agency in the Coogee District.

Annals readers who need the service of an Award Winning Real Estate Agency should 
contact: James Giltinan, son of the founder Robert Giltinan. James, along with his 
staff provide expertise in service and management that focuses on your needs and 
requirements. First national Real Estate Coogee has been the proud recipient of the 
Randwick City Business Excellence Awards in 2005 & 2009.

james@coogeefn.com.au

206 Coogee Bay Rd
COOGEE coogeerealestate.com.au 9665 3341



ANNALS AUSTRALASIA  6  JULY 2018

THE DEATH MARCH OF  
ST JOHN CHRYSOSTOM

Forced against his will to become archbishop of Constantinople, 
St John Chrysostom [ad 349-407] soon alienated the 

empress and emperor by his stern rebukes of their pride and 
pleasures. As a consequence, he was sent into a harsh exile. 
When his influence increased instead of waning in exile, he 

was moved further and further from Constantinople.

P ityus, now Pitiunt in modern Abkhasia, was selected as being the most windswept and 
inhospitable place in the limits of the Eastern Roman empire, at the base of Mount Caucasus, 
and, therefore, as the most likely to bring John’s existence to a close, even on the supposition 

that the long and fatiguing three-months’ journey did not, before his arrival, extinguish his frail life.
Such was the murderous design that received the emperor’s approval. Two praetorian guards of 

notorious ferocity were picked out to execute this deadly commission. No pity was to be shown to 
their feeble prisoner. They were ordered to accomplish the journey with remorseless expedition. 
No consideration for the health or comfort of their victim was for a moment to be entertained. 
Promotion, it was hinted, might be expected if their cruel treatment brought about his death on the 
journey. He was not to be allowed any conveyance; the journey must be performed on foot. The 
solace of a hot bath was not to be permitted to the sufferer. No towns, at which comforts could be 
procured, were to be selected as places for a halt; poor and miserable villages were to be chosen in 
preference, or they were to spend the night at unsheltered places in the open country. He was to 
receive no letters; and all communication with strangers or passers-by was to be sternly prevented.

One of the guards was disposed to relent a little in his conduct towards him; but the time of that 
sad and dreadful journey must have been terrible indeed to the toil-worn and ague-stricken sufferer. 
His body was scorched by the heat of the glaring sun, so that, as Palladius [363-c.430] has remarked, 
it resembled a ripe apple ready to fall from the tree.

He reached Comana in Pontus, but it was evident that he could advance with safety no farther 
on the road. His unrelenting escort, however, hurried him through the town without any halt, till, 
at about five or six miles beyond Comana, they reached a chapel, with some residences attached 
to it, which had been erected over the tomb of Basilicus, a martyred bishop of Comana, who had 
died for the faith of Christ in the reign of Maximinus Daia. Here a halt for the night was made. We 
are told that, during sleep, Chrysostom beheld the martyred bishop standing near him, and telling 
him to “be of good cheer,” for tomorrow they should be together. A similar vision, it is reported, 
was previously seen by the priest of the chapel, who was bidden to “prepare a place for our brother 
John.”

In the morning, Chrysostom earnestly pleaded for a short rest. His entreaty, however, was fruitless. 
He was urged forward once more on his sad journey; but they had not advanced more than four 
miles on their way, when a very violent access of fever came upon him, and they were reluctantly 
forced to go back to Comana. When Chrysostom reached the chapel, he was supported to the altar, 
and having been attired, according to his request, with the white robe of baptism, he gave away 
the clothes which he had worn to those who were standing near him. He then received the holy 
communion, uttered a last prayer, which he concluded with his usual doxology, “Glory to God for all 
things. Amen”—and peacefully fell asleep in Jesus, on September 14th, 407, in the sixtieth year of his 
age. It was the third year and third month of his exile, and the tenth year of his archbishopric.

–  Excerpt drawn largely from Robert Wheler Bush’s Life and Times of Chrysostom. It should be 
noted that the title Patriarch was not used for the Archbishop of Constantinople until 451 ad.
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To my surprise I was told by the Archbishop’s local media manager that the 
ABC had sent a series of questions to Wilson but only on the morning of the 
broadcast and it had been impossible at such short notice to answer in detail 

questions about the 1970s. They felt it had been an ‘ambush’ by the ABC.

ARCHBISHOP WILSON: FAIR COP OR FOUL?
By Alan Atkinson

r c h b i s h o P  Ph i l i p 
Wi lson has  gone 
from church leader 
with a reputation for 
dealing professionally 
with sex abuse cases 
to  b e ing  s toned 

by all and sundry in the national 
village square. The calls to resign 
come not only from victims, anti-
church crusaders and commentators 
of every ilk, but also eminent 
Catholics who fear he may cause 
more damage by staying on.

I do not wish to debate 
the rights or wrongs of 
resignation but simply reflect 
on whether the pursuit of 
Wilson could in any sense be 
described as a witch-hunt and 
whether he might be seen as a 
scapegoat for the sins of many.

First, I do not know Wilson 
and have interviewed him just 
once. I am not a Catholic or 
a church-goer. I abhor sexual 
abuse and its concealment. I 
do know a bit about churches 
(one brother is an Anglican 
bishop, the other a dean, 
in England). As a journalist 
I have covered legal cases 
and watched expert lawyers 
in action in all courts. I 
have witnessed merciless 
interrogations of murderers 
and conmen, of premiers 
(Brian Burke and Carmen 
Lawrence) and businessmen 
(Alan Bond).

Alarm bells about the 
Wilson story rang for me 

eight years ago. In May 2010, the 
ABC broadcast a report nationally 
which claimed that abusive priest 
James Fletcher had regularly taken 
a 12-year-old boy up to his room 
at the Bishop’s House in Maitland, 
New South Wales, in the 1970s. The 
report suggested that as Wilson 
lived in the same house he must 
have seen the boy going upstairs.

I was an ABC journalist- based in 
Adelaide and was intrigued partly 
because the protagonist’s story 

was so shocking and also because 
the report contained only brief 
responses on the Archbishop’s 
behalf and he appeared nowhere on 
camera.

Having previously worked on 
detailed church investigations 
(including into an Anglican 
archbishop) I knew it was 
important to get an on-camera 
response to such a serious 
accusation. I was aware The 
Australian was also asking for an 

interview.
To my surprise I was told by 

the Archbishop’s local media 
manager that the ABC had sent 
a series of questions to Wilson 
but only on the morning of 
the broadcast and it had been 
impossible at such short notice 
to answer in detail questions 
about the 1970s. They felt it 
had been an ‘ambush’ by the 
ABC, told me an interview was 
unlikely, but the request would 
be passed on.

I then breached normal ABC 
protocol on someone else’s 
story and did a bit of checking 
myself. A look online revealed 
the complainant was born in 
1960 and so would have been 
12 in 1972. Wilson was born 
in 1950 and ordained in 1975. 
So when it was suggested the 
12-year-old could have been 
seen climbing to Fletcher’s 
bedroom, Wilson was still three 
years from becoming a priest.

This was a serious mistake 
in a story the ABC’s then 

Trial by media ?

Archbishop Philip Edward Wilson
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managing director had said earlier 
had taken months to research. (The 
story was later corrected online.)

I was disturbed that the report 
had gone to air with such basic 
errors and that Wilson had been 
sent questions only on the morning 
of the broadcast. The complainant’s 
number was online so after work 
I rang him and we had a friendly 
conversation. He told me he had 
never claimed he’d been 12 at the 
time he’d seen Wilson at the house.

My decision not to talk 
immediately to Sydney and to 
contact the complainant was 
to cause me grief later in the 
week when out of the blue the 
Archbishop’s media manager told 
me I could interview Wilson (he 
was also going to talk to The 
Australian). I grabbed a camera and 
headed for the Archbishop’s House. 
He was polite and gracious and 
said I could ask him anything. His 
manner was quiet and thoughtful. 
I have kept a transcript of the 
interview.

He told me he had never seen 
the complainant going upstairs, had 
not moved to the house full-time 
until the 1980s, and could only 
recall meeting the complainant as 
a much older teenager. If he had 
seen any abuse it would have been 
his duty to report to his bishop. 
In those days he did not know 
paedophilia existed, and now knew 
such behaviour was done in great 
secrecy.

When I asked him whether it 
should be mandatory to report 
suspicions to police, he said the law 
was now much clearer and that if 
there was any suspicion of criminal 
activity it should be reported to 
police. He would not break the seal 
of the confessional but would urge 
someone confessing about abuse 
to go to the police themselves. 
He was very concerned about the 
allegations made against him but 
also understood the tremendous 
hurt in the lives of people who had 
been abused. He had been strongly 
committed to dealing with such 
matters properly, and had nothing 
to hide.

I was pleased with the interview 
but the ABC in Sydney was not. I 
was told by editorial management 
(which has since changed) that we 
would have to hold off putting the 
interview to air until it could be 
done again ‘properly, with proper 
questions’ sent from Sydney. The 
Archbishop should not be allowed 
to get away with ‘wishy-washy’ 
answers.

I was told I had no right to 
contact the complainant and was 
angrily questioned on just how 
much research I had done on 
someone else’s story. It might have 
been a little galling to hear that I 
googled the correct dates in all of 
20 minutes.

When I ventured that The 
Australian was also talking 
to Wilson, it was decided my 
interview would be put to air, but 
only in South Australia and only 
after another interview with the 
complainant had been done so that 

he could be given another ‘right of 
reply’ to what Wilson had told me. 
This, I was told, was because we 
could not imply - from Wilson’s 
responses - that the complainant 
was not telling the truth.

The most surprising questions to 
me from Sydney were: ‘What is your 
relationship with the Archbishop? 
How well do you know him? Is he 
a friend of yours?’ I took away from 
these exchanges that minds were 
made up about Wilson. I concluded, 
rightly or wrongly, that he was a 
target and that the prevailing view 
was: ‘He must have known.’

The fact that the interview 
was shown in SA meant that the 
rest of Australia did not get the 
opportunity to see Wilson speaking 
at length. After it went to air, and 
the controversy that followed, 
another complainant wrote to the 
then Bishop of Maitland-Newcastle 
Michael Malone, in July 2010, to 
say he had told Wilson back in 1976 

War against Infidels

A war between brothers in the faith is illicit and inconceiv able in Islamic 
juridical terms. For this reason, if a Muslim leader wants to make 

war on a Muslim country, he first has to declare the opposing country an 
unbeliever, an atheist – in Arabic, kafir. By declaring the other nation kafir, 
the dec laration of war becomes legitimate and the conflict unavoid able 
because it is conducted against unbelievers.
Before declaring war on his enemies, Muhammad invited them to convert 
to Islam, repeating the invitation three times. If they refused, he informed 
them that an attack was immi nent, and if they still persisted in refusing 
to convert, he attacked them. This process may seem like something that 
belongs to the past, but in reality we can observe its prac tice in the Iran-
Iraq conflict (which resulted in one million casualties) or in the Gulf War. 
Each faction in the conflicts declared the enemy kafir, proclaimed itself a 
champion of Islam and put Islamic symbols on its flag. Iraq, a country that 
considered itself a secular state, added the words Allah-u Akbar [God is 
the Greatest] to its national flag, which evidenced a religious reason to 
attack the enemy ‘in the name of God’.
The same can be said of the conflicts in Kosovo, Chechnya, Afghanistan, 
the Philippines, the Moluccas, or wherever Muslims are at war. In these 
places we see armed groups arriving from different countries to fight 
jihad against the enemies of Islam [who are often Christians]. The 
foreign fighters call themselves mujahidin [which, etymologically means 
those who make the jihad] and operate in different countries to foster 
revolutions or to support rebels and national liberation movements.

– Samir Khail Samir, sj and Wafik Nasry, sj, 111 Questions on Islam : Interviews of Samir Khalil 
Samir, conducted by Giorgio Paolucci and Camille Eid, Ignatius Press, 2002, pp.63,64.
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years later in 2004 when Fletcher 
was successfully charged with 
offences against other victims.

For a long time Wilson 
maintained his right to silence 
and declined to be interviewed by 
police. Given the above, it would 
not be a stretch to guess that one 
reason might be that from 2010 he 
believed he was a target.

At his trial the prosecution 
had to overcome major hurdles 
to convince the local magistrate 
to accept its case. It had to prove 
Wilson knew he had been told 
about Fletcher in 1976 and that 
he still knew the information from 
2004-2006 when it could have been 
useful to police. I still find it hard 
to understand how anyone could 
determine with certainty what was 
in another person’s mind 42 years 
ago (in 1976) or even 14 years ago 
(in 2004).

Again, the prosecution’s 
argument was that because the key 
witness (among others) was telling 
the truth, then Wilson had to be 
lying. I still cannot see how both 
might not be true - that the witness 
was telling the truth, to the best of 
his memory, and that Wilson could 
also have been telling the truth 
in having no recollection of the 
conversation. At the least, I find 
it hard to understand why there 
appears to have been no room for 
doubt.

Finally, one must ask, why would 
Wilson go to such lengths to try to 
have the case thrown out? For some 
the answer is simple: yet again, it’s 
all about protecting his and his 
church’s reputation. But Wilson 
would surely know that, in today’s 
climate, a drawn-out and expensive 
court case would win him and his 
church no fans. Another possible 
reason presents itself: that he 
believes he has told the truth and 
is unwilling to give in to what he 
perceives to be a witch-hunt.

alan atkinson has been freelance writing and 
editing full-time since leaving the ABC in 2015 
after ten years as chief of staff, producer and day 
editor of the Adelaide newsroom. This article 
appeared first in Eureka Street, July 12, 2018. 
Reprinted with permission.

that he too had been abused by 
Fletcher, five years earlier in 1971. 
Interestingly Bishop Malone, now 
retired, visited this complainant to 
discuss counselling, but neither 
informed the police.

This complainant was the key 
witness in Wilson’s recent trial. His 
letter only came to light during the 
2013 NSW inquiry into how the 
police had handled church abuse 
investigations, and its discovery 
prompted the case against Wilson. 
It was 2015 before police laid the 
charge. At the time Wilson said: 
‘The suggestion appears to be that 
I failed to bring to the attention of 
police a conversation I am alleged 
to have had in 1976, when I was a 
junior priest, that a now deceased 
priest had abused a child.’

Chris Geraghty, a former priest 
who became a NSW District Court 
judge, commented on the ABC’s 
Religion Report: ‘What you have to 
remember about this is that Philip 
Wilson was born in 1950, he was 
ordained in 1975. He’d spent eight 
years in the seminary, walking 
around talking theology and living 
in an Alice-in-Wonderland kind of 
land. He lands as a junior priest, 
just a little above an altar boy, in 
Maitland, and somebody comes 
along and discloses this to him - if 
it happened - and what’s he going 
to do? He’s at the bottom of the 
pecking order, there’s a bishop 
in charge, there’s senior priests, 
the priest that’s actually being 
complained about is senior to him 
and he’s a kind of high-profile kind 
of priest, so this is the situation in 
1976.’

Geraghty said when someone 
disclosed abuse to him in the early 
1970s all he was thinking about 
was mortal sin and confession. He 
had no idea of it being a crime 
or of going to the police. He also 
said that Wilson later inherited 
some fairly bad abuse situations as 
Bishop of Wollongong, which he 
dealt with very well.

Incidentally, the charge Wilson 
faced was not about concealing 
a conversation in 1976, but that 
he had not told police about it 28 

THE VOCATION OF AN
MSC PRIEST OR BROTHER

What’s life for?
Why was I born?

What is the greater purpose 
and meaning of my life?

How am I meant to be of service?

We follow Christ who ‘loves with 
a human heart’ It is this love in 

which we have learned to believe.

Will you make known this 
same love; the gentleness and 
compassion, the patience and 

the mercy of the heart of Jesus!  
Will you do this?

Are you being asked ‘to be on 
earth the heart of God,’to be a 

Missionary of the Sacred Heart of 
Jesus [MSC] Priest or Brother? 

Contact us.
(Fr)  F. Dineen, msc

fjdineen@misacor.org.au
Tel:   02 9665 8999

PO Box 252 Coogee NSW 2034
www.misacor.org.au
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Catholic England was to be cut off by Royal and Parliamentary decree from the 
ancient ecclesiastical jurisdiction of the successor of St Peter and from the Holy See. 

And bishops and their priests, monks, friars and nuns, were to be forced to prove their 
disloyalty to the Pope and the Catholic Church by taking the Oath of Supremacy.

OBSERVANT FRANCISCAN MARTYRS
By Paul Stenhouse

he 5th legislative 
sess ion  o f  the 
English Parliament 
that commenced 
on January 15, 
1534 under Henry 
V I I I ,  h a d  a s 

its principal goal a confrontation 
between the Papacy and the State in 
the aftermath of crypto-Protestant 
A r c h b i s h o p 
C r a n m e r ’ s 
d e c l a r a t i o n 
on  May  28 , 
1533, that the 
king’s marriage 
t o  Q u e e n 
Catherine had 
been annulled 
by h im,  and 
of the king’s 
m a r r i a g e  t o 
Anne Bolyen 
four days later, 
on June 1. 

By the end 
of the 6th 
session on 
December 18 
that same year, it was clear that 
England was not just caught up 
in some difference of opinion 
between monarch and pope over 
the election of bishops or the 
payment of Peter’s Pence. Catholic 
England was to be cut off by Royal 
and Parliamentary decree from the 
ancient ecclesiastical jurisdiction 
of the successor of St Peter, and 
from the Holy See. And bishops 
and their priests, monks, friars and 
nuns, were to be forced to prove 

their disloyalty to the Pope and the 
Catholic Church by taking the Oath 
of Supremacy. 

This Oath, among other things, 
declared Henry VIII to be the 
Supreme Head of the realm in all 
spiritual and ecclesiastical things or 
causes, as well as temporal. He was 
to be king and pope for the Church 
in England. 

As James Gairdner, an eminent 
historian of this Tudor period puts 
it, all the oppressed and frightened 
Catholic subjects of Henry VIII 
were forced to take the same Oath, 
however much they might mumble 
between their teeth ‘as far as the 
law of Christ permits’.1

That Henry VIII – to be known 
to future generations of English 
Protestants as ‘God King Hal’ – 
was out of his mind, and much 

manipulated by Thomas Cromwell 
and Archbishop Cranmer, seems 
indisputable. And for all his lethal 
obsession with Tudor dynastic 
issues, and money and power, he 
nevertheless remained attached, in 
some muddle-headed way, to the 
Old Faith. 

All this changed inexorably after 
his death. Again, in the words of 

James Gairdner, 
‘The King, 

invested with a 
spiritual authority 
hitherto quite 
unknown, had 
made large use 
of it for his own 
ends; but for his 
own interests 
likewise, he had 
to keep it under 
some control. … 
After he was gone, 
the flood gates 
were not so easily 
closed.’2

Under the Law 
of Unintended 
C o n s e q u e n c e s , 
Protestant Regents, 

viz. the Duke of Somerset and the 
Earl of Warwick, and an avow-
edly Protestant Archbishop of 
Canterbury, Thomas Cranmer, 
ensured that the boy king Edward 
VI, 1547-1553, was brought up as 
a Protestant. Expertly coached, he 
even wrote a book about the Pope 
as the Anti-Christ.3 

Edward’s reign was brief – he 
died aged 15 from tuberculosis. 
He was followed by the eventual 
accession – after the death of the 

refuSing To give To CaeSar whaT iS god’S

Perspective view of the Old Palace of Westminster in the reign of Henry VIII,  
drawn by H.J. Brewer and published in 1884 by The Builder Magazine..
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Catholic Queen Mary – of Elizabeth, 
1533-1603, the pragmatic and irreli-
gious daughter of Anne Boleyn.  

For political reasons she soon 
turned the English Church into a 
thoroughly Protestant institution. 
The promulgation of the 39 
Articles of Faith in 1562 under 
Elizabeth acting as Supremum 
Caput or ‘Supreme Head,’ of the 
Church, was to abolish five of the 
Sacraments, including Confession, 
and to declare the Mass to be 
a blasphemous Fable and a 
dangerous Deceit.

Gairdner, not a Catholic, 
discussing the puzzling compliance 
that was the response of most 
of Henry’s subjects to  the 
intimidatory  cruelty  and murder 
that accompanied the revelation of 
the king’s new spiritual power, asks 
rhetorically: 

‘What else could they do? A 
whole nation could not allow 
itself to be butchered piecemeal 
as traitors … men settled down in 
silent acquiescence with the new 
spiritual authority [the monarch], 
half-believing at first that it could 
not, in the nature of things, last 
long.’4 

He adds, by way of explanation,
‘The King can do no wrong 

… the Constitution holds that he 
can do no wrong, simply because 
there is no higher power on earth 
to correct him.’5 
The vicious circle of lies and 

murder-by-royal-decree had by 
now spun completely out of control. 
To Henry’s bewildered Catholic 
subjects asking how one could 
know that there was no higher 
power on earth than the king’s, the 
true answer was: ‘because the King 
has forced a compliant Parliament 
to enact it to be so’. Unthinkable as 
this may have been, it was true.

The Oath flourished under the 
boy king Edward VI and Elizabeth 
and the first two Stuart kings. It 
was virtually dispensed with under 
Charles II and James II who had 
many Catholic nobles in their Court 
for whom the Oath was anathema. 

It was re-introduced by the 
Protestant William of Orange, and 
Mary, and mutatis mutandis, still 

lurks around the politico-religious 
scene in 21st century U.K. where 
Catholics remain ineligible to be 
monarchs of Great Britain, and even 
Meghan Markle who was, according 
to some, baptized a Catholic, had 
to be rebaptised in the Anglican 
Church, in order to marry Prince 
Harry.6

Henry’s claim of Spiritual 
Supremacy so impressed Harrison, a 
Groom of the king’s Privy Chamber, 
that he said argumentatively to 
the Abbot of Pershore Abbey 
in Worcestershire, that it could 
be proven from Scripture that 
Supreme Spiritual Power was 
given only to Princes, not to the 
Pope. ‘The Abbot,’  according to 
the Chronicler,7 smiled and made 
no answer.’ Francis I, king of 
France, found the claim ludicrous: 
‘The king of England gives 
dispensations,’ he said, ‘like his 
Holiness; and I believe will soon 
want to sing the Mass’.8

Which brings us to the 
Observant Franciscan Friars. 

They were a branch of the 
Franciscan Order founded by 
St. Bernadine of Sienna in 1400. 
Relative newcomers to England, 
they had six Friaries at the time of 
the dissolution of the monasteries, 
of which two or three had been 
provided for them by Henry VIII’s 
father, Henry VII.  

Before his Tudor dynastic 
problems and his divorce from 
Catherine of Aragon, Henry VIII 
wrote on more than one occasion 
to Pope Leo X praising the religious 
dedication of these Franciscan 
Friars.9 

The Friary at Greenwich had 
been built by Henry’s father 
near the Royal Court, and Queen 
Catherine who belonged to the 
Third Order of St Francis had 
chosen one of the Observant 
Friars, Father John Forest, as her 
confessor.10

Cromwell had a spy in the 
Greenwich Friary, a lay brother, 
Richard Lyst, who was to be well 
rewarded for his services. Another 
such was Friar John George of 
Cambridge. When George’s mother 

heard of his betrayal of his religious 
community for their opposing the 
divorce and the king’s remarriage, 
she wrote to him that it grieved 
her to find her son a heretic. It was 
not for this, she wrote, that he had 
received an education from the 
good nuns of Dartford: 

‘And you send me word that 
you will come over to me this 
summer. But come not, unless 
you change your condition, or 
you shall be as welcome “as water 
into the sheep”.11 You shall have 
God’s curse and mine, and never 
a penny. I had rather give all my 
goods to the poor than keep you 
in heresy.’12

We hear no more of Friar George, 
but in February 1533 Friar Lyst 
informed Cromwell that many of 
the Fathers at Greenwich opposed 
the king’s divorce and spoke against 
the king. He named three of them 
in particular, Fathers Peto, Elstow 
and Forest. 

In May, 1533, Father Peto 
preached at the Sunday Mass in 
Greenwich Palace before the king, 
and in the words of Cardinal 
Gasquet, ‘he did not hesitate to 
speak his mind boldly about the 
divorce’.13 

Father Elstow spoke out 
in support of Friar Peto at 
the following Sunday Mass at 
Greenwich Palace, once again with 
the king present. He criticised the 
preacher Dr Curwin, a canon  from 
Hereford, who had denounced 
Friar Peto for being ‘a slanderer, 
base, a beggarly friar, rebel and 
traitor’. Elstow accused Curwin the 
preacher of 

‘betraying the king unto 
endless perdition, more for 
his own vainglory and hope of 
promotion than for the discharge 
of his clogged up conscience and 
the king’s salvation’. 
Henry was enraged. The 

following day, April 8, the two friars 
were brought before the King’s 
Council and they repeated their 
condemnation of the divorce and 
marriage. The Earl of Essex told 
them they deserved to be put in a 
sack and thrown into the Thames. 
Friar Elstow replied, 
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in St Lawrence’s church London 
and died in Newgate.17

Friar John Forest, Queen 
Catherine’s confessor was the best-
known of the friars who suffered in 
the persecution of the Observant 
Franciscans. 

From prison he wrote to Queen 
Catherine and sent her his rosary, 
expecting an immediate death 
sentence in 1534. In Newgate 
prison he admitted, under torture, 
that he had encouraged penitents 
in confession ‘to hold and stick 
to the old fashion of belief ’. He 
never violated the secret of the 
confessional.

He was burnt to death at 
Smithfield, London, on May 22, 
1538, as a traitor and a heretic.18 
The fire that took two hours to 
consume him was generated from 
a huge wooden statue of St Derfel 
the Strong, much revered by the 
Welsh and brought by Cromwell’s 
iconoclasts with much mockery and 
insults to the faith of the Catholics, 
from Llanderfel, near St Asaph in 
Wales. 

In 1886 Friar John Forest was 
beatified by Pope Leo XIII.

1. James Gairdner, Lollardy and the Reformation in 
England, vol. ii, Macmillan & Co, London, 1908, 
pp.472-473.

2. James Gairdner, op.cit., p.480.
3. MacCulloch, Diarmaid, The Boy King: Edward VI 

and the Protestant Reformation, Berkeley, University of 
California Press, 2002,  pp. 26-30.

4. Gairdner op.cit., p.473.
5. Ibid.
6. IrishCentral, May 18, 2018; See The Washington 

Post,  May 18, 2018 ‘Why Meghan Markle, raised a 
Christian, still got baptized before her wedding’ By 
Julie Zausmer.

7. Letters and Papers, Foreign and Domestic, of the reign of 
Henry VIII,  by Brewer and Gairdner, vol xiii, Preface 
fn95.

8. Letters and Papers, Foreign and Domestic, op.cit., vol xiii, 
Preface, fn 71.

9. Sir Henry Ellis, Original Letters Illustrative of English 
History, 3rd series, i. p.165, Henry VIII to Leo X March 
12, 1513.  From  B.  Mus. Vatican Transcripts, vol. 
xxxvii, f.17.

10. Letters and Papers, Foreign and Domestic, op.cit., vol. vii, 
No. 939.

11. Shearers say that ideally sheep should be kept off 
water (and food) for 20 hours before shearing, as they 
become distressed if forced onto their rump and back 
with a full stomach.

12. Cardinal Aidan Gasquet, Henry VIII and the English 
Monasteries, 7th ed. London, G. Bell & Sons, Ltd, 
1920, p.53

13. Ibid.  p.47.
14. Act of Attainder, 25 Henry VIII, cap. xii.
15. Cardinal Gasquet, op.cit., p.55.
16. Letters and Papers, op.cit.  vol. vii, No.939.
17. Ibid. 
18. Ibid.  Readers wishing to have a fuller presentation 

of the above little-known history should refer to  
Cardinal Aidan Gasquet, Henry VIII and the English 
Monasteries, 7th ed. London, G. Bell & Sons, Ltd, 1920.

whom I can’t discover. He was to be 
beheaded after a mock trial, on July 
6, the following year.

As a group, the Observant 
Franciscans stood almost completely 
united against Henry and 
Cromwell’s efforts to make them 
reject the authority of the Pope and 
the Holy See. They declared that 
the Oath of Supremacy ‘was clearly 
against their religious profession, 
and the Rule of St Francis’.15 

The suppression of the entire 
Order of Observant Franciscans 
followed. On June 17, 1534 two 
cart-loads of friars were driven 
through London to the Tower, 
and it is quite likely that some 
of these were from Greenwich,16 
for two hundred and twenty of 
them were, by Act of Attainder, 
imprisoned without trial; and fifty, 
that we know of, died in prison 
from starvation and neglect. Three 
of these – Antony Brookby a 
distinguished scholar of Magdalen 
College, Oxford, Thomas Belchiam 
and Thomas Cortt, were declared 
Venerable by Pope Leo XIII. 

Friar Antony Brookby was 
tortured so brutally that ‘for 
twenty-five days he could not turn 
in bed, or lift his hands to his 
mouth,’ and he was strangled with 
his Franciscan cincture. Thomas 
Belchiam, a young priest who had 
written a book against the king’s 
repudiation of Papal jurisdiction, 
and left a copy with his brethren 
at Greenwich, died of starvation 
in Newgate prison. Thomas Cortt 
preached a sermon against the king 

‘Threaten these things to rich 
and dainty folk who are clothed 
in purple, fare delicately and have 
their chiefest hope in this world, 
for we esteem them not but are 
joyful that for the discharge of 
our duties we are driven hence. 
With thanks to God we know the 
way to Heaven to be as ready by 
water as by land, and therefore 
we care not which way we go.’
Remarkably, and perhaps as a 

tribute to the holiness of these 
Observant Friars, Henry did not 
have them flung into the Thames. 
They were exiled from England. 
We hear nothing more about 
Friar Elstow until he returned to 
Greenwich under Queen Mary, with 
his fellow-exile Friar Peto, who was 
made Bishop of Salisbury by Pope 
Paul III on March 30, 1543, and 
later a Cardinal, by Pope Paul IV on 
June 14, 1557.

Father John Forest, who was to 
suffer a gruesome fate five years 
later, was imprisoned along with 
two other Observant Franciscans, 
Friar Rich, from Richmond and 
Friar Risby from Canterbury. 
These, along with two Benedictine 
priests and a diocesan priest, had 
supported Elizabeth Barton, the 
‘Maid of Kent,’ a young country 
girl with a reputation for holiness, 
who had become a nun and had 
spoken out publicly against Henry’s 
divorce. Bishop John Fisher, and Sir 
Thomas More also supported her. 

Elizabeth was condemned by 
a Parliamentary Bill of Attainder, 
a high-sounding euphemism for 
punishment – usually death – 
without trial. She and seven of 
her supporters, including Fathers 
Edward Bocking [Benedictine], 
John Dering [Benedictine], Henry 
Gold [diocesan priest], Hugh Rich, 
[Franciscan] and Richard Risby 
[Franciscan] were hanged for 
treason, and beheaded at Tyburn on 
April 20, 1534, and her head was 
put on a spike on London Bridge.14 
The one occasion we know of, when 
a woman was treated with this 
indignity.

John Fisher and four others 
were imprisoned, and Thomas 
More’s name was withdrawn – by 
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HAS THE DEFINITION  
OF A LIE CHANGED?

By Donald Wittmer

In My day, the definition of a lie was not telling 
the truth. Today, apparently, not telling 
the truth has changed. You can deny the 

truth for weeks, months, even years and, if you 
are given no options, then tell the truth but 
then what you said in the meantime was just a 
“misunderstanding.”

Our wonderful government seems to thrive on 
“false news.” Our President, whose picture should 
be on the front cover of the National Enquirer, 
seems to “misunderstand” the questions that are 
addressed to him. I doubt if I would want to be 
the White House press secretary as he or she 
seems to be surprised daily by announcements 
that contradict what was said the prior week. 
Mr. Guiliani recently 
“clarified” remarks 
he made two days 
earlier as to when 
Mr. Trump became 
aware of a 2016 
payoff to his lawyer 
Michael Cohen to 
buy the silence of 
a former adult-film 
actress who alleged 
she had sex with Mr. 
Trump. Apparently 
the new “truth” is 
when the President 
became “aware” of events he had previously 
denied such as his sexual encounters with Ms. 
Clifford or Playboy model, Karen McDougal.

It almost seems that everyone that comes in 
contact with Mr. Trump is constantly “affirming” 
or “denying” their relationship with Mr. 
Trump. We are supposedly asked as a public to 
overlook statements by our President because 
he has gotten the “economy going.” So for 
this, we should accept all kinds of statements 
and proclamations regardless of whether they 
are true or not? Mr. Trump, as the Wall Street 
Journal recently suggested, has returned to “free-
wheeling” and now bypasses his staff.

I don’t know about you, but I am getting 
tired of all the accusations, denials, innuendos, 
clarifications, restatements, misunderstandings 
and outright lies that cover our papers and the 
Internet today. We are still investigating the 
role of the Russian government in the 2016 
election and the role of special counsel Robert 
Mueller appears to be destined to go on longer 
than Mr. Trump’s presidency. Investigations 
continue regarding the actions of Trump’s former 
campaign manager, Paul Manafort. The Wall Street 
Journal could easily be 50% smaller if Mr. Trump 
were not President.

Apparently the days are gone when issues 
are “black or white.” Just when we think that an 

issue has been 
finally closed, 
new revelations 
come forward, 
and the matter 
hits the front 
page all over 
again. I keep 
waiting for 
Hillary Clinton 
to retire and go 
away. She has 
been shadowed 
by charges of 
c o r r u p t i o n , 

criminality, and conspiracy. I thought that the 
presidency of Bill Clinton had taken the office 
to a new low but Donald Trump will not be 
outdone. Will there ever be a time when we can 
address the issues of our government and our 
unsustainable debt? I doubt it not as long as we 
are constantly being distracted by the lives and 
issues of people that we have elected to run our 
government and the lies they tell.

– DONALD WITTMER is a retired business executive who held key 
roles in the automotive and banking sectors. A husband, father, and 
grandfather, he teaches part-time at the Kent Place School for Girls in 
Summit, New Jersey.
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book review

n soMe, perhaps many of 
our parishes in the Sydney 
Archdiocese, we have 
more people attending 
daily Mass than at any 
stage in my lifetime.  Daily 
congregations of 40 or 

50, even 100 are not unknown 
and I am not talking of inner city 
centres of devotion like St. Mary’s 
Cathedral or St. Patrick’s, Church 
Hill ,  which have sti l l  bigger 
numbers.  The chapel at Notre 
Dame University regularly has 100 
plus Mass goers on weekdays of 
Lent, but otherwise young and 
even middle aged attendees are 
in short supply.  I wonder how 
many of these worshippers are 
grandparents praying for their 
non-practising and sometimes 
faithless grandchildren.

Rod Dreher’s The Benedict Option. 
A strategy for Christians in a post-
Christian Nation (2017) comes 
from the United States with an 
uncomfortable message.  It merits 
reading and pondering and I fear 
many of his observations and 
criticisms are valid in Australia.

It is not primarily about Pope 
Francis or Vatican policies and 
struggles, but about how adult 
Christians can continue in the faith 
and hand it on to their children, 
when most of the sociological 
currents are hostile.

Dreher’s thesis

Dreher’s book is not like one of 
the Lord’s parables where the truth 
is often hidden within or behind an 
interesting or provocative story.

His thesis is clear.  The culture 
war that began with the Sexual 
Revolution in the 1960s has now 
ended in defeat for the Christian 
conservatives and the cultural 
Left has no intention of living in 
a post-war peace.  Dreher is not 
enthusiastic about the way the 
Christian churches in the USA have 
battled in the public square despite 

the gains made with public opinion 
in the prolife struggle, which are 
not matched in any way here in 
Australia.

He sees the churches as largely 
ineffective in combating the forces 
of cultural decline, being content 
to be chaplains to a consumerist 
culture fast losing a proper 
understanding of Christianity and 
indeed of the Transcendent.

He took his solution from 
the Catholic Canadian moral 
philosopher Alasdair MacIntyre, 
best known for his 1981 work After 
Virtue, who proclaimed that Western 
civilization, and in particular moral 
philosophy, had lost their moorings, 
and abandoned the human virtues 
founded on natural law.  MacIntyre 
predicted that eventually full 
participation in mainstream society 
would not be possible for those 
wanting to live a life of traditional 
virtue.  

MacIntyre’s book in 1981 might 
not have produced a revolution, but 
it certainly provoked great interest 
in Christian circles and controversy 
in the world of philosophy, which 
the author answered in two 
subsequent editions in 1984 and 
2007.

Dreher dubbed the strategic 
withdrawal proposed by MacIntyre 
the “Benedict Option”, named after 
St. Benedict, who withdrew from 
Roman society early in the seventh 
century, to found what eventually 
became the still surviving and 
immense monastic Benedictine 
tradition.  The first two Catholic 
Archbishops of Sydney were 

The Benedict Option. A strategy 
for Christians in a post-Christian 
nation, by Rod Dreher, Sentinel, 
Penguin Random House, 2017. 

Available from Amazon and most 
booksellers.

The rejection by the Australian National University of such a course and the 
subsequent controversy are the biggest boost Western Civilization has received here 

in decades, provided the Ramsay programme goes ahead in some effective way.

THE BENEDICT OPTION
By George Cardinal Pell
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Benedictine monks, but in Australia, 
unlike England, Benedictinism has 
not flourished and expanded.

Dreher’s true believers will 
develop creative, communal 
solutions to help themselves and 
their children hold on to their faith 
in what, he believes, will be an even 
more hostile world.  They will live 
in small communities of committed 
believers, somewhat removed from 
the mainstream.  He sees many 
Christians as clueless about what is 
happening and believes the extent 
of Trump’s contribution is to buy a 
bit more time; nothing else.

In the first half of the book he 
defines the challenges 
of post-Christian 
America and in the 
second part Dreher 
discusses how the 
Benedictine Rule can 
be adapted and lived 
by adults and families.

The book is written 
for theologically 
traditional Protestant, 
Catholic and Eastern 
Orthodox believers, 
whom he describes 
as “orthodox” with a 
small o.  The author 
is not a Catholic 
and lives in a Greek 
Orthodox community 
with his wife and 
family.

Diagnosis

Even after the 
Second World War 
young Irish-Australian 
Catholics still learned 
the poetry of John O’Brien, the 
pseudonym for Monsignor John 
Hartigan (1878-1952) parish priest 
of Narrandera in the Riverina.  
Perhaps his best known poem 
was about Hanrahan, who always 
discoursed after Sunday Mass 
during the changing seasons that 
“we’ll all be rooned before the year 
is out.”  They weren’t.

In fact, John O’Brien was not 
pessimistic, but optimistic, if a bit 
sentimental, despite the Depression.  
The free market and globalisation, 

the pill and religious decline were 
not parts of the agenda. 

Dreher’s pessimism is quite 
different with a Flannery O’Connor 
hardness and darkness; with not 
too much about the dawn that 
follows a long hard night.  In the 
Introduction Dreher informs us 
that Christ “did not promise that 
Hell would not prevail against His 
church in the West”.

For him “The West has lost the 
golden thread that binds us to God, 
Creation and each other”.  The 
seventeen million dead of the First 
World War shattered what remained 
of an ancient Christendom, after 

Darwin, Marx and Freud unleashing 
a mighty wave of cultural upheaval 
which “cannot be stopped, only 
ridden”.  

It was Sigmund Freud who 
replaced religion with psychology, 
a better help for coping with life’s 
challenges, he claimed, and paved 
the way for today’s “gospel of self-
fulfilment”.   Freud’s interpreter 
Philip Rieff describes the victory of 
“Psychological man (who) is born 
to be pleased” over “Religious man” 
who “was born to be saved”.  

Wittingly or unknowingly 
all Christians, whether they be 
lukewarm or committed, regular or 
“C and E” worshippers at Christmas 
and Easter, are influenced at the 
universities, by the media, at work 
or play or in their family by these 
spirits of the age.

Dreher quotes a 2005 survey 
which claimed that most American 
teenagers followed a pseudo-
religion M.T.D. i.e. “Moralistic 
Therapeutic Deism”, where the 
Creator God is interested in us, 
wanting us to be good, nice and 
fair to each other.  The goal is to 
be happy, to turn to God in trouble 

and to go to heaven.
For Dreher it is sex 

which “is tearing the 
church apart” and it is 
the Sexual Revolution 
“which has toppled the 
church’s authority in 
the broader culture”, 
a wider and more 
formidable challenge 
than the paedophilia 
crisis with all its 
tragedies.

When God is 
reduced to being a 
Cosmic Therapist and 
we strive to combat 
the Sexual Revolution 
with a middle class 
moralism of being 
happy with oneself and 
nice to others, then, 
according to Dreher, we 
are bringing knives to a 
gunfight.

The fate of serious, 
worshipping Christians 

in Australia is part of a wider 
struggle to preserve the cultural 
basis of our way of life.  St John 
Paul II repeated again and again 
that ideas are important and indeed 
they were one of the few forms 
of defence available under Polish 
Communism.  Australians often 
pride themselves on being practical 
and are not much interested in 
ideas, unless they belong to those 
who reject, indeed sometimes hate 
our history, condemning it as only 
criminal oppression.

Sculptor Nigel Boonham beside his bronze statue of St Benedict of Norcia
at the Benedict  XVI Retreat Centre, Grose Vale NSW, on the occasion of the 

blessing of the Centre by His Eminence George Cardinal Pell on  March 19, 2014.
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The disappearance from the work 
force of nearly all active religious, 
nuns, brothers and priests has 
exacerbated this weakness.

The emphasis on community is 
also justified as few families can go 
it alone when trying to transmit the 
faith to their children.  Teenagers 
need to have peers who believe 
as well as extra familial adult 
models they admire.  However, I 
cannot accept that most Christians 
should go with their families to the 
peripheries, preferring they remain 
to build their thriving subcultures 
at the heart of our communities.

About twenty percent of all 
Australian children are in Catholic 
schools, a much higher percentage 
than in the Catholic school system 
in the U.S.A. which does not receive 
government funding.  Facilities, 
teacher qualifications and probably 
academic standards across a larger 
and older cohort are better than 
fifty years ago in Australia.  The 
biggest challenges are religious, but 
improvement is always possible as 
dedicated teachers work hard to 
live and present the gospel message.  
Just as certainly “Catholic lite” or 
what Dreher dubs as the “thin gruel 
of Christianity” often inoculate 
those students exposed to it against 
conversion and discipleship.  

I also believe we have better 
grounds for confidence about 
political action in Australia despite 
losses on abortion, same-sex 
marriage and more recently 
euthanasia.  With leadership and 
perseverance majority support for 
religious freedoms and funding 
for Christian schools should be 
maintained.

And finally, for some strange 
reason the author does not mention 
the two contemporary movements, 
both communitarian, deeply faithful 
with a majority of lay leaders, 
who are transmitting the faith to 
their children: Opus Dei and the 
Neocatechumenal Way.

his eMinence GeorGe cardinal Pell is Prefect 
of the Secretariat for the Economy of the Holy 
See. He is affectionately remembered by the 
Catholics of Melbourne and Sydney as their former 
Archbishop.

hate, light not darkness, faith rather 
than fear.

Is Catholicism ultimately a 
supernatural religion or simply the 
best that good intelligent people 
have managed to produce over the 
centuries?  Is the Bible divinely 
revealed and the Magisterium 
ultimately guaranteed on at least 
some occasions?  The answers to 
these questions decide what has the 
last word in theological disputes.  
Is it Scripture and the Magisterium 
or is it the best of contemporary 
learning?

Dreher opts for Christ and he 
describes those in every Christian 
denomination who so choose as 
“orthodox”.  I prefer the term 
“gospel” Christian.  This entails 
that we have to announce Jesus’ 
teachings even when they are 
wildly unpopular, as e.g. on divorce, 
adultery, remarriage and indeed 
fornication; and when they present 
more fundamental problems such 
as loving our enemies, proclaiming 
universal forgiveness after 
repentance, believing in a loving 
personal God who will judge us 
rather than a distant Architect or 
Watchmaker.

Dreher is absolutely correct in 
accepting that modern life in the 
West has exponentially increased 
the sociological pressures against 
faith and religious practice and 
that many of our schools and 
parishes no longer provide 
effective sociological defences.  

The Ramsay Foundation offer to 
finance a course on the great books 
of Western Civilization has brought 
this struggle into the open.  The 
rejection by the Australian National 
University of such a course and 
the subsequent controversy are the 
biggest boost Western Civilization 
has received here in decades, 
provided the Ramsay programme 
goes ahead in some effective way.

Dreher had earlier recognized 
all this speaking of the Western 
indifference to its culture in 
the U.S.A. and denouncing the 
modern barbarians, who proclaim 
themselves as released from all 
authoritative pasts. 

He devotes a chapter to the 
challenges from technology, 
automation, robots etc. and laments 
the pornification of society and the 
destruction of childhood which 
technology facilitates.

What is to be done?

The late Bob Santamaria often 
furthered discussion by asking 
“What is to be done?”  He usually 
did not mention that the phrase is 
derived from the Russian Marxist 
dictator Vladimir Lenin; which does 
not make it any less relevant.

My initial reaction is to take 
Dreher’s account with a pinch 
of salt, while accepting that his 
analysis contains much truth.  The 
ground is shifting, the situation 
is deteriorating, but sin is not a 
recent invention and Catholic 
and Christian life has been much 
weaker, indeed worse, in many 
other ages and societies.

No five-year programme, 
or rolling triennium produced 
St. Benedict, or St. Dominic, 
or St. Ignatius Loyola or the 
contemporary prophets.  But 
bishops and good priests should 
be able to strategize i.e. recognize 
where the battle field is, what 
are the principal battles and what 
succession of steps might be taken 
to further the presence and work of 
God’s kingdom.

Previous to this we face 
fundamental options even after we 
have chosen good not evil, love not 

Wise as 
doves

The complexiTies of adult life 
get in the way of the truth. 

The great philosophers have 
always been able to clear away 
the complexities and see simple 
distinctions - simple once they are 
stated, vastly difficult before. If we 
are to follow them we too must be 
childishly simple in our questions - 
and maturely wise in our replies.” 
― Mortimer J. Adler, How to Read a Book: 
The Classic Guide to Intelligent Reading 
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book review

Westerners may say, ‘It will never happen here.’ But it can; as an old Russian 
proverb has it, ‘When it happens to you, you will know it is true.’

FREEDOM DEGENERATING  
INTO LICENSE

By Jude P. Dougherty

h i s  b o o k  i s 
descriptive of the 
prophet ic  voice 
o f  A l e k s a n d r 
S o l z h e n i t s y n 
(1918-2008), who 
w a s  c o nv i n c e d 

that the West has set out on a road 
similar to that which “led Russia 
into the abyss.” Solzhenitsyn first 
came to attention of the Western 
literati in 1962 with the publication 
of One Day in the Life of Ivan 
Denisovich, the only book he was 
allowed to publish while in the 
Soviet Union. That was followed 
years later by his acclaimed 
Gulag Archipelago. In 1970 he 
was awarded the Nobel Prize for 
literature “for the ethical force 
with which he has pursued the 
indispensable traditions of Russian 
literature.”

In telling his story, Lee Congdon 
points out that Russia never 
experienced the Renaissance or the 
Reformation. What sets her apart 
from the West is her Orthodox 
faith. It defines her sense of 
nation, history, and identity. “When 
men forget God,” Solzhenitsyn 
held, “Communism or a similar 
catastrophe is likely to be the fate 
that awaits them.” 

In his 1973 Letter to Soviet 
Leaders, of which a personal copy 
was sent to Leonid Brezhnev, he 
rhetorically asked, “Could the 
Soviet leaders not see that it was 
ideology, the Progressive World 
View that led the regime to act 
in ways contrary to the interests 
of the Russian people?” He told 

Brezhnev that Christianity was the 
only living spiritual force capable 
of undertaking the spiritual healing 
of Russia. That did it. Solzhenitsyn, 
within hours, was put on a plane to 
Frankfurt am Main and what would 
be twenty years of exile in the West.

The Old Believers were followers 
of Archpriest Avvakum, who refused 
to accept the seventeenth reform 
of Orthodox texts and ritual. The 
Western left was appalled when it 

discovered that Solzhenitsyn in his 
defense of the Old Believers was 
not merely a nominal Christian but 
a committed Orthodox Christian. 
Although he did not have a 
favorable opinion of the Church 
hierarchy, Solzhenitsyn expressed 
admiration for the courage and faith 
of the humble parish priest and 
the Russian faithful to whom he 
administered. 

Cogdon explains, “There were 
many reasons for Solzhenitsyn’s 
defense of the Old Believers, 
including their political 
conservativism, opposition to 
Western influence and readiness 
to flee the ‘permissive, disorder, 
and lack of religious piety’ that 
they encountered in the densely 
populated urban areas.”

From Frankfurt, Solzhenitsyn 
in 1975 visited Paris where he was 
heralded as a great and prophetic 
writer. Later, he traveled to North 
America, first visiting British 
Colombia and Alaska, which, 
Congdon reports, appealed to him 
because of its harsh climate and 
because it was formerly a Russian 
possession. Then, too, it was in 
Alaska that the Russian Orthodox 
first evangelized the native 
populations of North America.

His journey down the Pacific 
coast took him next to Stanford, 
where the Hoover Institution made 
him an honorary fellow. June 30th 
finds him in Washington, D.C., 
where, speaking to members of the 
AFL-CIO, he told them that in their 
dealing with Soviet leaders they 
should be aware that Soviet leaders 

Congdon, Lee. Solzhenitsyn: The 
Historical-Spiritual Destinies of 

Russia and the West. De Kalb, Ill.: 
NIV Press, 2017, 163 pp.
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respected only firmness and held in 
contempt those who constantly gave 
into them. Otherwise, his message 
was the same: The West may soon 
be faced with a fate similar to that 
experienced by Russia. 

Returning to Europe in 1976, 
he gave an interview to the BBC 
in March of that year. Solzhenitsyn 
told his listeners that he did not 
regard the West as a model for post-
Communist Russia. England, he 
reminded his audience, had forced 
the repatriation of 100,000 Soviet 
citizens at the close of World War II, 
most of whom Stalin put to death. 
At Nuremberg, he maintained 
that British and Western elites 
“exhibit an inexplicable sympathy 
for revolutionaries and terrorists, 
and contempt for any reference to 
spiritual regeneration.”

He then added this piece of 
advice: “We the oppressed peoples 
of Russia, the oppressed peoples of 
Eastern Europe, watch with anguish 

the tragic enfeeblement of Europe. 
We offer you the experience of 
our suffering: we would like you 
to accept it without paying the 
monstrous price of death and 
slavery that we have paid.”

In Spain, he had good words for 
the authoritarian rule of General 
Francisco Franco’s government. 
Needless to say, the world press 
subjected those remarks to endless 
criticism.

When in 1976 it came to 
choosing a place to rest, he chose 
Vermont for a home.

Invited to give Harvard 
University’s Commencement 
Address in 1978, he spoke of the 
West’s spiritual exhaustion. 

“The West,” he said “is so 
obsessed with human rights that 
it has forgotten human obligation. 
Its freedom has degenerated into 
license, its ‘media’ fills minds and 
souls with gossip and nonsense, 
its popular culture serves only to 
coarsen and degrade, its people 
exhibit an unthinking sympathy 
for socialism and its excessive 
rationalism and philosophical 
materialism undermines its ability 
to recognize evil, and destroys the 
habit of spiritual reflection. . . . 
Westerners have placed too much 
hope in politics and social reform, 
only to find that they were being 
deprived of their most precious 
possession, their spiritual life.” 

Westerners may say, “It will never 
happen here.” But it can, as an old 
Russian proverb has it, “When it 
happens to you, you will know it is 
true.”

One must applaud Lee Congdon, 
emeritus professor of history, 
James Madison University, for this 
timely volume. It follows several of 
his acclaimed books: Exiled Social 
Thought, Seeing Red, and George 
Kennan: A Writing Life. He also 
coedited a two-volume work on the 
Hungarian Revolution.

Professor Jude P. Dougherty is Dean Emeritus 
of the Philosophy Faculty, Catholic University 
of America. Formerly  Editor, The Review of 
Metaphysics, and General Editor, Series Studies in 
Philosophy and the History of Philosophy, Washington, 
D.C. he is a regular contributor to Annals. 

Stand Against 
the Easy, 

Popular Thing

The Archbishop of Canterbury 
petulantly persisted in 

claiming, despite all the 
evidence, that there was still a 
‘cloud’ over George Bell’s name. 
Lord Carlile remarked that this 
statement was ‘less than fully 
adroit’, which is QC-speak for 
something much ruder. I will go 
further. Archbishop Welby had 
a chance to stand for moral 
courage against the easy, 
popular thing. And he did the 
easy, popular thing. George 
Bell, facing much sterner 
tests in much tougher times, 
repeatedly chose moral courage 
over popularity. And that is why 
Justin Welby is not fit to lace up 
George Bell’s shoes, and why his 
pretensions to be a moral leader 
of this country are taken less and 
less seriously by thinking people.

– Peter Hitchins, ‘Top Hats and 
Kierkegaard - Some Thoughts on a 

Buckingham Palace Garden Party,’ Daily 
Mail, 17 December 2017.   138

new bible CommenTary

Michael Fallon, msc
Missionary of the Sacred Heart

IN 2005 I published The Psalms: an 
introductory commentary.  My aim 

was to discover and share the meaning 
that the psalms had for those who 
composed them and for those who 
prayed them in Ancient Israel, whether 
in the temple cult or in their own 
personal and family prayer.  My aim here 
is different. I want to explore how Jesus 
would have prayed the psalms, based 
on what we know of his mind and heart 
from the New Testament. Necessarily 
this will involve an editing of the psalms, 
for there are sentiments in some of 
them that contradict what Jesus knew 
of God and of the kind of communion 
with God that we are invited to enjoy. 
After presenting a translation of a psalm 
that I hope Christians, in communion 
with Jesus, can pray today, I indicate any 
verses that I have omitted, and then go 
on to meditate on the psalm, praying it 
with Jesus.           

$40
Price includes GST Postage extra

Available now from 
CHEVALIER PRESS PO Box 13, 

Kensington New South Wales 2033 
Ph: (02) 9662 7894, (02) 9662 7188.  

Fax: (02) 9662 1910  
Email : chevalierpress@gmail.com
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Communist era martyrs won’t let Croatia go the way of Belgium. 
The countries that endured Communism seem to be more resistant 

to the nihilist strains in contemporary liberalism.

CATHOLIC CROATIA
By Tracey Rowland

roatia is a great 
place for a Catholic 
f a m i l y  h o l i d a y , 
especially along the 
Dalmatian coastline 
and i t s  h is tor ic 
cities of Split and 

Dubrovnik.  
The conversion of peoples living 

in this part of the world began 
in apostolic times.  St. Titus, a 
disciple of St. Paul, 
was among the 
early evangelisers 
of the communi-
ties in Dalmatia.  St. 
Jerome (347-420), 
who famously trans-
lated the Bible into 
Latin, came from 
a village on the 
border of Dalmatia 
and Pannonia.  St 
Helena, or Flavia 
Iulia Helena Augusta 
(c. 250 – c. 330), 
Empress of the 
Roman Empire, and 
mother of Emperor 
Constantine the 
Great, has been 
highly revered 
within the region 
since patristic times.  
St Joseph has been 
the Patron Saint of 
Croatia since 1687 by decree of the 
then Croatian parliament.  Today St. 
Joseph’s boutique hotel is one of 
the best hotels in Dubrovnik.

The Croats are also proud of the 
fact that one of their 10th century 
bishops, Gregory of Nin, succeeded 
in getting a Croatian language 

liturgy accepted.  They had their 
own vernacular liturgy 900 years 
ahead of the rest of the world.  A 
statue of Gregory created by the 
artist Ivan Meštrović (1883-1962) 
is a tourist attraction in Split.  Good 
luck is said to follow from rubbing 
Bishop Gregory’s toe.

The Glagolitic script is the oldest 
known Slavic alphabet, formulated 
by Sts. Cyril and Methodius in 

the 9th century.  It was preserved 
by the clergy of Croatia to write 
Church Slavonic until the early 19th 
century.  Today the tourist shops 
proudly sell T-shirts featuring the 
Glagolitic alphabet and fridge 
magnets taking the form of the 
individual Glagolitic letters.

The Franciscan, Dominican and 
Benedictine Orders have monasteries 
dotted all over the region.  The great 
majority of them are still working 
communities rather than museum 
sites.  On the island of Hvar, off 
the coast of Split, a community of 
Benedictine nuns make lace out of 
the fibers of the leaves of the agave 
plant.

The Dalmatian coastal towns 
usually take the form 
of an old historic 
quarter leading 
onto a waterfront 
promenade where 
one can take up a 
position at one of the 
cafes, order a coffee 
or Aperol Spritz and 
ice-cream and watch 
the coming and going 
of yachts and fishing 
boats and occasional 
ocean cruisers.  
There are also palm 
trees just about 
everywhere and lots 
of old Roman ruins, 
and some Roman-era 
constructions not 
so ruined like the 
Emperor Diocletian’s 
Summer palace. 
It’s easy to imagine 
that one is on the 

set of a movie about biblical times.  
There are donkeys as well, or at 
least images of them.  The mascot 
of the Split soccer team is a donkey.  
It is said that the major “religion” 
competing with the Catholic faith 
around Split is “Hajdukism”. Hajduk 
is the name of Split’s soccer team.

hvaljen iSuS i marija – PraiSed be jeSuS and mary

Church of St Mark in Zagreb.  This was the parish church of old Zagreb in the 13th 
century. The Coat of arms in tiles on the roof on the right hand side, is of Zagreb: 
White castle on red background; and the one on the left of it is of the threefold 
kingdom of Croatia: Habsburg Austria [r.h.s.],  Croatia [l.h.s.], Hungary [bottom].
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Zagreb is the Croatian capital.  
In 2017 it won the best Christmas 
market in Europe award.  Its old 
historic quarter is easily surveyed on 
foot.  There is a downtown area and 
an uptown area.  To move between 
the lower and higher part one can 
choose between climbing up steps 
hewn out of rock or taking the easy 
option and getting a lift in a funicular 
wagon.  Sometimes the tourist 

queues for the wagon can be quite 
long, so it becomes a choice between 
patient queue-waiting or strenuous 
physical exercise.  

The higher part of the town 
includes the famous St. Mark’s 
Church with its heraldic patterned 
tiled roof, the church of St Catherine, 
and the miraculous image of Our 
Lady of the Stone Gate, an image that 
survived a fire in the 18th century.

The Cathedral, dedicated to 
the Assumption of the Blessed 
Virgin Mary, is also located in the 
old town.  Outside the cathedral a 
statue of Our Lady sits on top of 
a column supported by a quartet 
of angels painted in gold.  Inside 
the most dramatic feature is 
the great casket containing the 
body of Blessed Alojzija Cardinal 
Stepinac (1898-1960).  The casket 
is supported on a base sculptured 
by Ivan Meštrović and sits within 
the sanctuary area behind the 
altar.  During most times of the 
day it is possible to walk up onto 
the sanctuary and kneel and pray 
before the remains of the heroic 
Cardinal.   He had the misfortune 
of having to contend simultaneously 
with fascists and communists.

Tourist shops around the 
cathedral sell heart shaped 
gingerbread with red and white 
icing as well as red and white heart-
shaped Christmas tree baubles and 
pieces of art work in the style of 
Croatian naïve art.  The naïve art 
is easily identified by its depictions 
of rural life, especially scenes of 
happy farmers harvesting their 
crops, men fishing, women washing 
clothes and multi-coloured roosters 
crowing.  It’s an acquired taste and 
many tourists prefer the driftwood 
and beachscape art more typical of 
the Dalmatian coast than the naïve 
art from the rustic villages closer 
to Hungary.  Nonetheless the naïve 
art is fun and represents a kind 
of unapologetic celebration of 
pre-modern traditions.  

Beyond the cathedral there is 
an open air farmer’s market with 
the additional element of tourist 
souvenirs.  The textile analogue for 
naïve art is table linen embroidered 
with what people from Brussels 
would regard as seriously politically 
incorrect humour.  For example, 
it’s possible to buy table cloths 
featuring an embroidered outline 
of a kitchen, a woman wearing an 
apron and a man about to embrace 
the woman.  Beneath the scene is 
embroidered the phrase: Dobra 
večera zaslužuje dobar poljubac - “a 
good dinner deserves a good kiss”.

Example of naïve art in Zagreb. This kind of naïve art is meant to make you smile, 
and represents an unapologetic tribute to older traditions that Croatians still value

Peter and Paul at Rome

Also, a certain ecclesiastical writer, Caius by name, who lived about 
the time of Zephyrinus, Bishop of Rome (198-217 A.D.) disputing with 

Proclus, the leader of the Cataphrygians, gave the following statement 
concerning the places where the earthly tabernacles of the above 
mentioned Apostles were laid:  ‘And I can show you the tombs of the 
Apostles; for if you will go to the Vatican or to the Visa Ostia you will find 
the tombs of those who laid the foundations of the Church, and also 
suffered martyrdom.’

– Eusebius of Caesarea [265-339 A.D.]  Hist. Eccles. ii, 25. 
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era martyrs won’t let Croatia go the 
way of Belgium.  The countries that 
endured Communism seem to be 
more resistant to the nihilist strains 
in contemporary liberalism. 

tracey rowland holds the St John Paul II Chair 
of Theology at the University of Notre Dame 
(Australia).

Whether one is in the capital or 
on the Adriatic coast it is not too 
difficult to sight a young priest or 
a young nun.  They look happy.  It 
might be the sunshine, it might 
be the ice-cream or the Aperol, 
it might be the national soccer 
team or the team with the donkey 
mascot, but it is also Communist 

The major shopping strip in 
Zagreb is found along Ilica street 
which runs for 5.66 km.  It lies at 
the base of the higher part of the 
historic quarter.  Towards one end 
of the strip one finds the Catholic 
University of Croatia which was 
founded in 2006.  During his visit 
to Croatia in 2011, Pope Benedict 
XVI called the establishment of the 
University a “sign of hope”.  Most 
of its buildings are in a pre-modern 
style which is sympathetic to the 
Hapsburg era architecture of the 
historic quarter.  It has the ambience 
of a real center of learning.  Only 
one of its buildings looks as if it was 
chosen by accountants.  Even that 
building has some merit, including 
an outdoor area that can be used for 
cocktail parties.

The downtown area is the place 
to find the magnificent public 
buildings that were built during 
the Hapsburg period.  Foremost 
of these is the national theatre 
which was opened by Emperor 
Franz Joseph I during his visit to 
the city in 1895.  The very grand 
neoclassical-style railway station, 
built at a time when Zagreb was 
a stop on the Orient Express, and 
numerous nineteenth century 
elegant hotels are also in this 
precinct.  The hotel cafes all serve 
Esterházy torte and excellent coffee 
which is another happy hangover 
from the period of Habsburg 
influence.

A major church in the downtown 
region is the Basilica of the Sacred 
Heart.  The painting of the Sacred 
Heart which is hung behind and 
above the altar manages to capture 
both the humanity and Divinity 
of Christ in equal measure.  The 
church opens early each morning, 
with back to back Masses from 7.30 
to 9 AM.  It is the burial place of 
Blessed Ivan Merz (1896-1928), a 
lay academic who fostered devotion 
to the Eucharist.

Finally, the Shrine of the Mother 
of God of Bistrica is in the town of 
Marija Bistrica some 40km north of 
Zagreb. A black wooden statue of 
Our Lady has been venerated there 
since the 15th century. 
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Across
2 Alcoholic drink made from sugar cane
4 Precious wood used to build Solomon’s 

Temple (1 Kings 5-7)
6 Book of the Old Testament
8 Loose soil
9 Comfortably warm and cosy
11 A hollow in a surface
12 Be certain of the truth
14 Animals drowned in lake (Matt 8:32)
15 A small amount of whiskey
16 Member of ancient ethnic group in 

Scotland or Ireland
18 Promenade built out over water
19 Child’s card game
21 Small nail
22 Developing in slow stages
24 Written record of daily events
25 Requiescat in pace

Down
1 Book of the New Testament
2 Periodic payment
3 Central liturgical rite in the Catholic church
4 Something that is definite (informal)
5 An area for skating
6 Plant used in herbal medicine
7 Ancient device for telling the time
8 French Impressionist artist
10 Stabbed with a horn or tusk
11 An archaeological excavation
13 Open armed conflict
17 Cooking fat
18 To earnestly beg
20 Two playing cards of the same 

denomination
21 Belch
23 Raised speaker’s platform
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“Lukacs told Munzenburg, Dzerzhinsky and Marxist revolutionary Karl Radek that the 
inability to sell economic Marxism to the world meant that a new means would be needed 
to bring down capitalism.  Class-based economic warfare would have to take a back seat 

to an assault on Western civilization.  That was where the rupture had to take place.”

UNIFORMLY UNINFORMED
By Giles Auty

n a r ece nt edition of 
Annals Michael Wilding 
was  k ind enough to 
mention being entertained 
by an article I wrote some 
time ago about British 
reg ional  accents  and 

dialects.  
I would like to return the 

compliment now because his article 
on advertising in the last edition 
of Annals reminded me and others 
of fiscal truths of which we should 
all be constantly 
aware.  In my own 
case his article 
recalled for me 
especially the basic 
reason Australian 
television is so 
often unwatchable: 
advertisers require 
the greatest number 
of viewers possible 
without much – or 
often any – regard 
for the quality of 
associated programs.  

Whether boring, 
mindless, salacious 
or unfunny it is 
simply viewer 
numbers for each 
program which basically count – 
and far too many people will also 
watch almost anything these days.  
Clearly verifiable news and half-
decent programs require some 
proper degree of expenditure and 
effort so that we, the Australian 
public, are all too often obliged 
to ‘make do’ now with mindless 

programs, trivialized news and 
unlimited quantities of obviously 
forced laughter.  Sadly neither 
progress nor quality are words 
which spring readily to mind.

Looking at the actual running 
of our nation, however, the poor 
quality of our television programs 
can easily begin to seem rather 
more understandable.  Our 
geographical isolation may even 
sometimes seem a good thing for 
only those who live here or visit 

regularly are exposed fully to our 
most recent catalogues of political 
or other follies.  

In the last edition of Annals 
Cardinal Pell and I both wrote long 
articles about so-called climate 
change while quoting extensively 
from entirely different expert 
sources: Howard Thomas Grady 

and Ian Plimer.  Yet both sides of 
Australian politics blunder on daily 
still with often incoherent and 
logically incredible climate policies.  
Does government here think we 
are all incapable of understanding 
simple scientific arguments or 
growing international opinions 
about such matters? 

Where and why do so many 
breakdowns of vital factual 
information seem to occur here?  
We are a long way in Australia 

admittedly from 
other centres of 
thought yet all of 
us live nevertheless 
in what is at least 
supposed to be an 
‘information’ age.  
Regular climatic and 
other misfortunes 
occur here yet are 
often overlooked or 
seemingly forgotten 
now by all levels of 
government.  

If I were obliged 
to predict just one 
of these it would 
be drought and 
water shortages in 
the near future for 

much of New South Wales yet a 
tabloid newspaper acted recently 
as though such matters were 
somehow unfamiliar events in 
this state.  Perhaps our memories 
as well as minds in general have 
entered a period of irreversible 
decline?  Large-scale new housing 
developments are taking place in 

The PoliTiCizing of eduCaTion

THE W
EST
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some of the hottest and driest 
areas of NSW. Where precisely will 
the water come from for endless 
thousands of new immigrants?  Is 
anyone in any form of government 
still awake out there?

Discounting television 
completely as a source of useful 
information where should we look 
next?  Standards of local press 
and magazines are disappointing 
to say the least but so are those of 
much of the higher circulation state 
and semi-national newspapers.  
Educational standards in Australia 
also approach an all-time low not 
just in terms of specialist subjects 
but also in those of overwhelming 
political bias.  I am no great fan 
of the internet but internationally 
thought-provoking articles do 
certainly exist although the value 
of many of these to persons 
without a sound basic education 
will probably be limited.  

Most Australian children 
have been widely brainwashed 
politically now for at least thirty 
years.  In the former Soviet Union 
and other communist countries 
children were looked on as the 
property of the state rather than 
of their parents.  If no other factor 
entirely divided democracies from 
totalitarian states the latter always 
appeared likely to do so but today 
totalitarian systems advance not by 
confrontation but largely by stealth.  

Education was always looked on 
by advocates of the so-called ‘long 
march’ as a soft target – and so it 
has amply proved.  In days when 
education was more recognizable 
as such both my late father and 
sole sibling, a sister who has died 
recently, taught English to students 
in their final years at school.  
However neither, significantly for 
me, could perform any practical 
task at all ranging from changing 
a light bulb to driving a car and 
both were politically as well as 
practically extremely unworldly.  
Both, like most teachers, were 
employees of the state for most of 
their working lives and like most 
such were politically ignorant as 
well as naïve.  

Ask a secondary school teacher 
sometime to explain capitalism 
to you; I fear you may not even 
recognize the subject.  My father, 
at least, was an exceptional scholar 
who latterly helped revise major 
dictionaries for a living yet he only 
once left England in the whole of 
his life.  In slight contrast I have 
filed newspaper articles from twenty 
different countries including Iron 
Curtain states before their collapse.

How many Australian teachers 
or lecturers ever spent significant 
time in communist countries 
before such collapse took place?  
Communism is not merely a theory 
but an involuntary creed which 
was imposed in Russia, say, for 72 
horrific years.  If you have never 
done so get hold of a copy of The 
Black Book of Communism which was 
first published in French in 1997 
but then translated into English and 
republished by Harvard University 
Press in 1999.  

The book makes extensive use 
of archives which were opened 
following the general collapse of 
communism in 1989.  Roughly 
100 million of its own people were 
killed under communism in the 
20th century – a high percentage of 
whom perished under communist 
regimes in China and Russia.  How 

do so-called neo-Marxist teachers 
and university lecturers justify such 
utterly unjustifiable and horrific 
figures?  They live in a world of 
utter ignorance and delusion is the 
answer.

I know many tradesmen who 
work hard and skillfully for very 
long hours after which they try 
to enjoy as much time as possible 
with their families.  Many are highly 
intelligent yet rarely find time to 
read, unlike our so-called political 
elites which seem susceptible to 
every passing political whim and 
fashion.  

I have recently written a short 
book on Post-Modernism every 
aspect of which is simply Marxism 
in disguise.  Why am I privileged 
to know this?  Because I have been 
involved in the so-called culture 
wars for more than 40 years and 
have read the best available books 
on the subject.  Here is a highly 
instructive excerpt from just 
one such book Takedown: From 
Communists to Progressives.  How the 
West has Sabotaged the Family and 
Marriage by Paul Kengor 2015:  
“[György] Lukacs told [Willi] 
Münzenburg, [Felix] Dzerzhinsky 
and Marxist revolutionary Karl 
Radek that the inability to sell 
economic Marxism to the world 
meant that a new means would be 
needed to bring down capitalism.  
Class-based economic warfare 
would have to take a back seat to an 
assault on Western civilization.  That 
was where the rupture had to take 
place.”

The article then continues: 
“The destruction of the West, from 
which a phoenix-like Marxist utopia 
would arise, was to be achieved by 
the combination of neo-Marxism, 
neo-Freudianism, Pavlovian 
psychology and mass brainwashing, 
wrapped up in what euphemistically 
became known as Critical Theory.”

If you don’t recognize the 
foregoing as a completely apt 
description of what is and has been 
taking place in Australia’s schools 
and universities fairly recently I 
would be very surprised.  But who 
ever authorized any of this?  No 

Face the 
Truth

It is a very disagreeable task 
to have to say to a statesman 

that his character is injured in 
the public estimation; it is still 
more unpleasant to have to add 
that you consider this his own 
fault; and it is idle to expect to 
be able to convince almost any 
man, and more especially a man 
of very superior abilities and of 
unbounded confidence in those 
abilities, that this is the truth.’

–  Lord Melbourne (1779-1848), British 
Prime Minister during the 1830s, to 

his incorrigibly reckless former cabinet 
colleague Lord Brougham; quoted 
in Arthur Aspinall, Lord Brougham 

and the Whig Party (1939).
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single Christian parent or politician 
I know would possibly agree 
to such civil destructiveness – 
especially perhaps if they happened 
to be Catholic.  

But of course, Catholicism and 
traditional marriage are the true 
targets of such Marxist programs.  
Both institutions once sustained 
much that was best in Australia, 
a country which largely through 
the Left-wing politicization of our 
education system has lost almost all 
of its moral compass.  

Where do or did our concepts 
of right and wrong originate?  For 
centuries past in almost all Western 
countries the foundation stone 
was Christianity which similarly 
underlay most systems of civilized 
Western government.  Christianity 
was also the corner-stone on 
which Western universities were 
subsequently built.  

As Pierre Ryckmans remarked so 
perceptively: “To deny the existence 
of objective values is to deprive the 
university of its spiritual means of 
operation”.  He also said: “In the 
same way a garden is cultivated it 
is vital that society cultivates the 
young to enable them to  preserve 
and enrich the culture into which 
they were born”.

Sadly for Pierre Ryckmans 
Australia was and is primarily 
a material entity rather than a 
culture and with the politicizing 
of education here in never likely 
to become one in either the finest 
or truest sense.  The Ramsay 
Foundation’s ambition was to get 
us to look at the culture of which 
we aspire to be a small part afresh 
but like some uncouth hog at a 
symphony concert we are not even 
capable of sitting still or listening.  
The whole idea of civilisation will 
shortly become for us a receding 
blob.

Giles auty was born in the UK and trained 
privately as a painter. He worked professionally as 
an artist for 20 years. Publication of his The Art of 
Self Deception swung his career towards criticism. 
He was art critic for The Spectator from 1984 
to 1995.  He continues to devote himself to his 
original love – painting. He is a regular contributor 
to Annals. 
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– Editor, Annals
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A CREDULOUS AGE?

SoMewhere or other — I think it is in the preface to Saint Joan — Bernard Shaw remarks that 
we are more gullible and superstitious today than we were in the Middle Ages, and as an 
example of modern credulity he cites the widespread belief that the earth is round. The 

average man, says Shaw, can advance not a single reason for thinking that the earth is round. He 
merely swallows this theory because there is something about it that appeals to the twentieth-
century mentality. 

Now, Shaw is exaggerating, but there is something in what he says, and the question is worth 
following up, for the sake of the light it throws on modern knowledge. Just why do we believe that 
the earth is round? I am not speaking of the few thousand astronomers, geographers and so forth 
who could give ocular proof, or have a theoretical knowledge of the proof, but of the ordinary 
newspaper-reading citizen, such as you or me. 

As for the Flat Earth theory, I believe I could refute it. If you stand by the seashore on a 
clear day, you can see the masts and funnels of invisible ships passing along the horizons. This 
phenomenon can only be explained by assuming that the earth’s surface is curved. But it does 
not follow that the earth is spherical. Imagine another theory called the Oval Earth theory, which 
claims that the earth is shaped like an egg. What can I say against it? 

Against the Oval Earth man, the first card I can play is the analogy of the sun and moon. The 
Oval Earth man promptly answers that I don’t know, by my own observation, that those bodies 
are spherical. I only know that they are round, and they may perfectly well be flat discs. I have no 
answer to that one. Besides, he goes on, what reason have I for thinking that the earth must be the 
same shape as the sun and moon? I can’t answer that one either. 

My second card is the earth’s shadow: when cast on the moon during eclipses, it appears to be 
the shadow of a round object. But how do I know, demands the Oval Earth man, that eclipses of 
the moon are caused by the shadow of the earth? The answer is that I don’t know, but have taken 
this piece of information blindly from newspaper articles and science booklets. 

Defeated in the minor exchanges, I now play my queen of trumps: the opinion of the experts. 
The Astronomer Royal, who ought to know, tells me that the earth is round. The Oval Earth man 
covers the queen with his king. Have I tested the Astronomer Royal’s statement, and would I even 
know a way of testing it? Here I bring out my ace. Yes, I do know one test. The astronomers can 
foretell eclipses, and this suggests that their opinions about the solar system are pretty sound. I am 
therefore justified in accepting their say-so about the shape of the earth. 

If the Oval Earth man answers  — what I believe is true  — that the ancient Egyptians, who 
thought the sun goes round the earth, could also predict eclipses, then bang goes my ace. I have 
only one card left: navigation. People can sail ships round the world, and reach the places they aim 
at, by calculations which assume that the earth is spherical. I believe that finishes the Oval Earth 
man, though even then he may possibly have some kind of counter. 

It will be seen that my reasons for thinking that the earth is round are rather precarious ones. 
Yet this is an exceptionally elementary piece of information. On most other questions I should 
have to fall back on the expert much earlier, and would be less able to test his pronouncements. 
And much the greater part of our knowledge is at this level. It does not rest on reasoning or on 
experiment, but on authority. And how can it be otherwise, when the range of knowledge is so 
vast that the expert himself is an ignoramus as soon as he strays away from his own speciality? 

Most people, if asked to prove that the earth is round, would not even bother to produce the 
rather weak arguments I have outlined above. They would start off by saying that ’everyone knows’ 
the earth to be round, and if pressed further, would become angry. In a way Shaw is right. This is 
a credulous age, and the burden of knowledge which we now have to carry is partly responsible. 

– George Orwell, ‘As I please’, Tribune, 27 December 1946
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Hamilton Mackinnon recorded of Clarke in the Marcus Clarke Memorial 
Volume (1884) ‘Of his school days little is known, save what can be 

gathered from a note-book – a kind of diary kept by him at that period... 
he seems to have had only two friends, with whom he was upon terms of 

great intimacy. They were brothers, Cyril and Gerald [sic] Hopkins.’

LITERARY FRIENDS

Gerard Manley Hopkins and Marcus Clarke

By Michael Wilding

ne suMMer in the 
early 1850s three 
young boys met 
on  a  b each  on 
the Isle of Wight. 
G e r a r d  M a n l e y 
Hopkins and his 

brother Cyril ‘were busy making 
sandcastles, or engaged in paddling 
in the pools surrounding 
the rocks, and watching 
the yachts passing,’ Cyril 
re ca l led ,  when Gerard 
‘noticed a young boy of 
our own age who, propped 
against a convenient rock 
with a cushion at his back, 
sat regarding us. He had 
fine, grey, searching eyes 
and a most winning smile, 
and on our approaching and 
speaking to him cordially 
responded to our timid 
advances. 

‘He explained that he was 
not allowed to run about or 
play like other boys because 
of his weak shoulder, 
and, soon reaching the 
confidential stage, informed 
us that he had lost his 
mother and that his name 
was Marcus Andrew Hislop 
Clarke.’ 

And so, Cyril wrote in 
his biography of Clarke 
years later, ‘there ensued 
a friendship that, aided 
by the intimacy of close 

companionship at school, survived 
the ordeal of time and distance and 
was maintained by correspondence 
until within a year of Marcus’s 
death.’

Although Gerard was two years 
older than Cyril and Marcus, 
the three boys were close. They 
all went on to attend Highgate 

School in London as boarders. The 
headmaster, Dr Dyne, was notorious 
for flogging his pupils. Clarke 
recalled in The Australasian, 24 July 
1869: ‘When I was at school I was 
flogged twice a week, and did not 
like it. The gentlemanly headmaster 
– he was cousin to an earl, a D. D., 
and strictly orthodox – was noted 

for his use of the birch, and 
used to smack his lips over 
a flogging with intense glee.’

Gerard recalled one such 
occasion in 1862: ‘Clarke my 
co-victim was flogged, struck 
off the confirmation list and 
fined £1; I was deprived 
of my room for ever, sent 
to bed at half past nine till 
further orders, and ordered 
to work only in the school 
room, not even in the library 
and might not sit on a 
window sill on the staircase 
to read.’ The particular 
offence is not recorded. 

Hamilton Mackinnon 
recorded of Clarke in the 
Marcus Clarke Memorial 
Volume (1884) ‘Of his 
school days little is known, 
save what can be gathered 
from a note-book – a kind 
of diary kept by him at that 
period... he seems to have 
had only two friends, with 
whom he was upon terms 
of great intimacy. They were 
brothers, Cyril and Gerald 
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[sic] Hopkins, and they appear, 
judging from jottings and sketches 
of theirs in his scrap album, to have 
been talented both as versifiers 
and pen and ink sketchers; in both 
of which their schoolfellow was 
equally good. Among other jottings 
to be found in this school record is 
one bearing the initials G. H., and 
referring to one ‘Marcus Scrivener’ 
as a ‘Kaleidoscopic, Parti-coloured, 
Harlequinesque, Thaumatropic 
being.’ Marcus Scrivener was 
Gerard’s punning nickname 
for Clarke, which Clarke 
used as a pseudonym in his 
earliest writings in Australia.

Cyril’s biography 
provides the details of the 
schooldays unknown to 
Mackinnon. Gerard and 
Marcus collaborated on some 
early creative endeavours. 
Marcus’s Gothic horror story 
‘Prometheus’ ‘was written 
when he was but 13 or 14 
years old’ Cyril records, 
and a frontispiece for it was 
‘supplied by my brother 
Gerard.’ Gerard had been 
taught painting and drawing 
by his aunt, and his family 
thought he might make art 
his career. ‘I once wanted to 
be a painter,’ he wrote to a 
friend in 1868. Two younger 
brothers, Arthur and Everard, 
both became professional 
artists, contributors to Punch 
and other journals. Gerard’s 
biographer Norman White 
suggests that it was under 
Marcus’s influence that 
Gerard developed his enthusiasm 
for the paintings of Millais and 
Frederick Walker.

Marcus’s literary enthusiasms 
were shared by the three boys. Cyril 
remembered ‘how he, my brother 
and I laughed over Valentine Vox, 
and Little Pedlington by John Poole, 
and how he enjoyed and quoted 
Don Quixote ... while for the stories 
and verses of Edgar Allan Poe, he 
had the keenest admiration. I have 
still in my possession the copy of 
Poe’s works given by him to my 
brother Gerard as a parting gift and 

memento.’ Gerard passed it on to 
Cyril upon joining the Jesuits.

Marcus’ and Gerard’s literary 
ambitions were already evident.  
Gerard won the school poetry 
prize in 1860 with a poem on 
‘The Escorial’; Marcus won it two 
years later with a poem on ‘Julian 
the Apostate’ but the headmaster 
disqualified him because he had 
neglected his other studies. 

Gerard wrote to Ernest Hartley 
Coleridge, grandson of the poet, 3 

September 1862: ‘I must tell you 
that Clarke writes very good poetry. 
He and I compare notes and ideas. 
I think I showed you his “Lady of 
Lynn.”’ 

Cyril records that Clarke sent 
him a copy of this poem ‘for which 
he requested my brother, Gerard, 
to do an illustration. This was 
accordingly supplied and some 
slight alterations in the wording of 
one or two lines suggested at the 
same time. The latter were adopted 
and two more verses added. Soon 

after his arrival in Melbourne, 
Marcus posted me a copy of the 
poem with a view to its insertion in 
Once a Week, a periodical then at the 
zenith of its popularity... We three 
had jointly taken it in at school, (the 
editor, Edward Walford was a family 
friend of ours).’ 

The manuscript, two pages signed 
M. C., is preserved at Campion Hall, 
Oxford. Once a Week rejected it. 
But in 1868 Clarke slipped it into 

the first issue of the Colonial 
Monthly of which he had just 
become editor, aged 22.

When Clarke was sixteen, 
disaster struck. He wrote to 
Cyril: ‘I remember, when my 
father was first taken ill, his 
telling me that I should be 
well provided for. He worked 
too hard and too long; which 
produced his final and fatal 
attack of paralysis…. My 
cousins thought that he 
was worth at least seventy 
thousand pounds... Judge 
then of our consternation at 
finding affairs in the greatest 
confusion, the house in Ireland 
(left him by his elder brother) 
sold, and only a certain sum 
at his banker’s. Records of 
nothing! His cheque books 
showing large sums of money 
drawn out of his banking 
account with no trace of where 
they went to.’

Clarke was packed off to 
Australia where his Uncle 
James was a judge in Victoria. 
‘Poor Clarke is on the voyage 
out to Australia, his father 

having met with a paralysis of the 
brain,’ Gerard wrote to Ernest 
Hartley Coleridge, 22 March 
1863. Norman White suggests that 
Marcus’s description in a letter 
to Cyril of a sunset at sea on the 
voyage influenced Gerard’s poem ‘A 
Vision of Mermaids.’

In Australia Marcus was first 
found employment in a bank. 
He gave his own account of this 
brief experience in an essay ‘On 
Business Men’: ‘The manager sent 
for me, said that he loved me as his 
own brother, and that I wore the 

Gerard Manley Hopkins [1844-1889] English Poet and Jesuit 
Priest, regarded as one of the leading Victorian poets.
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which his uncle had an interest, 
Swinton and Ledcourt in western 
Victoria. But by 1867 he was back 
in Melbourne as theatre critic on the 
daily Argus. In 1868 Gerard became 
a novice of the Society of Jesus at 
Manresa in Roehampton, and then 
from 1870 until August 1873 he was 
resident at St Mary’s Hall seminary 
at Stonyhurst in Lancashire. 

Clarke spent Christmas 1872 
and New Year 1873 up-country 
at Ledcourt, troubled by debt, 
unhappy in his marriage. 

18 and 25 January 1873 The 
Australasian published Clarke’s 
‘Holiday Peak’, in which his 
unfulfilled hopes of literary success 
in London are allowed expression 
in a story about alternative futures, 
set in the mountain region in which 
he had been staying. Remembering 
his former school friend Gerard, he 
speculates about what alternative 
futures he and Gerard might have 
had, what successful careers as 
writer and artist there might have 
been.

‘Passing by an old house which 
stood back from the others in the 
terrace, my attention was caught by 
a crimson scarf trailing from one of 
the upper windows. “An artist lives 
there,” was my first thought, for 
nowhere in the world save in the 
pictures of Prout do we see bits of 
colour floating about in that fashion. 

‘“Yes, you are right,” said a young 
man, emerging from the well-
dressed crowd which throngs in 
spring the steps of the Academy.

‘It was Gerard! Gerard my boy 
friend, who fled from Oxford to 
Stonyhurst, and embraced the 
discipline of Loyola. “Gerard, what 
means this?”

‘“Dear old fellow,” said he, putting 
his arm round my neck in the fond 
old schoolboy fashion, “it means 
that I thought better of my resolve, 
and followed out the natural bent of 
my talents. My picture, the ‘Death of 
Alcibiades,’ is the talk of the year. I 
shall soon be as famous as you.”

‘“As I! You jest. A poor devil 
banished to Bush Land, tied neck 
and heels in debt, soon slips out of 
the memory even of his friends.”

I am not surprised… I always 
thought he had a leaning that 
way. Indeed, for an imaginative, 
clever and yet timid mind (the 
italics are his own) the Romish 
Church is the only one which 
satisfies; the others are but ‘leather 
and prunella.’ Protestantism in its 
purest form is simply a religion 
of the intellect; it offers no 
safeguard, no ‘rock of defence’; it 
stretches forth no helping hand 
to the sinking, struggling wretch 
who feels the waters of scepticism 
closing o’er him. Protestantism is 
like a gothic building on a barren 
shore, stern, cold, icily regular, 
freezingly beautiful. Romanism is 
a gorgeous Moorish palace, deep-
embowered in foliage, surrounded 
with glowing flowers, brilliant 
colours, and viewed by the light 
of a tropical sunset. Protestantism 
is as a stern master saying, ‘Believe 
or Perish!’ Romanism is as a loving 
Mother crying, ‘Here is Refuge! 
Here is Peace! Here is Love!’ 

For a man who feels that he 
must believe something, that 
he must have some standing-
place amid the shifting sands of 
infidelity, rationalism, spiritualism 
and scepticism, the Protestant 
Church seems cold and dismal 
and its teaching but as the apples 
of Sodom that turn to ashes in 
the mouth. Romanism calls aloud 
to him, through her hundreds of 
agents, saying, ‘Come! Believe! 
Put your trust wholly in me! 
Give yourself up to me, I will 
save you!’ Happy is the man who 
can believe! I cannot, but am no 
desperate destroyer; no denier 
of God and Heaven! I am rather 
as one who, wandering through 
the pleasant gardens of Faith 
and implicit belief, has stumbled 
upon the stern rocks that border 
them; the rocks of Reason and 
Practicality and Materialism, and 
stunned by the fall is no more 
able to return to the pleasant 
paths and rest with heart at ease 
upon the dewy turf but, must 
cling to the rugged and sharp 
stones around him lest he fall into 
the raging sea of despair and utter 
incredulity that boils and seethes 
beneath him. 
After his failure at banking, 

Clarke spent a couple of years as 
a jackaroo on two properties in 

neatest waistcoats he had ever seen, 
but that my genius was evidently 
fettered in a bank. Here was a 
quarter’s salary in advance, he had 
no fault to find – quite the reverse 
– but – but – well, in short, I was 
not a Business Man.’

Gerard’s Journals contain an 
address for Marcus in a diary of 
1864: ‘Hislop Clarke, c/- the Bank 
of Australasia, Melbourne’. But there 
is no record of any correspondence 
between them. Gerard had no fond 
recollections of his time at school, 
writing to Richard Watson Dixon 
years later: ‘The truth is I had no 
love for my schooldays, and wished 
to banish the remembrance of them, 
even, I am ashamed to say, to the 
degree of neglecting some people 
who had been very kind to me.’ 
Clarke seems to have been one of 
those he neglected. 

Clarke’s feelings about Highgate 
School were similar. Cyril recalled 
of Clarke: ‘He never professed to 
be very happy at school nor to 
have any particular affection for the 
majority of his schoolfellows.’ 

Cyril is the only schoolfellow 
with whom Clarke is known to 
have maintained a correspondence. 
Clarke wrote on ‘Speech Days and 
School Days’ in The Australasian, 28 
December 1867: ‘The happiest days 
of one’s life one’s school days? A 
thousand times no. I could tell such 
tales – but no, calm yourself, reader, 
I will restrain myself.’ 

Clarke maintained a 
correspondence with Cyril for 
the rest of his short life. Cyril 
used the letters as a basis for his 
biography of Clarke, and they 
are an invaluable record of the 
young writer’s experiences. The 
biography languished in typescript 
in the Mitchell Library until 2009, 
when it was finally published. And 
though Marcus seems not to have 
corresponded with Gerard, Cyril 
kept him informed of his brother’s 
career. 

At Oxford Gerard came under 
the influence of Cardinal Newman, 
and was received into the Catholic 
church in 1866. Marcus wrote to 
Cyril:
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In His Natural Life Clarke had 
drawn on the contemporary 
Tichborne case, in which Arthur 
Orton, a butcher from Wagga 
Wagga, claimed to be the missing 
English heir Roger Tichborne. With 
Chidiock Tichbourne Clarke was 
clearly exploiting the notoriety of the 
name, though it is an historical novel 
about another real life Tichbourne’s 
participation in the Babington 
conspiracy to set the Catholic Mary, 
Queen of Scots on the English throne 
in place of Elizabeth. 

A jolly historical romp, the novel 
makes early use of that classic line of 
spymaster to agent when Sir Francis 
Walsingham tells Walter Gerrard ‘I 
do not pay you to think’. Gerrard is 
a government agent, tracking down 
Jesuits. His name and his quarry 
suggest that Clarke was at some level 
thinking of his former school friend 
now become a Jesuit. Gerard, indeed, 
had an interest in the contemporary 
Tichborne trial himself, writing 
about it to his mother, and in 1873 
attending and enjoying Lord Chief 
Justice Cockburn’s summing up. 

It is not known whether Gerard 
was ever aware of Clarke’s career as 
a writer. Cyril may have mentioned 
it, but Gerard, his own attempts 
at publication only sporadically 
successful, may not have wanted 
to know. Clarke had known of and 
shared Gerard’s literary and artistic 
interests during their schooldays, 
but, like most people, seems to have 
been unaware of the continuation of 
Gerard’s vocation as a poet. 

21 August 1884 Gerard wrote 
to Robert Bridges that only eleven 
friends had been given his poetry 
to read; it was not collected until 
Bridge’s edition of 1918. 

Both died young, Clarke in 1881, 
aged 35, Gerard in 1889, aged 45. 
In both cases their fame was to be 
posthumous.

Michael Wilding is author of Wild Bleak Bohemia: 
Marcus Clarke, Adam Lindsay Gordon and Henry 
Kendall (Australian Scholarly Publishing), a crit-
ical monograph Marcus Clarke (Oxford U. P.), 
editor of a selection Marcus Clarke (University of 
Queensland U. P.) and co-editor of Cyril Hopkins’ 
Marcus Clarke (Australian Scholarly). He is emeritus 
professor of English and Australian Literature at 
the University of Sydney. 

‘“No, indeed,” I replied, feeling 
much as if someone had taken away 
my head and left me a bubble of air 
in place of it. “Besides, I write for 
the Slaughterer, and the two papers 
are at daggers drawn.” 

‘“Ah! lucky fellow,” said Gerard, 
throwing open the window to 
inhale the perfume of my rose-
garden. “How different things might 
have been if you hadn’t taken your 
uncle’s advice.”’

It becomes all too much for 
Marcus.

 ‘“Gerard, my dear fellow,” said I, 
rising, “I – I feel a little confused; 
leave me for a while. We will meet 
at dinner.”

‘“Very well,” said Gerard. “I will 
take Constantia for a drive.”

‘“Constantia! What, not the girl 
we – ?”

‘“The same, dear old fellow.”
‘“And she did not marry Count 

Caskowisky?”
‘“Count Caskowisky be 

confounded! No; she married me. 
We have three children. Sans adieu!”

‘Holiday Peak’ became the title 
story of Clarke’s first collection of 
stories in 1873. In 1874 his great 
novel of the convict system, His 
Natural Life, was published in 
book form. Then in September 
1874 he began serializing a new 
novel in the Australian Journal, 
Chidiock Tichbourne, or the Babington 
Conspiracy. An historical romance of 
the days of Queen Elizabeth. 

‘“So you persist in that dream 
about Australia! Surely you know 
that the fortune was recovered; that 
your year of poverty but served to 
correct your boyish extravagances, 
and that in easy circumstances you 
banished Poins and Pistol, and 
settled down to the career you 
chose!”

‘“Gerard, you are laughing at 
me!”

‘“Come into your own house, 
then, and be convinced,” said 
Gerard.

‘My house, it appeared, was 
a villa at Richmond; the railway 
station was sufficiently near to 
take me into town when town-talk 
was needed, and yet the cottage 
in its charm of park and river was 
sufficiently far from London smoke 
to suffer one’s soul to breathe 
freely.

‘“I wonder,” said Gerard, ‘“that 
with the horses you keep you ever 
travel by the train?”

‘“My horses, then, are considered 
good?”

‘“Horses and books are your only 
extravagance. It is lucky that your 
income is not sufficiently large to 
suffer you to indulge a taste for 
pictures. You had better put down 
your yacht, and buy my ‘Death of 
Cromwell.’”

‘“No, no,” I said dreamily, 
accepting this novel position; “I 
always had a taste for yachting – 
but come in and let us converse.”

‘“You dine with Carabas tonight, 
remember,” said Gerard; “Balthazar 
Claës and Byles Gridley will be 
there. I know you affect to dislike 
dinners, but the marchioness is 
a good soul, and you must not 
disappoint her.”

‘“True,” said I, “she is; and after 
presenting my eldest daughter, too. 
I shall certainly come.”

‘“The Superfine Review has cut up 
your last book, as usual,” remarked 
Gerard, turning over the papers 
on the horseshoe-table; “but to an 
author whose readers are counted 
by millions, and to whom Chapman 
and Hall give £5,000 a volume, 
a sneer in the Superfine is not of 
much consequence.”

Enemy of 
the Good

The law of progress holds 
that everything now must 

be better than what was there 
before. Don’t you see: If you 
want something better, and 
better, and better, you lose the 
good? The good is no longer 
even being measured.’

- Hannah Arendt (1906-1975), from a 
1974 interview quoted in The New York 

Review of Books , 26 October 1978
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book review

If there is one word that is applied to Chesterton even more often than 
‘innocence,’ it would be be ‘wonder’. In all his writing, he sought to 

awaken his readers to the wonder of existence itself: ‘We live in the best 
of all impossible worlds.’ And wonder leads us to gratitude.

G. K. CHESTERTON A SAINT?
By Maolsheachlann O Ceaillaigh

N THIS BOOK, as I have 
previously explained, I 
wanted to include only 
people whom we know 
are in Heaven; that is, 
men and women who 
have been either beatified 

or canonized by the Church. It 
was difficult to leave out so many 
figures who I admire greatly, 
particularly Irish people on the 
road to sainthood; such as Servant 
of God Frank Duff, founder of 
the Legion of Mary (the biggest 
lay association in the Catholic 
Church); Venerable Edel Quinn, 
a Legion of Mary missionary who 
spread the Legion of Mary through 
Africa; and Venerable Matt Talbot, a 
Dublin man who overcame extreme 
alcoholism and henceforth lived a 
life of extreme holiness. These and 
many others have inspired me in my 
own Christian faith.

However, there is one figure I 
feel compelled to add, who has 
not yet even attained the title of 
Venerable, though his cause for 
sainthood was opened in 2014. 
That is Gilbert Keith Chesterton, 
the English journalist, novelist, poet, 
wit and Catholic convert, who died 
in 1936.

It was Chesterton’s writings, 
more than anything else, which 
led me to accept the truth of the 
Catholic faith. And he didn’t have 
this effect just on me; since his 
own reception into the Church 
in 1922, Chesterton has drawn a 
huge number of people along with 
him. Not only that, but his writings 

have provided them with powerful 
ammunition in debates against 
the Church’s many opponents. 
Chesterton sends us into battle, not 
only with determination, but with a 
certain joyous exuberance.

If Chesterton was indeed a saint, 
he’s something of an unusual saint; 
an enormously fat man, who was 
notoriously untidy and dishevelled, 
and very fond of spending time in 
pubs. He didn’t seem tremendously 
enthusiastic about church-going, 
either; as an Anglican, he rarely 
seemed to go to church at all. As 
a Catholic, he fulfilled his Sunday 
and holy day obligations, but 
he seems to have rarely gone to 
Mass other than that. He went to 
confession once a year, when his 
wife pushed him to it. It is said that 
his loud confession was audible in 
the nearby pews.

On the other hand, Christ was 
never far from his thoughts. He 
would make the sign of the Cross 
with his match before lighting 
a cigar. He claimed (perhaps 
metaphorically) that he said grace 
before dipping his pen in ink. He 
wrote about every subject under 
the sun, but he nearly always found 
a way to bring Christianity into the 
discussion; not in a contrived way, 
but simply because his outlook was 
so essentially Christian. 

Bear in mind that Chesterton 
was usually writing for a secular 
audience, one that was largely 
Protestant or agnostic. He could 
entertain them and evangelize 
them at the same time. He got 
away with evangelizing because 
he was so entertaining. George 
Orwell complained that, in the 
last twenty years of his life, 
Chesterton’s writing became ‘an 
endless repetition of the same 

The article that follows appeared 
as an appendix to a book recently 
published by Maolsheachlann Ó 
Ceallaigh in the USA: Inspiration 
from the Saints: Stories from the 
Lives of Catholic Holy Men and 

Women. This book is available on 
Amazon for $US16.95 paper back 

or $US24 hard cover.
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thing’—Catholic propaganda, in 
Orwell’s view. Although Orwell 
is here betraying his sourness 
towards Catholicism, and although 
Chesterton’s writing was never 
monotonous, there is an element of 
truth to his claim. Chesterton never 
stopped proclaiming the truth of 
the Catholic faith.

Is Chesterton in Heaven? It is 
hard for many of us to believe 
otherwise. Even those who were 
his ideological opponents had a 
warm regard for him, often a love 
for him. Rarely did he make a 
bad impression on 
anybody; and as we 
have seen, being a 
saint is no guarantee 
whatsoever that 
you are going to be 
universally liked. He 
also drew untold 
numbers of people 
into the Catholic 
Church, through 
the many books and 
articles in which 
he argued for the 
truth of the Catholic 
faith. There seems 
to have been no 
element of malice, 
cruelty, or egotism in 
his personality. The 
worst criticism of his 
personal behavior 
that I’ve encountered 
is that he tended to 
get cranky whenever 
anyone (usually his 
wife) tried to keep 
him to a schedule or 
impose any kind of 
discipline on him.

His good humour 
was so legendary 
that there are only 
a handful of anecdotes in which 
he seems to have lost it. When 
his friend Fr. John O’Connor (the 
model for Chesterton’s fictional 
detective Father Brown) offered 
the obese Chesterton his arm when 
crossing a field, Chesterton refused 
it ‘with a finality foreign to our 
friendship.’ He then slipped and 
broke his arm. In another story, 

Chesterton ordered a child—one of 
the many children who visited his 
home—to go up to her bedroom 
because she had insulted a servant. 
This was so out of character that it 
merits a mention in his biography! 
Finally, a friend of Chesterton 
recalls that he slammed a bottle 
down on the table in annoyance 
when she dilly-dallied about 
whether or not she would like 
a glass of wine. Reader, can you 
imagine if these were the worst 
stories told about you?

In order to be declared 
venerable, a candidate for 
sainthood must be judged to 
have lived the Christian virtues 
to a heroic degree; that is, the 
theological virtues of faith, hope 
and charity, and the cardinal virtues 
of prudence, justice, fortitude, and 
temperance. Whether Chesterton, 
that very fat man, was distinguished 
for the virtue of temperance may 

be questioned (and has been 
questioned). However, it would 
be hard to argue that he did not 
live out the virtue of fortitude. Few 
writers have worked so hard. He 
wrote over a hundred books and 
over four thousand essays. This is to 
say nothing of his contributions to 
other peoples’ books, or the many 
lectures he gave. 

None of this was because 
Chesterton was a compulsive writer. 
He wrote to defend the things he 
believed in, as well as simply to 

make money. He had 
to make lots of money, 
because he gave 
money away as fast as 
he could make it. A lot 
of the money he made 
was given directly to 
people who asked him 
for charity—he was a 
notorious ‘soft touch.’ 

Another beneficiary 
was an organization 
dear to his heart: the 
Distributist League. 
Distributism was an 
organized attempt 
to apply the social 
teachings of Leo XIII 
and subsequent popes. 
It was an attempt to 
create an alternative 
to both socialism and 
the sort of capitalism 
by which massive 
companies squeezed 
out small businesses, 
small shops, and 
small farms. How 
far Distributism 
actually reflects the 
social teaching of the 
Church is a matter 
for debate; how far 

it succeeded is also a matter for 
debate. It seems to have had little 
tangible success. Yet it cannot 
be denied that Chesterton made 
titanic efforts in championing a 
cause he believed in, one which he 
also believed to be an application 
of Catholic ideals to economic and 
social life. Ultimately, only God 
knows the degree to which our 
efforts fail or succeed.

G.K. Chesterton and Israel Zingwell, after attending a parliamentary select 
committee about censorship of stage plays in London on September 24, 1909.
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life will also be is inspired by the 
knowledge that Chesterton lived 
the Christian ideal.  His humility 
shines through his writings. But 
we also know from the accounts 
of his life that he was profoundly 
humble. For instance, he would 
often give people signed copies of 
his books; in such cases, he was 
always apologetic and embarrassed 
that he had nothing better to give 
them, and it seems clear that this 
was genuine humility and not 
a pretence. Although his career 
brought him into contact with 
many famous men, he was no less 
interested in the barbers who cut 
his hair and the cab drivers who 
took him from place to place, and 
many of them have left touching 
accounts of him—Chesterton, they 
said, made them feel interesting and 
important.

Another instance in which 
Chesterton’s example is as moving 
as his writing is his love for his wife. 
He was never naïve about marriage 
or the family; he once described 
marriage as a duel to the death 

Humility is the luxurious art of 
reducing ourselves to a point, not to 
a small thing or a large one, but to a 
thing with no size at all, so that to it 
all the cosmic things are what they 
really are—of immeasurable stature. 
That the trees are high and the grasses 
short is a mere accident of our own 
foot-rules and our own stature. But 
to the spirit which has stripped off 
for a moment its own idle temporal 
standards the grass is an everlasting 
forest, with dragons for denizens; the 
stones of the road are as incredible 
mountains piled one upon the other; 
the dandelions are like gigantic 
bonfires illuminating the lands 
around; and the heath-bells on their 
stalks are like planets hung in heaven 
each higher than the other. Between 
one stake of a paling and another 
there are new and terrible landscapes; 
here a desert, with nothing but one 
misshapen rock; here a miraculous 
forest, of which all the trees flower 
above the head with the hues of 
sunset; here, again, a sea full of 
monsters that Dante would not have 
dared to dream. These are the visions 
of him who, like the child in the fairy 
tales, is not afraid to become small.
The reader of Chesterton who 

learns something of the man’s 

As I say, only the Church can 
decide whether Chesterton was 
a saint or not. But he certainly 
possesses one of the traits which 
seems characteristic of the saints, 
and which I have tried to highlight 
in this book; that is, the ability to 
make virtue attractive, and to make 
vice ugly. This is the opposite of so 
many modern celebrities, who have 
a tendency to do just the opposite.

Chesterton makes virtue 
attractive through his writing. After 
reading one of Chesterton’s books, 
the reader feels excited to pursue 
the Christian ideal; he makes it 
seem almost like a romp or a sport. 

An example is this celebration of 
family life, from his book Heretics:

This is, indeed, the sublime and 
special romance of the family. It is 
romantic because it is a toss-up. It 
is romantic because it is everything 
that its enemies call it. It is romantic 
because it is arbitrary. It is romantic 
because it is there. So long as you 
have groups of men chosen rationally, 
you have some special or sectarian 
atmosphere. It is when you have 
groups of men chosen irrationally 
that you have men. The element of 
adventure begins to exist; for an 
adventure is, by its nature, a thing 
that comes to us. It is a thing that 
chooses us, not a thing that we 
choose. The supreme adventure 
is being born. There we do walk 
suddenly into a splendid and startling 
trap. There we do see something of 
which we have not dreamed before. 
Our father and mother do lie in 
wait for us and leap out on us, like 
brigands from a bush. Our uncle is a 
surprise. Our aunt is, in the beautiful 
common expression, a bolt from the 
blue. When we step into the family, by 
the act of being born, we do step into 
a world which is incalculable, into a 
world which has its own strange laws, 
into a world which could do without 
us, into a world that we have not 
made. In other words, when we step 
into the family we step into a fairy-
tale. 
How many writers could make 

all the irritations and vexations 
of family life seem exciting, even 
romantic, as Chesterton does here?

Another example of Chesterton 
making virtue seem attractive, even 
fun, is his defence of humility in 
The Defendant:

Fallibility of Memory

ONE OF THE greatest difficulties with eyewitness evidence 
is that fact-finders are reluctant to believe in the fallibility of 

memory. We rely on our memories on a day-to-day basis and the 
thought that other peoples’ memories might not be accurate sits 
uneasily with the faith we have in our own recollections.63 Of course 
the reality is that our memories are unstable and malleable. We are 
all aware of instances where our memories have proved inaccurate, 
despite the fact that we were sure that they were correct. Even 
without external influences, memory will fade over time. This has 
been accepted by psychologists “ever since Hermann Ebinghaus 
published his classic work on remembering in 1885”.64 In addition to 
this inevitable deterioration, memories may also be altered by post-
event factors.

From a judicial perspective, it is particularly important to recognise 
the susceptibility of memory to suggestion. It is not necessarily true 
that what is learnt in the cradle lasts till the grave. We forget much 
more than we remember. What we do remember may persist, but it 
will often change just as much as we do. Only rarely, if ever, will a 
person go to the grave with a clear and unaltered recollection of what 
happened yesterday, let alone of something that happened years 
before in their youth.
– Hon. Justice Peter McClellan, ‘Who is telling the truth? Psychology, common sense and the law,’ 
from an edited version of a speech presented at the Local Courts of New South Wales Annual 
Conference 2006 (2-4 August 2006). Footnotes have been omitted. The Hon. Justice Peter 
McClellan was Chair of the Royal Commission into Institutional Responses to Child Sexual Abuse.
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been responsible for innumerable 
conversions to Catholicism, but they 
have stoked the flame of faith in 
those who were already Catholics. 
In this, at least, he resembles the 
saints that fill the pages of this 
book. If you have never read him, 
reader, I urge you to put down 
this book and pick up the first 
Chesterton book you can find!

Maolsheachlann o ceallaiGh is a revert to the 
Catholic faith from atheism. He resides in Dublin, 
Ireland. To learn more about Maolsheachlann visit 
his blog: Irishpapist@blogspot.com.au. He has 
been working at University College Dublin Library 

As a young man, before he had even 
become a Catholic he wrote a short 
poem in which this sense of grateful 
wonder is expressed unforgettably:

Here dies another day
During which I have had eyes, 

ears, hands,
And the great world around me;
And with tomorrow begins 

another.
Why am I allowed two? 
Most importantly of all, G.K. 

Chesterton draws us to Christ. 
Not only have Chesterton’s works 

which no man of honor should 
refuse, and he wasn’t entirely 
joking. But, by all accounts, he 
loved his wife passionately to the 
moment of his death.

I will mention one 
more Christian virtue that 
Chesterton showed in his life; 
that is, obedience to Christ’s 
commandment to love our 
enemies. In his long career, 
Chesterton debated many of 
the leading intellects of the day. 
Very often, he was in passionate 
disagreement with them. But he 
never let disagreement lead to 
unpleasantness. Indeed, he joked 
that the worst thing about a quarrel 
was that it ruined an argument. 
Chesterton was so good-humored 
in debate that, not only did he love 
his enemies, his enemies loved 
him! George Bernard Shaw was 
one example. The two men were 
engaged in constant public debates, 
often on very fundamental matters. 
Yet they were good friends.

So we know that Chesterton 
lived the virtues he wrote about; 
but it is in his writings that we will 
encounter it most vividly today. 
And what charms generation 
after generation of reader is the 
simple goodness that radiates 
from his writings. One biography 
of Chesterton is entitled Wisdom 
and Innocence, and the phrase 
‘innocence’ naturally comes to 
mind when Chesterton is discussed. 
One can read through all his 
books and find nothing that is 
sexually suggestive, nothing that is 
scatological, nothing that is cynical, 
nothing that is crass, nothing that 
is morbid. To read Chesterton is to 
breathe fresh air—and your lungs 
cry out for more. The reader of 
Chesterton wishes, not only to read 
more Chesterton, but to emulate 
him.

If there is one word that is 
applied to Chesterton even more 
often than ‘innocence,’ it would be 
be ‘wonder’. In all his writing, he 
sought to awaken his readers to the 
wonder of existence itself: ‘We live 
in the best of all impossible worlds.’ 
And wonder leads us to gratitude. 

Hacks and Trolls

PRIVATE ORGANIZATIONS, too, have exploited these online 
resources to influence campaigns: the Koch brothers’ data firm, 

i360, whose funding rivals that of both parties, has spent years 
developing detailed portraits of 250 million Americans and refining 
its capacities for influence operations through “message testing” 
to determine what kinds of advertisements will have traction with 
a given audience. It employs “mobile ID matching,” which can link 
users to all of their devices—unlike cookies, which are restricted to 
one device—and it has conducted extensive demographic research 
over social media. Google’s DoubleClick and Facebook are listed as 
i360’s featured partners for digital marketing. The firm aims to have 
developed a comprehensive strategy for influencing voters by the 
time of the 2018 elections.

Only in recent months, with the news of the Russian hacks and 
trolls, have Americans begun to wonder whether the platforms 
they previously assumed to have facilitated free inquiry and 
communication are being used to manipulate them. The fact that 
Google, Facebook, and Twitter were successfully hijacked by 
Russian trolls and bots (fake accounts disguised as genuine users) 
to distribute disinformation intended to affect the US presidential 
election has finally raised questions in the public mind about whether 
these companies might compromise national security.

Cyberwarfare can be waged in many different ways. There are 
DDoS (distributed denial of service) attacks, by which a system is 
flooded with superfluous traffic to disrupt its intended function. The 
largest DDoS attack to date was the work of the Mirai botnet (a botnet 
is created by hacking a system of interconnected devices so they 
can be controlled by a third party), which in October 2016 attacked a 
company called Dyn that manages a significant part of the Internet’s 
infrastructure. It temporarily brought down much of the Internet in 
the US. There are also hacks designed to steal and leak sensitive 
materials, such as the Sony hack attributed to North Korea or the 
hacking of the DNC’s e-mail servers during the 2016 election. And 
there are attacks that damage essential devices linked to the Internet, 
including computing systems for transportation, telecommunications, 
and power plants. This type of attack is increasingly being viewed as 
a grave threat to a country’s infrastructure.
– Tamsin Shaw, ‘Beware the Big Five,’ Review of The Darkening Web: The War for 
Cyberspace,  by Alexander Klimburg,  The New York Review of Books April 5, 2018
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MEDIA MATTERS
By JaMes Murray

Greeneland redeemed   

Live long enough, and you catch slow 
miracles on the rise: miracles like the then 
President of Mexico, Enrique Pena Nieto 
welcoming Pope Francis (SJ) earlier this 
year at the National Palace in Mexico City’s 
Zocalo Square for so long a locus of anti-
Catholic secularisation and persecution.

Graham Greene’s The Lawless Roads 
(1938) distilled this. ‘No hope anywhere. I 
have never been in a country where you are 
more aware all the time of hate.’ He also 
wrote of the Catholic Church: ‘Perhaps the 
only body in the world which consistently 
and sometimes successfully opposes the 
totalitarian state.’ 

Two years later in the, The Power and 
the Glory, he created an unsaintly Mexican 
priest, hunted to death. His fiction was not 
too far from the lives of priests in Mexico 
under the rule of President Plutarco Calles 
and others; it is epitomised in the firing 
squad martyrdom of Miguel Pro (SJ) in 1927.

Mal process

Far from Mexico, in law-abiding Australia 
where the Prime Minister Malcolm 
Turnbull rose by poll counting, the Catholic 
Archbishop of Adelaide Philip Wilson opted 
for due process with an appeal against his 
Newcastle Magistrates Court sentence of 12 
months jail for concealing child sexual abuse 
by a priest, Jim Fletcher. 

Despite the due-process factor, Turnbull 
led calls for Wilson to resign. Intensifiying 
this to a call that Pope Francis should sack 
Wilson forthwith. The PM clearly has a 
taste for irony sauce (HP?). As he vividly 
described in The Spy Catcher Trial, he argued 
for due process for Peter Wright, although 
Prime Minister Maggie Thatcher sought to 
shut the case down.

All this, of course, was in the context of 
the separation of powers, common to the 
Westminster system and its Canberra variant.

To add angostura bitters to the irony 
sauce, Turnbull later spoke at the Opera 
House obsequies of the Chief Justice of the 
Supreme Court of NSW, Sir Laurence Street, 
calling him ‘a lion’.  

What would that lion have roared had 
NSW Premier Neville Wran QC (a Turnbull 
banking associate) ignored separation of 
powers and intervened in due process. There 
again, he did in the matter of High Court 
judge Lionel Murphy and his ‘Little Mate’, 
Morgan Ryan.

Wran was cleared. Murphy was convicted 
of abuse of power and acquitted on appeal: 
due process for the High Court judge, due 
process for the Catholic archbishop, no 
matter how vile the child abuse in a minority 
milieu he is accused of concealing.   

Turnbull’s sea

In mitigation of PM Turnbull ’s call , it 
must be said that he faces a sea of troubles 
not of his own conjuration. His Minister 
for Education, Senator Simon Birmingham 
has upset the parents of children attending 
systemic Catholic schools. Moreover not of all 
of these parents are Catholics, a significant 
number of non-Catholics elect to send their 
children to Catholic schools because of the 
public system’s social engineering courses.

The overall equation, with its SES (School 
Socioeconomic Status) a dafter version of the 
Postal Code version and its Gonski inputs, 
would baffle Einstein.  

No worries, democratic discussion will 
resolve the matter? Not if account is taken 
of John Ferguson’s front-page exclusive (The 
Weekend Australian , July 14-15}. He revealed 
that the chief critic of Birmingham’s policy, 
Stephen Elder, executive director of Catholic 
Education, Melbourne had come under 
threat.

Same dastardly bigot? Well no, the 
Australian Charities and Not for Profit 
Commission which according to Ferguson 
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threatened to cut the charity status of 
Elder’s organisation for campaigning against 
government policy.

Penalties include substantial fines and/or 
12-months jail. Coincidence? But of course – 
except that the gears of government can shift 
from partial to total automatically.     

Turnbull’s other stormy sea area is energy 
where he still relies on his faith in the 
market, honed at Goldman Sachs. How he 
can rely on this faith, and the excuse that the 
system is broken, is a rich puzzle. 

The energy system is not broken; what 
is broken are the parts into which public 
utilities were disassembled, ostensibly 
for efficiency but in reality for executive 
bonuses and shareholder interest against 
consumer needs: the politics of avarice, you 
night say. 

The ACCC ramrod, Rod Sims, has made it 
clear that more than enough is enough. The 
Minister for Resources, Matt Canavan, who 
inherited the can of worms (electric eels?), 
may take consolation from the fact that on 
TV he does a very good furrowed brow.  

Daniel judgement

The straw for the foundation brick of 
Western Civilisation is the Judeo-Christian 
dictum of Jesus Christ about rendering to 
Caesar what is Caesar’s and to God what is 
God’s – a dictum not echoed in the Koran. 

Following the US Constitution, the 
dictum has become known as the separation 
of Church and State though it less a 
separation than a bridging, creative tension. 

Integral to it is freedom of religion, and 
the current question as to whether it should 
have legal protection. The Minister for 
Social Services, Daniel Tehan, in his lecture 
to Thomas More Society, Canberra spoke 
eloquently on the topic. But was the society 
the appropriate forum?  

Thomas More was less concerned with 
freedom of religion than with freedom of 
conscience. His executioner Henry VIII, 
by taking to himself the title, Sovereign 
Head of the Church of England, a title still 
current, drove his carriage and the funerals 
of his wives through the concept of State-
Church tension.     

The case for legal protection of religions 
has its points; Tehan made them bravely, 
particularly in relation to rugby union 

player Israel Folau, castigated by corporate 
sponsors, RU officials and pundits, for 
using social media to air his views on 
homosexuality, not be it said, the orientation 
but its sins, that is its intimate practices.

Tehan was also vigorous in criticising 
political correctness and its wielding of, 
‘the tools of oppression’ by ‘the minority 
against the majority’. He did not remark on 
the extent to which this is aggravated by 
preferential voting.

Nonetheless, legal protection for religion, 
like democracy, can be a two-edged 
sword for religions, notably Islam, that 
are theocratic – or quasi-theocratic as 
are proponents of political correctness 
(Polcorrism?).

Au revoir Paris

The Paris Agreement furore stirred by 
former PM Tony Abbott had one benefit: 
comment entailed repetition of Chief 
Scientist Alan Finkel ’s statement that 
nothing Australia did made a difference to 
climate change – the term ‘global warming’ 
having been dumped in the cliché bin of 
history.  

This being the case – and Cardinal 
George Pell ’s review of Thomas Brady’s 
Mirrors and Mazes in last month’s issue 
strengthened it – why does Australia 
continue to abate emissions when other 
countries – China, India, America – do not 
follow its per capita example?  

In this, of course, lies virtue of a sort. 
But if the policy has a negative effect 
nationally, down to the level of domestic 
heating then we have regressed to below 
our industrial-age forebears and even below 
the Flintstone-Rubbles who kept themselves 
warm in winter while grilling yearling 
mastodon cutlets or frying pterodactyl eggs. 

Abbott redux 

Was Tony Abbott wrong to call for a 
departure from the Paris Agreement because 
it was not what he envisaged? He did 
have facts on his side, insofar as computer 
bytes can be so called; he might, however, 
have been better advised to suggest an 
improvement deadline.

As an ex-PM, is Abbott wrong to speak 
out from the backbenches? Absolutely not, 
he has a great exemplar, Winston Churchill. 
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Okay, Churchill was not an ex-PM when 
he spoke out.  He did have a distinguished 
frontbench career as a Liberal and 
Conservative, and his words changed history.

Comparison of Abbott with Churchill 
over the top? Make it Robert Menzies. When 
he lost the prime ministership, he did not 
become mute, he spoke out, and also found 
time to lay the foundations of a new force, 
the Liberal Party.   

The possibility of defeat at the next 
federal election shadows Turnbull, 
particularly if Labor were to pull on him the 
Albanese/Shorten switcheroo it pulled on 
Malcolm Fraser with Hawke/Hayden. 

Turnbull has indicated he can return to 
merchant banking. Time then for an Abbott-
lead reform, retaining the ‘social ’ element 
that Menzies included in his founding 
document, inf luenced perhaps by papal 
social justice encyclicals.

ANU hack   

Why did it take the Australian National 
University so long to reveal that its 
computers had been hacked from a Chinese 
location? Vice-chancellor Brian Schmidt, a 
Nobel Laureate in astrophysics, must have 
been tempted to use astronaut lingo and say: 
‘Mission control, we have a problem.’

Problem? More a confounded 
embarrassment: ANU runs a celebrated 
Chinese studies programme; enter hackers 
stage left at a time when Schmidt and his 
co-pilot chancellor Gareth (Biggles) Evans 
are defending the ANU decision not to 
accept a bequest from the Ramsay Centre 
for Western Civilisation because it involved 
curriculum interference.

This is not to suggest that the hackers 
were seeking such interference. But in other 
parts of the diaspora, agents of the China’s 
Maoist-Marxist Government are known to 
take a cyber interest in the extra-curricula 
activities of students.

Antidote: a dosage of Western Civilisation 
university freedom from which Evans 
(Monash) and Schmidt (Arizona/Harvard) 
benefitted. 

Double first

One Professor Emeritus reader is 
extraordinary, two is beyond hyberbole. 
Yet your correspondent attracted such a 

distinguished brace through his note (April/
May issue) on Alan Fewster’s biography of 
the Australian diplomat Keith Waller by 
attributing to Dr Samuel Johnson the quip 
about diplomats being sent abroad to lie for 
their country.

Fellow contributor Michael Wilding, 
Professor Emeritus of English and Australian 
Literature, University of Sydney, offered a 
correction. Add to that, Richard Rigby, 
Professor Emeritus College of Asia and the 
Pacific ANU, Canberra. 

His e-mail to the editor, Father Paul 
Stenhouse, PhD, pointed out that the quip is 
usually written, ‘sent to lie abroad for their 
country’ and comes from Sir Henry Wotton 
(1568-1693) who wrote it in Latin: Legatus 
est vir bonus peregre missus ad mentiendum rei 
publicae cause.

Richard Rigby, once a diplomat, knew 
Keith Waller and referred to him as ‘Spats’, 
adding that he had not served the State by 
‘knowingly telling a porkie’.    

Dicey Don

As President Donald John Trump 
continues his crazy-like-a-fox progress, 
he summons memory of the nickname 
Stupor mundi – Marvel of the world – once 
applied to Frederick Hohenstaufen (1194-
1250), Holy Roman Emperor, King of Sicily, 
Germany, Jerusalem, and like Trump a 
leader with astonishing hair and a gift for 
casting the dice, the papacy being an arch 
foe.

Trump’s hair and gift were on display 
during his European progress when he 
castigated Germany, exacted more money 
from NATO members and okayed the UK’s 
departure from the EU, the latter during 
a joint press conference with UK Prime 
Minister Theresa May at Blenheim Palace, 
subsequent to an interview in which he was 
less than gentle about her Brexit moves.

May, unlike a predecessor Maggie 
Thatcher, is not an inveterate handbag 
carrier, otherwise she might’ve been 
tempted to use it at their press conference. 
As an event, it had merit: not only did the 
principals bob and weave in frame so did 
the journalists – a positive shift from the 
customary faceless questions.  

On the right f lank of a Guards brass 
band was a piper. But he did not appear to 
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give the president a blaw, say Donal Abu in 
tribute to his on-going changes to the US 
Constitution’s shape-changer, the Supreme 
Court. 

The above was written before Trump’s 
Helsinki summit with the neo-Czar, Vladimir 
Putin. The outcome: Trump got a World Cup 
football for his son, Barron; Putin got more 
than he ever dreamed of, stuff summed up in 
ex-CIA director John Brennan’s ‘treasonous’.   

What more can be said? Little except this 
was less crazy-foxy Donald than buffoon 
Donald, and Russian’s appreciate buffoons. 
Without pushing the comparison too far, 
president Boris Yeltsin, who picked Putin, 
resembled Trump physically and had 
buffoonish interludes. 

As Trump zig-zags and further criticism 
tumble down, the piper could always play 
the rousing Andy Stewart number, Donald, 
where’s your troosers, the last word being 
changed to ‘canniness’.       

Sun over Times

The interview mentioned above appeared 
in The Sun – a power shift , historically 
such an interview would have thundered in 
The Times. Rupert Murdoch controls both 
newspapers, as he does Fox News where 
Trump re-interpreted himself. 

Does the choice of The Sun and Fox News 
mean, Murdoch still has a line to the White 
House. After all, in recent years The Sun is 
reputed to have won more elections than The 
Times.

Where will the emphasis lie when the 
nova Stupor Mundi arrives here, possibly 
with a gift-wrapped ambassador? Will 
The Australian get first nod? Or could it 
be Fairfax Media, which would ensure 
Australasian coverage into Aotearoa-NZ. 

This is not to forget that Trump may have 
seen the ABC’s Leigh Sales interviewing 
his rival Hilary Clinton, ex-FBI boss James 
Comey and ex-California governor, Arnold 
Schwarzenegger. 

Vale

Coverage of the death of Dr William 
Griffith McBride by ABC platforms and 
The Sydney Morning Herald was dutiful, 
focussing on his role in exposing the dire 

risks of thalidomide and on his subsequent 
fate: being barred after charges of falsifying 
research results at his Foundation 41.

No mention was made of the fact that 
Dr McBride later achieved out of court 
settlements, terms not to be disclosed, from 
both the ABC and The Sydney Morning 
Herald, the prime reporter for both being Dr 
Norman Swan. 

The McBride funeral service at St James’ 
Church did not attract a similar level of 
coverage. No television cameras hovered in 
the legal precinct where he spent so much 
time defending his reputation, supported by 
his wife, Dr Patricia Glover, his daughters 
Louise and Catherine and his sons, John and 
David.

The names of several people who sided 
with him should be mentioned: Frank 
Devine, a great editor-in-chief of The 
Australian, and possibly a greater columnist, 
brought the McBride court case to the 
attention of Phillip Knightley. He, like Dr 
McBride was an alumnus of Canterbury Boys 
High School; his book, The First Casualty 
about war reportage, is an inimitable classic.

John Hemming, a double first of 
Cambridge University and a former IPC/
Fairfax executive, published Dr McBride’s 
apologia, Killing the Messenger, under his 
imprint, El Dorado. He bore costs including 
hiring your correspondent to edit the 
draught rejected by other publishers, 
and obtained during an interview with Dr 
McBride. 

At the funeral service, the Rector of St 
James, the Reverend Andrew Sempell, 
presided. Among the hymns was one 
translated from an ancient Irish work, its first 
line, Be thou my vision, O Lord of my Heart. 

As the cortege left St James’ its bells 
tolled 91 times for the years of Dr William 
McBride’s life – a f lawless life of perfect 
practice? Perhaps not, but surely one 
undeserving of what in effect became a 
mutant trial by ordeal, result of criticisms 
not being put before broadcast on the 
ABC Science Show which might have been 
expected to behave in accordance with status 
rather than as a gotcha tabloid. 

© Austral-Media 2018.    
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[M]ainstream militants like the late Osama Bin Laden, Hamas leader Ismail 
Haniyeh and Hezbollah chief Hassan Nasrallah are fervent soccer fans who use 

the game as a bonding and recruitment tool. Soccer brought recruits into the fold, 
encouraged camaraderie and reinforced militancy among those who had already 

joined. The track record of soccer-players-turned suicide bombers proved their point.

SOCCER IN GUANTANAMO
By James M. Dorsey

 r ow  in  the  US 
C o n g r e s s  o v e r 
Pentagon spending 
on a soccer pitch for 
suspe c ted  te r ror -
ists incarcerated in 
Guantanamo focuses 

attention on the importance of the 
beautiful game to both the militants 
and their counter-terrorist detractors.

The $744,000 pitch outside a $39 
million penitentiary-style building 
known as Camp 6 at the U.S. Navy 
base at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, 
is intended to  reward the most 
cooperative of the facility’s  inmates. 
It builds on US efforts to employ 
soccer over the past decade as 
evidence that it complies with the 
Geneva Conventions and to reduce 
tensions between the militants and 
their wardens.

The pitch, set to be inaugurated 
next month once contractors have 
installed latrines and goals, is 
surrounded by guard towers and 
surveillance cameras and accessible 
by a secure walkway to reduce 
contact and conflict between the 
inmates and their captors.

It is also yet another example 
of the US government’s use of 
soccer in its battle for the hearts 
and minds of militants and their 
potential supporters. If soccer 
was a bonding and recruitment 
tool for jihadists across the globe, 
it could well serve to reinforce 
rehabilitation.

That is a notion that doesn’t 
go down well in an election year 

Guantanamo “should not be a 
place of comfort. It should house 
the worst of the worst of the world’s 
terrorists, not be a training ground 
for the World Cup,” McClatchy 
Newspapers1 quoted Mr. Ross as 
saying.

“Though it’s a tough choice to 
say who deserves more blame for 
such apparent waste, fraud and 
abuse, the genius who thought up 
the soccer field in the first place, or 
the contractor fleecing Uncle Sam 
for a small dirt field surrounded by 
a green fence, one thing is certain 
– this episode shows President 
Obama’s priorities in action,” said 
retired Navy Commander and 
former Pentagon spokesman J. D. 
Gordon who served as an advisor 
to Herman Cain’s failed 2012 
Republican presidential campaign in 
an op-ed on Fox News.

Guantanamo commander Rear 
Admiral David B. Woods told 
McClatchy that construction costs 
were high because all equipment 
and supplies had to be imported to 
the 116-square-kilometer base in 
southeast Cuba.

“That’s probably the biggest 
misperception and lack of 
understanding of the expense 
of doing things down here. It’s 
unlike any place else in the world 
mainly because we don’t have the 
opportunity to capitalize on the 
local economy,” Admiral Woods said.

Over the past decade, soccer 
has constituted part of the United 
States’ soft power tools in seeking 

SPorT, diPlomaCy and PoliTiCS

This article appeared first 
in 2012 in James Dorsey’s 

blog The Turbulent World of 
Middle East Soccer.  Much of 
what has happened since, in 
the Middle East, in Europe, 
Asia, Africa and the USA, 
could not easily have been 
foreseen. As I write, the 2018 
Soccer World Cup is sorting 
out the winners from the 
hopeful contenders. Readers 
will agree, I think, that the 
article’s timeliness has not 
lessened over the intervening 
six years.

and at a time of economic crisis 
with President Barak Obama’s 
Republican opponents in the US 
Congress.

“Seven hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars for crying out 
loud? Our deficit this year is $1.2 
trillion and we’re spending this 
kind of money on terrorists?” asked 
Florida Republican member of 
the House of Representatives Gus 
Bilirakas in a television interview. 

Dennis Ross, another Florida 
Republican went a step further. 
He introduced in Congress what 
he dubbed the ‘NO FIELD Act’ or 
None of Our Funds for the Interest, 
Exercise, or Leisure of Detainees 
Act, which would reduce the 
Defence Department’s 2013 budget 
by $750,000 – the soccer pitch’s 
price tag.
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to win hearts and minds. The 
US administration in Iraq in the 
wake of the overthrow of Saddam 
Hussein made the construction and 
rehabilitation of soccer stadiums 
and clubs a priority in a bid to 
counter efforts by militants to make 
inroads among the country’s youth. 

US military and civilian officials 
argued that reopening soccer 
stadiums and encouraging people 
to play free of fear or persecution 
would win hearts and minds among 
those scarred by regimes for which 
soccer was either the enemy or a 
weapon of terror. 

Members of the US 87th 
Infantry’s 1st battalion were 
thrashed 9:0 a few years ago when 
they played the Sons of Iraq, a team 
made up of former insurgents, on 
a makeshift pitch on a dirt field 
in northern Iraq. As far as the 
Americans were concerned, their 
thrashing contained an important 
message: soccer balls can be more 
powerful than bombs. “You lose a 
game, but you win a lot of friends,” 
said Maj. Gen. Mark Hertling, 
the then commander of the 1st 
Armored Division and Multi-
National Division North. 

Before US-led coalition troops 
entered Baghdad in 2003, Saddam 
Hussein’s men went into the 
neighbourhoods and passed 
out guns and stored weapons 
in schools. Because it was too 
dangerous to drive the trailers away 
through the streets, American forces 
blew them up - and in the process, 
damaged schools and surrounding 
homes. Though the US military 
returned to clear away the debris, 
distribute soccer balls and help 
set up teams and leagues in tense 
towns like Ramadi and Sadr City, 
unexploded shells remain in fields 
and school-yards where children 
kick their balls.

With an estimated 42 million 
land mines or two landmines 
per person in Iraq in a nation 
of 24 million, US Provisional 
Reconstruction Teams partnered 
with Spirit of Soccer, a Johnstown, 
Pennsylvania NGO that employs 
soccer to educate youth about the 

risk of mines. Trained by Spirit of 
Soccer, Iraqi coaches, including 
women, discussed fair play, 
avoiding dangers from land mines 
and other unexploded munitions, 
sportsmanship, tolerance and 
the need for non-violent conflict 
resolution while dribbling and 
kicking penalties. Participants 
returned to their communities as 
coaches and organizers of Youth 
Soccer and Mine Awareness 
Festivals.

In Afghanistan, US-led 
international forces  shortly after 
their 2001 overthrow of the 
Taliban, played  soccer against 
an Afghan team in Kabul’s 
Ghazi Stadium to highlight the 
change they were bringing to the 
war-ravaged country. The stadium 
had been used by the Taliban 
for public executions, stonings 
and amputations. Americans and 
Iranians competed in Iran in the 
reconstruction of soccer pitches as a 
way of earning brownie points.

Soccer may seem an odd foreign 
policy tool or military priority. But 
with at least half the population 
of Iraq and Afghanistan under 
the age of 18, soccer balls and 
shoes are as basic to mending 
the two countries’ social fabric as 
beams and girders are to mending 
the damaged buildings. Indeed, 
the future of Iraq as well as 
Afghanistan and US relations with 
both countries may well in part 
depend on soccer paraphernalia 
and US efforts to prevent political 
interference and sectarian strife 
from undermining the two nations’ 
soccer performance.

Clearly, it will take more than 
a soccer training, a soccer league 
and a successful national team to 
overcome Iraq’ and Afghanistan’s 
ethnic, religious and social 
divisions. Yet sociologists suggest 
that soccer can play a role in 
strengthening feelings of unity 
and national identity. Sports can 
also have a cathartic effect by 
channelling human aggression 
away from violence and into more 
healthy channels. Nelson Mandela 
used a racially integrated national 
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rugby team to unite South Africa in 
the wake of apartheid -- a story now 
made famous by the movie Invictus. 
South Africa went on to become the 
first African nation to successfully 
host the World Cup.

These are lessons that may be 
lost on the Republicans but they are 
certainly not lost on militants. The 
most radical militants including Al 
Qaeda’s Somalia affiliate as well as 
some 

Saudi and Egyptian Salafi 
sheikhs denounce soccer as the 
infidel’s game because it was 
introduced by British colonialists 
and because of its potential to 
compete with Islam, particularly 
as a release valve in autocratic 
environments. Saudi Arabia 
recognized soccer’s competitive 
power during the 2010 World Cup 
when, afraid that believers would 
forget their daily prayers during 
matches broadcast live on Saudi 
TV, it rolled out mobile mosques on 
trucks, and prayer mats in front of 
popular cafes where men gathered 
to watch the games.

More mainstream militants 
like the late Osama Bin Laden, 
Hamas leader Ismail Haniyeh and 
Hezbollah chief Hassan Nasrallah 
are fervent soccer fans who use the 
game as a bonding and recruitment 
tool. Soccer brought recruits into 
the fold, encouraged camaraderie 
and reinforced militancy among 
those who had already joined. The 
track record of soccer-players-
turned suicide bombers proved 
their point.

JaMes M. dorsey is a senior fellow at the S. 
Rajaratnam School of International Studies at 
Nanyang Technological University in Singapore, 
and the author of the blog, The Turbulent World of 
Middle East Soccer. See the blog for March 6, 2012. 
Reprinted with permission.
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movieSBelle and Sebastian:  
Friends for Life.

Director Clovis Cornillac serves us 
another tranche – the third – about 
the adventures of the Great Pyrenees 
sheepdog, Belle, and her young 
friend Sebastian (Felix Bossuet).

Again the script is by Fabien 
Suarez and Juliette Sales who worked 
from the novel by Cécile Aubry.

Cornillac doubles as the villain 
Joseph, who turns up in an armoured 
German half-track to show how nasty 
he is while claiming ownership of 
Belle and her pups.

Can Belle and Sebastian with 
the help of the latter’s adoptive 
grandpa César (Tcheky Keryo) and 
neighbours outwit him?  

Clue: Sebastian has the option 
of travelling to Canada to rejoin 
his father, setting up the possibility 
of sequel involving another dog, 
perhaps like Jack London’s White 
Fang or RM Ballantyne’s The Dog 
Crusoe.      

A neat reference is made to The 
Three Musketeers.by Alexander Dumas. 
As it happens a Scottish band call 
themselves Belle and Sebastian. 
Effrontery? Not quite; Alexander 
Dumas was influenced by the 
writings of Sir Walter Scott.

Vive the Auld Alliance!
PGHHHHSFFV.

Back to Burgundy  
(Ce qui nous lie)  

Siblings Jean (Pio Marmai), 
Juliette (Ana Giradot) and Jéremie 
(Francois Civil) inherit their family 
vineyard on the death of their hard-
driving father. But what appears to 
be a dream inheritance turns as sour 
as verjuice when they argue over 
maintaining the vineyard or selling it 
and dividing the loot.

To add to the complication, Jean 
has an Australian vineyard and family. 
In solving the complication, director 
Cédric Klapisch has the aid of 
co-writers, Santiago Armigorena and 
Jean-Marc Roulot.

What lifts the film from humdrum 
domestic drama is the reality of the 
setting and the business of dealing 
with retainers, grape pickers and 
other wine makers who have designs 
on the inheritance.  

Salud!
MHHHNFFV.

Two is a Family 
(Demain tout commence)

Omar Sy stars as Samuel, enjoying 
life on the Cote d’Azur with a boss 
who tries to be strict with him but 
like every other woman is charmed 
into compliance with his hedonistic 
lifestyle.

This ends abruptly when a little 
girl Gloria (Gloria Colston) is left 
with him by her mother Kristin 
Stuart, played by Clémence Poesy 
whose acting can be as lyrical as her 
name but not here.

Samuel heads for London to 
return Gloria; there he finds lucrative 
work as a stuntman, enabling him 
to give Gloria the joyful life she 
deserves – until Kristin returns 
saying he is not Gloria’s father and 
claiming the child for herself and her 
new partner Lowell (Ashley Walters) 
who is uptight where Samuel is 
flamboyant.  

Gloria, it must be said has her 
own transformative ideas.

America was once seen as the 
home of schmaltz. Director Hugo 
Gélin with his co-writers Mathieu 
Oullion and Jean-André Yearles serve 
schmaltz a la mode de Cannes. 

Beneath the froth is a subtext: the 
sentimental normalisation of what 
used to be deemed abnormal.  

MHHNFFV. 

The Leisure Seeker

Directed by Paolo Virzi, this bitter 
comedy stars Donald Sutherland as 
John Spencer, a senile academic and 

Helen Mirren as his wife Ella who 
has her own covert trouble.

What to do? Their option, or more 
exactly Ella’s, is to take off from their 
comfortable permanent home in the 
mobile home of the title, leaving 
behind their bewildered children.

Unhappily the Spencers, 
unlike Bob Hope, Bing Crosby 
and Webster’s Dictionary, are not 
Morocco bound; they head for the 
Florida Keys and a home of Ernest 
Hemingway, John Spencer’s literary 
hero.  

Virzi with his co-writers Francesca 
Archibugi, Francesco Piccolo and 
Stephen Amidon worked from 
Michael Zadoorian’s novel, the result 
is scarcely con brio.

In sum, it is a euthanasia 
propaganda piece, a funeral cortege 
disguised as a road movie, whose 
principals are awarded its stars as a 
token of their general talent which 
cannot lighten the film’s depressing 
intent. 

MHHNFFV.

Jurassic World: Fallen 
Kingdom

Director Colin Trevorrow got 
the nod for the latest installment 
of the franchise based on Michael 
Crichton’s original novel Jurassic Park 
(1990).

The heavy lifting acting is by Chris 
Pratt as Owen Grady, velociraptor 
trainer and Bryce Dallas Howard as 
Claire Deering, operations manager. 

To help with storylines Trevorrow 
had the help of Rick Jaffa, Amanda 
Silver and Derek Connolly. The 
prehistoric creatures eat the story 
lines as if they were linguine with 
tomato salsa to fortify them when 
catastrophe and greedy skulduggery 
combine to free them from their 
island home, a consequence about 
which Jurassic veteran Jeff Goldblum 
in the persona of Ian Malcolm warns 
a United Nations-style assembly.

Look out for the animatronics 
rampaging round the world’s capital 
cities including Canberra and 
Wellington.

MHHHNFFV.

Foxtrot

Writer/director Samuel Moaz’s 
title is ambiguous. It designates a 
back-roads border post in Israel, 

By James Murray

SOLUTION TO QUICK CROSSWORD NO. 102
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manned by a squad of conscripts 
whose shelter is a rusty shipping 
container which is sinking in the 
sand. 

It also refers to the dance which 
one of the soldiers does clutching his 
rifle while a comrade looks on from 
his heavy machine gun emplacement.

Boredom, captured by 
cinematographer Giora Bejach, is 
the order of the day. A solitary camel 
passes to and fro. The squaddies 
harass or chat up travellers – until 
a throwaway gesture triggers a fatal 
burst of fire.

Moaz casts the superlative Lior 
Ashkenazi as Michael Feldman, an 
executive living in Tel Aviv with 
his wife Daina (Sarah Adler). The 
relative peace and prosperity of 
their life is shattered when they get 
news that their only son Jonathan 
(Yonatan Shiray) has been killed.

Army specialists begin the drill 
of consolation. as Michael’s brother 
Avigdor (Yehuda Almagor) arrives to 
help with the couple’s daughter Alma 
(Shira Haas).   

The chaotic trauma dissolves into 
stunned calm when they receive 
further news about Jonathan. 
To write more would break the 
film’s high tension. Enough to 
say that what follows is similar in 
theme to John O’Hara’s first novel, 
Appointment in Samara (1934). 

Samuel Maoz opens and closes 
his sombre film with what might be 
called military efficiency – except 
that, like Jaroslovak Hasek in The 
Good Soldier Schweik (1923), he 
destroys the myth of such efficiency.  

As noted here some nine years 
ago in relation to Moaz’s  Lebanon, 
shot inside a tank during the 1982 
conflict, Israeli films often give a 
more disturbing sense of reality 
than factual reports in other media, 
paradoxically evidence of Israel’s 
ultimate commitment to an open 
society.

MA 15+HHHHNFFV.

Sicario 2: The Day  
of the Soldado

Sicario means hit man, in this case 
Alejandro Gillick. And as played by 
Benecio Del Toro, Gillick lives up to 
the star’s name in terms of violence 
delivered and absorbed under 
Stefano Sollima’s direction.

However, it is proof of Del Toro’s 
range that his gentle scenes with a 
child have more power than the 
violence. This, over a running time 
of 122 minutes, is so ferocious that 
it brings on the law of diminishing 
returns. 

Complementing Del Toro’s 
quietude, Isabela Moner plays the 
child, Isabela Reyes, daughter of 
a drug-cartel boss, kidnapped to 
trigger war with other cartels and 
disrupt their US-bound traffic which 
doubles cocaine with potential 
terrorists.

All flak-jacket macho, Josh Brolin 
comes on as Matt Garvey, an anti-
terror specialist. Catherine Keener 
is an agent Cynthia Foards who 
bickers rather than bonds with 
Garvey. 

Keener is a player of consummate 
kill but scriptwriter Taylor Sheridan 
fails to give her the chances he gave 
Emily Blunt in his original version.

He should worry. He writes an 
ending indicating another sequel. 
Asking him to cut the violence 
would be like asking a cook to spare 
the meat in chilli con carne.

MA15+HHHNFFV.

Show Dogs

How do you make a Rottweiler 
amiable? You do as director Raja 
(Scooby Doo) Gosnell does in this 
comedy thriller: you make him a cop 

dog called Max and give him the 
voice of rapper Ludacris (real name 
Christopher Bridges). 

You then team him with a 
biddable FBI agent Frank (Will 
Arnett) and loose them in pursuit 
of a kidnapper gang lead by Berne 
(Andy Beckwith) whose targets 
include a baby panda and a 
Sumatran tiger. 

Their allies include Phillippe 
(Stanley Tucci), a papillon, Dante 
(Alan Cumming) a terrier and 
Sprinkles (Gabriel Iglesias), a pug.

Adding to the fun, Gosnell  
(with writers Max Botkin and Marc 
Hyman) makes the main location 
Las Vegas and a dog show more 
reminiscent of the mockumentary, 
Best in Show, than any Royal Easter 
event or Crufts. 

That said, critics have found 
scenes involving human-dog 
interaction disquietingly akin to 
child grooming.   

PGHHHSFFV.

Adrift

The running time of 96 minutes 
is a piece of technical magic 
considering that Tami Oldham’s real 
ordeal lasted for 53 days. Director 
Baltasar Kormakur achieved his 
magic by trickery innate to Aaron 
and Jordan Kandell’s script and 
through the conviction playing of 
his star, Shailene Woodley in the 
role of Tami.

If Sam Claflin is less authentic as 
Tami’s partner, Richard Sharp, it’s 
because his survival was not part 
of the reality. Experienced seafarer 
though he was, Sharp was swept 
overboard by the hurricane that 
wrecked the yacht he and Tami were 
sailing from Tahiti to San Diego for 
its owners.

This aside, Kormakur with 
Woodley as star and producer has 
created a classic of how stormy seas 
can turn idyll to disaster. 

Petty point: the yacht was not 
adrift, it was sailing under a jury rig 
contrived by Tami.  

MHHHNFFV.

Mary Shelley

More than 50 movie versions of 
Frankenstein have been produced 
since the first in 1910, starring 
Augustus Phillips as Dr Victor 
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Frankenstein and Charles Ogle as 
the Monster. 

Since then, the plethora has 
included comic versions such as 
Abbott and Costello Meet Frankenstein 
(1948) and the reverential Mary 
Shelley’s Frankenstein (1994) in 
which Kenneth Branagh directed 
himself as Dr Frankenstein and tried 
to direct Robert De Niro as the 
Monster.

Accordingly it is intriguing to 
watch a full-length biopic of the 
work’s author Mary Shelley (née 
Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin) who 
ran off with the married Percy 
Bysshe Shelley.

It was while staying at Lord 
Byron’s leased Swiss castle that 
she wrote or at least drafted 
Frankenstein. Had Byron not sold 
off his ancestral Scottish seat, Castle 
Gight, to pay his debts, the world 
might have seen Billy Connolly as 
a kilted Monster. Frankenstein? The 
one and only Sean Connery. 

Director Haifaa al-Mansour’s 
biopic, based on Emma Jensen’s 
script, has Elle Fanning play 
Mary Shelley in a naïve style that 
undercuts the swagger of Douglas 
Booth’s Shelley and Tom Sturridge’s 
Byron. 

How much this is due to Haifaa 
al-Mansour’s background as Saudia 
Arabia’s first woman director with 
Wadja is a matter for speculation. 

The biopic’s penumbral lighting 
does give the impression of having 
been shot through a veil while 
points are made about women’s 
rights.  

Stephen Dillane plays Augustus 
Godwin, Mary’s bookseller father, 
who takes a dim view of her 
adultery; Emma Jensen may have 
been tempted by the notion of 
making him the inspiration for the 
Monster and of having Dillane, a 
great actor, play the part. 

As it is, Haifaa al-Mansour avoids 
full-on scenes of the Monster’s 
creation which might have drawn 
comparisons with generics that 
comprise a Trivial Pursuit category 
of their own.    

Such is the biopic’s dark 
substance that the PG rating may 
surprise parents who feel they need 
guidance themselves.  

MHHHPG.
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