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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 beautiful dove proudly bearing 
the olive branch in its beak, is from the capital of 
a column –  part of the facade of the Church of 
St Agnes in Agone, in the Piazza Navona, Rome. 
Along with Bernini’s incredible Fontana dei Quattro 
Fiumi, ‘Four Rivers Fountain,’ in the same Piazza, it 
was built by Pope Innocent X, [1574-1655] whose 
Pamphili family crest bore the dove and three fleurs 
de lis or lilies. From the earliest days of the Church 
the dove symbolised peace and reconciliation from 
the story of Noah and the flood [Gen.8,11]. It 
was a symbol of the Holy Spirit, and also of the 
Church according to Tertullian, St Ambrose and 
St Augustine. From the fourth century a hollow 
receptacle in the shape of a dove was hung 
above the altar as the tabernacle for the blessed 
Sacrament in many Catholic churches.



GRANT THAT I MAY 
UNDERSTAND

Grant, when my hour comes, that I may recognize 
you under the appearance of each alien or hostile 
force that seems bent on destroying or uprooting 

me.  When the signs of age begin to mark my body 
(and still more when they touch my mind); when 
the ill that is to diminish me or carry me off strikes 
from without or is born within me; when the painful 
moment comes in which I suddenly awaken to the 
fact that I am ill or growing old; and am absolutely 
passive within the hand of the great unknown forces 
that have formed me; in all those dark moments, 
O God, grant that I may understand that it is You 
(provided only my faith be strong enough) who are 
painfully parting the fibres of my being in order to 
penetrate to the very marrow of my substance and 
bear me away within Yourself.

– Pierre Teilhard de Chardin, Le Milieu Divin Collins, Fontana Books, 1962, p.89-90., quoted  
Henri de Lubac The Religion of Teilhard de Chardin. Collins 1967, p.270-271. It was written in 
1926, around thirty years before his death on Easter Sunday, 1955.
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THOU ART OUR 
TRUST, O KING  

OF KINGS

Alone with none but thee, my God, 
I journey on my way. 
What need I fear when thou art near, 

O King of night and day? 
More safe am I within thy hand 
than if a host should round me stand.

My destined time is known to thee, 
and death will keep his hour; 
did warriors strong around me throng, 
they could not stay his power: 
no walls of stone can man defend 
when thou thy messenger dost send.

My life I yield to thy decree, 
and bow to thy control 
in peaceful calm, for from thine arm 
no power can wrest my soul. 
Could earthly omens e’er appal 
a man that heeds the heavenly call?

The child of God can fear no ill, 
his chosen, dread no foe; 
we leave our fate with thee; and wait 
thy bidding when to go. 
‘Tis not from chance our comfort springs. 
Thou art our trust, O King of kings.
– Hymn at Lauds on Thursday in Week 2 of the Psaltery of The Roman 
Breviary. Words by St Columba, 521-597 ad. Translator, unknown.
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The media’s role in the legal process drew the attention of judge Roy Ellis in the NSW 
District Court (the equivalent of the Victorian County Court) in Newcastle in December 

last year. The judge overruled the conviction of the former Catholic archbishop of 
Adelaide, Philip Wilson, for falling to report a child sexual assault to NSW police.

REINFORCING THE CASE FOR 
JUDGE-ONLY TRIALS

By Gerard Henderson

n i n t r o d u c i n g  Sky 
News’s Paul Murray 
Live on Wednesday, the 
presenter said Australia 
has a legal system ‘with 
a pretty simple set of 
rules about it’. Namely, 

‘the police investigate something, 
the department of prosecutions 
decide to go forward with the case, 
the case is argued before a court 
and a jury makes a decision’.

Murray added: ‘If there is an 
error at law, it will be exposed on 
appeal.’ He was referring to the 
conviction of Cardinal George 
Pell for child sexual abuse in the 
County Court of Victoria. At least 
Murray, unlike so many journalists 
and commentators in recent 
days, acknowledged that Pell has 
a right of appeal. However, the 
analysis was simplistic. An appeal 
court can also overrule a jury 
decision if it finds the verdict 
was not reasonable in view of the 
evidence.

Murray’s claim that in criminal 
jurisdictions trials are decided by 
a jury alone in the first instance 
is inaccurate. This is correct with 
respect to Victoria. However, some 
states, for example NSW and 
Western Australia, have introduced 
the right for a defendant to have 
a trial by judge alone. Why? Well, 
in some jurisdictions it has been 
recognised that juries can make 
mistakes – especially concerning 
high-profile defendants,

In the lead-up to Victoria Police 
charging Pell, Murray was one 
of the leading Pell antagonists. 
PML ran panels featuring the likes 
of Derryn Hinch, Dee Madigan 
and Peter FitzSimons in which, 
channelling the ABC, everyone 

agreed with everyone else in 
condemning Pell. However, when 
Pell was charged, Murray had the 
honesty to concede that he doubted 
whether a fair trial in the case was 
possible.

The media’s role in the legal 
process drew the attention of judge 
Roy Ellis in the NSW District Court 
(the equivalent of the Victorian 
County Court) in Newcastle in 
December last year. The judge 
overruled the conviction of the 
former Catholic archbishop of 
Adelaide, Philip Wilson, for falling 
to report a child sexual assault to 
NSW police.

In his judgment, which took 
apart the evidence on which Wilson 
had been convicted, Ellis raised 
what be termed ‘the elephant in the 
room’. Namely, the media interest 
in ‘the prosecution of institutional 
child sexual abuse or its cover-up’. 
The judge acknowledged that while 
editors, producers and journalists 
have genuine interest in covering 
such crimes, ‘the potential for 
media pressure to impact judicial 
independence may be subtle or 
indeed subversive in the sense that 
... no one sees or acknowledges or 
wants to see or acknowledge’.

This is a criticism not so much 
of the media as the judicial system 
itself The fact is that virtually no 
one in executive, parliamentary or 
judicial parts of the administration 
of governance is willing to address 
this matter.

Cardinal Pell’s Ordeal

Violence 
against Women

Between 1 January 2002 
and July 31, 2009, 4,063 

women were killed in Turkey. 
Of this number 953 died in 
the first 7 months of 2009, 
averaging the deaths of 4 
women per day and 31 women 
per week. These disturbing 
official figures were provided 
by Minister for Justice Sadullah 
Ergin, responding to a question 
presented in the Parliament by 
Fatma Kurtalan, a member of the 
Party for Democratic Society, a 
pro-Kurdish Party. Despite what 
the government has done to put 
an end to the plague of violence 
against women, the problem has 
increased exponentially. Between 
January 1, 2002 and July 31, 2009, 
Turkish courts heard 12,678 cases 
of domestic violence against 
women. 5,736 people received jail 
sentences and 1,859 defendants 
were acquitted. 794 were freed 
under certain conditions.
- Corrispondenza Romana,  22 november 2009.  
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Ellis wrote that large national 
and international media attention 
‘may amount to perceived pressure 
for a court to reach a conclusion 
which seems to be consistent with 
the direction of public opinion 
rather than consistent with the 
rule of law that requires court to 
hand down individual justice in its 
decision-making process’.

The NSW District Court judge 
went on to say that members of the 
Catholic hierarchy, such as Wilson, 
should not be punished for the 
crimes of other Catholic clerics 
simply because they are prominent 
Catholics and the media is on their 
case.

I have been interested in crime 
at least since I studied criminal 
law at Melbourne University over 
a half-century ago. In this time I 
have not seen so hostile a pile-on 
against a person, before and after a 
trial, as took place in the Pell case.

Such programs and papers as 
7.30, Four Corners, Lateline, 60 
Minutes, Channel I0’s The Project 
along with The Age and The Sydney 
Morning Herald, The Guardian, 
The Saturday Paper, The Daily 
Mail, Crikey and more besides 
campaigned against Pell year after 
year. They were led by such high-
profile Pell antagonists as David 
Marr, Louise Milligan, Hinch and 
FitzSimons.

Paul Murray Live also fits into 
this group. However, alternative 
views on the Pell case could 
be found on other Sky News 
programs, most notably The 
Bolt Report. And it should be 
acknowledged that in recent days 
such non-Catholic commentators as 
John Silvester (The Age) and Guy 
Rundle (Crikey) have expressed 
doubts about the Pell’s conviction.

And there was the media 
crush outside the Melbourne 
Magistrates Court during Pell’s 
committal hearing proceedings last 
year where aggressive reporters 
competed with demonstrators 
who were yelling vile abuse at the 
(then) accused. Marr has described 
such behaviour as ‘vigorous free 
speech’.

However, the coverage of such an 
event could only further harm Pell’s 
reputation, already damaged by 
years of hostile allegations – virtually 
all of which failed to materialise. 
Except for the five charges, out of 
the original 26, on which he was 
found guilty and against which he 
will appeal.

The media pile-on against Pell 
even continued when the jury was 
hearing evidence in his trial. On 
November 28 last year, Chief Judge 
Peter Kidd expressed concern 
that, despite a suppression order, 
Melbourne University Publishing 
had circulated a media release 
advising that Milligan’s anti-Pell 
polemic, (Cardinal), had won 
a people’s choice award. This 
was quickly withdrawn on the 
instructions of the Victorian Office 
of Public Prosecutions,

At this time Milligan tweeted 
about her book, which was 
suppressed for legal reasons. Her 
tweet was welcomed by FitzSimons. 
Whereupon Hinch re-tweeted the 
Milligan and FitzSimons missives. 
These tweets were also removed. But 
not before some of Australia’s best-
known personalities –  including 
Hinch, a senator for Victoria, had 
commented favourably on social 
media about Cardinal while R v 
George Pell was before the jury

Last year the Court of Appeal 
threatened to refer three Turnbull 
government ministers for possible 
contempt charges because they 
had criticised the Supreme Court’s 
sentencing decisions. Yet the 
perceived prejudicial actions of MUP 
were determined not to interfere 
with the appeal.

Further, the potentially prejudicial 
actions of Milligan, FitzSimons and 
Hinch were not sufficient to abort a 
live trial.

The media’s intervention in the 
legal system should be a matter of 
real concern due to the universality 
of social media. It’s an added reason 
to implement trial by judge alone in 
Victoria.

gerard Henderson is executive director of the 
Sydney Institute. His Media Watch Dog blog can be 
found at theaustralian.com.au,
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BOOk review

Pilecki’s smuggled-out reports were the first to alert the 
rest of the world to what was happening [in Auschwitz]. 

Unfortunately the Allies were reluctant to believe the reports

POLAND BETWEEN THE  
HAMMER AND THE ANVIL

By Dr Keith Suter

i to l d  P i l e c k i 
wa s  one ,  the 
most remarkable 
Pol ish people 
of World War 
I I .  I n  19 40 , 
w i t h  P ô l a n d 

overrun by Germans, the Catholic 
Pilecki volunteered to go into the 
Auschwitz concentration camp, help 
organize the resistance and to report 
on what was happening. He escaped 
three years later and fought in the 
1944 Warsaw Ghetto Uprising and 
was captured by the Germans.

The UK (and Australia) had gone 
to war in 1939 to fight German 
occupation of Poland. The war 
ended with Poland occupied by 
another brutal dictatorship -the 
Soviet Union. 

Thus the UK (and Australia) 
betrayed Poland twice in six years: 
1939 and 1945. Most Britons (and 
Australians) are unaware of their 
shameful betrayals.

Pilkecki was seen as an elite 
member of Polish society by 
the Soviet Union and its Polish 
communist allies. He was executed 
on fraudulent charges in 1947, aged 
47. His body was dumped at an 
unknown location. The communists 
hoped that he would soon be 
forgotten.

After Poland’s liberation from 
communism in 1989, Pilecki is now 
seen as a national hero. This book 
is part of the process of making sure 
he gets due recognition.

Pilecki was born in Russia’s 
northern province of Karelia 
because his family had been 
banished there for opposing the 
Russian Tsar’s imperial rule. The 
family remembered their Polish 
heritage and this was kept alive in 

readiness for when Poland would 
again be free. This occurred after 
World War I.

Pilecki then got back control of 
the family estate and was both a 
land owner and military reserve 
officer. Even though Russia had 
succumbed to the communist 
revolution and Germany had been 
defeated, there was a great risk that 
either or both countries would try at 
some point to regain Polish territory.

This occurred in 1939.  Pilecki 
was required to defend his country. 
He left the family estate and never 
returned. Poland was mobilized 
for war but the British and French 
failed to honour their commitments 
to maintain Poland’s independence. 
Poland was overrun by Germany 
and Russia.

Pilkecki joined the Polish 
resistance movement - one of the 
largest in Europe in World War II. It 
was in that capacity he volunteered 
to find out what was happening in 
Auschwitz. In August 1940 people 
were being rounded up into 
the camps – the notorious mass 
extermination via the gas chambers 
began in January 1942.

Pilecki’s smuggled-out reports 
were the first to alert the rest of 
the world to what was happening. 
Unfortunately the Allies were 
reluctant to believe the reports. 
The book gives a lot of information 
about the reports –  they were very 
detailed and so Pilecki did a great 
job.

A Captain’s Portrait: Witold Pilecki 
- Martyr For Truth, by Adam J 

Koch, Freedom Publishing Books, 
Bayswater Victoria, 2018.  

pp.452, RRP $44.95. 
 Copies: (03) 9720 5288 
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He escaped Auschwitz in 1943 
and was deployed elsewhere in the 
underground army. No “rest and 
recreation” for him.

Unfortunately, although 
Germany was losing the war it 
seemed that liberation would not 
come from the UK but from the 
Soviet Union (which would then 
seek to reoccupy the country). A 
general Polish uprising against 
Germany took place. Pilecki was 
captured by the Germans while 
fighting in Warsaw.

After the German defeat, 
the Soviet Union and its Polish 
communist allies began clamping 
down on dissent. Instead of 
treating him as a war hero, they 
were suspicious of him. He was too 
independent-minded.  Hence his 
eventual execution.

The book also provides the 
historical context of Poland. A 
sense of history is important in 
making sense of what motivated 
Pilecki’s life.

In 1972 I visited Auschwitz: 
well before it acquired its grand 
UNESCO World Heritage status. 
The communist Polish government 
had just started to open it up to 
tourists. I asked the tour guide if 
any Germans (even those from 
neighbouring allied communist 
East Germany) had visited. ‘No,’ l 
was told.

‘A German is always a German’. 
History weighs heavily in that part 
of the world.

Poland is traditionally seen as 
between the ‘hammer and the anvil,’ 
squeezed by Germany and Russia. 
When Pilecki was born in 1901, 
Poland did not then exist. Poland 
is one of the oldest and greatest 
countries in Europe. For example 
King John Ill Sobieski (1629-96) 
saved Vienna in 1683 from the 
Ottoman (Turkish) invasion and 
stopped the Islamic invasion of 
Eastern Europe.

But in the late 18th century, 
Poland was divided up into the 
empires of Austria, Prussia and 
Russia and so disappeared from 
the map. Poland was re-created at 
the end of World War I. This book 

gives a very useful overview of 
Polish, history over the centuries. 

It shows the central role of the 
Catholic Church in Polish life. There 
are now more Poles in training for 
service in the church than in all of 
western Europe  combined.

Poland has been free since 1989. 
Pilecki would be satisfied with how 
his  sacrifice contributed to Poland’s 
eventual liberation.

dr keitH suter is Managing Director of Global 
Directions Think Tank, and a Church commentator: 
www.churchfutures.com.au
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Across 
1 Lifestyle of sailor returning to church, 

changing role with gangster (12)
7 Daring Jules to be different (5)
8 Brother leaves banner for Mary’s 

mother (4)
9 No media boss turns knob (4)
11 Mister leaves mother wiser, or else! 

(9)
12 Second son sounds like he can do 

things (4)
14 Skydiving scapegoat? (4,3)
16 Affected manners on cool flying 

machine (7)
18 Call about lubricant muddying the 

water (7)
21 French aviator involved in Grenoble 

riots (7)
23 Fighting force to supply weapons! 

Why, we ask (4)
24 Missouri tourists turn out to be 

drivers
27 Fraudulently manipulate a European 

city (4)
28 Black grape wines for Russians? (4)
29 Live with Irish guerrillas in 

Mozambique port (5)
30 The saint’s tea is brewed by this 

number (12)

Down
1 Creator of enormous monuments 

to keep out two thirds of the aged 
Irish (9)

2 Hurrah for Queen supporting 
revolutionary (5)

3 Great appetite of media boss with a 
big smoke (7)

4 Hear, back to front, wife of Cronus 
(4)

5 An old double-decker, perhaps, with 
a collection of works (7)

6 Individual no longer working on 
singular event (3,3)

10 City to model high class interior (5)
13 Laid up with a miner’s compass (4)
15 Bone inserted into grateful nanny 

(4)
17 Harris hit out with penitent’s 

garment (9)
19 Leaders of Kenya arrest poachers 

injuring member of giraffe family 
(5)

20 Dance with young wool grower, a 
District Attorney (7)

21 Flittermouse that is wrapping saint 
with fine cotton material (7)

22 Dutch explorer Brown takes in a 
Sergeant Major (6)

25 Religious leader docks cottontail (5)
26 Limbs from butchered rams (4)
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Herico came and lay down on the little lawn of fairly lush, soft grass in front of 
the ‘presbytery’. That was to be the operating table. For instruments, I had chosen 
a small carpenter’s chisel, a pair of curved dental forceps, and a light hammer. 

Needless to say, there was no chloroform, or any other sort of anaesthetic.

HERICO, AND THE CUSTOM 
OF THE ‘TRUE MEN’

By André Dupeyrat, msc

HAD B E E N back at 
Fané-les-Roses barely an 
hour, when the Papuan 
bush telephone began to 
function. The message, 
relayed from mountain 
top to mountain top, 

came from Mondo in the north. 
It said: ‘Herico, child of the 
missionary, is dying. He asks 
his Father to come at once.’ 

Herico (the Fuyughé name 
for Henry) was a young man 
of about twenty. Educated at 
our college at Popolé, he had 
shown brilliant promise. But 
he was the son of a leading 
chief; and once his studies 
were finished, he had had to 
return to his village as heir 
presumptive.

I paused only long enough 
to put on my heavy boots,, 
still covered with mud, and to 
collect the viaticum and the oil 
for giving the last sacrament 
from the church, and at once 
set off along the track.

In those days the village 
of Mondo was still almost 
entirely pagan. When I arrived, 
bathed in sweat, the central 
clearing was deserted. Then 
I saw a solitary old man, 
squatting on the platform in 
front of his house.

‘Where is Herico?’ I asked.
‘Over there,’ he said 

sullenly, nodding towards a 
decrepit hut.

I walked over to the hut. But 
even before I crossed the threshold 
I thought that I was going to faint. 
From the shadowy, silent interior 
came a frightful stench. Clutching 
the small haversack in which I was 
carrying the consecrated host, I 
braced myself, and called:

‘Herico, are you there?’

A feeble voice floated out from 
the obscure depths of the wretched 
hovel.

‘Yes, Babé. I asked them to call 
you, because I am dying.... I wanted 
to confess, and receive communion 
and the holy oil.’

‘Going to die? But what’s the 
matter? Your voice is still clear.’

‘My leg has gone rotten. 
The people said that everyone 
would die because of the 
smell, and tomorrow they 
were going to carry me into 
the forest and leave me there. 
You know the customs of the 
‘true men’. So I am going to 
die.’ Indeed, I knew them well, 
those ‘customs’: when someone 
is suffering from a long and 
tiresome illness, or has grown 
old and enfeebled, and, is thus 
no longer wanted, his relations, 
egged on by the other villagers, 
have him killed, or else take 
him out into the bush and 
abandon him there. Sometimes 
he is left in a crude shelter, 
like the old man who waited 
to be baptized in the Yaloghé 
country, and sometimes in an 
old, worn-out sleeping-net 
slung between two trees above 
a shallow trench. Deprived of 
food and care, the unfortunate 
wretch dies in terrible solitude: 
his body soon decays, and 
falls together with the rotted 
net into the trench. Later, 
if someone passes near this 

MeMOries Of PaPua

Tribesmen from the highlands of Papua New Guinea
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macabre burial place, they may pile 
a few leaves and twigs over the 
body. In a short time the maggots 
and the insects have stripped the 
flesh clean down to the bone. After 
that the bones are collected and 
brought back to the village, where 
a ceremony of mourning is enacted, 
with dances and feasting, to appease 
and placate the spirit of the dead 
man.

I could scarcely breathe in 
the fetid atmosphere of the hut. 
Nevertheless, I said to the wretched 
Herico:

‘You are the son of an Outame, 
you yourself are a powerful chief. 
How dare your people behave like 
this?’

Herico said nothing for a 
moment. Then:

‘I am also the son of the 
missionary. They wanted to practise 
all sorts of menghes (magic rites) 
over me. I refused. Then my uncle 
declared solemnly that I was ‘a man 
of no worth’. For the time being he 
is the head man, since my father 
died a long while ago. But he was 
supposed to give me my full rights 
as soon as I got married. Perhaps he 
wants me to die instead? It was he 
who persuaded the people to take 
me into the forest.’ 

A feeling of nausea gripped me.
‘Herico, my son, I am going 

outside for a moment. Your words, 
have caused me great grief. I shall 
come back. As you are not actually 
dying, I cannot give you the holy 
oil. But as I have brought the body 
of Our Lord in the host, I shall give 
you communion. Prepare yourself for 
it.’

I stepped outside. I was utterly 
overcome with a combination of 
fatigue, suffocation and rage.

The village looked as deserted 
as ever. But I had already noticed 
that the communal hut, perched 
on its tall, slender piles, was full of 
people. They had doubtless awaited 
my arrival in the expectation that I 
would make a scene: which showed 
that, in spite of everything, their 
conscience was uneasy.

I took up a stand in front of the 
Emone:

‘Listen, the lot of you hiding 
in there! . . . Have you no shame, 
to talk of carrying the son of your 
Outame away into the forest? Is 
it for me to remind you of the 
honourable customs of your 
ancestors? Certainly you must put 
aside their evil customs, like that 
of taking the sick and the old into 
the forest. But the honourable 
customs you must keep. Herico’s 
uncle wants to kill him so that he 
can rule instead. But who is the 
true Outame? You know very well 
that it is Herico, son of your old 
Outame! And you want to see him 
die? Shame upon you all!  Have you 
forgotten the word of God that says 
you must not kill your fellow man? 
It’s easy to see you are still pagans 
and sons of the devil!’ 

No one stirred. The uncle must 
have bribed the sorcerers to get 
them on his side. The people were 
afraid.

I resumed my philippic: ‘Herico 
will not be taken into the forest. I 
demand that eight strong men step 
out of the Emone this instant, and 
that they arrange a sosofé (a net 
litter) to take Herico to Fané. There 
I will look after him and, with God’s 
help, will make him well again.’ 

Still no one budged. I began to 
see red. Deciding to adopt the role 
of Samson, I strode beneath the 

Emone and started to shake the 
supporting piles, with the result that 
the whole structure began to sway. 
At the same time, I began to yell:  
‘Are you all deaf up there, Sons of 
cockroaches?’

The insult must have cut them to 
the quick. For, in fact, several of the 
Ernone’s inmates leapt down and 
scuttled off with the frenzied haste 
of startled cockroaches. With one 
prodigious bound from the rear of 
the edifice, they vanished into the 
neighbouring bush.

There were still a good number 
left inside. But if I continued 
with my strong-man act, they 
would all take to their heels, and 
I still needed eight bearers. The 
afternoon was well advanced, 
and there was no time to be lost. 
It was then that I resorted to a 
stratagem that, used by others than 
missionaries has sometimes had 
more fateful consequences.

‘Listen, the rest of you, up there, 
and stay where you are!  I am going 
to light a matsitsi (match);  I shall 
count up to three. If, by the time 
I say “three” there are not three 
plus three plus two men out here 
in front of me, I shall set fire to the 
Emone!  

The threat was heroic  but futile. 
The supporting piles were far too 
damp to be set on fire with a match. 

Maths and the Universe

THE RISE of modern physics was closely connected with a 
transcendental view of the nature of mathematics derived from the 

Pythagorean and Platonic tradition. According. to this view, God created 
the world in accordance with numerical harmonies, and consequently it 
is only by the science of number that it can be understood. ‘Just as the 
eye was made to see colours,’ says Kepler, ‘and the ear to hear sounds, 
so the human mind was made to understand Quantity.’ (Opera I, 3.) And 
Galileo describes mathematics as the script in which God has written 
on the open book of the Universe. But this philosophy of mathematics 
which underlies the old science, requires a deity to guarantee its truth. 
If the laws of mathematics are simply the creation of the human mind, 
they are no infallible guide to the ultimate nature of things. They are a 
conventional technique which is no more based on the eternal laws of 
the universe than is the number of degrees in a circle or the number of 
yards in a mile.

– Christopher Dawson, Progress and Religion, Sheed and Ward, 1938, p.236.
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terrible stench which, together with 
his uncle’s intrigues, had persuaded 
the villagers that they must rid 
themselves of the miserable wretch.

Herico was placed on the net 
litter. He gave a grimace of pain, 
then smiled joyfully.

Three hours later we arrived 
without mishap at Fané. The 
bearers, who had taken it in turns 
to carry the litter, were still quite 
fresh, and departed singing.

I had Herico installed in a 
small, clean hut with a stout door, 
which was occasionally used as 
a dispensary. As it was already 
late, I put off examining his leg 
until the following day: but I 
gave instructions to Sister Jeanne 
that she should immediately wash 
Herico’s soiled and wasted body, 
using a brush if necessary, and give 
him a nourishing meal.

Sister Jeanne was one of the 
three native sisters who looked 
after the mission station. Born in 
a village on the plain of Mékéo, 
and abandoned when she was no 
more than a baby, she herself had 
been taken in and cared for by the 
mission. Intelligent and devoted, 
Sister Jeanne was also as quick and 
diligent as a bee and I knew that I 
could trust her entirely.

The next day I set about 
examining poor Herico’s leg. It 
proved to be the most horrible 
task I had had until then. As he 
explained the matter to me, he had 
fallen on some sharp object and 
had received a wide, deep cut. He 
had done nothing about it, and in 
a few days the wound had become 
infected and enlarged. Thereupon, 
on the orders of his uncle and the 
sorcerer, his leg had been bound 
up in tobacco leaves and a plaster 
of clay. It was at this point that he 
had energetically refused to allow 
the sorcerer to utter incantations 
over him. Perhaps some poison had 
been mixed in with the clay plaster. 
Whether that was so or not, the 
condition of the leg grew steadily 
worse from then on. As soon as 
the oozing matter began to show 
through the outer wrappings, more 
were added.

out to draw in some clean air and 
see how the bearers were getting on 
with their work. They had already 
completed the sosofé - four stout 
branches tied with rattan to form a 
rectangle, in this space a native net 
being attached.

I went back to Herico.
‘My heart is happy,’ he said. 

‘Thank you for coming, Babé. Now, 
I can die

‘There’s no question of that, my 
son. You’re coming back to Fané 
with me’.

I can still see the whites of 
his eyes shining in that odious 
dark corner, raised towards me in 
astonishment and joy.

Then we got him outside. He 
presented a frightful spectacle –  
one would have said Job emerging 
from his dung heap. The poor boy 
was so thin that one could count 
each rib and vertebra; the skin 
hung in grey folds from his wasted 
arms and legs. Many parts of his 
body, and even his face, were caked 
with a crust of filth, composed 
of soot and ordure: and he had 
a number of large, open sores. 
But the most horrible sight was 
his left leg, swollen to enormous 
dimensions, and oozing with yellow 
matter. This was the source of that 

Besides, it goes without saying that 
I had not the slightest real intention 
of putting my threat into execution, 
and the people themselves knew 
that as well as I did. But that was 
the only way to act with those 
overgrown children: they could be 
swayed only by dramatic gestures, 
a carefully set scene. Nevertheless, 
it did not enter my head at the time 
that a genuine drama might easily 
have been enacted, for, after all, 
they might easily have killed me.

I did not need to light my match, 
or even to complete the count. 
For scarcely had I said gegedo 
(two) than, eight stalwart young 
men tumbled out into the central 
clearing, smiling and eager, just as if 
nothing had happened.

‘Get the sosofé ready,’ I ordered 
them, ‘and quickly. We leave in a 
few minutes.’

That done, I picked up once 
more the viaticum and, with it, my 
courage, and went back, into the 
evil-smelling hut where Herico 
lay. A pitiable little figure, he lay 
screwed up in the darkest corner 
on a pile of ashes and detritus. 
Holding a handkerchief over my 
nose, I heard his confession and 
gave him communion. Then, leaving 
him briefly alone once more, I went 

The ‘World’ – and the  
‘World To Come’

AS ISRAEL had stood against the kingdoms of the Gentiles, so the 
Church stood against the world. Secular civiliza tion, embodied in the 

Roman State, ruled the present age by its own law, which was the law of 
force. The Church was the society of the world to come. It was its function 
to permeate mankind like a hidden leaven, to separate the living elements 
from the dead, and to reorganize them in a spiritual order which should be 
the foundation of a new world. To contemporaries primitive Christianity 
must have seemed an absurd attempt on the part of a handful of oriental 
fanatics to defy the forces of civilization and progress. It had against it all 
that was strongest in the ancient world —the power and authority of the 
Roman State, Greek science and culture, the civic life of the ancient city 
and the religious traditions of the ancient East. Never theless, these mighty 
forces were powerless to resist the spiritual energy of the new society. 
Christianity conquered. It actually created a new world. It supplied the 
spiritual impulse which was the formative element in European culture. 

– Christopher Dawson, Religion and the Modern State, London, 
Sheed and Ward, 1935, Introduction p.xix.
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a sharp tap with the hammer. The 
bone broke cleanly in two. Next I 
performed the same operation just 
above the ankle. I slid the head of 
the curved forceps into the wound, 
seized the bone, and lifted it out. 
Triumphantly, I brandished it, still 
held in the forceps.

‘Look, Sister Jeanne! I’ve got it!’ 
Sister Jeanne took one look, and 

fainted. Fortunately, her fainting fit 
lasted no more than a moment. 

‘As for Herico, he too looked 
round: his eyes were wide and 
staring, and his face was grey, 
which was the Papuan equivalent of 
going deathly pale. I noticed then 
that drops of blood were trickling 
from his lower lip. He had literally 
bitten his lip until the blood came, 
to prevent himself moving or 
uttering a sound. With dry mouth, 
he managed to say:

‘Thank you, Babé. I hope that our 
Father Jesus is content.’

One more difficulty remained: 
from keeping his leg bent for 
so long, Herico’s knee-joint had 
grown completely stiff, and would 
no longer function. Some time 
later, when the wound was rapidly 
closing up, I quite simply grasped 
the knee, and with a brutality that 
ultimately proved beneficent, forced 
the articulation to start working 
again. Once again, Herico bore the 
pain with heroic fortitude.

Four months later, he 
accompanied me when I went to 
Yule Island for the annual retreat: 
the journey took six days, and of 
course had to be made on foot.

Twenty years later, Herico has a 
perfectly sound limb; and can run 
like a hare!

FatHer andré duPeyrat, msc, arrived in 1930, as a 
young priest, in the district of Mafulu in the central 
mountains of Papua, six days’ march from the little 
island of Yule on the south-east coast where in 
1885 the Missionaries of the Sacred Heart from 
Issoudun in France, first brought the Catholic faith 
to Papua New Guinea. Father Dupeyrat was born 8 
March, 1902, in Cherbourg-Octeville, France. He 
died on 29 December, 1982 at Chateau Gombert, 
Marseille, France after spending the greater part of 
his life in Papua. Excerpted from Mitsinari, London 
Staples Press, 1954. Translated from the French by 
Erik and Denyse de Mauny.

been almost entirely rotten from 
foot to knee became normal once 
more. All except for one detail, that 
is: the flesh would not grow back 
over the forward surface of the 
tibia.

On either side of this sterile area, 
perhaps eight inches long and three 
wide, the edges  of the wound were 
perfectly healthy, but the bone itself 
presented a blackish appearance. 
With improvised instruments 
I tried scraping the bone and 
experimenting with various grafts. 
But all to no effect. Herico was by 
now the picture of health, but he 
was still unable to get about except 
by edging himself forward on his 
hind quarters, using his hands for 
support. It was in this way that he 
came to the church each day.

A decision had to be made. One 
day, I said to him:

‘Herico, I think I will try taking 
the bone from your leg. I believe it 
is the only way to heal it.’

‘Do as you think best, Babé.’ 
It took me two days to bring 

myself to face this operation. 
Finally, one morning, I came to a 
decision.

Herico came and lay down on 
the little lawn of fairly lush, soft 
grass in front of the ‘presbytery’. 
That was to be the operating table. 
For instruments, I had chosen a 
small carpenter’s chisel, a pair of 
curved dental forceps, and a light 
hammer. Needless to say, there was 
no chloroform, or any other sort of 
anaesthetic.

‘Herico, I’m afraid this is going 
to hurt you a lot. You must think of 
the sufferings of your Father, Jesus, 
when he was nailed to the Cross, 
and try to join your suffering with 
his so that your people become 
converted, and to redeem your sins 
and mine. Try not to move or cry 
out. Understood?’

‘Yes, Babé,’ he replied calmly.
I asked Sister Jeanne to hold the 

patient’s head to one side: so that 
he would not see the operation, and 
also to look herself in that direction, 
which was towards the church. 
Then, placing the chisel against the 
bone, just below the knee, I gave it 

‘But Herico, why didn’t you ask 
some one to call me sooner?’

‘I asked my uncle to, but he must 
have decided already that I should 
die. No one would listen to me. It 
was only when they were on the 
point of taking me into the forest 
that they agreed to send for you. I 
had begged them at first, and then 
threatened them. Perhaps they were 
afraid that you would get to hear of 
their refusal.’

‘But they must have known that, 
if they sent for me, I would never 
let you be left to die alone in the 
forest!’

‘No, not necessarily. You see, 
those are our customs, and they 
didn’t even imagine that you would 
look at the question any differently.’

Helped by Sister Jeanne, I 
began to cut away, with a knife 
and forceps, the plaster encasing 
Herico’s leg. As each successive 
layer came away, I felt more 
sickened: there was nothing but 
pus and decomposition. The calf 
muscles had become no more 
than greenish filaments which we 
stripped away piece by piece. It 
took three long sessions, spread 
over two days, to clean the wound 
thoroughly. In the end, the tibia was 
left, completely bare, and the whole 
of the fibula could be seen. There 
was just one healthy muscle that 
remained attached to it.

The only thing I had in the 
medicine chest was permanganate 
of potassium, which I used diluted 
in boiled water to keep the wound 
clean. I left the results of the 
operation to God’s grace.

Besides, I had to set off once 
more on my round of the villages. 
In my absence, my nurse-assistant, 
Sister Jeanne, continued the same 
rudimentary treatment, meanwhile 
building up the patient’s strength 
with large, healthy, regular meals.

This went on for nearly a year. 
And rarely have I seen such an 
admirable example of the miracles 
which nature performs: for little 
by little, the muscles, the nerves, 
the blood vessels and flesh built 
themselves up afresh around the 
bones, and the leg which had once 
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In person, Pell is warmer, kinder and more humorous than he has appeared 
in media interviews in which, conscious of the responsibility of his position, 
he has measured his words carefully. The gentler, softer side of his nature 

shone through in the character references presented in court.

CARDINAL GEORGE PELL
By Tess Livingstone

H e n H e Prays 
his daily Office 
— the psalms, 
s c r i p t u r e 
and  p r aye r s 
Catholic priests 
r e a d  e v e r y 

day from the Roman breviary — 
George Pell offers part of it for his 
accusers, including the man whose 
testimony was accepted by a jury in 
December, landing the cardinal into 
an isolation cell in a Melbourne jail.

“I pray for them. That’s what 
we’re supposed to do,’’ he told a 
friend a few weeks ago.

For all the vitriol hurled at Pell, 
supporters are outraged, anxious 
for his safety and distraught over 
what they are convinced is a gross 
miscarriage of justice.

This week’s release of his video 
interview with Victoria police in 
Rome in October 2016 was a telling 
development for those close to Pell, 
as well as for others who do not like 
him or his views but who recognise 
why the claims against him are so 
implausible. The interview was 
played to the juries in both trials.

Questioned by police about 
accusations that he abused two 
choir boys after Mass in St Patrick’s 
Cathedral in 1996, Pell looked and 
sounded gobsmacked. He rejected 
the grotesque, sacrilegious claims as 
“deranged falsehood’’ and “a load 
of garbage … in the sacristy after 
Mass? Need I say more?’’

The allegations, as he told police, 
involved “vile and disgusting 
conduct contrary to the explicit 

teachings of the Church, which I 
have spent my life representing’’. 
They were made, he said, knowing 
he was the first bishop in the 
Western world to create a Church 
structure to “recognise, compensate 
and help heal the wounds inflicted 
by sexual abuse of children at the 
hands of some in the Catholic 
Church”.

Pell’s answers were succinct 
and clear, prompting his friends 
and outside observers to believe 
his defence would have been 
stronger had he taken the stand 
in court. In person, Pell is warmer, 
kinder and more humorous 
than he has appeared in media 
interviews in which, conscious of 
the responsibility of his position, he 
has measured his words carefully. 
The gentler, softer side of his nature 
shone through in the character 
references presented in court.

Pell, who was brought up to keep 
a stiff upper lip in facing adversity, 
has been stoic since he arrived back 
in Australia, voluntarily, in July 
2017 to face the music. “It wouldn’t 
do for me to fall apart. What would 
that achieve?’’ he told one friend. 
“My faith and my innocence’’ were 
sustaining him, he said.

A few months ago, he said he 
was ‘‘beyond anger’’.

On occasions, the cardinal 
has referred to his protracted 
tribulations as “a small penance’’. A 
priest who has been close to Pell for 
35 years says the cardinal is acutely 
conscious of the Church’s failings in 
dealing with child abuse and that 
his attitude to his personal ordeal 
is shaped by St Paul’s letter to the 
Colossians, which spoke of offering 
personal sufferings for the good of 
the Church.

In the gaps between the committal 
hearing and the first and second 
trials, Pell, as always, had been 
reading extensively and writing. He 
also helped the Australian Catholic 

faith and innOCenCe

Certifiable

There are certain types of 
people who are political out 

of a kind of religious reason 
[...] I think it’s fairly common 
among Socialists: They   are, in 
fact, God-seekers, looking for 
the kingdom of God on earth. 
A lot of religious reformers 
have been like that, too. It’s the 
same psychological set, trying 
to abolish the present in favour 
of some better future – always 
taking it for granted that there 
is a better future. If you don’t 
believe in heaven, then you 
believe in socialism. When I was 
in my real Communist phase, 
I and the people around me 
really believed – but, of course, 
this makes us certifiable – that 
something like 10 years after 
World War II, the world would 
be Communist and perfect.

– Doris Lessing (1919-2013), quoted in 
‘Doris Lessing on Feminism, Socialism and 
Space Fiction,’ Lesley Hazelton, The New 
York Times Book Review (25 July 1982).
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University establish scholarships to 
give Year 12 Catholic school leavers 
from Sydney the opportunity to 
study Western civilisation in Rome 
and London over summer vacations.

Topics covered include the rise of 
Christianity in the Roman Empire; 
the first 1000 years of the Papacy; 
the rise of Islam and the Crusades; 
the Renaissance, the Reformation 
and Counter Reformation; the 
French Revolution; and the modern 
papacy from the 19th century to 
Francis.

Out and about in Sydney, he 
was also struck by the kindness of 
strangers who greeted him warmly. 

“Many times’’, he said, when he went 
to pay for a cup of coffee, he was 
touched to find a complete stranger 
had already done so.

While relatively rare, the 
imprisonment of a cardinal is 
not unknown. One of the most 
prominent Catholic cardinals jailed 
in the 20th century, coincidentally, 
was a boyhood hero of the young 
Pell, who was a history buff from 
an early age. As archbishop of 
Melbourne, Pell included Croatian 
cardinal Aloysius Stepinac (1898-
1960) in the sculpture garden 
he created outside St Patrick’s 
Cathedral.

Stepinac, who protected Croatian, 
Jewish, Serb and Slovenian 
refugees during World War II and 
openly criticised the Nazi regime, 
was tried and found guilty of Nazi 
collaboration at a mock trial staged 
by communist Yugoslavia in 1946. 
Stepinac, sentenced to years of 
hard labour, was beatified by Saint 
John Paul II in 1998. Pell made a 
pilgrimage to Stepinac’s home in 
Krasic, near Zagreb, the following 
year.

Pell, who protests his innocence, 
now faces the likelihood of not 
being able to offer Mass in his cell. 
After celebrating Mass almost every 
day since his ordination in St Peter’s 
Basilica, Rome, in December 1966 
and attending Mass every day as a 
seminarian from early 1960 until his 
ordination, the lack of daily Mass 
will be a cross for him to bear, one 
of his priest friends says. Nor is it 
clear whether he will be able to 
receive Holy Communion every day.

A decade ago, Pell’s close friend, 
the late cardinal Francis George 
of Chicago, who died of cancer 
in 2015, predicted hard times 
for faithful Church leaders in an 
increasingly aggressive secular 
Western culture.

“I expect to die in bed; my 
successor will die in prison and 
his successor will die a martyr in 
the public square,” he said. “His 
successor will pick up the shards 
of a ruined society and slowly help 
rebuild civilisation, as the Church 
has done so often in human history.’’

Like many of his Church heroes, 
Pell has been a formidable leader, 
a builder and a teacher. But unlike 
hero cardinals imprisoned for their 
faith over the centuries, Pell stands 
convicted of five grotesque crimes.

Time, and higher courts, will 
determine whether Church history, 
the subject in which he excelled 
at Oxford, will deride him in the 
long term as an arch hypocrite or 
rank him among Church heroes 
persecuted by sinister forces that 
have run amok.

tH i s article first appeared in The Weekend 
Australian, March 2, 2019.
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THE BOOK OF PROVERBS is a collection 
of the oldest wisdom literature of 
the Ancient Hebrews. It includes 
instructions and suggestions on how to 
live a productive and fulfilled life. 
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THREE RECENT  
CHILDREN’S NOVELS 

By one of Australia’s Most Gifted Writers

Reviewed by Susan Reibel Moore

WHen I was given three novels by Ursula Dubosarsky to take on a recent holiday, I was delighted.  
For I knew that I’d be in for a treat—not just because I’d read and written about fine novels of 
hers before, but because I’d heard her speak to parents and teachers about her vocation.  With 

engaging modesty her short speech, followed by a question period, was as compelling as her best fiction.
The Golden Days, though marred by an ambiguous conclusion, involves older readers in a story about 

an excursion that faithfully depicts the believable, sometimes frightening, ups and downs of eleven 
primary school girls attending a select independent Sydney school.  

The Blue Cat, whose central feline character befuddles the children and families who try looking after 
it, works well on many levels—though in re-reading it I wasn’t as riveted as I’d been by some earlier 
books of Dubosarsky’s: especially, The First Book of Samuel.  Its most unusual feature is its depiction of 
the powerful effects of WWII on Australian children—especially a male Jewish refugee who doesn’t speak 
English.  

The novel that I most enjoyed this time, repaying the closest attention, is Brindabella.   Implicitly, it 
shows readers unfamiliar with this author why she has won the NSW Premier’s literary award a ‘record’ 
five times and been nominated for the most prestigious global awards in her field, including the Hans 
Christian Andersen award.  Particularly outstanding is her depiction of character. Individual children and 
adults slowly evolve, becoming more and more distinctive within the obvious limits of a fictional frame.

Complemented by wonderful engaging drawings by Andrew Joyner, this relatively short volume tells 
the story of an orphaned kangaroo whose mother is shot and killed by a hunter near the NSW coast.  
Still in her mother’s pouch, the joey is helped out and kept alive with special vet’s milk by a young boy 
named Pender.  He lives happily with his father, an artist—and even more happily when a pet roo joins 
their household.  

Because this engaging animal, Brindabella, becomes Pender’s best friend, her feelings and his assume 
centre stage in the narrative.   As events progress, the child begins to draw the joey with as much finesse 
as his dad manages each day with his oil paints.  Each of the young boy’s drawings shows different, 
named facets of the animal’s nature and activities.   At no time does the joey’s form of speech, and the 
related emotions disclosed directly or indirectly by it, strain credulity.   

As readers we are riveted by every word used to depict focal happenings, from the moment the 
baby roo is found until she is so frightened by events releasing near-buried memories of her mother 
that she runs from Pender and escapes into her native bush.  There, her adventures with wombats and 
other Australian animals, including a charming male kangaroo, are described with consummate skill and 
empathy. Death threatens, since there are hunters in the vicinity when she flees from human company 
and goes bush.   

Over the years I have read dozens of books featuring talking animals.  But I don’t recall ever reading 
anybody except de Brunhoff (the author of the justly celebrated Babar books) as adept at rendering the 
emotional perils of animal life as Ursula Dubosarsky.  

The cover blurb on The Blue Cat tells us that she and her husband, who are the parents of three 
children, do not have a cat.  Surely they don’t have a kangaroo either. But if ever a joey, its family, and 
its friends were faithfully depicted, it is in this novel.   My educated guess is that one day it will be 
considered as great a classic as Seven Little Australians.

– dr susan moore, who is retired, taught Children’s Literature for many years.
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The Church was founded for sinners. Sinners are her reason for being. The 
early Church was so aware of the human failings of the close followers of 
Jesus, and the efficacy of prayer, that it took a long while for the names 

even of the Apostles to be included in the Canon of the Mass.  

SPIRITUAL RISK MANAGEMENT
By Paul Stenhouse

om e time ago, the 
mother of a student 
whom I was helping 
was diagnosed with 
cancer. She asked me 
through her son to 
make an appointment 

with a specialist in Sydney whom 
she visited some weeks later. His 
diagnosis agreed with the specialist 
in her home country, and he 
recommended similar treatment. 
Within a few weeks, she was off 
to another country to see a doctor 
there. His diagnosis was the same. 
Still she was dissatisfied. She was 
not  looking for a doctor who could 
treat her problem; she was looking 
for a doctor who would tell her that 
she didn’t have a problem.

I’m sure that all the doctors 
whom she consulted would have 
liked to tell her what she wanted 
to hear. They could have sent her 
away happy by telling her that 
the diagnosis was wrong: but her 
happiness would have been short-
lived. They knew that she would 
never be rid of the disease, until 
she admitted that she was suffering 
from it. Fortunately for her they 
were too professional to allow 
their feelings to interfere with their 
medical judgement.

We are not at all unlike that 
gentle and loving lady who found 
it difficult to face up to her physical 
condition. We are all prone to sin 
- and in moments of genuine self-
knowledge, can see the direction in 
which our actions or thoughts are 
taking us, and may seek help. More 
often than not, however, if our sins 

are serious, we look for excuses and 
try to play down the harm that our 
actions or omissions have done to 
us and to others.

Physical not the only  
or the worst evil

Cancer is not a moral blemish - 
it may, if undetected or untreated, 
destroy the body; it can’t destroy 
the soul. Serious sin on the other 
hand has the dubious distinction 
of always contaminating the soul, if 
it be freely willed; and occasionally 

even of killing the body. Less 
serious sins can impair the soul’s 
ability to function well and 
cumulatively predispose us to more 
serious lapses.

The Catholic Church has always 
taken sin seriously. Sin has never 
held surprises for her. Her love for 
sinners, however, is inexhaustible. 
She wants only that they turn from 
their sin. 

The Church was founded for 
sinners. Sinners are her reason for 
being. The early Church was so 
aware of the human failings of the 
close followers of Jesus, and the 
efficacy of prayer, that it took a 
long while for the names even of 
the Apostles to be included in the 
Canon of the Mass.  

They were prayed for, as were all 
the other dead, that their sins might 
be forgiven and that they might 
have ‘everlasting rest,’ because as 
Origen (185-253) says ‘not even 
the Apostles have yet received 
their joy’.1 Justin Martyr [100-
165] and Irenaeus of Lyons [120-
202] thought that even the martyrs 
should be prayed for at Mass.  

Sinners, amongst whom we all 
are numbered [the bishop at Mass 
calls himself Our Lord’s ‘unworthy 
servant’] belong by right to the 
Church which was founded to offer 
us salvation.

The Cinderella Sacrament

Among the seven special 
channels of Grace left to us by our 
Lord, Penance may well be the 
Cinderella Sacrament. At least these 
days, when sin is often glossed 

let us Call tO Mind Our sins

Plumbing and 
Civilization

My idea of civilization is as 
much about sewage pipes 

as flying buttresses, if not more so, 
because without efficient public 
plumbing cities are death-traps, 
turning rivers and wells into havens 
for the bacterium Vibrio cholerae. 
I am, unapologetically, as inter-
ested in the price of a work of art 
as in its cultural value. To my mind, 
a civilization is much more than 
just the contents of a few first-rate 
art galleries. It is a highly complex 
human organization. Its paintings, 
statues and buildings may well be 
its most eye-catching achieve-
ments, but they are unintelligible 
without some understanding of the 
economic, social and political insti-
tutions which devised them, paid 
for them, executed them – and, 
preserved them for our gaze. 

– Niall Ferguson, Civilization: The West 
and the Rest, Allen Lane, 2011, p.2.  
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over, if not positively marketed, 
and confession and absolution are 
regarded by cynics as hang-overs 
from a time before the Universal 
Declaration of Human Rights, 
and the post WWII all-pervasive 
influence of the social sciences and 
the media. 

Perhaps the reason for the 
gradual neglect of Penance is 
as much due to the privacy that 
we have become accustomed to 
associate with it, as to the hardship 
that some people experience when 
trying the approach it; along with 
the fact that too few priests dared 
speak of it positively, or encourage 
its use in those heady days post 
Humanae Vitae and the sexual 
revolution of the 60s. 

Confessing sin made little sense 
when sin was flaunted as ‘liberation’ 
and ‘maturity,’ and ‘Flower Power’ 
was the catch-cry of the acidheads 
and drop-outs. LSD, and the drug 
culture held the stage, and few 
had the ability or the courage to 
question their dominance and their 
popularity.

We know better now. Alone 
among the Sacraments Penance is 
celebrated without fanfare, usually 
when one is by oneself with the 
priest. Because it is concerned 
with personal sin, and therefore 
with personal weakness and 
imperfection, penance may be 
considered by many who attach 
undue importance to what others 
think of them, to be hardly an 
occasion for celebrating. Our Lord 
takes a contrary view: ‘There will be 
more joy in heaven over one sinner 
who repents than over ninety-
nine just who have no need of 
repentance’.2 

If there is joy in heaven, don’t 
we have cause to celebrate here 
on earth? There is no shame in 
admitting we are sinners. The 
shame arises when we don’t. 

Our ancestors confessed their 
sins to a priest in public, kneeling 
in the church while the priest held 
a wand in his right hand, with 
which he would touch the heads of 
passers by who knelt to ask for his 
blessing. 

These wands are still to be seen 
in the confessionals of the Basilicas 
of Rome. Churches would have 
little plaques with Peter’s tiara and 
Peter’s keys above the bench where 
the priest sat, to demonstrate that 
the priest was acting by our Lord’s 
authority, and that it was God, not 
the priest, who granted absolution.  

They were the days, before TV 
and the electronic media generally, 
when people’s awareness of sin 
was more heightened, and their 
willingness to admit their need 
more uninhibited.  

These days many people have 
been encouraged to play down the 
existence or even the possibility 
of sin, and as a result have been 
and are still proving incapable of 
dealing with its effects on their 
lives. 

If help is finally to be sought, 
it is more likely to be from their 
local doctor, or a psychologist or 
psychiatrist, or in naturopathy or 
herbal medicine. Instead of an 
escutcheon bearing Peter’s crossed 
keys, the authority for the help 
that is offered is symbolised by 
the various University Testamurs 
hanging from the wall of the 
psychiatrist’s clinic. Others again 
may seek the anonymous balm of 
talk-back radio, or turn to surfing 
the world-wide-web.

We will be asked by determinists, 
materialists, pragmatists and 
utilitarianists and their ilk: why seek 
forgiveness from Christ through his 
priest in the Sacrament of penance 
for something over which we have 
no control? 

Clearly the Sacrament of Penance 
makes sense only to a person of 
Faith, who believes in God, and 
in Jesus as Redeemer, accepts the 
authority of the Church, and takes 
responsibility for his actions. This 
implies theological and philosophical 
positions that may be unpopular 
and neglected today, but whose 
foundations were laid on Calvary 
and have stood the test of time. 

How unwise those are who 
neglect Penance for whatever reason, 
can be gauged by a simple analogy. 
Someone bitten by a poisonous 
snake or spider wouldn’t hesitate 
to appeal for help to find an anti-
venene quickly, before the poison 
spread throughout the whole body 
and killed it. 

No one with a life-threatening 
complaint like gangrene would 
hesitate to submit to surgery, even 
amputation of the affected part, if 
this were necessary to save one’s life. 

So why procrastinate about 
seeking help when one’s spiritual 
life is in disorder?

Sin is addictive; denial  
is a common ploy

Some would answer that 
not all sinners see their way of 
life as disordered. While this is 
true, and St Thomas adverts to a 
similar mentality in his own day 
[the thirteenth century] this by 
no means obliges Christians to 
agree with the sinner. Any more 
than a doctor need agree with a 
smoker who claims that smoking 
is harmless; or with an alcoholic or 
drug addict, who insist that their 
addiction is doing them no harm.

There is a curious story told 
in the life of St Corbreus, an Irish 
bishop who died in 899 on March 
6, now his feast day, that warns 
against this temptation to self-
deception. 

One day, after the bishop had 
sung the Mass he had a vision of a 
horrible spectre with a fiery collar 
around its neck and a mantle in 
tatters around its shoulders. The 
vision said that it was Malachy, 
formerly king of Ireland [he died 
in 860 after reigning 16 years] 
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Frequent confession heals and 
renews. It reconciles the penitent 
to himself, to others and to God. 
And like any important aid to 
good health, physical or mental, 
our spiritual health will improve 
the more often we approach the 
Sacrament. Go to confession at least 
once a month, and if you don’t see 
signs of improvement, seek advice 
from a wise and understanding 
priest.

Carl Jung, no friend of 
Catholicism, has pointed out 
that moderns have lost all the 
metaphysical certainties of their 
mediaeval [Catholic] ancestors and 
set up in their place the ideals of 
material security, general welfare 
and ‘humaneness’. ‘[I]t takes more 
than an ordinary dose of optimism,’ 
Jung adds, ‘to make it appear that 
these ideals are still unshaken’.4 
Shaken, undoubtedly, they are, 
but still standing like lighthouses 
beckoning to fearful travelers, and 
guiding them out of the maelstrom.

Large numbers of people 
throng Catholic Churches over 
Easter to attend the Sacrament of 
Reconciliation, and priests are, 
more often than not, asked to hear 
confessions before offering Mass 
daily in public churches here in 
Australia. This gives the Church and 
the whole country cause for ‘more 
than an ordinary dose of optimism’ 
that Jung’s judgement may not 
apply to all ‘moderns’. 

Given adequate sympathetic 
catechesis in parishes and schools, 
the Cinderella Sacrament may well 
find itself the Sacrament of the 
Third Millennium. Certainly, by its 
means, we can face an otherwise 
uncertain future with renewed faith, 
hope, and realism.

tHis article first appeared in Annals Australasia 
on page 3, in September 1999. Its author is as 
convinced today of its truth and relevance, as he 
was the day he wrote it.

1. Hom.in Lev. vii,2.
2. Luke, 15,7.
3. March 6th, volume vii, p.467-468.
4. Modern Man in Search of a Soul, Routledge and Kegan 

Paul, London, 1933.

and that he was being punished in 
Purgatory for his neglecting to do 
good when he could have. When 
Corbreus asked him ‘Did you 
not do penance for your sins,’ he 
replied: ‘I did not do sufficient; and 
that was due to the weakness of my 
confessor whom I bent to my will 
by offering him a gold ring’. Both 
the king and his confessor begged 
the prayers of the saint, who along 
with his priests prayed for both of 
them, and obtained their release 
from their torments and entrance 
into heaven.

Sceptics may well smile at the 
presumed ingenuousness of the 
bishop and his Cathedral Chapter, 
but both the king and the bishop 
led well-documented lives, and 
the account of the vision is given 
soberly by the Bollandists, who 
are not known for their gullibility, 
in the 64 volumes of their Acta 
Sanctorum.3  Political correctness 
notwithstanding, Catholics have 
too many incontrovertible examples 
over the past two thousand years 
not to take seriously the possibility 
of losing oneself through sin in any 
one of its myriad forms.

Sin is addictive - and like all 
addicts, sinners have a plethora of 
excuses and bolt-holes to which 
they have recourse when the 
subject of confession is raised. 
As sin is a disorder it is hardly 
surprising to find sinners arguing 
against the need for treatment. 
Nor is it surprising to find the 
media on the side of the sinners. 
A sympathetic and understanding 
priest whose own life is lived as 
far as possible in the Presence of 
God, can work wonders in such 
circumstances. 

I have heard people argue 
against the need for confession on 
the grounds that it makes people 
neurotic. Yet from my experience 
I should think that more people 
become neurotic by trying to justify 
their disordered behaviour, and by 
arguing against the existence of sin, 
or the need for Confession, than do 
so by submitting their sins to the 
Sacrament of Reconciliation and 
healing. 

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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VICTORIA JUDICIAL SYSTEM  
DID NOT GIVE CARDINAL  

GEORGE PELL A FAIR TRIAL
By Tom Percy, QC

In my view, the judicial system in Victoria 
didn’t really give George Pell a chance at a fair 
trial. Why? Well think about what’s recently 

dominated the headlines in WA. Anyone who has 
been in WA over the past fortnight and experienced 
the tsunami of media coverage about the Bradley 
Edwards Claremont serial killer case would have 
to admit that, were it not for him being able to 
have a trial by judge alone, he would effectively be 
untriable.

Leaving aside the 20 years of notoriety of 
the events in question, the impending trial has 
generated an unprecedented level of publicity 
— mostly negative — that would have made a trial 
by jury all but impossible. Had it not been for the 
capacity of the system in WA to provide a judge-
alone trial, Bradley Edwards might well have been 
successful in arguing for a permanent stay of the 
proceedings on the basis that he couldn’t get a fair 
trial.

But perhaps I use the word “unprecedented” too 
loosely. On the other side of the nation this week 
with the Cardinal Pell case we were finally made 
privy to the outcome of the trial that has probably 
been responsible for at least as much press, and 
again largely negative, as that in the Claremont 
serial killer case.

The only difference is that in Victoria the system 
doesn’t allow for trial by judge alone. Pell had to 
take his chances with a jury selected at random from 
a community that had been subjected to several 
years of vitriolic media — not just about his case but 
the potential guilt of any number of Catholic clerics 
around the country and around the world.

Pell didn’t seek a permanent stay of the 
proceedings. He was probably forced into that 
position by having insisted from the outset that he 
wanted his day in court with a view to clearing his 
name. A permanent stay of the proceedings would 
never have achieved that.

Applications to stay serious criminal proceedings 
permanently are rarely granted, the theory being 
that no matter how prejudicial the publicity about 
any given case, it can all be cured by a judge telling 

the jury to put it out of their minds.
Just how effective that is however, I have always 

had my doubts. I didn’t sit through Pell’s trial and 
I am not about to express any view on the evidence 
that supported or detracted from the conviction. But 
the history of the case does leave some concern as 
to the confidence that an objective out-sider might 
have in the ultimate conviction.

First, a number of similar complaints against Pell 
were dismissed out of hand by the magistrate at 
the committal proceedings. Those allegations could 
have been resurrected by the prosecution by way 
of a direct presentment, that would have seen those 
allegations go to trial in the higher court despite 
having been dismissed by the magistrate. But, in 
Pell’s case, the prosecutors declined to resurrect 
them.

Similarly another trial that was scheduled to 
go ahead this week involving a separate set of 
allegations by other complainants was discontinued 
by the prosecution on the basis that there was no 
reasonable prospect of a conviction. Then we have 
the fact that the initial jury couldn’t agree. 

And, on top of that, the present convictions were 
only arrived at after three days deliberation at a 
second trial. I’ve always thought that the essence 
of a reasonable doubt is where 12 people — after a 
relatively short trial — can’t resolve a fairly simple 
question (in this case: “Did it happen or not?”) 
within a reasonable time. My own view is that Pell 
was probably untriable by a jury in much the same 
way as Bradley Edwards is.

Whatever the outcome of Mr Edwards’ case, 
he, his defence team and the public will know 
the reasons for his conviction or acquittal. Justice 
Stephen Hall will explain his reasoning, but this 
is a luxury Pell will never have. He just heard the 
word “guilty”. And everyone will also know that 
the verdict, whichever way it goes, was never the 
product of the deluge of publicity which preceded 
it. That’s also something that neither Pell nor the 
public will ever know.
– Reprinted with permission from The West Australian, Opinion, Saturday 
March 2, 2019 
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BOOk review

This defamation of one of Australia’s greatest poets has been hugely subsidised: 
$84,000 from the Australian Research Council and I do not know how much 

from the Tasmanian Arts Advisory Board and by a Visiting Fellowship from La 
Trobe University. The Australia Council’s Literature Fund also chipped in.

James McAuley

BALLADE OF LOST PHRASES 

By Peter Coleman

assandra Pybus’s 
The  Dev i l  and 
James  McAul ey 
b e g i n s  b y 
presenting James 
McAu ley  a s  a 
small man with 

an ‘almost feminine’ voice. It 
moves on to suggest he was also a 
blaspheming drunk, strident snob, 
grovelling fanatic, arrogant racist, 
cynical adulterer and perhaps a 
homosexual cruiser. He may 
even have killed someone for 
the experience. He was a heavy 
smoker too!

This defamation of one of 
Australia’s greatest poets has been 
hugely subsidised: $84,000 from 
the Australian Research Council 
and I do not know how much from 
the Tasmanian Arts Advisory Board 
and by a Visiting Fellowship from 
La Trobe University. The Australia 
Council’s Literature Fund also 
chipped in.

What jumps immediately to the 
eye, as you first flick through the 
pages, is the slapdash research. 
Here’s a quick sample. Pybus labels 
the Australian Nobel laureate 
Sir John Eccles a physicist. (He 
was a physiologist.) John Kerr, 
she says, ‘retired to London’. (He 
never lived in London and he 
retired to Sydney.) Joe Riordan, 
trade unionist, former MP, is 
not a Catholic. (He is.) Laurie 

Short’s legal struggles against the 
communists were in the High 
Court. (His unfortunate barristers 
Kerr and Wootten thought they 
were in the Arbitration Court.) 
Norman Mailer was a ‘member’ 
of the Congress for Cultural 
Freedom. (He was its relentless 
critic from day one.)

She gets the wrong date for 
the death of the McAuleys’ son 
Andrew. The number of Australian 
deaths in the Vietnam War is 
wrong by some 100 men or about 
20 per cent. It is a bagatelle that 
the German poet Haushofer, a 

courageous anti-Nazi executed 
by the SS, is described simply as 
‘a high-ranking Nazi’. (McAuley 
translated his prison poems.)

Pybus misspells the names 
of Macintyre and Ritchie the 
historians, Wedgwood the 
anthropologist, McQueen the 
Marxist, Bungendore the town, 
Braden of the CIA, McAuley’s 
wife’s family name, the Australian 
Association for Cultural Freedom, 
the titles of major articles by 
McAuley and Richard Krygier, of 
John Kerr’s autobiography, and of 
the magazine Pacific Islands Monthly.

She refers to a ‘substantial 
subsidy’ to Quadrant from the CIA. 
She means that when Quadrant 
started, the Paris-based Congress 
for Cultural Freedom contributed 
£200 a year towards rent, wages, 

We offer Annals readers concerned 
for the reputation of one of 

Australia’s finest poets, a review of 
the Cassandra Pybus biography of 

James McAuley. Originally published 
in 1999, the Pybus book is described 

in advertisements as holding 
‘scarifying precision and measured 
compassion’ in ‘delicate balance’. 
Peter Coleman’s review appeared 

first in The Weekend Australian July 
17-18, 1999, and offers a different 

and more measured, critique.
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contributors, printers, distributors, 
promotion. McAuley, like everyone 
else, was unaware of its ultimate 
source, and even Pybus does not 
have the chutzpah to suggest it had 
the slightest effect on McAuley’s 
adamantine integrity. (He might 
have noted, like Yehudi Menuhin, 
that there must be something to 
be said for the CIA after all, if it 
associates with ‘people like us’.)

It is good news, however, that 
the Quadrant office had a ‘glorious’ 
harbour view. This escaped the rest 
of us who found only an ugly view 
of the Cahill Expressway.

But these are minor blemishes. 
It is the book’s basic theme that 
stretches the limits of triviality. 
McAuley was a committed opponent 
of communism. Therefore he must 
have been sick in the head. This is 
because he repressed his sexuality, 
especially his homosexuality, or 
displaced it onto the Devil. (Hence 
the book’s title.) It explains all his 
peculiarities, from nightmares to 
politics.

You mount this case against 
McAuley by following these eight 
simple rules:

1. Forget about Stalin’s and 
Mao’s killing of millions or the 
murderous persecution of writers 
and artists, Jews and Christians. 
Change the subject to sex.

One of the principal weaknesses 
of Australian writers has been 
a failure to grasp imaginatively 
the great and evil passion of the 
twentieth century - the totalitarian 
temptation that produced Auschwitz 
and the Gulag in the service 
of ideology. This extraordinary 
phenomenon has preoccupied the 
best writers of the world, but few 
Australians have fathomed it. Some 
began to explore the evil of Hitler 
and his national socialism but few 
were even able to approach its 
twins, Stalin and communism.

McAuley was one of the 
exceptions. His best work was his 
personal lyrics (early and late) 
and his religious meditations. But 
his political imagination, his quest 
to be, like Milton, ‘doctrinal to 
the nation,’ enlivened much of his 

verse from the early poems on 
Hitler (‘The Incarnation of Sirius’) 
to those lyrics of the 1950s which 
may for brevity and without much 
distortion be labelled Cold War 
Poems (‘Vintage’; ‘Solemnity’; 
‘Retreat’; ‘Nocturnal’ and from 
one perspective his epic ‘Captain 
Quiros’).

His political instincts were honed 
by two influences - the freethinker 
John Anderson in the 1930s and 
the Catholic Bob Santamaria in the 
1950s. Anderson taught McAuley 
philosophy at Sydney University. 
His metaphysics and aesthetics had 
no lasting influence on McAuley 
but his political and intellectual 
ordeal, as he worked his way from 
communism to anticommunism 
through the Pink Decade, made a 
deep impression. McAuley attended 
Anderson’s lectures deconstructing 
Marxism and Bolshevism and 
was inoculated for life against 
totalitarianism and its fellow 
travellers.

This was an intellectual position 
with few practical consequences 
outside the noisy arguments of 
pubs, parties and coffee shops. But 
it gave him a sense of communion 
with that mixed company of 
intellectuals from New York to New 
Delhi, from Madrid to Melbourne, 
described by Arthur Koestler - the 
veteran acrobats who had lost their 
dialectical balance, Trotskyites, 
‘cryptos’, new statesmen, new 
republicans, totalitarian liberals, 
all hellishly uncomfortable in 
no-man’s-land. They did not yet 
have a common voice and would 
not find one for more than ten 
years when - determined to save 
civilisation or go down fighting - 
they at last came together to form 
the Congress for Cultural Freedom 
in Berlin in 1950.

By this time McAuley was already 
active in the Labor Party and 
was soon writing pamphlets (and 
satires) in its intra-party polemics - 
always in association with the anti-
Stalinists. Soon after the defection 
of Vladimir and Evdokia Petrov, he 
met Santamaria, whose polemical 
and organisational flair he already 

admired. When the Labor Party 
split, McAuley stood with the 
DLP. The tensions of these years 
(captured in Captain Quiros) only 
abated when the brutal Soviet 
suppression of the Hungarian 
revolution of 1956-57 marked the 
beginning of public disenchantment 
with the Soviet mythos.

These great events are at the 
heart of the history of our times. 
McAuley experienced, observed, 
argued and wrote about them in 
uncounted essays, reports and 
poems. But Pybus has nothing 
to say about them, no counter-
critique, no rival assessment - 
other than the idea that McAuley’s 
resistance to totalitarianism was 
‘fuelled’ by sexual neurosis, mainly 
suppressed homosexuality. So much 
for dissidents from Mandelstam 
to Solzhenitsyn who so deeply 
influenced McAuley. So much for 
Trotsky, Anderson, Bertrand Russell 
or George Orwell. Hers is the 
ultimate banality.

2. Collect gossip from rivals, 
enemies, old friends and quote it 
freely, no matter how silly, mean or 
plain wrong. 

An improbable quotation may 
help. For example, when advising 
us of an alleged ‘sexual encounter’ 
between McAuley and Amy Witting 
sixty years ago, Pybus tells us that 
McAuley humiliated Witting in a 
poem published ‘for all to read’ 
in Hermes. I do not recognise the 
poem as quoted and am certain that 
no such poem exists. It certainly 
didn’t appear in Hermes. (Amy 
Witting herself once said to me: 
‘McAuley was incapable of writing 
a bad poem, no matter how hard 
he tried.’ But the ponderous litotes 
Pybus claims to quote — ‘not 
without honour’ — would have been 
beyond him.)

3. If evidence is lacking for 
any calumny, just say it ‘possibly’ 
or ‘presumably’ or ‘probably’ or 
‘doubtless’ or ‘may have been’ or 
‘must have been’ this or that. 

If hearsay (for example, a claim 
that McAuley was a determined 
killer on a patrol in New Guinea, 
based on some-thing said forty-
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gives no indication of having 
read more than its preface. (She 
also misunderstands its rejoinder 
to Lionel Trilling’s The Liberal 
Imagination: McAuley’s intention 
was to offer collaboration with 
Trilling in the recovery of poetry 
and imagination rather than ‘to 
mount a challenge’ to him. They 
shared a heartfelt dismay at the 
state of contemporary literature.)

Nor does Pybus appear to have 
even read McAuley’s crucial lectures 
‘An Approach to Poetry’ delivered 
in 1956 to the Workers Educational 
Association. Yet it would be foolish 
to try to understand the literary and 
socio-political ideas that animated 
Ern (or Quadrant or McAuley’s life 
in the 1950s) without studying 
these lectures, especially ‘The Uses 
of Poetry’ and ‘The Crisis of the 
Modern Period’.

But all is not lost. Despite 
her indifference to these central 
issues at the heart of the hoax, she 
manages some speculation about 
the opening poem of the Malley 
series, ‘Durer: Innsbruck, 1495’. In 
an essay McAuley wrote some thirty 
years later, he noted that Dürer ‘was 
not indifferent to the attractions of 
young males’. So perhaps the poem 
is a coded homosexual ‘come-on’!

7. Never refer to McAuley’s role 
in any liberal cause, such as his 
work to wind down state censorship 
or his court appearance as a witness 
for Oz in its prosecution for 
obscenity. 

When the prosecutor asked him 
to agree that an Oz cartoon was 
offensive to community standards, 
McAuley’s reply was typical of him: 
‘We do not seem to be talking 
about the same community. The 
one I live in would hardly regard 
this as a matter for exceptional 
comment.’ Or his public criticisms 
of the White Australia policy. Or 
his condemnation of apartheid. Or 
his call to make Papuans and New 
Guineans Australian citizens. If you 
cannot avoid his liberal policies on 
decolonisation in New Guinea, play 
them down.

Pybus is unable to dismiss 
McAuley’s devotion to New Guinea, 

to establish a chair of Australian 
Literature at Sydney University, 
or his acclaimed lectures to the 
Workers Educational Association or 
the Commonwealth Literary Fund. 
(One on Judith Wright was more a 
mass rally than a talk.) 

Above all minimise the success 
of the famous Ern Malley hoax. 
Pybus’s misjudgment of this hoax 
is characteristic. She presents it 
as a piece of ‘tomfoolery’ that 
turned ‘vicious’ when McAuley 
attempted to add some intellectual 
and aesthetic point. Yet anyone 
with any awareness of McAuley’s 
development knows that, at that 
moment in his life, the hoax was at 
the heart of his Problematik.

‘Madame Bovary, c’est moi’, said 
Flaubert, and McAuley may have 
said the same: ‘I am Ern Malley.’ 
In satirising Ern, McAuley was 
satirising himself or rather his own 
early work such as he had collected 
in his unpublished apprentice 
volume called Prelude Suite and 
Chorale - twenty-five linked 
Malleyesque poems forming a livre 
composé in the manner of Charles 
Baudelaire or Christopher Brennan.

At the time of the hoax, he was 
painfully working his way from 
his early more-or-less surrealist 
obscurantism back to the High 
Road of poetry, to Virgil and 
Dante, Shakespeare and Milton. He 
now felt a revulsion from Angry 
Penguins, its charlatan verse, its 
Marxising politics and its toying 
with the symbolist agony that was 
central to his life. The hoax was no 
tomfoolery. It was a grimly earnest 
palinode of modernism.

There were moments of farce, 
as in any hoax. But the riveting 
importance to McAuley of its 
underlying ideas is further shown in 
his continual expounding of them 
in subsequent years in lectures, 
essays, editorials and books. The 
philosophic range and engagement 
of The End of Modernity, for 
example, make it one of the most 
important literary critiques ever 
published in Australia. It is in 
any case an essential companion 
to the Ern Malley poems. Pybus 

five years ago by a man now dead 
to someone else who passed 
it on to Pybus in a telephone 
conversation), add: ‘Maybe this 
anecdote is true’. If unbelievable 
(for example, a ‘definitive’ report 
that three days before John Kerr 
wielded his ‘bloody knife’ against 
Prime Minister Whitlam, he was 
seen at McAuley’s department in 
the University of Tasmania), call it a 
‘story’ and stick in a note saying you 
are unable to confirm or deny.

4. Spray the text with such 
adjectives as vicious, strident, 
arrogant, tainted, impudent. If 
religion rears its ugly head, have 
McAuley ‘grovelling’.

5. Ignore his major work, his 
heart-rending poetry, unless you 
can twist it into evidence for the 
prosecution. It helps if, like Pybus, 
you have no feel for poetry, poetics 
or literary history.

6. Ignore McAuley’s entrepre-
neurial role in Australian literary 
life. 

Never mention his generous 
help to younger poets. (Geoffrey 
Lehmann has written of his 
experience.) Or his promotion of 
older but not yet accepted writers 
(such as Patrick White at the 
time of the early Quadrant: ‘We 
have got to get used to the fact,’ 
McAuley wrote, ‘that we have a very 
remarkable writer living amongst 
us.’) Or his enthusiasm for writers 
with whom he totally disagreed on 
politics (such as Frank Moorhouse). 
Or his refusal to give his editorial 
imprimatur to men of power who 
were also minor minstrels (such as 
his ministerial boss Paul Hasluck, 
whose submissions to Quadrant he 
had no hesitation in rejecting).

Overlook his launching of the 
quarterly Australian Literary Studies, 
or his Generations - the anthology 
from Chaucer to Vivian Smith, or 
his Primer of English Versification. 
Barely note in passing his Map of 
Australian Verse from the balladists 
to the 1960s. Never concede that 
Quadrant, which he founded, ever 
published anything of real merit. 
Make no reference to his key role in 
the Poetry Society, in the campaign 
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free and unfree systems or exalted 
an unfree system above ours. I have 
never denied that offensive action by a 
totalitarian power is aggression; I have 
never stigmatized defensive action by 
the victims as provocation.’
‘By the canons of the left - 

that is, of those whose moral 
authority consists in the fact that 
they have done some or all of 
these things - this qualifies me as 
illiberal, ‘extremist’, ‘reactionary’, 
‘undemocratic’, and of course (a 
word recently applied to me by 
an ALP minister of the crown in 
conversation with friends of mine) 
a ‘fascist’.’

‘If I for once express some 
personal resentment, it is not only 
to say that I am sick to death of this 
kind of corrupt malice, but also to 
denounce it on behalf of many others 
who have suffered similar and worse 
vilification for the most honourable 
reasons.’
Pybus remarks that on the 

printed page this speech looked 
‘rather silly’.

I should mention that Pybus 
acknowledges me as one of those 
who helped her ‘more than they 
will ever know’. Whatever that may 
mean, it must include two lengthy 
conversations in my home and the 
access I gave her to material I have 
deposited in the National Library 
as well as to the Cultural Freedom/
Quadrant archive of which I am 
a custodian. At no point did she 
suggest that her approach to 
McAuley was other than respectful 
and admiring, if not reverential. 
I regret my co-operation and can 
only let my experience stand as a 
cautionary tale.

There it is: A silly book 
degrading one of Australia’s 
greatest writers, subsidised by 
some $100,000, and published by 
a university press. It’s your taxes at 
work.

PETER COLEMAN is a former editor of The 
Bulletin and Quadrant. He spent some years in the 
State and Federal Parliaments. Among his other 
books are an autobiographical volume entitled 
Memoirs of a Slow Learner, and The Struggle for the 
Mind of Postwar Europe. Excerpted from The Best 
Australian Essays 1999, ed. Peter Craven, Bookman 
Press. Reprinted with permission of the author, and 
the editor. See also The Last Intellectuals: Essays on 
Writers and Politics, Quadrant Books, 2010.

for his refusal. But this is something 
an individual must decide for himself 
against that state, accepting at the 
same time the consequences of civil 
disobedience. He cannot expect the 
state to hand out exemptions as a 
right. The state may of course do so 
as a matter of concession, if it thinks 
that this is practical and prudent in 
the circumstances.’
This is hardly impatient 

intolerance, with ‘no time’ for 
conscientious objectors. One 
reason this exchange comes easily 
to mind is that McAuley’s argument 
appealed to Frank Packer, the owner 
of the Bulletin, who had his own 
reservations about the government’s 
policy of selective conscription and 
arranged for the symposium to be 
printed as a Bulletin Pamphlet.

8. Introduce the whole lampoon 
as an illustration of the harm done 
when a poet gets mixed up with 
politics. Forget Milton, Dryden, 
Shelley, Eliot and Auden. Towards 
the end, slip in a note that McAuley 
was sometimes a remarkable 
teacher. That may add some 
pretence of objectivity.

Let the poet have the last 
word - in this excerpt from his 
brief political apologia delivered 
shortly before his death, his 
autobiographical ‘Culture and 
Counter-Culture’, in which he 
traced his passage from youthful 
anarchism (his personal Homage to 
Catalonia) to his later conservatism:

‘I am now fortunate enough to be 
able to say that never in my life have 
I been an advocate or an apologist for 
movements or regimes that trample 
systematically on liberal principles 
and human rights and are essentially 
based on murder and lies. I have never 
defended the misdeeds of any terrorist 
organisation or dictatorial regime of 
any complexion. I have never been 
a retailer of propaganda made in 
Moscow or Peking or Hanoi or any 
other centre devoted to the subversion 
of free countries like Australia. I have 
never blurred the distinction between 

his deep feeling for Melanesian 
traditions, art and festivals, 
his commitment to mediating 
between these traditions and the 
inevitable assaults of modernity, 
his consequent caution about early 
political independence. Compelled 
to acknowledge something of this, 
she does her best to diminish it by 
making out that his engagement 
was ideological and theoretical and 
was soon forgotten.

Yet some of McAuley’s New 
Guinea essays are among the best 
in Australian literature and among 
the most enduring in the history 
of colonisation and decolonisation. 
We are lucky to have such a 
literary record of our ‘New Guinea 
enterprise’ and the collection and 
publication of his New Guinea 
papers is overdue - as indeed is 
the publication of a selection from 
his vast occasional journalism, not 
to mention his literary and political 
correspondence.

One consequence of such 
publication would be to make it a 
little harder to distort his views, at 
least out of simple ignorance. For 
example, Pybus announces to her 
readers that ‘McAuley had no time 
for conscientious objectors to the 
Vietnam war’. As it happens, I was 
editor of the Bulletin at the time 
of the often furious public debate 
over conscription and arranged 
an exchange, a sort of symposium 
between Max Charlesworth, T.B. 
Millar, Brian Buckley (of the 
Bulletin) and James McAuley. 
At the heart of McAuley’s very 
qualified defence of conscription 
was his argument that any defence 
policy must make allowance for 
conscientious objectors. It would 
be ‘odd’ to argue, he wrote, that 
anyone who disagreed with the 
government should not be required 
to serve. But, he went on:

‘if a man is deeply convinced that 
his government is embarked on a 
wicked course of action fraught with 
grave consequences, he may feel 
morally compelled to bear witness 
to his conviction and refuse service 
- and if his conviction has been 
soberly and conscientiously arrived 
at one must respect him personally 
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METASCIENTIFIC 
EXPLANATION 
OF REALITY

tHe PoPular idealization 
of natural science as the 
exclusive source of our 

knowledge of reality is ultimately 
dependent on its acceptance 
by the physicists who were 
originally responsible for it. And 
consequently the adoption of a 
new and more exact conception 
of the nature and limits of the 
scientific method by the physicists 
themselves portends a profound 
revolution in thought. 

It undermines the old scientific 
determinism which was based on 
the assumption that science can 
give an exhaustive knowledge 
of the causes of things, and it 
destroys even more completely 
the naive concreteness of the 
materialistic attitude to nature. 

In the past, science conceived 
matter as a genuine substance the 
existence of which was a fact of 
sensible experience.  To-day the solid 
world of the materialist has vanished 
in a tenuous web of mathematical 
formulae. The common-sense 
dogmatism of the old-fashioned 
materialist would find the abstract 
conceptions of modern physics no 
less difficult to assimilate than the 
subtleties of the old metaphysicians. 

From the point of view of science, 
this is pure gain, since it means 
that scientific thought has purified 

itself from the bastard quasi-
metaphysical conceptions which were 
masquerading as scientific truths. 

But from the sociological point 
of view this advance is not without 
its penalties. The achievement of the 
last two centuries would hardly have 
been possible had there not existed 
a view of the universe and of the 
nature of reality which was easily 
comprehensible to the average man 
and equally accepted by the men of 
science. 

At present no such common 
world view is possible, and modern 
science is poised insecurely on the 
verge of a metaphysical abyss which 
is continually threatening to engulf 
it. For the more rigidly the province 
of science is defined and its claims 
are limited, the more pressing 
becomes the need for a metaphysical 
or rather metascientific explanation 
of reality.
- Christopher Dawson, Progress and Religion, 
Sheed and Ward, 1938, pp.236-237.     
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Since I came to Australia to live over twenty years ago, Australia has drifted strongly 
to the Left, politically, largely through the influence of post-modernism throughout 

much of our culture and education – thus echoing a general international movement.

LONG OVERDUE REFLECTIONS
By Giles Auty

ltHougH I can claim 
only my maternal 
grandfa ther  as  a 
pure Celt ,  I have 
gone through much 
of my life feeling 
particular respect for 

people of Irish and Celtic origin.  
Whether voluntarily or otherwise 
the Irish, for example, have played a 
major historic role in the founding 
and opening up of Australia and 
unmistakable Irish faces were once 
common in almost any Australian 
country town.  

When driving through remote 
rural villages and towns in NSW I 
am often halted by the beauty of a 
tiny Catholic church and graveyard 
set among sprawling, overgrown 
paddocks and dating usually from 
the mid 19th century.  Indeed, the 
harsh lives of all rural Australians 
from pre-motorised days surely 
invite our respect.

In a survey conducted in 1996 
about 5.5 million Australians 
acknowledged Irish origins of 
whom roughly half stated they 
were Catholic. Let us suppose, for 
a moment, that the kind of issues 
raised at the end of last November 
regarding the ongoing ability 
of Catholic schools ‘to teach a 
Christian understanding of sexual 
ethics and marriage according to 
our faith’ continues to remain in 
question and basically unresolved. 

With federal elections looming, 
there are fears that Catholic schools 
will be ‘brought into line’ nationally 
– much as they already are in 
Victoria.  Why do so many odd and 

unjustifiable things seem to happen 
in present-day Victoria?  The 
essence of faith-based schools is 
that they teach faith as a necessary 
component of normal living and 
it is fatuous and utterly untrue 
to claim that particular articles 
of supposed ‘secular’ faith are not 
pumped into students daily in our 
‘normal’ state schools already.  

Post-modernist education at 
all levels in Australia basically 
substitutes belief in the teachings of 
Karl Marx for those relating largely 
to Jesus, Christianity and the New 
Testament.  

The overt aims of Marx, of 
course, were to destroy the 
influence of Christianity and 
the traditional family and all the 
various aspects of post-modernism 
– which is basically and by now 
fairly obviously simply Marxism 
in disguise – were created to 
that tragic but quite specific end.  
However, what percentage of 
current Australians do you think 
realises any of the foregoing?

Traditionally, St. Patrick is 
credited with keeping Ireland free 
from snakes but clearly plenty of 
venomous doctrines and creatures 
are still out there in our present-day 
world – not least, regrettably, in 
Australia.  

The history of Ireland is one of 
great natural beauty plus faith: 
the education offered by early 
monasteries was very widely 
respected as was early Irish art: 
think here of absolute treasures 
such as the Book of Kells.  

On a visit to Ireland a decade 
ago, my wife and I were happily 
surprised to encounter a so-called 
holy spring while wandering along 
the country’s Southern coast; it 
offered a cure for ailments which 
clearly depended in part on the 
faith of those dipping their hands 
into its crystalline waters.  Many 
other Catholics exist in Australia, of 
course, who are not of Irish origin 
but often come from countries 
previously or currently oppressed 
by communism – Poland would be 
a prime example.  

Since I came to Australia to live 
over twenty years ago, Australia 
has drifted strongly to the Left 
politically, largely through the 
influence of post-modernism 
throughout much of our culture 
and education – thus echoing a 
general international movement 
elsewhere.  

A few weeks ago Kevin 
Donnelly’s latest book How 
Political Correctness is Destroying 
Australia (Wilkinson Publishing 
2018) enjoyed a public launch 

australia, it’s tiMe tO wake uP

Faith is not 
an Opinion

Always keep in mind that 
an article of faith is not 

something that the faithful 
assume. Faith, for those who 
have it, is the most certain 
form of knowledge, not a 
tentative opinion.  

― Mortimer J. Adler, How to Read a Book: 
The Classic Guide to Intelligent Reading 
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here, expressing sentiments similar 
to my own Culture at Crisis Point 
(Connor Court 2016) and regular 
international contributions of a 
similar nature from, say, Roger 
Kimball in America and Sir Roger 
Scruton in Britain.  

However, I believe possibly the 
best and clearest book explaining 
our current plight is by best-
selling American author Paul 
Kengor: Takedown: from communists 
to progressives; how the Left has 
sabotaged family and marriage 
(WND Books 2015).   I only 
learned about that book myself 
from reading an excellent review of 
it in Annals. Now it forms a part of 
my extensive library.

When an English version of The 
Black Book of Communism (Harvard 
University Press 1999) became 
available in Australia there was an 
understandably great rush among 
serious thinkers here to get to 
grips with its 800-page content 
– part of which depended on the 
then recent opening-up of Russian 
archives.  The sheer and absolute 
horror of what communism had 
inflicted on a large part of our 
planet was revealed in all its almost 
unbelievable depravity.  

I remember the shocked faces 
of two late friends Frank Devine 
and Paddy McGuinness  when 
we first met to discuss the book.   
For various reasons, I re-read 
that entire book over a recent 
weekend simply to remind myself 

of the awfulness of its contents and 
may well take weeks to recover.  
Thankfully the writing is ‘calm and 
considered’ in view of a content 
which relates in great detail the 
deaths, torture and maltreatment 
of nearly 100 million of their own 
people under communism - in 
other words more than 4 times 
the present total population of 
Australia. 

It is possibly to my discredit 
that I still look to books and 
newspapers primarily in preference, 
say, to the internet, but I have the 
back-up of a wife who is an expert 
in the latter’s use.  

That said, I have just reviewed 
a book by an exceptionally 
intelligent British writer who is 
a fairly recent defector from the 
post-modernist camp: Culture War: 
Art, Identity Politics and Cultural 
Entryism by Alexander Adams 
(Imprint Academic Ltd., PO Box 
200, Exeter EX5 5YX,UK).  What 
has happened to our arts, education 
and culture in the West in recent 

times is as incredible to me as the 
imposed changes to our society 
and attitudes.  Never has the West 
needed the steadfast traditions of 
our Catholic faith more urgently.  

Alexander Adams’s book makes 
absolutely clear the insane-seeming 
horrors we all currently confront, as 
post-modernism  steadily tightens 
the noose round the neck of what 
were once decent and worthwhile 
societies.   Why on earth have we 
let this happen and how can we 
possibly prevent or diminish this?

I grew up in a Britain which 
was once wracked endlessly with 
industrial strikes.  It takes rather 
a long memory now to recall that 
Britain once had flourishing steel, 
shipbuilding and car manufacturing 
industries while the militant 
national coalmining union under 
Arthur Scargill was once allegedly 
financed partly by Libya under 
Colonel Gaddafi.  

 Britain was a proud industrial 
nation but it was not our proud 
working folk who have helped 
bring Britain down but people 
who have probably never set foot 
in a factory in their lives: teachers, 
public service employees and now 
whole armies of political theorists.  

Britain still had exceptional 
schools, universities, art galleries 
and art schools when I was 
growing up but their national 
fate has become similar to ours in 
Australia as we pursue the absolute 
delusion of some soviet-style utopia.  
Alexander Adams, the author of 
the book in question was partly 
educated in London at Goldsmiths’ 
College of Art which is and has 
been an epicentre of post-modernist 
thinking and so-called ‘training’.  

The steady politicisation of the 
arts, education and culture all date 
back to the late 1960s in Britain 
and rather later over here when 
Marxist initiatives which had their 
roots in pre-war Germany – the 
Frankfurt School – and the post-war 
United States, began what is now 
known worldwide as the long march 
though the institutions.  

The aim was to substitute 
political and economic revolution in 

Consistency, completeness

And next, most important in the same warfare, and here too you 
will see how it is connected with a Seminary, is a sound, accurate, 

complete knowledge of Catholic theology. This, though it is not 
controversial, is the best weapon (after a good life) in controversy.  
Any child, well instructed in the catechism, is, without intending it, a 
real missioner. And why? Because the world is full of doubtings and 
uncertainty, and of inconsistent doctrine—a clear consistent idea of 
revealed truth, on the contrary, cannot be found outside of the Catholic 
Church. Consistency, completeness, is a persuasive argument for a 
system’s being true. Certainly if it be inconsistent, it is not truth. 

- Blessed John Henry Cardinal Newman,  Sermon 9, ‘The Infidelity of the Future,’ delivered 
on the occasion of the opening of St. Bernard’s Seminary, 2nd October 1873
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the West – which stood no chance 
of success – with a cultural and 
anti-religious revolution.  Who can 
say this has not been almost totally 
successful?  But we pay a terrible 
social and spiritual cost for allowing 
such influences into Australia or 
elsewhere.  Drug use which came 
in largely with the teachings of 
Herbert Marcuse in America in 
the 1960s is now endemic in rural 
New South Wales.  Do our decent 
families need this blight?  Whatever 
it is it is certainly not ‘progress’. 

Here are a couple of quotes from 
Alexander Adams’s new book; I 
believe you may quickly recognize 
the subjects:  

‘Identarianism is not a fuzzy 
warm principle of being nice 
to people and treating others 
equally – quite the contrary.  It 
demands people be treated 
unequally.  It divides people into 
subsets, classifies individuals’ 
worth minutely with matrices of 
privilege and social status…’ 
and 

‘Post-Modernist subjectivism 
is used by Identarians to define 
aesthetics as purely an expression 
of a dominant class enforcing a 
convention upon unwilling and 
unconsidered excluded groups.  
Aesthetics is thus a parlour game 
played by the elite of a dominant 
class, with no value, no set of 
effective measurements…and 
no compelling virtues.  Thus all 
aesthetic considerations can be 
dismissed.’  
Want to know why the Ramsay 

Foundation has run into so much 
trouble in trying to negotiate 
with post-modern Australian 
universities?  Aesthetics underlies 
the whole history of Western 
civilization and requires the highest 
standards of cultural judgement 
from everyone concerned.  No 
wonder our current post-
modernists can’t hack it.           

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 criti-
cism. 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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2257 MR V W RYAN 67
2135 MR J G WILSON 33
3132 MRS C MAY 14
1465 DE LA SALLE COMMUNITY 17
3931 MRS SHEILA WRIGHT 67
2795 MR & MRS W FOGARTY 100
2153 MRS J SULLIVAN 14
2118 MRS M D’ANDRETI 767
2233 MR D J DUNNE 50

TOTAL: $4388.11
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Happenings which can’t be explained in a world  
governed only by material and physical laws

THE CASE OF THE DEAD BOY’S RETURN
By Leslie Rumble, msc

t o n e ti m e there 
were scientists who 
thought everything 
within this universe 
could be explained 
by matter, energy and 
mechanical physical 

laws; and that beyond these there 
is nothing. Some undoubtedly still 
think in such a way, but there are 
not so many of them now. More and 
more, scientists are beginning to 
pay attention to evidence which at 
one time they refused to consider at 
all. Things do happen which cannot 
be explained unless a world exists 
quite independently of the material 
world we know.

Some few years ago two priests 
were at their evening meal in the 
pres bytery at Mittelberg, in the 
diocese of Ratisbon, Bavaria. It 
was a bitterly cold and stormy 
winter’s night; and both priests 
were surprised when they heard 
someone knocking at the front 
door.

The curate, Father Johann K. 
Weber, went to see who was there. 
He found a small boy, dressed in 
rags, shivering with cold, who 
begged piti fully for food.

Father Weber brought him in, 
and the kindly parish priest told 
him to sit at the table with them 
and share their meal. Afterwards, 
however, since the boy looked 
so weak and ill, Father Weber 
suggested that he should have the 
spare room kept for visiting priests, 
and that the doctor should be 
called.

The doctor declared the 
boy seri ously ill. Father Weber 
constituted himself nurse. For 
weeks he tended his small patient 

with the utmost devotion. He 
learned that both the boy’s parents 
were dead, that he was homeless, 
and had no one respon sible for his 
welfare.

The boy knew nothing of 
religion and had never been 
baptized. So Father Weber 
instructed him, the little fellow 
drinking in all the simple 
explanations about God, Our 
Lord, Our Lady, the Church, the 
Sacraments, the graces they gave, 
and the rest.

But his physical health had been 
shattered. The doctor gave no hope 
of his recovery. Within two months, 
safely baptized, he developed a 
vio lent fever and died. That was in 
the autumn.

Summer came and went, and 
spring also. Winter came around 
again. One night, pitch-dark, bitterly 
cold and stormy, Father Weber set 
out on a sick call, about an hour’s 
walk from the presbytery. 

On the way home, the snow 
having covered the roads, making 
them unrecogniz able, he lost his 
way. He trudged on through the 
snow, but suddenly there was a 
loud crack beneath his feet. He had 
wandered on to the ice covering 
a deep lake, into which he found 
himself plunged as the ice gave way. 

Vainly he clutched at the ice-edges 
around him; they broke away, 
unable to support his weight. 
Giving himself up for lost, he began 
to prepare for death.

Suddenly he saw a bright 
light coming towards him from 
the atmos phere. As he gazed in 
astonishment, he saw the boy whom 
he had nursed, instructed and 
baptised. The boy reached out his 
hand.

He grasped it, and with amazing 
strength the boy drew him out of 
the water, guided him safely across 
the ice to firm ground and then, 
with outstretched arm, pointed 
out the path the priest was to 
take towards the presbytery. Then 
he vanished. No word had been 
spoken.

Father Weber went in the 
direction indicated and arrived 
safely home, changing quickly into 
dry clothing. Next day, to make 

Preternatural PhenOMena

Juvenilizing 
Children

In 1988, my elder daughter 
graduated from Vassar. 

During a commencement 
reception, I asked one of her 
professors if he’d noticed any 
change in Vassar students’ 
language skills. “The biggest 
difference,” he replied, “is that 
by the time today’s students 
arrive on campus, they’ve been 
juvenilized. You can hear it in 
the way they talk. There seems 
to be a reduced capacity for 
abstract thought.” He went 
on to say that immature 
speech patterns used to be 
drummed out of kids in ninth 
grade. “Today, whatever way kids 
communicate seems to be fine 
with their high school teachers.” 

– ‘The decline and fall of American 
English, and stuff.’ See Clark Whelton, 
“What Happens in Vagueness Stays in 
Vagueness,” City Journal, vol 21. no. 1 

(Winter, 2011).
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sure, he went out to the lake. His 
footsteps were clearly visible in the 
snow. The ice was bro ken at the 
deepest part of the lake where he 
would surely have been drowned.

The profound impression made 
upon himself was shared by his 
parish priest, by the Bishop of 
Ratis bon, and by all who heard of 
the incident.

How explain it? Hallucination? 
Impossible. Father Weber’s 
guardian angel? It could have 
been, as the angel delivered St 
Peter from prison, throwing open 
the doors and striking the chains 
from his wrists. But there would 
be no reason why the angel 
should impersonate the boy. The 
dis embodied soul of the boy 
himself? There are difficulties.

Theologians hold that 
departed souls - at least those 
who do not yet enjoy the 
Beatific Vision - cannot know 
of events in this world without 
a special revelation from God, 
nor return to it without His 
special per mission. There seems 
adequate rea son for both the 
revelation and the permission 
in this case, both to reward 
the priest for his charity and to 
enable the boy to discharge a 
debt of gratitude.

But, even so, what of the boy’s 
body? It is certain that his real 
body was still in the grave. From 
material elements somewhere the 
soul of the boy must have built 
up a replica of his body. The hand 
Father Weber had grasped was 
solid and firm. Physical forces far 
beyond a boy’s normal power had 
been employed. Yet the moment 
the priest’s feet had been set on 
solid ground and he was safe, the 
apparition dissolved into thin air, 
and was as if it had never been!

Scientists, as I have said, were 
at one time unwilling to admit 
the exist ence of any order of 
reality outside their accepted 
materialistic notions of the physical 
universe. But they are growing less 
confident. Events such as these 
cannot possibly be made to fit in 
with their ideas.

Today there are those who are 
devoting themselves to psychical 
re search. They hope to discover 
and formulate the laws regulating 
ab normal occurrences, bringing 
them within the organized system 
of human knowledge.

But there are mysteries that are 
simply beyond any merely natural 
human solution; and one of them, 
surely, is this rescue of a priest from 

death by the soul of a dead boy 
whom a year earlier he had baptized.

dr leslie rumble msc was, in his day, one of the 
most widely-known priests in the English-speaking 
world. His two-volume Radio Replies sold many 
millions of copies world-wide, as did his numerous 
pamphlets on aspects of Catholic faith and doctrine 
and on various non-Catholic Churches and sects. 
He died in 1975.  To celebrate our 130th birthday 
this year, we print the second of his fifteen articles 
on psychic phenomena which first appeared in 
Annals sixty-one years ago, in 1958.  The remaining 
articles will appear in subsequent issues. Next 
Month: The case of the Indian Tribe.
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Counselling children in situations of divorce it is necessary to ‘frame’ 
the situation of loss, to remind them of their uniqueness, to acknowledge 
and search with them for points of resilience in their lives. The Catholic 

psychologist acknowledges the tragedy but always gives future hope.

DIVORCE: HOPE AND HEALING

By Wanda Skowronska

F you asked what the 
most unpopular subject 
i n  p s ycho l ogy  wa s 
around 60 years ago, 
there is a good chance 
the answer would be 
‘the negative effects of 

divorce on children’. 
The increase in the divorce rate 

since then has spawned a self-help 
literature trying to ‘normalise’ what 
in reality is a tragic event. Some 
even write happy clappy 
books such as the one 
by M. Krantzler entitled 
Creative Divorce: Saying 
Good-Bye is Saying Hello 
and there are positive self-
help books for children 
such as the book by Linda 
Johnson entitled Everything 
you Needed to Know About 
your Parents’ Divorce, giving 
practical advice as if the 
divorce were just a process 
or experience that can be 
lived through if instructions 
are followed. 

Beneath the debonair 
remarks and cheerful, 
upbeat literature is a much sadder 
reality – that divorce is a most 
painful experience for most adults 
and even more so for children.

The Australian Bureau of 
Statistics states that in Australia 
around 28% of marriages entered 
into in 1985–1987 could be 
expected to end in divorce. This 
proportion increased to 33% 
for all marriages entered into in 

2000–2002, that is one in three 
marriages.1 Interestingly the rate of 
remarriage has gone down slightly 
– and that is probably because 
people are tending to live with 
‘partners’, rather than marry again. 

Given that children are 
increasingly not having modelled 
what intact family life is, not 
through any fault of their own they 
see ‘breakdown’ of marriage as a 
part of the society around them – 

many simply do not know what a 
marriage is, as they have never lived 
in one, and are ill prepared for it in 
the future. 

When the first major rise in the 
prevalence of divorce occurred 
in the 1960s one person, unique 
among her peers went against the 
psychological Zeitgeist, Californian 
researcher Judith Wallerstein (1921 
- 2012) – and her original research 

deserves to be remembered.  She 
came with no ‘agenda’ and has 
comprehensively described these 
effects of divorce on children, from 
the beginning of America’s divorce 
boom in the 70s, and closely 
followed a group of children and 
parents for more than 25 years, a 
unique longitudinal study. 

It is widely known as the 
California Children of Divorce 
Project. It commenced 1971 in 

Marin County California 
and Wallerstein, virtually 
alone among psychologists, 
looked at the children 
rather than the adults 
involved in the process.2 
In her first book, Surviving 
The Breakup: How Children 
And Parents Cope With 
Divorce (1980), she says of 
the children she studied, 
‘the separation and its 
aftermath was the most 
stressful experience of their 
lives’.3 

While there may have 
been conflict leading up 
to the separation, the hard 

reality begins in its full effects 
when one parent has left the home. 
Suddenly when the break arrives, 
it is the coming of a feared event 
for many children, like the meeting 
of a nightmare in waking life or 
the sudden disappearance of a 
loved person with all belongings 
without any warning that this 
would happen. It is without doubt 
a traumatic event, unless a child is 

Children and divOrCe
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too young to remember – and if the 
child is informed later of this event, 
it can develop into an unresolved 
grief.4 

Two events imprint themselves 
deeply on the mind of the children 
(the majority) who do remember – 
the announcement of the divorce 
and the actual separation. 

In Wallerstein’s study 80% of 
the children were not given any 
explanation for the impending 
divorce or any assurance of 
continued care. In a small 
percentage of cases, around 10%, 
there was a sense of relief – usually 
in situations where they had been 
high levels of conflict or abuse 
Most parents felt at a loss at what 
to tell the children and most 
children highly ‘disapproved’ of 
the divorce, telling Wallerstein they 
could not tell this to their parents. 

While the attention of the 
child is riveted on the events, 
paradoxically, the parents are 
less able to help them as they 
expend much energy on coping 
with their own situation, getting 
to work, paying bills, worrying 
about the future. Children in 
such a situation experience panic, 
anger, protectiveness towards 
younger children, withdrawal and 
numbness. This is because they are 
losing the ‘first world’ they have 
ever known. Wallerstein says:

children ... observe their 
parents as private persons ... and 
public persons ... no scientist ever 
looked through a microscope 
more intently than the average 
child who observes her family 
day in and night out. And they 
make judgements from early on. 
... this is the theatre of our lives 
- our first and most important 
school for learning about 
ourselves and all others.5

And again: 
....I realised that adults raised 

in divorced families carry within 
them a unique kind of history. 
They are the product of two 
distinct families and the transition 
between them. Their lives begin 
with an intact family that one 
day vanishes. This is replaced by 
a series of upheavals that leaves 
them confused and frightened. 6

While some adults may feel 
relief, children rarely do in a 
divorce. While adults have some 
resilience due to their age and life 
experience (unless they suffer from 
some mental illness or personality 
disorder) children are vulnerable 
due to their age: while adults focus 
on altering their relationship to 
one person, for the child there is 
no similar focus, for children have 
major unwanted changes with many 
in the family, in fact their entire 
world. 

To give a telling example of 
the profound effect of separation 
itself, Anna Freud with some 
psychiatrist colleagues did a study 
on separation on young children 
during World War II – from 1942 
and 1944 – and found that while 
the children could cope with the 
London bombings with their 
parents, what traumatised them 
more was separation from their 
parents.7 

Separation from a parent engen-
ders such a profound sense of loss 
in a child that its effects can last a 
very long time. It is the sudden 
end of the known universe – espe-
cially true when a parent has ‘gone’ 
and no explanation has been given 
to the child. This differs from the 
situation of the death of a parent, 
where an explanation is given for 
the deep loss and the child never 

doubts the love of the dead parent. 
In divorce a world disappears and 
the children are left pondering this 
incomprehensible loss for a lifetime. 

Many children I saw as a 
school counsellor over several 
decades, were in situations of 
family break-up. One girl spoke of 
her profound shock, hearing her 
parents talk about divorce listening 
through the keyhole of their 
bedroom at her home. 

One boy told me that his father 
left his mentally ill mother to 
remarry. The boy tried to live 
with his mother who was prone to 
emotional outbursts due to illness 
and of course during the break-up. 
He tried to bear the situation but 
ended up asking to live with his 
father who took it as a great victory 
that the boy had left the mother. 
He missed his younger siblings, 
however, whom his mother initially 
did not want him to see – to punish 
her ex-husband and her son who 
had left her. 

With time, and patient 
intervention, this changed, and 
he was able to see his mother 
and siblings from time to time. 
Sometimes children speak of 
feeling left out when the parents 
find new relationships and family 
situations and they feel they are the 
older reminders of a painful, past 
situation. 

Paul Amato (professor of 
Sociology and Demography at the 
University of Pennsylvania), a major 
researcher often quoted in divorce 
research, has written books such as 
A Generation at Risk (2000). Amato 
found in a meta-analysis – which 
included 67 research projects into 
the subject of the effect of divorce 
on children – that compared to 
children of continuously married 
parents, children with divorced 
parents, at any age, had lower 
self confidence, weaker social 
relationships, and (if boys) more 
conduct problems.8 

If both parents stayed in contact 
with the children, they fared 
better, for there was continual 
parental input. But if there was a 
permanently ‘absent’ parent, most 

Which ‘Self’?

If you had talked to a 
Utilitarian and Rationalist of 

[Jeremy] Bentham’s time who 
told men to ‘follow enlightened 
self-interest’ he would have 
been considerably bewildered 
if you had replied brightly and 
briskly, “and to which self do 
you refer: the subconscious, the 
conscious, the latently criminal 
or suppressed, or others that we 
fortunately have in stock?”.

– G.K.Chesterton, The New 
Jerusalem, Thomas Nelson and 
Sons, London [undated] p.137.
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important to address this sense of 
being alone, looking at practical, 
familial and spiritual support. When 
the immediate details of custody 
are dealt with, children may ask 
‘why’ and may need to hear that 
in Christian terms, family breakup 
is not the end of the story. They 
need to hear that God is the Father 
whom they can truly trust, they are 
of inestimable dignity in God’s eyes 
and their ultimate homeland is in 
Heaven. 

In my experience, counselling 
children in situations of divorce, it 
is necessary to, ‘frame’ the situation 
of loss, to remind them of their 
uniqueness, to acknowledge and 
search with them for points of 
resilience in their lives. The Catholic 
psychologist acknowledges the 
tragedy but always gives future 
hope. This is a very different 
narrative to the secular psychological 
one which just looks on divorce as 
just another ‘event’, a ‘right’, just 
something to be moved on from.

According to Catholic Elizabeth 
Marquant, who grew up in a family 
divided by divorce, (described in 
Between Two Worlds: the Inner lives of 
Children of Divorce, 2005) the child 
needs security and ongoing contact 
with both parents ( unless a parent 
is abusive). In some cases this may 
involve being at both homes but 
for most children it is having one 
home with regular visits to the other 
parent. One boy I counselled in 
foster care, visited his father in jail, 
and his mother in a psychiatric unit 
as she suffered from schizophrenia 
and it took a great deal of effort, 
and building up trust, to make 
sense out of this situation. He could 
understand that his divorced mum 
and dad had problems and could 
not take care of him, but still, in 
their own way, loved him. 

Children from broken families, 
after what they have experienced, 
often ‘approach marriage with 
complex, sometimes dissonant 
emotions – from hope to fear 
to cynicism’.14 Given that there 
are a significant proportion of 
children from such families in our 
contemporary western context, it is 

children 10 and 15 years after the 
break-up she was already perturbed 
to find them – in her words – 
entering adulthood as ‘worried, 
underachieving, self-deprecating and 
sometimes angry young men and 
women’. She found that the young 
adults ‘feel their sense of future is 
compromised. They fear any change 
will be for the worse’.12 

Thinking this would get better as 
time went on she found there were 
problems with the young adults’ 
understanding of relationships. This 
was later to become known as the 
‘sleeper effect.’ Beneath a pseudo 
adaptation, children from divorced 
families found it much harder to 
establish relationships – they did 
not readily know what constitutes a 
reasonable relationship as they have 
not had a model before them – or as 
Wallerstein put it, they did not know 
the steps of the dance.13

Given the prevalence of divorce 
in western society, counsellors need 
to address the sense of the child’s 
loss which often the parents are too 
fragile to deal with. They may hear 
biblical stories differently - when 
they hear of the Prodigal son, they 
may think that the father left the 
home not the child. It is extremely 

often the father, the effects were 
more severe, especially on boys. 

In Fatherless America (1995) 
David Blankenhorn, points out 
that in death, a father never ceases 
to be a father, but if he leaves the 
home permanently, he abrogates 
his responsibility to his children 
intentionally. Blankenhorn says: 
‘Death kills men but sustains 
fatherhood – abandonment sustains 
men but kills fatherhood’.9 

He points out that boys learn 
restraint and the care of others 
from their fathers - especially in 
adolescence . It is from their father 
that boy learned the cultural script 
of what it is they are to do in life. 
Blankenhorn states:

First, fatherhood more than 
any other male activity, helps men 
to become good men … bends 
maleness – in particular, male 
aggression – toward prosocial 
purposes. Second, fatherhood 
privileges children … with physical 
protection … material resources 
... most obviously, paternal 
investment provides children with 
the day to day nurturing - feeding 
them, playing with them, telling 
them a story – that they want and 
need from both of their parents. 
In virtually all human societies, 
children’s well-being depends 
decisively upon a relatively high 
level of paternal investment.10 
Of course this is not accepted by 

post-modern feminist, single parent, 
nor gay households. Amidst the 
post-modern war on motherhood 
and fatherhood, being a parent is 
a commodity, to be replaced when 
needed. You can be Parent 1, Parent 
2 or Parent 3. Anne Lamomott writes 
that she will tell her young son, ‘I’m 
just going to have to tell him that 
not everybody has a father...Look 
at me I will tell him: I don’t have a 
father and I don’t have a swimming 
pool either.’11

Contrary to this post-modern 
view, Wallerstein’s longitudinal 
findings were that there was a 
permanent emotional/psychological 
wound in the children’s lives and 
that the children identified this with 
the physical breakup of the family. 
When Wallerstein interviewed the 

Glory of the 
Middle Ages

Alcuin was the pupil both of 
the English and of the Irish 

schools ; and when Charlemagne 
would revive science and letters 
in his own France, it was Alcuin, 
the repre sentative both of the 
Saxon and the Celt, who was 
the chief of those who went 
forth to supply the need of the 
great Emperor. Such was the 
foundation of the School of 
Paris, from which, in the course 
of centuries, sprang the famous 
University, the glory of the 
middle ages.

– Blessed John Henry Cardinal 
Newman, ‘Discourse I,’ The Idea 
of a University, Gateway Editions, 
Regnery Publishing, 1999, p. 17.
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that not every child will have a 
traumatic response, for this depends 
on the previous attachment of the 
children – whether secure, anxious 
or avoidant. 

Some are buffered emotionally 
by good relationships with grand-
parents and by the way the parents 
communicate to the children. Having 
said this, Wallerstein’s unexpected 
longitudinal findings indicated that 
there was a permanent emotional/
psychological wound in most chil-
dren’s lives and that this needed 
to be addressed, not with pity, or 
shock, but with realistic discussion 
with the child involved.  Realism 
and hope are what these children 
respond to. And the reminder of 
the consistency of the eternal world, 
expressed so often, helps to build 
this, as in Psalm 56: 3-4: 

When I am afraid, I put my 
trust in you.

In God, whose word I praise—
in God I trust and am not afraid...

Wanda Skowronska is a registered psychologist 
who works as a counsellor in inner city schools in 
Sydney. She has a PhD in Psychology/Theology 
from Melbourne’s John-Paul II Institute. She has 
done voluntary work for the Catholic pro life 
organisation Family Life International, and is a 
regular contributor to Annals.
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necessary to address these dissonant 
emotions and give reasons for future 
hope, for this affects our entire 
society. Though not exhaustive, it is 
necessary for a Catholic psychologist 
to take the following into account: 

1. Try to enter the territory of the 
child - this validates his/her sense of 
loss. This can often be done in the 
first instance by telling third person 
stories - ‘A girl whose family broke 
up once told me she felt like ....’ and 
in this way gently drawing out the 
child’s thoughts. 

2. Emphasise the connections 
in the child’s life, even if not as 
the child had hoped for ‘Your 
father and mother both love you, 
though they’re apart’ or in the 
case of unresolved grief due to 
abandonment – something like, 
‘Your father has gone away. One day, 
when you grow older you may meet 
him and tell him how you missed 
him’. Speak about aunts, uncles, 
cousins and friends. Again telling 
third person stories in a gentle 
way, of how some children coped 
in such situations, can help frame 
unresolved grief. 

3. Having acknowledged the 
loss and the existing connections 
in a child’s life, there is a need for 
focus on re-establishing routine 
and looking for points of resilience 
in a child’s life – what do they like? 
Painting, music, sport, dancing - and 
trying to enable the continuation of 
these in the child’s life. 

4. While loss is acknowledged, 
connections and resilience focused 
on, the child needs to hear his/her 
spiritual story, to know of God’s 
immense love, of his unfailing care, 
that he/she is a child of God, that 
God can be trusted, even though 
this world is imperfect and full of 
broken situations.

Psychologist Dean Mackay puts 
a convincing case for what children 
undergo in a divorce as a form 
of post traumatic stress disorder 
and hence part of post-traumatic 
adjustment.15 While the post-modern 
family deconstruction and denial 
of its effects on children proceeds, 
children continue to be harmed by 
divorce. It is important to remember 

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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MEDIA MATTERS
By James murray

Trial balance

With a momentous appeal pending amid 
the sturm und drang of reportage-commentary 
on the guilty verdicts against Cardinal George 
Pell one writer nailed the nature of his trial 
in Melbourne: Greg Craven, Vice-chancellor, 
Australian Catholic University: ‘This is not 
a story about whether a jury got it right or 
wrong, or whether justice is seen to prevail. 
It’s a story about whether a jury was ever 
given a fair chance to make a decision, and 
whether our justice system can be heard 
above a media mob.’ (The Australian, Feb 27 
2019).  

Craven made specific mention of Victorian 
Police Commissioner Graham Ashton citing 
his ‘repeated announcements of impending 
charges and references to ‘victims’ rather 
than ‘alleged victims’ were matched only by 
the coincidence in timing between police 
pronouncements and favoured media 
exclusives’.  

Unmentioned: in another part of the 
forestAshton and senior colleagues were 
trying to keep the lid on their Lawyer X 
informant, codenamed 3838, real name, after 
prolonged legal delaying actions, revealed as 
Nicola Gobbo, member of a distinguished 
family.     

Her recruitment as an informant against 
her clients (along with other lawyers and 
court officials) can be seen as the grossest 
violation of due process in any jurisdiction 
where variants of English Common Law are 
practised as witness the McMurdo Royal 
Commission; its eventual outcomes are likely 
to be so expensive, deep and wide-ranging 
into Victoria’s police modus operandi that 
they may take in ‘Operation Tether’ (known 
colloquially as ‘Get Pell’). 

With it arises the hypothesis that it was 
designed to divert attention from the more 
pressing matter of Informant 3838 et al.   

The codename does suggest a knowledge 
of Kipling or India generally and the ruse 

of tethering a goat to bring a tiger into a 
hunter’s sights – or in this instance to distract 
the media tigers from the hidden wild-pig 
wallow of police informants? 

Too much? There again Mark Twain, 
himself a fabulist, did remark more than a 
century ago that Australian history ‘… is so 
curious and strange that it is the chiefest 
novelty the country has’. 

Summing up

Vice-chancellor Greg Craven (who may 
have wished he’d used the phrase ‘social 
media mob’ rather ‘media mob’) also 
mentioned ABC journalist Louise Milligan’s 
book, Cardinal: the Rise and Fall of George Pell, 
calling it, ‘the most significant challenge to the 
court’s attempt at due process’.

It has already been noted here that the title 
of Milligan’s book, Cardinal The Rise and Fall 
of George Pell was prejudicial and that the fall 
was into the presumption of innocence.  

Her book does, however, provide what 
appears to be a discrepancy in the testimony 
of the complainant she nicknamed The Kid, 
and who as matters turned out became the 
sole witness (codenamed AA, surely not in 
jest), against Cardinal Pell.

In her book Milligan gets to the point 
(p. 352) where she talks to the mother of 
the other boy involved, the one she called 
the Choirboy in her book; she gives her the 
pseudonym Mary, the boy’s sister also being 
present.

An excerpt from the book is worth quoting 
verbatim as a specimen of Milligan’s style, the 
Melbourne University Publishing editing and 
the influence of her producer Sandy Burns 
with whom she shared a Melbourne Press 
Club Golden Quill for their ABC 7,30 Report 
work positing against Cardinal Pell allegations 
of historical offences at the Eureka Swimming 
Pool, not subsequently pursued in court.

Your correspondent reproduces the 
Milligan punctuation of her talk with Mary:  
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The Kid gently told her what he says 
happened with the Archbishop. ‘He told 
me that himself and [my son] used to play 
in the back of the Church in the closed off 
rooms,’ she says.

‘In the cathedral,’ I ask her.
‘In the cathedral, yep. And um, they got 

sprung by Archbishop Pell and he locked 
the door and made them perform oral sex.’ 
The Kid still remembered the incident so 
clearly. Being picked up afterwards by his 
parents. Staring out the car window on the 
way home. Mary swallows and looks at me 
in disgust. Her daughter who has tears in 
her eyes keeps her gaze on her mother.

‘What went through your mind as a 
mother, when you heard that,’ I venture 
quietly.

‘Oh, angry,’ she says, sighing and 
stiffening her back. ‘Angry, as I said at [my 
son] for not telling me, but also angry at the 
Catholic Church. I sent both of my children 
there – for an education, to be safe. You 
send your kids to school to be safe. Not 
have this done.’  
In another part of her book Milligan writes 

that the Choirboy when asked by his mother 
denied the alleged assault. He died in 2014.  

The discrepancy? In his testimony (given 
at the first nil-verdict trial and played at 
the second), The Kid/AA pinpointed the 
site of the alleged assault. This was widely 
reported to be, not locked rooms at the back 
of the cathedral, but the High Altar sacristy: 
unlocked, open, busy, a most implausible 
site for the alleged abuse by the fully vested 
Cardinal Pell.  

It may be that others have noted the 
discrepancy and dismissed it as irrelevant.   

Yet others might find in the discrepancy a 
hint of possible fabrication akin to those of 
false recovered memory. 

To suggest this is to risk charges of 
exacerbating the grief of victims as thePell 
barrister Peter Richter was accused of doing, 
and for which he apologised. But how else, 
except by questions, is the dreadful truth 
about such matters to be established beyond 
reasonable doubt?

Re-birth month?

The grounds of Cardinal Pell’s action 
before three judges of the NSW Court of 
Appeal, at this writing unnamed, were: 

A fundamental irregularity in the trial 
proceedings, the accused not having being 
arraigned in the presence of the jury panel.

The unreasonable and insupportable 
verdicts having regard to the evidence because 
on the whole of the evidence, including 
unchallenged exculpatory evidence from more 
than 20 Crown witnesses, it was not open to 
the jury to be satisfied beyond a reasonable 
doubt on the word of the complainant alone. 

The Victorian County Court Chief Judge 
erred in preventing the defence from showing 
a moving visual representation showing that 
the actions claimed were not possible.

The appeal is set down for June (June 
8 1941 was Cardinal Pell’s birthday). Bret 
Walker QC will act for the appellant and 
Robert Richter is set in support despite his 
distress at the earlier verdict.      

Prussian blue

The use of the term sturm und drang in the 
intro item links with your correspondent’s 
conclusion: in the whole matter of child 
sex abuse, there is a subtext equivalent to a 
kulturkampf, not by a state such as Prussia, 
lead antagonist in the 19th century kulturkampf 
against the Church. 

This a kulturkampf by a state of mind, 
gender-identity fluid, poly-sexual yet 
totalitarian in its political correctness and anti-
freedom, including freedom of speech. 

It manifested itself in atrabilious criticism 
such as that directed at Craven and PMs 
Emeritus John Howard and Tony Abbott who 
provided character references for Cardinal Pell.  

Destroy the magisterium of the Catholic 
Church and you destroy true liberty in the 
context of Church-State separation based on 
Jesus Christ’s dictum ‘Render to Caesar the 
things that are Caesar’s and to God, the things 
that are God’s.‘     

In its essence, the Catholic Church, the 
Mystery of Faith, ever the Sacramental catalyst 
of renewal, is incorruptible but not its human 
adherents, signified in the fact that of the 12 
chosen by Jesus Christ, Judas betrayed him, 
Peter denied him thrice and others could not 
watch one hour with him as he endured agony 
in the Garden of Gethesemene.

Much has been written, even by some of 
his supporters, about Cardinal Pell being a 
scapegoat for the sins of the Catholic Church.
Your correspondent takes another view: 
Cardinal Pell and the Church have been 
scapegoated for what is a heinous practice of 
the human condition.
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The term paedophilia suggests an ancient 
Greek origin but not exclusively; it is 
endemic in all times, societies and cultures, 
not least in the world culture of showbiz: 
cinema, theatre, television, radio.

Within the broad spectrum of sexual 
practices there are individuals and groups 
who claim the right to sex with those in 
western legal systems ruled underage males 
and females.

The disgust the practice engenders 
should be seen as an SOS from a last 
bastion of traditional western morality. 
When PM Emeritus Julia Gillard decided 
the terms of reference for the McClellan 
Royal Commission, they were perceived as 
a measure to prevent the Catholic Church 
being treated as the tip of the iceberg.  

To his credit the Chief Commissioner 
Peter McClellan did stress that most sexual 
abuse took place within families. It has 
availed little; the Catholic Church because of 
its worldwide religious reach and works has 
again been made the tip of the iceberg. 

Oddly some practitioners of English 
Common Law dismiss Catholic Canon 
Law. In her book, Milligan does mention 
it (p. 24) but propagates the view that 
Archbishop Frank Little decided against 
referring allegations of abuse to the Vatican 
because its clerics, on appeal from the 
defendant, would side with the latter against 
his bishop.

This connects to a suggestion here that 
the relevant Canon Law should have been 
rigorously applied and culprits handed 
over to the civil authorities for condign 
punishment in the spirit of Jesus Christ’s 
denunciation referring to a millstone and the 
depth of the sea. 

And it should be so applied now, and 
until the end of time. 

The late Evan Whitton spent much of his 
time as a journalist criticising the adversarial 
nature of English Common Law and 
advocating the inquisitorial search-for-truth 
system practised in polities not colonised by 
imperial Common Law practitioners. 

In one of his pieces – possibly his last in 
print – Whitton wrote  (Issue March, 2015): 
‘Pope Innocent III devised a truth-seeking 
(Inquisitorial) legal system in the 13th 

century. In the 21st century Pope Francis has 
called for a moral face to human activity.’ 

Given this, the Vatican might be persuaded 
to advise Australian State Governments 
on introducing elements of a truth-seeking 
system into their jurisdictions.   

Disclosure: Your correspondent met 
Cardinal George Pell once – at the launch 
in 2010 of William Wardell: Building with 
Conviction, the Anthony Evans biography of 
the architect of both St Patrick’s Cathedral, 
Melbourne and St Mary’s Cathedral, Sydney.  

Ita redux

The PM Scott Morrison’s pick of Ita 
Buttrose as ABC chair was a late cut but it 
lacked Harveyesque timing. Morrison called 
Buttrose ‘extraordinary’ Indeed she is. Her 
trajectory at the ABC runs from 1992, and the 
broadcasting of Paper Giants: The Birth of Cleo.

But before Morrison picked Buttrose, he 
should have allowed his Communications 
Minister Mitch Fifield to announce that 
the ABC acting managing director David 
Anderson (or A.N. Other) was to have the 
post full time.

As it is, Ita Buttrose has been received less 
as chair than ABC editor-in-chief, a title for 
which she has vastly more media experience 
than all ex-incumbents combined. Should the 
ABC-SBS merger eventuate as mooted, she 
would have the nerve, nous and experience to 
see it through.

Although her name Ita has passed into 
song, it is not widely known that it was the 
name of an Irish nun (480-570), revered as 
‘the foster mother of the saints of Erin’.  

Ita Buttrose, foster mother of their 
equivalents of the ABC?

Banding together   

The Hayne Royal Commission’s 
76 recommendations have resounded 
throughout the financial world. They should 
lead the band like the 76 trombones of The 
Music Man but – biznes being slowbiz – they 
may not become an immediate hit. 

Meantime a simple recommendation: a 
plaque in every boardroom inscribed with the 
biblical line: The love of money is the root of 
all evil. 

©Austral-Media 2019.
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SCIENTISTS AS  
WORLD LEADERS

THere is already a strong reason predisposing scientists to think that they could 
be better moulders of the state than professional politicians. A scientist knows 
that he can understand a great many things which are mysterious to the non-

scientific man. A great scientist knows that he can understand a great many things 
which are mysterious to lesser scientists. He would have to possess the gift of 
humility in very full measure, were it not to occur to him that maybe he could 
solve quite easily the economic and social problems which have so long perplexed 
non-scientific men. 

He is the more prone to form this opinion because the long years of his training 
and the long hours of his working day restrict the scope of his experience, and 
prevent him from realising the disorderly quality of economic and social problems. 
He is apt, too, to live in the company of his fellow scientists, without meeting men of 
affairs and thus learning appreciation of their special talents and virtues. 

It must be very tempting for any scientist to think that he can solve any major 
political conundrum, say the housing problem, by applying to it the same methods 
he uses in his laboratory: by assembling the necessary apparatus, handling his 
material with dexterous and economical movements, observing accurately all the 
changes set up in that material, and subjecting his observations to a process of 
logical analysis. …

It has to be remembered that at this time history has done a great deal to inflate 
the scientist’s suspicion that not merely does he know other things than are known 
to the non-scientist; his knowledge is greater and more valuable. Fundamentally it 
was courage which had won the war, but only because it had had science for its 
servant, and that servant had in the end realised its own private dream by achieving 
atomic energy. Men were becoming like gods, and some more like gods than others. 

Thus it happened that shortly after Hiroshima a scientist, not a Communist but 
very much of the [Beatrice] Webb-determined world, was talking with horror of 
the efforts that the soldiers of America and Britain were making to get the control 
of atomic energy into their hands. It should, he maintained, be left with the 
scientists, to whom the world owed the knowledge of atomic energy. One of his 
hearers (thinking, as it happened, of an American scientist who was not Communist 
but Fascist in his sympathies) asked what guarantee there was that, if scientists 
controlled atomic energy, extremists among them might not hand over their secrets 
to the most aggressive of soldiers. He, the least arrogant of men, replied by a simple 
claim that he and all his kind were born without sin. ‘How can you suppose that any 
scientist would do such a thing?’ he asked, his spectacles shining with anger. ‘Science 
is reason. Why should people who live by reason suddenly become its enemy?’ 

He put into words an implication which often can be recognized when 
Communist scientists write on other than technical matters. The comradeship of 
scientists with the Soviet Union, even if it amounts to a transference of national 
loyalty, cannot be wrong and cannot lead to any harm, because scientists cannot be 
wrong and cannot do harm, because they are scientists, and science is right.’

– Dame Rebecca West (1892-1983), The Meaning of Treason (1949)
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Gordon lived at Ballarat from 1867-8, leasing the livery stables attached 
to Craig’s Hotel. A wooden plaque in the saloon bar and a circular metal 
plaque above the door of the Commercial Room, commemorate Gordon. 

ADAM LINDSAY GORDON

SADDLE-BAGS, STOCKWHIPS, AND SECULAR HAGIOGRAPHY

By Michael Wilding

t  wa s  d u r i n g  t h e 
n ine t een th  cen tu ry 
that writers achieved 
celebrity status. ‘I woke 
up and found myself 
famous,’  Lord Byron 
famous ly  remarked . 

Anonymous publication became 
less common as writers were 
elevated to occupy the space 
once reserved for religion and 
the religious. And one of the 
intriguing side effects of this has 
been the preservation of objects 
and associations related to writers 
and other artists. For centuries relics 
of saints and martyrs had been 
reverently preserved. Now writers 
were offered a similar treatment.

Adam Lindsay Gordon (1833 
– 1870), famed as much for his 
steeplechase riding as for his poetry, 
offers a striking Australian example 
of this secular hagiography. 

Researching my documentary, 
Wild Bleak Bohemia: Marcus Clarke, 
Adam Lindsay Gordon and Henry 
Kendall, I was continually amazed 
at the extent of the relics that had 
been preserved over the years.  A 
briefcase that belonged to Clarke, 
and a Bible given to Kendall 
by Margaretta, widow of Nicol 
Drysdale Stenhouse, have both 
survived; but it is Gordon whose 
relics have been most religiously 
collected. Maggie, his widow, as 
might be expected, made a point of 
treasuring some of his possessions. 

In 1887 C.D. Mackellar visited 
her and recorded: ‘Round the walls 

of her sitting-room were various of 
Gordon’s poems printed on slips, 
framed and glazed, and probably 
they first were printed in this form, 
and it is possible that some in this 
form may have escaped notice. She 
had all the editions of his poems. 
Also on the walls hung pen and ink 
sketches done by him, principally of 
horses or bush scenes; and as well 
his smoking cap, jockey cap, whips, 
bat, spurs, etc.’  

Her son by her second marriage, 
W. Park Low, records in his 
unpublished life of Gordon, that his 
mother told him that she retained 
Gordon’s silver mounted whip that 
he had won so many races with, 
together with his short boot top 
leggings, his double bit, curb and 
double bridle and various other 
small items.

Some of these memorabilia 
together with extensive press 
cuttings and a typescript of W. Park 
Low’s biography are now in the 
State Library of South Australia. 
There are others in Dingley Dell, 
the cottage near Port MacDonnell in 
South Australia where Gordon and 
his wife lived for a while. 

The cottage was acquired 
for preservation by the South 
Australian government in 1922, 
Lorraine Day records in Gordon of 
Dingley Dell. It is now the Dingley 
Dell Cottage and Museum, housing 
Gordon’s steel-nibbed quill 
pens, piano (an Antoine  Bord), 
squeeze-box, the baton, handcuffs 
and leggings he used as a trooper, 
Maggie’s saddle, and other 
memorabilia.

Other relics were religiously 
preserved by individuals who knew 
Gordon, like his old friend William 
Trainor, interviewed by the Bendigo 
Advertiser, 30 June 1908. ‘The old 
man lit his pipe, and, moving some 
harness and brushes off a large tin 
trunk in his room, he raised the 
lid, and hauled out some leather 
trappings. 

signs Of the tiMes

Playing with 
Kings

Anyone who had gone up so fast 
as I went (remember that I was 

almost entirely self-made : my father 
had five sons, and only £300 a year) 
and had seen so much of the inside 
of the top of the world, might well 
lose his aspirations, and get weary of 
the ordinary motives of action, which 
had moved him till he reached the 
top. I wasn’t a King or Prime Minister, 
but I made ‘em, or played with 
them, and after that there wasn’t 
much more, in that direction, for me 
to do. So abnormal an experience 
ought to have queered me for good 
– unless my skin was as thick as a 
door-mat. What feels abnormal is my 
retirement from the active life at 35 
– instead of 75. So much the luckier, 
surely.

- From a letter to Ernest Thurtle, April 26, 
1929, in The Letters of T. E. Lawrence, 

of Arabia, edited by David Garnett, 
London – Jonathan Cape, 1938, letter 

382. Lawrence died in a mysterious motor 
cycle accident on May 19, 1935, aged 46.
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‘Do you know what these are?’ he 
said. ‘They’re Gordon’s saddle-bags. 
He gave them to me when he was 
going away once.

‘He said, ‘Billy, I want to give you 
something to remember me by.’

‘I said, ‘Oh, I don’t need anything 
to remember you by, Gordon.’

‘He then offered me the copyright 
of his poems, but he found there 
was no copyright of them, so he left 
his saddle-bags with me.’ 

Some forty-two years later, 23 
May 1950, the Herald reported that 
William’s son Tommy Trainor has 
The poet Gordon’s Saddle-Bag: ‘I 
have the saddle-bag at home. My 
father gave it to me. I don’t know 
where it is exactly, but Mum knows. 
She looks after things like that.’

The Record, 25 June 1910, 
reported on ‘Gordon’s stockwhip 
after sixty years’: ‘An old colonist 
named Mrs Annie Lauder … is the 
possessor of this most interesting 
relic. We have seen it, and it is in 
a wonderful state of preservation. 
It was made by Gordon, Johnnie 
Bright and Edward Bright, brothers 
of Mrs Lauder … The stockwhip is 
splendidly made from the raw green 
hide of a wild bullock, and judges 
say that it is a work of art. Miss 
Bright was always the custodian 
of the whip, as Gordon more 
frequently used a heavier one.’ 

Two years later, 27 February 
1912, The Argus reported: ‘Some 
interesting mementos of the poet 
Gordon were procured last week by 
Mr W. Farmer Whyte, who visited 
Brighton ... the poet’s bank-book 
(which, contrary to the general 
belief shows that he was at one time 
possessed of considerable means), 
some of Gordon’s verses that have 
never been published, and portions 
of the original draft of his “Rhyme 
of Joyous Garde”… Included among 
the interesting mementos secured 
is a green-hide riding whip, said to 
have been made by the poet himself, 
and used in some of his steeplechase 
rides, made famous in his verses.’ 

In 1962 a whip belonging to 
Gordon was presented to the 
Victoria Racing Club, John Pacini 
records in A Century Galloped By: 

The First Hundred Years of the Victoria 
Racing Club.

Hugh McCrae, the son of 
Gordon’s friend George Gordon 
McCrae, wrote in the Bulletin, 30 
January 1929: ‘Born into this world 
six years after the Centaur Laureate’s 
death, I have yet been able to see 
something of him, tangible and 
real; a lock of hair forming a ring 
upon white paper. From my father, 
this ring passed to Grace Jennings 
Carmichael; from Grace Jennings to 
God-knows-whom. I remember a 
Mrs Lauder who sent McCrae honey 
out of the country accompanied by 
letters (interminably long) all about 
Gordon; she it was who had cropped 
and saved the treasurous curl.’

The Sun-News Pictorial reported, 
23 September 1935: ‘The case 
in which Adam Lindsay Gordon 
carried his racing gear will be placed 
among the other relics of the poet 
in the Gordon Memorial Cottage 
at Ballarat today. The case was 
presented by the Melbourne jockey, 
R. Lewis.’ It is now held in the Gold 
Museum at Ballarat.

Gordon lived at Ballarat from 
1867-8, leasing the livery stables 
attached to Craig’s Hotel. A wooden 
plaque in the saloon bar and a 
circular metal plaque above the 
door of the Commercial Room 
commemorate Gordon. The four-
roomed timber cottage attached to 
the hotel’s stables in Bath Street, 
where Gordon first lived, was moved 
to the Ballarat Botanical Gardens 
in 1934. Since 1992 it has been 
an outlet for local crafts, the Adam 
Lindsay Gordon Craft Cottage, and 
contains some memorabilia. There 
is a bust of Gordon near it, and 
another memorial of a charging 
horse with the inscription ‘Erected 
by the Adam Lindsay Gordon 
Society to mark the centenary of 
the poet’s living in Ballarat, also as a 
memorial to the 958,000 horses and 
mules killed in the First World War, 
including 169,000 that left these 
shores never to return.’

Attempts to preserve the house 
at 10, Lewis Street, Brighton, where 
Gordon and his wife had lived after 
leaving Ballarat, were unsuccessful. 

Demolished in 1946, Dr Cyril 
Goode salvaged the 25,000 bricks 
and transported them to his home 
at Newport. He had hoped to have 
the house re-erected, but the Mayor 
of Brighton declared: ‘A man who 
is behind in his rent is not worth 
remembering.’ 

The newsletter of the Adam 
Lindsay Gordon Commemorative 
Committee, The Wayfarer (8 
December 2008) reported that the 
bricks are currently stored on an 
industrial estate at Dandenong. The 
Herald, 9 November 1946, reporting 
on the attempt to preserve the 
house, noted ‘even the stretcher on 
which it is said the dead poet was 
carried from the beach at Middle 
Brighton has been presented to the 
Knight Grand Cheese of the Bread 
and Cheese Club (Mr J. K. Moir) 
for preservation.’ 

A proposal to preserve the 
outbuilding of the Marine Hotel at 
Brighton, in which his body had 
lain, was similarly unsuccessful. 
But his association with the Marine 
Hotel was commemorated by a 
plaque: ‘Adam Lindsay Gordon 
Poet and Horseman tethered his 
horse to this hitching post during 
his residence in Brighton 1869–
70. A shining soul with syllables of 
fire who sang the first great songs 
these lands can claim (Kendall). 
Preserved and dedicated to his 
memory by the United Licensed 
Victuallers Association 20th 
October 1945.’ 

By 2018 the hitching post was 
in a sorry state, eroded partly 
by weather and partly by years 
of cigarettes being stubbed out 
on it. The Melbourne Adam 
Lindsay Gordon Commemorative 
Committee launched an appeal for 
$500 to restore it, and the money 
was rapidly raised.

In ‘The Sick Stockrider’ Gordon 
had written ‘Let me slumber in the 
hollow where the wattle blossoms 
wave’. In 1870 a monument was 
erected over his grave in Brighton 
Cemetery, and a black wattle 
was planted there by Elizabeth A. 
Lauder. When it died two more 
were planted. Over the next thirty 
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years she tended the grave, and 
distributed seeds from the wattle 
and its successors for planting 
to Victorian schools. J. K. Moir 
sent out 2000 packages of thirty 
seeds each all over Australia. 
A century later a seedling was 
planted at Gordon’s old school in 
Worcester. 12 September 1910 
The Argus reported a pilgrimage 
to Gordon’s grave. It became an 
annual event, with an attendance 
of 4000 by 1921. The custom has 
now been revived by the Adam 
Lindsay Gordon Commemorative 
Committee.

The preservation of the relics and 
the introduction of the pilgrimage 
were given a further hagiographical 
touch in 1934 with the installation 
in Westminster Abbey of a bronze 
bust of Gordon by Kathleen Scott, 
later Lady Hilton Young, widow 
of Scott of the Antarctic. A copy in 
the sculptor’s personal collection 
cast from the same mould was 
presented to the Commonwealth 
of Australia by her second 
husband, Lord Kennet, in 1950. He 
offered it first to Australia House 
in  London, then to Parliament 
House, Canberra, and it ended 
up finally in the National Library. 
A replication of the Westminster 
Abbey bust was unveiled at Penola 
in 2005. In addition there is the 
statue by Paul Montford in Spring 
Street, Melbourne, the obelisk 
commemorating his famous leap at 
the Blue Lake near Mount Gambier, 
and memorials in Coleraine, 
Brighton Town Hall gardens, 
Cheltenham College, and the 
Worcester Royal Grammar School; 
as well as paintings and sketches 
of Gordon by Thomas Lyttleton, 
Harry Stockdale, Sir Frank Madden 
and others, to say nothing of the 
illustrations and musical settings 
inspired by his life and his poems. 
No doubt there are further items I 
have missed and failed to record. 

Such are the relics of Adam 
Lindsay Gordon.

Michael Wilding is emeritus professor of English 
and Australian literature at the University of 
Sydney.
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MOviesEverybody Knows 
(Todos lo Saben)

Knows what? To say even a 
little is to risk damaging the fine 
tracery that writer/director Asghar 
Farhadi creates with a noble cast of 
characters led by Laura (Penélope 
Cruz), Paco (Javier Bardem) and 
Alejandro (Ricardo Darin) – a 
triangle but not of the stereotype, 
eternal kind.

At its apex is a daughter Irene 
played by Carla Campra with a 
carefree but foreboding charm. 

Cinematographer José Luis 
Alcaine captures Spains arid yet 
fruitful wine country and his 
early wedding scenes provide a 
joyful prelude to dissension and 
reconciliation. 

By genre this is a thriller. 
But as Graham Greene used 
his ‘entertainments’ to sound 
profounder depths, so writer/
director Asghar Farhadi uses his 
film to examine the traditional 
faith of Spain against dismissive 
contemporary views. 

Farhadi’s take is all the more 
surprising given his Oscar- winning, 
A Separation (2011), set in his birth 
country Iran. There he endorses the 
Moderate and Development Party 
of President Hassan Rouhani whose 
education included three years at 
Glasgow Caledonian University. 
Whether he supported Celtic or 
Rangers has not been recorded 

MHHHHNFFV.

Peterloo

Director Mike Leigh opens with 
scenes from the Battle of Waterloo 
(1815) in which The Bugler, played 
by a James Norton lookalike, 
staggers home to his Lancashire 
family wounded in mind and body.

In this way Leigh reinforce the 
nickname Peterloo given to the 
60,000 strong protest meeting 
at St Peter’s Field, Manchester in 
1819 that was broken up by sabre-
wielding militia leaving 15 dead and 
up to 700 casualties. 

Leigh tends not to script his 
films but to encourage his actors to 
improvise their characters, a method 
he says inspired by the John 
Cassavetes film Shadows (1958).

The running time of Shadows is 
87 minutes, of Peterloo 154 minutes 

– almost as long as the Massacre of 
Peterloo itself or so it seems.

What holds the interest is the 
characters created by star players: 
Maxine Peake’s Nellie, mother of 
The Bugler; Victor McGuire’s beefy 
Deputy Chief Constable Nadin and 
Tim McInnerney’s foppish Prince 
Regent.  

Rory Kinnear’s orator Henry 
Hunt is less plausible; speakers of 
Hunt’s eminence do not improvise, 
they come well rehearsed.

 Leigh makes nothing of the way 
banners carried resemble those of 
the still celebrated Wakes Week 
which Lancashire, most Catholic of 
English counties, came to substitute 
for banned religious processions of 
their native faith.      

 MHHHNFFV. 

Greta

Director Neil Jordan – horribile 
dictu! – has joined the Horror 
Legion. More, he has recruited the 
multiple-award winning star Isabelle 
Huppert to play Greta who comes 
on as a widowed piano teacher and 
former nurse.

This Greta does not want to 
be alone in her spacious mews 
apartment and leaves handbags 
on the New York subway to lure 
companions as a spider lures flies.  

Not the first is Frances McCullen, 
a waitress who is played by Chloe 
Grace Moretz with an innocent air 
that belies her appearance in The 
Amityville Horror (2005). 

The hero who comes to her 
aid? Is it her widower father Chris 
(Colm Feore). Or his private-eye 
friend, Brian Cody (Stephen Rea, 
punching below his weight?).    

There’s also Maika Monroe, the 
trusty flat mate, Frances has kept 
apprised of her creepy situation.   

Jordan and co-writer Ray 
Wright’s ending give an obvious 
clue to a sequel. It needs to be 
added that Greta is less in the 
mode of Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein 
than of Dracula by the Irish actor-
theatre manager Bram Stoker who 
married the great beauty Florence 
Balcombe, her rejected suitor being 
Oscar Wilde. 

Now there’s a romantic biopic 
worthy of Neil Patrick Jordan, 
Ray Wright and cinematographer 
Seamus McGarvey.      

MA15+HHHNFFV.

Vox Lux

The title translates as ‘voice light’. 
Given the mordant performance of 
Natalie Portman as rock diva Celeste 
Montgomery, perhaps Furore – 
‘fury’ should be added.  

Writer/director Brady Corbet 
solves the problem of showing 
generational transit by having 
Raffey Cassidy play the young 
Celeste and double as the diva’s 
daughter.

The context for the movie is 
violence, starting with a Columbine-
style school massacre before going 
on to terrorism attacks shot so 
graphically by Lol Crawley that they 
risk being scenarios for imitation.

Jude Law comes on as The 
Manager, full of tough love for 
Celeste, Jennifer Ehle does a 
satirical twist as The Publicist and 
William Dafoe is The Narrator, 
possibly because Mick Jagger was 
too expensive.     

If you tend to switch off the ABC 
rock show Rage, this is not for you.  

By James Murray

Official 
Classifications key

G: for general exhibit ion; 
P G : p a r e n t a l  g u i d a n c e 
r e c o m m e n d e d  f o r 
persons under 15 years ; 
M 15+: recommended for 
mature audiences 15 years and 
over; MA 15+: restrictions apply 
to persons under the age of 15; 
R 18+: Restricted to adults,  
18 years and over.

Annals supplementary 
advice

SFFV: Suitable For Family Viewing; 
NFFV: Not For Family Viewing.
TBA:  classification to be 

announced
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At a running time of 110 minutes 
and a reported $11million budget, 
Vox Lux is possibly the longest, most 
expensive music video yet made.

One of its attractions is that the 
pop diva Madonna with a clever 
intellectual property lawyer could 
make a case against it for persona 
plagiarism.  

 MA15+HHHNFFV.

Destroyer

Not a remake of the Noel 
Coward/David Lean naval epic In 
Which We Serve (1943) but a cop 
movie where Nicole Kidman plays 
an undercover detective Erin Bell. 

Aided by her partner Chris 
(Sebastian Stan), she gets much too 
close to the gang of crooks she is 
duty bound to arrest.  

The consequences are not 
predictable; in a bewildering mix 
of flashback and actuality footage, 
director Karyn Kusama, working 
from a Phil Hay-Matt Manfredi 
script with cinematographer Julie 
Kirkwood, shows Erin participating 
in not one but two bank robberies. 
There’s also a scene in which Erin 
is depicted manipulating evidence 
from an informer Toby (James 
Jordan) in a style your reviewer 
has not previously seen (and has no 
wish to see again). 

And along the way Erin gets 
pregnant, an event that does not 
interrupt her hunt for the gang 
leader Silas – a ferocious display of 
villainy by Toby Kebbell.  

The final sequence shows 
Kidman trudging through a snowy 
wilderness with her child on her 
back. Please not a sequel where Erin 
kills a grizzly bear to provide shelter 
for her child and herself. Running 
time 123 minutes. 

MA15+HHNFFV.

King of Thieves

The titular king is Brian Reader 
played by knight of the realm (and 
ex-Royal Fusilier) Michael Caine. 
Mourning his wife Lynne (Francesca 
Annis), Reader is tempted into a last 
big job by an electronics whiz Basil 
(Charlie Cox). 

 Basil has access to the Hatton 
Gardens Security Deposit – an 
obvious link to the 2015 robbery 
in which £36 million was taken, a 

figure up there with local, per capita 
white-collar crime.

To assist, Reader gathers a gang 
of old geezers* Terry Perkins (Jim 
Broadbent), Carl Wood (Paul 
Whitehouse), Danny Jones (Ray 
Winstone) and John Kenny Collins   
(Tom Courtenay) who recruits 
Billy ‘The Fish’ Lincoln (Michael 
Gambon).

All make prolific use of basic 
Anglo-Saxon; this is not totally 
gratuitous; most of them are Anglo-
Saxons but South ‘Saf ’ Londoners 
rather than Bow Bell Cockneys. 

The temptation to call it ‘Rififi 
for Pensioners’ must be resisted. 
Director James Marsh’s effort lacks 
the pace of the Jules Dassin classic.  

This is age appropriate. Marsh, 
cinematographer Danny Cohen 
and editors Jinx Godfrey and Nick 
Moore settle for the pace of senior 
citizens heading beyond the post 
office to grab a pension supplement.

Working from Joe Penhall’s 
fact based script Marsh gets the 
technical details so exactly correct 
that they might have come from 
Heisting for Idiots. 

The title echoes that of Robin 
Hood: Prince of Thieves (1991) but 
the Hatton Gardens heist did not 
benefit the poor. Marsh ties things 
off with an old-style cops and 
robbers denouement. He does not 
have anyone say, ‘It’s a fair cop, 
guv’ but having done the crime, the 
geezers do the time   

End notes give the current status 
of the real-life perpetrators, the fact 
that most of the loot has not been 
recovered and that the whiz named 

Basil was not jailed and is still at 
large.

Too much to suggest he may 
reside here? But as Great Train 
Robber Ronnie Biggs proved, fact is 
stranger than fiction. 

*Geezer is mispronunciation of 
guiser, meaning a mummer.  

MHHHNFFV.

Green Book*

This book was a guide to 
accommodation for African-
Americans travelling below the 
Mason-Dixon Line.  

Around this unlikely work, 
director Peter Farrelly and 
his co-writers Nick Vallelonga 
and Bryan Hayes Currie have 
constructed a light-heavyweight 
comedy drama set in 1962. 

It concerns the travels of driver 
Frank ‘Tony Lip’ Vallelonga and 
Don Shirley, a piano virtuoso 
whose CV included studies at the 
Leningrad Conservatory of Music, 
the Catholic University off America 
and a symphonic tone poem based 
on James Joyce’s Finnegans Wake. 
Oh, and he excelled in Stravinsky 
and honkytonk jazz.

As Shirley, Mahershala Ali gives 
a performance that deservedly won 
him the Oscar for Best Supporting 
Actor. 

This rates Viggo Mortensen, 
who plays Vallelonga, the movie’s 
star. Cast against his Scandinavian 
ethnic type, Mortensen gives a 
fabulous display of the tics of such 
‘wise guys’ as Robert DeNiro, Paul 
Sorvino and Chazz (Bullets over 
Broadway) Palminteri.    

In a final sequence, Farrelly 
and cinematographer Sean Porter 
capture the warmth of Vallelonga’s 
Catholic and Christmas hospitality.  

Here Linda Cardellini completes 
a star turn as Vallelonga’s wife 
Dolores.   

Inevitably there has been 
criticism on the movie’s accuracy. 
Shirley relatives have objected 
that Don Shirley and Vallelonga 
were not friends and that the latter 
objected to wearing a chauffeur’s 
uniform.  

Green Book won the Oscar for 
Best Picture; Peter Farrelly did not 
win the Best Director Oscar, an 
anomaly beyond Dumb and Dumber 

SOLUTION TO CRYPTIC CROSSWORD NO. 49
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Made for Netflix streaming but 
enhanced by cinema screening, 
Roma won Alfonso Cuaron, his cast 
and crew Oscars for Best Director, 
Best Foreign Language Film and 
Best Cinematography.      

MHHHNFFV.

Stan & Ollie

Creating a masterpiece from 
classic material is a daunting 
challenge. Director Jon S Baird rises 
to it, the wind beneath his wings 
being Steve Coogan and John C 
Reilly.

They play Stan Laurel and Oliver 
Hardy, those magnificent comedians 
on the flying gag who also mixed 
anxiety with collapsing aplomb like 
gin and bitters. 

Baird and writer Jeff Pope frame 
their biopic in a post- heyday tour 
Laurel and Hardy made of Britain 
and Ireland in 1953 accompanied 
by their respective wives Ida (Nina 
Arianda) and Lucille (Shirley 
Henderson).

The comedians and their spouses 
have their differences; the villains 
of the piece are both producers: 
Hal Roach of Hollywood (Danny 
Huston) and Bernard Delfont of 
the London Grade brothers (Rufus 
Jones).     

Wait for the end credits, they 
are aligned with Stan-Ollie archival 
shots, flickering mementoes of 
a double-act which ended with 
Hardy’s death in 1957: Laurel then 
refused to partner with any other 
comedian but kept writing material 
until his own death in 1965. 

PGHHHHSFFV. 

Free Solo 

No stuntmen appear in this 
Oscar-winning documentary. 
Indeed such is the hair-raising feat 
of climber Alex Honnold that few 
stuntmen would apply to be his 
double as he tackled El Capitan, 
the 900-metre sheer rock face 
in Yosemite National Park, USA 
without ropes.  

Directed by Elizabeth Chai 
Vasarhelyi and Jimmy Chin who 
was also lead cinematographer to 
Clair Popkin and Mikey Schaeffer.

Not for acrophobics, or even for 
those who prefer escalators to stairs. 

PGHHHSFFV.

‘Fonny’ Hunt are sweethearts whose 
romance is interrupted by Officer 
Bell.

In the sweetheart roles KiKi 
Lane and Stephen James are 
star dusted; Ed Skrein, however, 
makes a caricature of Bell failing 
only to twirl his moustache as he 
gets Fonny jailed on false charges, 
breaking his plan to be a sculptor – 
a surrogate for Baldwin’s desire to 
be a writer. 

Others in the cast include Regina 
King and Colman Domingo as 
Tish’s mother and father who make 
for a stark contrast with Aunjanue 
Ellis and Michael Beach, playing 
Fonny’s mother and father.

If the movie has a message, it 
is that strong families are a social 
necessity. 

MA15+HHHNFFV.

Roma

Cleodegaria Gutierrez, known 
as Cleo, is a house- keeper for a 
doctor’s family living in the Roma 
Colonia suburb of Mexico City. 

Autobiographical specifics 
such as these, writer/director/ 
cinematographer/co-editor Alfonso 
(Gravity) Cuaron spins into a 
deeply affecting drama. 

But it must be added that his 
Chaplinesque display of skills would 
not have availed so profoundly 
had he not cast non-actor 
Yalitza Aparicio as Cleo. Hers is 
a performance of commanding 
stillness.  

By contrast Marina de Tavira as 
the doctor’s wife Sofia plays jittery 
on learning that her husband 
Antonio (Fernando Grediaga) is 
preparing to abandon her and their 
children: Pepe (Marco Graf), Sofi 
(Daniela Demesa), Tono (Diego 
Autrey) and Paco (Carlos Peralta). 

Cleo’s own affaire with Fermin 
(Jorge Antonio Guerrero) a martial 
arts exponent, brings on police-
revolutionary riots.  

Scenes of Cleo having a stillborn 
daughter, Cuaron shoots too close 
for the comfort of anyone who has 
undergone that ordeal.

His wide shot of Cleo, a 
non-swimmer, wading stoically into 
breaking waves to rescue three of 
the children is masterly.    

(1995), the outrageous comedy he 
made with his brother Bobby but 
in line with the Beresford Anomaly: 
his movie Driving Miss Daisy won 
the Best Picture Oscar but not the 
Best Director Oscar.

 *The full title is The Negro 
Motorist Green-Book, an annual, 
compiled by a mailman Victor Hugo 
Green and his wife Alma with the 
help of colleagues and sponsorship 
by Esso (now Exxon-Mobil.)  

When first published in 1936, 
it was priced at 35 cents, collector 
copies are available at between 
$12-$44.  

MHHHNFFV.

The Sisters Brothers 

There’s a long, long trail 
a-winding through Beverley Hills, 
California, it’s the trail of Westerns 
starting with director Edwin Porter’s 
The Great Train Robbery (1903). 

Director Jacques Audiard essays 
another but do not expect a ragout 
version to match the spaghetti 
westerns of Serge Leone.  

Audiard steers closer to Clint 
Eastwood’s Unforgiven  (1992) in 
which Gene Hackman starred as 
sheriff Little Bill Daggett and to 
whom John C Reilly as Eli Sisters 
pays due homage spurred by 
Joaquin Phoenix as Charlie Sisters.

Adding further Hollywood to 
the fire, Jake Gyllenhaal rides in as 
John Morris another victim of gold 
lust who believes that Hermann 
Kermit Warm (Riz Ahmed) has a 
potion that detects gold.

Audiard co-wrote the script with 
Thomas Bidegain based on Patrick 
deWitt’s novel, The Sisters Brothers. 
There’s a different – and truly 
French – version lurking among 
the movie’s extras some of whom 
are costumed like coureurs du bois 
– trappers – who blazed the trails 
around what is now the Great Lakes 
region of the United States and 
Canada.       

MA15+HHHNFFV. 

If Beale Street Could Talk

It does eloquently through 
writer-director Barry Jenkins, 
inspired by the James Baldwin 
novel of the same title.  

Jenkins hews to its story line: 
Clementine ‘Tish’ Rivers and Alonzo 
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