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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:  The Duomo or Cathedral of Milan, Italy, is reputedly 
the third largest church in the world. It is built on the site of a 
Basilica or Public Building which stood in the centre of old 
Mediolanum – a latin transcription of a Gaulish word that meant: ‘A 
settlement in the middle of a Plain.’ Saint Ambrose's Catholic ‘New 
Basilica’ was built to the Glory of God on this site at the beginning 
of the 5th century, with an adjoining basilica added in 836. The 
old baptistery with its ancient Christian remains – constructed in 
335 – can be visited under the Milan Cathedral. It is one of the 
oldest Christian buildings in Europe.  A fire damaged the cathedral 
and basilica in 1075, but a new Cathedral wasn’t started until 1386. 
The height to which stones had to be lifted was unprecedented – 
the spire of the statue of our Lady known as The Madonnina, or 
Little Madonna, for example, is 108.5 metres. Our cover shows how 
supremely talented Catholic stonemasons were – after throwing 
tons of stone into the air in praise of God the Creator and lover 
of all beauty – they embellished hitherto inaccessible parts of the 
roof of the Duomo with cherubs, gargoyles and caricatures of one 
another. Don’t miss the faces. And God [who according to Psalm 104, 
26 made the sea for the whales to play in] saw that it was good. Ed.



DEAR SUBSCRIBERS, 
BENEFACTORS AND FRIENDS

Annals has been the friend and guide and 
companion along the Way for many genera-

tions of Catholic families, parishes and individuals 
over the past 130 years. I have been her director 
and editor for 51 of those years.  It is my sad duty 
to notify all our loyal and generous subscribers 
and friends that she will cease publication at the 
end of this year. This decision was far from easy 
for the MSC Provincial Council to make, as Annals 
has been part of all our lives. But many factors – 
chief among them postage and other costs, and an 
ageing editor – have made the decision inevitable. 
We will reflect 130 years of Annals in our final 
edition, November/December 2019.

– Paul Stenhouse, msc 
Editor Annals Australasia
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THE AUSTRALIAN DISGRACE
By George Weigel

There will be much more to be said in the weeks 
and months ahead about the rejection of Cardinal 
George Pell’s appeal of his conviction for “historic 

sexual abuse,” by the 2-1 vote of a three-judge panel 
of the Supreme Court of Victoria. For the moment, this 
astonishing, indeed incomprehensible, decision calls into 
the gravest doubt the quality of justice in Australia—and 
the possibility of any Catholic cleric charged with sexual 
abuse to receive a fair trial or a fair consideration of the 
probity of his trial.

In the live-streamed appellate court proceedings on 
the morning of August 21 (Melbourne time), Victoria 
Supreme Court chief justice Anne Ferguson, reading 
the decision, made persistent reference to “the whole of 
the evidence.” But there has never been any “evidence” that 
Cardinal Pell did what he was alleged to have done. There 
was only the word of the complainant, and there was 
absolutely no corroboration of his charges—which, in the 
months since the cardinal’s trials, have been shown to be 
alarmingly similar to a fake set of charges levelled against 
a priest in a story published years ago in Rolling Stone. 

Judge Ferguson also referred to the “uncertain 
memory” of the “opportunity witnesses” who testified on 
the cardinal’s behalf, to the effect that the acts of sexual 
abuse alleged to have been committed simply could not 
have happened given the circumstances of a cathedral 
full of people, the brief time frame of the alleged acts, 
and the cardinal’s vesture. But what, one must ask, about 
the potentially “uncertain” memory of the complainant? 
Why is it simply assumed, on the basis of his videotaped 
testimony, that the complainant has a clear memory of 
what he alleged to have happened—especially when the 
entire scenario of the alleged abuse is implausible in the 
extreme?

In justifying her judgment and that of the colleague 
who joined her in rejecting the cardinal’s appeal, Judge 
Ferguson said that “two of us”—i.e., she and Judge 
Chris Maxwell—took a “different view of the facts” than 
dissenting Judge Mark Weinberg. But what facts? Does 
the simple assertion of an alleged act of sexual abuse, 
no matter how implausible as to the nature of the act or 
the circumstances in which it was alleged to have been 
committed, constitute a legal “fact” capable of destroying 
the life and reputation of one of Australia’s most 
distinguished citizens? If so, then there is something 
seriously wrong with criminal law in the state of Victoria, 
where legal process now bears a parlous resemblance 
to what prevailed in the Soviet Union under Stalin. 
There, too, charges were deemed plausible solely on 
uncorroborated assertion.

The cardinal’s appeal failed to convince Judges 
Ferguson and Maxwell that the convicting jury must have 
had doubts about the plausibility of the charges against 

Pell, given the devastating case the defense raised against 
the prosecution at both of the cardinal’s trials. But why is 
this the appropriate or relevant standard? A deadlocked 
jury at the first trial voted overwhelmingly to acquit the 
cardinal of the charges; then the retrial swung almost 180 
degrees and returned a unanimous verdict of guilty, after 
presumably considering the same evidence on which the 
majority of their predecessors voted to acquit. Doesn’t 
that suggest the possibility of deep jury bias—especially 
given the lack of defense challenges to jurors in the 
state of Victoria? And doesn’t that call into question the 
probity of the guilty verdict?

Two and a half months ago, at Cardinal Pell’s appeal 
hearing, Judges Ferguson, Maxwell, and Weinberg 
aggressively queried the Crown representative defending 
the guilty verdict, whose performance, by any objective 
standard, was exceptionally weak. By contrast, the 
appellate panel gave every indication during the appeal 
hearing of taking seriously the defense’s insistence that 
the guilty verdict against Cardinal Pell was “unsafe,” in 
that it could not have been reasonably arrived at on the 
evidence at hand (or, in this case, the lack thereof). What 
happened in the ensuing two months? That will certainly 
be worth exploring in the weeks ahead.

Since the Pell conviction, friends well connected 
in Australian legal circles have said that the serious 
legal community in Australia, as distinguished from 
ideologues, was becoming deeply concerned about the 
reputation of Australian justice; thus, it was said, many of 
those senior legal figures were hoping that the cardinal’s 
appeal would succeed. Their concerns should now be 
intensified by orders of magnitude. For on the evidence 
of this shabby case and this appalling and thoroughly 
unpersuasive appellate decision, reasonable people will 
wonder just what “rule of law” means in Australia, and 
especially in the state of Victoria. Reasonable people will 
wonder whether it’s safe to travel, or do business, in a 
social and political climate in which mob hysteria similar 
to that which sent Alfred Dreyfus to Devil’s Island can 
manifestly affect juries.

Cardinal Pell has said to friends in recent months that 
he knows he is innocent and that “the only judgment 
I fear is the last one.” The judges who concurred in 
a grotesque appellate decision confirming the result 
of a grotesque legal farce may or may not believe 
in a final judgment. But they certainly have other 
judgments to worry about. For they have confirmed 
that a once-admirable part of the Anglosphere known 
for independent thinking has become something quite 
ignoble, even sinister.

– GeorGe weiGel is Distinguished Senior Fellow of the Ethics and Public 
Policy Centre, and one of America’s leading public intellectuals. Reprinted 
with permission from First Things, August 21, 2019.

AppellAte Decision
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St Mary is the favourite mediaeval way of describing Our Lady, and she stands, 
rightly, at the head of any list of holy men and women. St John the evangelist, 

Sts Matthew, Mark and Luke were as well-known in every village and town in 
Europe and wherever the faith was taken, as the local smithy or the mid-wife.

SAINTS AND THEIR NAMES
By Paul Stenhouse, msc

aints have been a 
familiar sight in the 
Catholic landscape 
for 2000 years . 
Rome is the City of 
Martyrs and Saints 
par excellence; as 

well as being the Eternal City. Who, 
even among non-Catholics, hasn’t 
heard of St Peter or St Paul?  The 
many hundreds of Churches 
in Rome are dedicated 
to saints with unfamiliar 
names like St. Eustachius 
[died 118], St Prisca [[3rd 
century], St Sabina [third 
century], Saints Nereus and 
Achilleus [died 100], San 
Pancratius [died 304], San 
Pantaleon [died 305]; and 
so on.

Hidden behind these 
unfamiliar names are 
some familiar ones. For 
instance, Pancratius, the 
boy-martyr who died under 
the emperor Diocletian, 
is St Pancras, well-known 
to Londoners even today. 
Pope Vitalian [657-671] sent 
relics of this saint who was 
buried in the catacomb of 
Calepodius, to king Oswi 
of Northumbria, who built 
a Church dedicated to the 
saint. The second Church 
built by St Augustine of 
Canterbury, was dedicated 
to Pancratius.1

Eustachius was a soldier 
in the army of Titus, master 
of the horse under Trajan 

and a general under Hadrian. He 
and his wife and two sons were 
roasted alive in a brazen bull near 
the Colosseum in 118AD. Their 
relics are preserved in the altar of 
the church  dedicated to him in 
the Piazza of the same name near 
the pantheon in Rome. He is better 
known to the English and French as 
St Eustace.

St Mary is the favourite mediaeval 
way of describing Our Lady, and 
she stands, rightly, at the head of 
any list of holy men and women. St 
John the evangelist, Sts Matthew, 
Mark and Luke were as well-known 
in every village and town in Europe 
and wherever the faith was taken, as 
the local smithy or the mid-wife. In 
addition, local saints abounded: holy 

people who gave their lives 
in defence of the Faith or 
spent them in its practice.

All had their symbols: 
some of them obvious, 
others curious in the 
extreme – Mother and Child, 
for Our lady, crossed keys 
for Peter, sword and book 
for Paul, eagle for John,  
an angel for Matthew, a 
winged lion for Mark, a 
winged bull for Luke. These 
symbols decorated the 
facades and inner walls 
of churches, town squares, 
shop hoardings and public 
buildings in all Catholic 
countries. 

St Jerome’s symbol [he 
died  in 420 AD] was a man 
removing a thorn from the 
paw of a lion; the symbol for 
St Nothburga of Klettgau 
[died 840 ad] who was a 
Scottish princess who is 
venerated in Germany: 
seated with eight children 
in her lap, and the ninth at 
her feet; the symbol for St 
Petronilla, a first century 
martyr: a broom; the symbol 

sAints

Part of the overflow of pilgrims in the Piazza Navona, Rome, 
attending the Canonization of Pope John Paul II, on April 27, 2014.
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for St Ammon, surnamed the Great 
[died in Egypt in 350]: saying the 
rosary in bed with his wife;  for St 
Thuriaf, venerated in Brittany [died 
749 AD]: Man with a dove on his 
shoulder; for St Dominic [died 1221]: 
monkey putting out his candle; for the 
young St Pancratius, armour; and for 
St Eustachius, a stag.2

There are many tens of thousands 
of saints3 – either popularly held 
to be so, or officially declared to 
be so, by the Catholic Church. Up 
until the year 993 AD, contrary to a 
commonly held opinion, holy people 
were declared to be saints according 
to reasonably well-laid-down rules 
enacted by Church Councils and 
various Popes and other Bishops so 
as to guide priests and people in the 
correct way of paying homage to 
holiness in their fellow Christians; 
and in order to forestall abuses and 
excesses. These may not always have 
been observed, but on the whole 

we can only marvel at the wondrous 
ways in which God’s grace works 
amongst his people.

After the canonization of St 
Ulrich of Augsberg in 993 by Pope 
John XV4 according to strict rules 
laid by the same Pope, every effort 
has been made to ensure that the 
entire life of everyone nominated 
for canonization be severely tested. 
Of course there are innumerable 
people in heaven deserving of the 
recognition that canonization gives. 
Only a few of these can be selected 
– and then only because of their 
special circumstances, or the needs 
of the times. They act as models 
for us, their weaker brethren, who 
need their encouragement and the 
support of their prayers.

Some of the old pagan favourites 
clung to their popularity by 
changing their names. St Expeditus, 
for instance, the patron saint of 
procrastinators who want to reform, 

in some parts of Germany since the 
17th century, looks suspiciously like 
Mercury, and moves just as fast. 
There was a real St Expeditus in 
Armenia in the fourth century, but 
this one of the same name seems 
to be a genial imposter. He is not 
encouraged by the Church.

Nor are Sts Barlaam and St 
Josaphat. These interesting figures 
are actually Buddhist figures in 
Christian guise, who are first 
mentioned by St John Damascene 
in the seventh century. In telling 
their story St John unwittingly tells 
a Christianised version of a Buddhist 
romance.5 

It is an ill wind blows nobody 
any good. By preserving the story 
of Barlaam and Josaphat, St John 
Damascene also preserved the 
famous lost Apology for Christianity 
to emperor Antoninus Pius by 
Aristides the Athenian which was 
incorporated into the text of the 
Romance and hence has come down 
to us. 

In much the same way as parts 
of the History of the Jihads against 
Abyssinia written by the sixteenth 
century Muslim writer Shihab 
ad-Din Ahmed bin ‘Abd al-Qader 
has been found in the Arabic text of 
the Indian History of Gujarat.

In 1968 when a fresco was 
stolen from a Church in Rome, to 
everyone’s surprise they discovered 
that there was a St Passera in the 
city. On checking, no trace could be 
found of such a saint. 

The truth was that Pope Innocent 
I [401-417] placed relics of Sts 
Cyrus and John from Egypt in 
the church in question that the 
Matron Theodora had erected in 
their honour. Sts Cyrus and John 
are perfectly reputable saints who 
were physicians in Alexandria. 
They were martyred at Canopus 
in Egypt in 303 AD while trying to 
help a Christian woman and her 
three daughters who were being 
persecuted. The name Cyrus was 
latinised to Abba Cyrus [Father 
Cyrus]. This gradually was corrupted 
by the ordinary faithful to Abbàciro 
[accent on the antepenultimate or 
third last syllable], then to Pàcero, 

Loss of Civic Trust

Facebook estimated that 11.4 million Americans saw advertisements 
that had been bought by Russians in an attempt to sway the 2016 

election in favor of Donald Trump. Google found similar ads on its own 
platforms, including YouTube and Gmail. A further 126 million people, 
Facebook disclosed, were exposed to free posts by Russia-backed 
Facebook groups. Approximately 1.4 million Twitter users received 
notifications that they might have been exposed to Russian propaganda. 
But this probably understates the reach of the propaganda spread on its 
platform. Just one of the flagged Russian accounts, using the name @
Jenn_Abrams (a supposed American girl), was quoted in almost every 
mainstream news outlet. All these developments—along with the 
continued rapid dissemination of false news stories online after the 2016 
election, reports by Gallup that many Americans no longer trust the 
mainstream news media, and a president who regularly Tweets unfounded 
allegations of “fake news”—have vindicated Klimburg’s fears. 

Klimburg argues that liberal democracies, whose citizens must have faith 
in their governments and in one another, are particularly vulnerable to 
damage by information warfare of this kind. And the United States, he 
observes, is currently working with an extremely shallow reservoir of faith. 
He cites Gallup polls conducted prior to the election of Donald Trump in 
which 36 percent of respondents said they had confidence in the office 
of the presidency and only 6 percent in Congress. We have no reason to 
believe that these numbers have subsequently increased. The civic trust 
that shores up America’s republican political institutions is fragile.

– Tamsin Shaw, ‘Beware the Big Five’ Review of The Darkening Web: The War for 
Cyberspace,  by Alexander Klimburg,  The New York Review of Books April 5, 2018

*See Art Swift, “Americans’ Trust in Mass Media Sinks to 
New Low,” Gallup News, September 14, 2016.
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they jumped the gun and to this 
day we don’t know the name of 
the martyr whose bones lay in that 
tomb for centuries waiting to be 
discovered. She/he did have a name 
however; we just don’t know it. That 
Unknown Saint is probably waiting 
to answer a few prayers. So don’t 
be too discouraged. It was only 
the honour paid to the Philomena 
of the Catacombs of Priscilla that the 
Church frowns on.7

As for St Decimil: he proved to 
be a stumbling block to the devout  
Catholic people of Provence in the 
South of France. In the Middle 
Ages his ‘headstone was found,’ 
and people thought he should not 
be forgotten. But a wise person 
discovered that the ‘tombstone’ was 
a ‘milestone’ and instead of marking 
a grave of a martyr, the broken 
stone was a pointer to Roman 
legionaries marching into Gaul.8 

Some people take exception to 
the human element involved in the 
expression of our Faith in God and 
his saints. They miss the point. God 
is glorified by the saints’ heroism 
and bravery and self-sacrifice; and 
by the simple trust and love that 
we who are still on the way to 
eternal life show towards our fellow 
Catholics who achieved what we can 
only dream of. 

If occasionally we confuse a few 
names or become a little muddled, 
that can never off-set the love 
towards God that is in our hearts; 
or the glory that we give to him 
because of his holy ones.

1. P J Chandlery SJ, Pilgrim Walks in Rome, 1903, p.327.
2. For these symbols see, among other sources, Helen 

Roeder, Saints and their Attributes, London, 1955, 
passim.

3. There are 70 volumes in the Acta Sanctorum or Lives 
of the Saints of the Bollandists, the first great work 
of modern textual criticism produced by the Jesuits 
from 1615-1915. Ironically, even the French icono-
clast and former Catholic priest turned sceptic Ernest 
Renan said [in his Études Religieuses] of the Bollandists’ 
edition: ‘It seems to me that for a true thinker, a prison 
cell with these [then] fifty five vols would be a veri-
table paradise’.

4. The Oxford Dictionary of the Christian Church ed. 
F.L.Cross, London 1958, p.1387.

5. <?>  The Book of Saints, by the Benedictines of 
Ramsgate, London, 1966, p.101. See also Dictionnaire 
de Théologie Catholique, 32 vols, Paris 1932, vol 2, 
pp.409ff.

6. Italo De Tuddo, I Diavoli del Panteon, Roma, 1980, 
pp.83-85.

7. See The Book of Saints, ed.cit. p.577.
8. Helen Roeder, op.cit. p.viii.

then to Pacera, and finally to Passera. 
So the saint not only changed his 
name, but also his sex: becoming a 
woman in the process. Fortunately 
that all appears to have been sorted 
out now.6

The famous archaeologist De 
Rossi records a Santa Famia on the 
Via Appia.

Actually her name was Euphemia 
– another respectable saint. I recall 
meeting an Indonesian girl whose 
name was Fina. I discovered that she 
had been baptized Josephina.

There is a San Zannipalo in 
Venice who is really two saints: 
Giovanni and Paolo – John and 
Paul. Another mysterious saint, 
San Travaso in Milan is really, 
again, two saints, Sts Gervasio and 
Protasio [second century martyrs 
whose relics were discovered by St 
Ambrose in 386 AD]. The equally 
puzzling San Zandegolà is the 
familiar San Giovanni Decollato [St 
John Beheaded] i.e. St John the 
Baptist.

A lot of these problems with 
names are only problems for 
sceptics and for foreigners who have 
trouble wending their way through 
the fascinating paths that local 
dialects beat through the Italian or 
Latin, English or French bush. 

How many people in Sydney 
know that Sydney is English for St 
Denis, or that Sinclair is English for 
St Claire of Assisi, or that Bennett is 
English for Benedict, or that Boston 
means St Botulph’s town?

Before leaving this subject may 
I mention two other saints who are 
even more curious: St Philomena of 
the Catacomb of Priscilla [for there 
are many St Philomenas] and St 
Decimil. One is a real saint whose 
name we don’t know; and the 
other is only a trick played on the 
Christians by their pagan ancestors.

In 1802 a tomb was discovered in 
the catacomb of Priscilla on the Via 
Salaria with an inscription that read: 
LVMENA PAX TECUM FI. The 
inscription was broken into three 
sections. The finders re-arranged 
the sections to read: FILVMENA 
PAX TECUM [‘Philomena, Peace 
be with you’]. Sadly it appears that 

neW BiBle coMMentARY

Michael Fallon, msc
Missionary of the Sacred Heart

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

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

$40
Price includes GST.
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CATHOLIC CHRISTIANITY

R evelation begins where Natural Religion fails. The Religion of Nature is a mere inchoation, and 
needs a complement—it can have but one complement, and that very complement is Christianity.

Natural Religion is based upon the sense of sin; it recognizes the disease but it cannot find, it 
does but look out for, the remedy. That remedy, both for guilt and for moral impotence, is found in 
the central doctrine of Revelation, the Mediation of Christ. I need not go into a subject so familiar to 
all men in a Christian country.

Thus it is that Christianity is the fulfilment of the promise made to Abraham, and of the Mosaic 
revelations, this is how it has been able from the first to occupy the world and gain a hold on every 
class of human society to which its preachers reached, this is why the Roman power and the multitude 
of religions which it embraced could not stand against it; this is the secret of its sustained energy, and 
its never-flagging martyrdoms; this is how at present it is so mysteriously potent, in spite of the new 
and fearful adversaries which beset its path. 

It has with it that gift of staunching and healing the one deep wound of human nature, which avails 
more for its success than a full encyclopedia of scientific knowledge and a whole library of controversy, 
and therefore it must last while human nature, lasts; It is a living truth which never can grow old.

Some persons speak of it as if it were a thing of history, with only indirect bearings upon modern 
times, I cannot allow that it is a mere historical religion; Certainly it has its foundations in past and 
glorious memories, but its power is in the present. It is no dreary matter of antiquarianism, we do not 
contemplate it in conclusions drawn from dumb documents and dead events, but by faith exercised in 
ever-living objects, and by the appropriation and use of ever-recurring gifts.

Our communion with it is in the unseen, not in the obsolete. At this very day its rites and 
ordinances are continually eliciting the active interposition of that Omnipotence in which the Religion 
long ago began. 

First and above all is the Holy Mass, in which He who once died for us upon the Cross, brings back 
and perpetuates, by His literal presence in it, that one and the same sacrifice which cannot be repeated. 

Next, there is the actual entrance of Himself, soul and body, and divinity, into the soul and body of 
every worshipper who comes to Him for the gift, a privilege more intimate than if we lived with Him 
during His long-past sojourn upon earth. 

And then, moreover, there is His personal abidance in our churches, raising earthly service into a 
foretaste of heaven. Such is the profession of Christianity, and, I repeat, its very divination of our needs 
is itself a proof that it is really the supply of them.

Upon the doctrines which I have mentioned as central truths, others, as we all know, follow, which 
rule our personal conduct and course of life, and our social and civil relations. The promised Deliverer, 
the Expectation of the nations, has not done His work by halves. He has given us Saints and Angels 
for our protection. He has taught us how by our prayers and services to: benefit our departed friends, 
and to keep up a memorial of ourselves when we are gone. He has created a visible hierarchy and a 
succession of sacraments, to be the channels of His mercies, and the Crucifix secures the thought of 
Him in every house and chamber. 

In all these ways He brings Himself before us. I am not here speaking of His gifts as gifts, but 
as memorials; not as what Christians know they convey, but in their visible character; and I say, 
that as human nature itself is still in life and action as much as ever it was, so He too lives, to our 
imaginations, by His visible symbols, as if He were on earth, with a practical efficacy which even 
unbelievers cannot deny, so as to be the Corrective of that nature, and its strength day by day. 

And that this power of perpetuating His Image, being altogether singular and special, and  the 
prerogative of Him and Him alone, is a grand evidence how well He fulfils to this day that Sovereign 
Mission which, from the first beginning of the world’s history has been in prophecy assigned to Him.

– Blessed John Henry Newman, An Essay in aid of a Grammar of Assent, Image Books, New York, 1955, pp.376-377.  

A living tRuth



ANNALS AUSTRALASIA  7  AUGUST 2019

Book RevieW

Both Dante and Shakespeare were profoundly influenced by the Bible 
and the credos of the Catholic Church, not least Christ’s redemptive 

descent into hell, known as ‘the Harrowing of Hell’ surely the point of 
departure for both great writers in their respective effulgent visions?

DANTE AND SHAKESPEARE
DIFFERENT LANGUAGES, SAME CATHOLIC FAITH

By James Murray

p e n i n G  o n  a n 
encounter  wi th 
a stranger on a 
train, the Indian 
Pacif ic no less , 
a  Hi tchcock ian 
m o v e ,  g i v e s 

Vivienne Robertson’s wonderful 
work the ambience of a literary 
detective story: The Aspern Papers 
by Henry James say, rather than 
the more obvious Agatha Christie 
work, Murder on the Orient Express.    

Which is not to suggest that 
Robertson is a Miss Marples, 
substituting for Hercule Poirot, 
and crocheting clues to support 
her thesis that the playwright-poet 
we know as William Shakespeare 
was not only influenced by his 
great predecessor Dante Alighieri 
but fossicked in his masterpiece, 
La Divina Comedia  (particularly 
Inferno) for material to use in his 
plays.  

The image Robertson conjures 
as author is that of a duellist 
fencing with a mirror image 
of herself. She makes brilliant 
passes and counter passes on 
the various Dante-Shakespeare 
theories including that the latter 
had access to Dante’s work in the 
libraries of aristocratic friends: 
learned enough Italian to get by 
at the Mermaid Tavern; consulted 
emblem works that pictorially 
summarised Dante or relied on the 
lexicographer John Florio’s Italian-
English works.   

Robertson registers Shakespeare’s 
full access to Dante as the palpable 
hit of her passes. She comments 
aptly (through the great detective-
story author and historian Dorothy 
L Sayers) on the theatricality of 
Dante’s work – a point confirmed 
by the Italian silent movie Inferno, 
available on YouTube, where the 
punishments visited on various 

categories of sin make it an unlikely 
Qantas in-flight movie choice. 

But despite Robertson’s 
sweeping scholarship, displayed in 
parallel citations from Shakespeare’s 
plays and Dante’s Cantos as 
well as in 28 pages of notes and 
bibliography, it is still possible 
to prefer her Florio pass for 
one strong reason: Shakespeare 
(whoever he was) was playwriting 
at a time when the theatre, despite 
puritan attempts to suppress it, as 
the mediaeval Miracle Plays were 
suppressed, entailed deadlines.  

And writers under deadline 
(ask any modern 24/7 hack) use 
the quickest method to get what 
they need to enhance their work, 
a factor that Robertson partially 
acknowledges in stating that players 
were reluctant to acknowledge 
sources.

Robertson is not so niggardly. 
Her acknowledgments are 
generous; she thanks the stranger 
on the Indian Pacific, Don Heussler; 
he inspired her work by telling her 
about Brenda James’s, The Truth 
Will Out which starts another hare 
(canard?) on Shakespeare’s true 
identity, suggesting Sir Henry 
Neville as the only begetter, no 
doubt to the consternation of 
Baconians et al.  

Flawless work? Not quite. Given 
that her academic distinctions 
include teaching at ‘a small Catholic 
school in the Eastern Suburbs 
of Sydney’, Robertson might have 

Images in an Antique Book:  
Dante in Shakespeare 

By Vivienne Robertson, Australian 
Scholarly Publishing pb rrp $44.
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been as emphatic about the textual 
evidence of Shakespeare’s Catholic 
faith as she is about his links with 
the indubitably Catholic Dante. 

There again in clarifying that her 
book is based on a doctorial thesis 
submitted in 2002, Robertson 
cites a difficulty: one of the three 
examiners praised aspects of her 

thesis but gave it the lowest mark: 
5 as compared to 1 and 2 from the 
other examiners. A fourth examiner 
was engaged and awarded her 
thesis the highest mark: 1.

‘This was my first experience 
of the unshakeable conviction of 
the stalwart ‘Stratfordians’ as they 
have become known in the angry 

world of the Authorship Question. 
Their vision of Shakespeare is 
set in stone. Shakespeare did not 
know Dante’s work – and woe 
betide anyone who might declare 
differently.’ 

She might have added that a 
similar recalcitrance is displayed in 
relation to Shakespeare’s Catholic 
faith – a recalcitrance your reviewer 
has experienced with his play The 
Gazer: Shakespeare by Himself.   

Dr Vivienne Robertson concludes 
by quoting TS Eliot’s remark: 
‘Dante and Shakespeare divide 
the world. There is no third.’ This 
may be a bit hard on Tolstoy not 
to mention De Balzac or for that 
matter Walter Scott whose Waverley 
novels influenced them both as 
well as Alexandre Dumas, Victor 
Hugo, Alexander Pushkin, Charles 
Dickens, James Fennimore Cooper 
and Mark Twain (who enlisted 
for the Civil War under Scott’s 
influence and as a result rejected 
him). 

Elliott might have added that 
Dante and Shakespeare, although 
three centuries separated their 
pilgrimages, shared a common 
ground: Christendom. Dante’s 
was fractured by the Guelph-
Ghibelline feud, Shakespeare’s by 
the Reformation (he codenamed it 
‘The Tempest’).

This, despite counter efforts, 
lingers within the Church of 
England, Queen Elizabeth’s 
Sovereignty thereof, and the 
Protestant succession to the British 
monarchy but paradoxically not to 
the monarchy’s Australian nor New 
Zealand Governors-General.

Both Dante and Shakespeare 
were profoundly influenced by 
the Bible and the credos of the 
Catholic Church, not least Christ’s 
redemptive descent into hell, 
known as ‘the Harrowing of Hell’ 
surely the point of departure 
for both great writers in their 
respective effulgent visions?

James murray is a Glasgow-born Catholic. A Sydney-
based writer his career includes ten years in Fleet 
Street, and contributions to Australia’s major publica-
tions. He writes Annals  film reviews, and is the author 
of our ever-popular Media Matters.
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Across clues
2 Large flightless bird
4 Police undercover operation
6 Subdivision of a newspaper
8 Wife of Boaz
9 Snare
11 Encircled by sea
12 Duelling sword
14 & 15 Asian port, literally Fragrant 

Harbour
16 Elderly
18 A female deer
19 Type
21 Refuse to admit
22 Becomes smaller in breadth
24 Have a strong desire for
25 Cook in oil

Down clues
1 Leave out
2 Engrave
3 Flat
4 Badger’s burrow
5 Blood shed from a wound
6 Medical officer in the Royal Navy
7 Serviette
8 Circular bands
10 Shrub with large pink flowers
11 A state on the west coast of India
13 Conclusion
17 A low cart
18 Chopped with an axe
20 Not fit to be eaten, according to 

Judaism
21 Colourful fish with large mouth
23 Uncommon
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Animals and plants have thrived for millions of years in carbon dioxide 
concentrations between 1500 and 2000 parts per million; and sometimes even 

higher. The Earth has normally been at least 3ºC-5ºC warmer. The present 
levels of carbon dioxide are so low that despite some rise in carbon dioxide 

levels in the last 150 years we are still in a carbon dioxide drought.

CLIMATE SCIENCE AT THE CROSSROADS
AN HISTORICAL PERSPECTIVE

By Howard Thomas Brady

n interestinG way 
t o  u n d e r s t a n d 
c l ima te  s c i ence 
is to look at the 
d e v e l o p m e n t 
o f  tha t  sc ience 
over the last 250 

years. As we take this journey we 
enter a maze of variables many of 
which we do not fully understand. 
We also quickly discover 
that climate science is 
not settled, and many 
statements frequent ly 
made are simply false.

We start our journey 
in Geneva, Switzerland 
with Horace De Saussure. 
Horace developed 
mountaineering and, 
being rich, announced a 
prize for the first to climb 
Mt Blanc in the Swiss 
Alps (he was third to get 
there!). But he was also a 
brilliant scientist. Horace’s 
claim to fame with respect 
to climate science was to 
build the first solar oven 
around 1767. His best 
‘solar oven’ was a box 
lined with cork with 3 
layers of glass plate placed inside 
another box insulated with wool. 
The highest temperature reached 
was around 110ºC. Horace took 
his box to the top of Mt. Cramont 
where its temperature was still 
high. His experiment proved that 
the Sun’s radiation was constant 

whether at sea level or on the top 
of mountains. The only difference 
was that in the lighter air of the 
mountains more heat was being lost 
to space. 

In the 1830s a French scientist, 
Claude de Pouillett, took De 
Saussure’s idea further and worked 
out a way to measure the Sun’s 
radiation before it entered the 

Earth’s atmosphere. His calculation 
of 1228 watts per sq. metre was 
not far off modern measurements 
of around 1361 watts/sq. metre. 
But the question still remained 
as to what happened when that 
radiation from the Sun entered 
the Earth’s atmosphere. That 

problem had been raised by 
Joseph Fourier; a French scientist 
who developed the mathematics 
of heat transfer. He theorised that 
the atmosphere must both absorb 
some heat reflected from the Earth 
(otherwise our planet would lose 
heat and be frigid) while, at the 
same time, allow some of that heat 
to escape (otherwise the Earth 

would heat up as in a 
furnace). Although Fourier 
did not work out exactly 
what was happening his 
observations were correct. 

It was an Irish physicist, 
John Tyndall, who took 
up the challenge and 
quantified the absorption 
of radiation in the 
atmosphere suggested by 
Fourier. John Tyndall was 
a young surveyor, a school 
teacher at a Quaker school, 
a university student in  
Germany, and eventually a 
scientist appointed to the 
Royal Institution of Great 
Britain at the behest of 
Michael Faraday. 

In June 1859 Prince 
Albert, Queen Victoria’s consort, 
gave the introduction to Tyndall’s 
lecture on the results of an 
experiment where he put different 
gases of the atmosphere in a tube. 
Heat could enter or leave the tube 
through thin plates of salt crystal 
and Tyndall could then calculate 
how much radiation a gas could 

cliMAte science
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absorb within the tube and how 
much radiation could pass out of 
the tube. His nearby constant heat 
source came from the metal sides of 
a container full of boiling water. 

Tyndall’s answer: the most 
dominant gas absorbing radiation 
in the atmosphere was water 
vapour, and the minor players 
were methane, ozone, carbon 
dioxide and nitrous oxide. From his 
contemporaries Tyndall knew the 
Earth’s climate must have varied 
through its history and he then 
argued that maybe changes in his 
gases could explain past climates.

Jean Louis Rodolphe Agassiz was 
a contemporary of Tyndall. It took 
some years for his revolutionary 
ideas to be accepted. After 
obtaining a Ph.D. in botany and 
also a medical degree in Germany, 
Agassiz became obsessed with 
fossil fish. As he wandered through 
the countryside and through the 
many museums of Europe, Agassiz 
realised that many boulders 
scattered over the countryside were 
the remnant evidence of glaciers 
that recently covered much of 
Europe, the British Isles, Canada 
and parts of North America. In 
1840 his book about a recent ice 
age created much controversy. 
He persisted and gradually won 
scientists over to his idea.  In 
England he showed the English 
naturalist William Buckland the 
ice-age evidence in Scotland, and 
Buckland, who was to become Dean 
of Westminster, agreed.  

By proving the existence of a 
recent  ice age Agassiz had  raised 
another climate problem. How 
could there be ice ages?  How 
could the climate of the Earth 
change so much? This became the 
great climate problem of the late 
19th century.

Around 1900 a Swedish 
physicist, Svante Arrhenius, thought 
low carbon dioxide levels could 
explain ice ages, and high carbon 
dioxide levels the warm periods. 
He noted billions of tonnes of 
limestone rock throughout Europe. 
Much was deposited from the ocean 
in a period 400 million years ago 
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variables between 1880 and 1930 
was a proof of a simple causal link 
between them. 

Meteorology advanced during 
WWII as armed forces needed 
accurate weather predictions. After 
the war, climate science advanced 
rapidly. Ice cores drilled in 
Greenland and Antarctica showed 
there had been at least eight recent 
100,000-year Milankovitch ice age 
cycles. In addition, the continental 
drift ideas of Wegener showed how 
over the long history of the Earth 
continents had joined or drifted 
apart so that their relative positions 
on the Earth’s surface were part of 
Earth’s climate story.

The dramatic leap in 20th 
century climate science came with 
computers. During the 1960s  in the 
USA the Japanese, Sykuro Manabe, 
developed the first computer 
climate model for the atmosphere. 
He only had 500k of RAM. His 
program took over a month to 
run. His computer ‘Earth’ only had 
120 degrees of longitude  with 60 
degrees of land, and 60 degrees 
of ocean! It was not long before 
models coupled the land and ocean 
with the atmosphere. Today these 
computer General Circulation 
Models (GCMs) dominate the 
climate debate. 

Initially the four main driving 
forces in climate models were 
carbon dioxide, water vapour, 
clouds, and the reflectivity of the 
Earth (the less ice, the less heat 
reflected). The relationship between 
these factors during a doubling 
of carbon dioxide was called an 
Equilibrium Climate Sensitivity 
Index (ECS)  and was defined by 
the USA Academy of Science in 
1979 as lying between 2ºC and 4ºC. 
Forty years later in 2019 this Index 
is still being used to predict the 
warming effects of doubling future 
carbon dioxide levels even though 
many scientists see this Index as far 
too high!

Unfortunately, it was not long 
before climate science left the 
laboratory of objective scientific 
enquiry and was caught up in 
controversy. In the period 1945-75 

been captured on his honeymoon! 
Milutin used this time for a close 
mathematical analysis of variations 
in radiation from the Sun reaching 
the Earth’s mid-latitudes. He noted 
three different cycles: changes in 
the shape of the Earth’s elliptical 
orbit around the Sun (a ~100,000 
yr. cycle), changes in the tilt of 
the Earth (2.5 degrees of variation 
every ~41,000 years), and a 360º 
rotation of the tilt of the Earth 
(every ~23,000 years). It was 
only when a Greenland ice core 
was examined in the 1960s that 
Milutin’s calculations of these three 
cycles influencing the climate were 
accepted. 

In the early 20th century the first 
person to use actual climate records 
to prove a global warming trend 
was an incredible English steam 
physicist, Guy Stewart Callendar. 
He was famous for designing a fog 
dispersal system along runaways 
during WW11 enabling bombers 
returning from Germany to land; 
a system that saved the lives of 
thousands of airmen. In the 1930s 
as a hobby Guy worked quietly 
from his Sussex home and gathered 
temperature records from England, 
from Europe, and from the world-
wide database of the Smithsonian 
Institute in the USA. Guy was the 
first person to show statistically that 
the Earth had warmed since the late 
19th century; a warming he blamed 
on rising carbon dioxide levels from 
the burning of coal. 

However, Guy Callendar had 
been trapped by the concurrence of 
events. His temperature data were 
from the period between 1880 and 
1930; a period when temperature 
and carbon dioxide rose in tandem. 
Yet after WWII between 1940 and 
1975 carbon dioxide levels did not 
change in tandem with temperature. 
The Earth cooled while carbon 
dioxide levels rose at 6 parts per 
million per decade. Twice the rate 
between 1880 and 1930. And 
in the early 1960s just before 
Callendar died England endured 
the coldest winters since the early 
1700s. Callendar had been trapped 
into thinking that concurrence of 

now called the Ordovician Period. 
Svante rightly remarked if there 
were huge amounts of dissolved 
limestone (calcium carbonate) 
in the ocean, then the amount of 
carbon dioxide in the atmosphere 
must have been many times that of 
today. We now know he was correct 
and that the carbon dioxide levels 
at that time were around 4000 
parts per million; ten times those 
of today. However, Svante was not 
to know that his basic idea was 
totally wrong. There was an ice age, 
not a hot house, when those high 
levels of carbon dioxide existed. 
Even so, Svante’s ideas were not 
taken up for another reason as a 
Swedish scientist, Knut Angstrom, 
argued that carbon dioxide could 
only absorb certain wavelengths of 
radiant heat and so the ability of 
that gas to force climate change was 
very limited.

The first 20 years of the 20th 
century saw three advances in 
climate science that were not 
recognised for many years. 

In 1909 Fr Theodor Wulf, a 
German Jesuit, thought that some 
radiation detected by his ionisation 
box was coming from the Earth 
but as he took his box up the 
Eiffel Tower the decrease was not 
as expected. In 1912, Victor Hess, 
an Austrian scientist, took some of 
the priest’s instruments on night 
balloon flights to 17,400 feet! He 
showed that Fr Wulf’s radiation 
was increasing and must be coming 
from Space, not from Earth. This 
was the discovery of cosmic rays; 
rays recognised in the 1930s as 
coming from exploding stars, and 
only in the last 20 years as a factor 
in the Earth’s climate system.

In 1912, Alfred Wegener, a 
German scientist, proposed that the 
crust of the earth was mobile, and 
that continents drifted around the 
surface of the Earth. He thought 
this drift could explain some past 
climates, but his ideas were not 
accepted until well after WW11. 

During WW1 a Serbian 
M a t h e m a t i c i a n , M i l u t i n 
Milankovitch, spent the war under 
house arrest in Belgrade; he had 
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-predictions of a scorched Earth 
due to rising carbon dioxide levels, 
when in fact the Earth is already 
10% greener, and agriculture more 
productive, due to those rising levels;

- global warming of 2ºC 
predicted as disastrous when in fact 
throughout its history the Earth has 
normally been at least 3ºC to 5ºC 
warmer than at present. 

All of this panic makes no sense 
to an historical geologist. Many 
methods have now been developed 
to measure the past temperature of 
the oceans and past concentrations 
of carbon dioxide in the atmosphere. 
Animals and plants have thrived for 
millions of years in carbon dioxide 
concentrations between 1500 
and 2000 parts per million; and 
sometimes even higher. The Earth 
has normally been at least 3ºC-5ºC 
warmer. The present levels of carbon 
dioxide are so low that despite some 
rise in carbon dioxide levels in the 
last 150 years we are still in a carbon 
dioxide drought. History tells us 
there is benefit to plant and animal 
life from rising carbon dioxide levels 
especially in this 21st Century when 
we need to feed a rising population.

For the last 30 years our 
‘computer predictions’ have been 
on steroids. The crisis mentality 
in climate science has not been 
conducive to calm and well-argued 
science. The original 1988 charter of 
the  International Panel of Climate 
Change has not helped. It had 
instructed scientists to examine 
‘man’s effect’ on climate, rather than 
examine ‘all the climate forces’ that 
could affect the climate of the Earth. 
The result has been too much focus 
on man and a neglect of the the 
complex ways the dynamics of our 
Earth, Sun and the Cosmos can 
change the climate. 

We may well ask: ‘whither climate 
science in the 21st Century ?’

howard brady, Ph.D. formerly a Missionary of the 
Sacred Heart; degrees in Philosophy, Theology and 
Antarctic science; Alumnus Scientist of the Year 
Award (2011), Northern Illinois University; Member 
Explorers Club New York: Member Australian 
Academy of Forensic Sciences. You can purchase 
his book on climate for $25.00 at the website:www.
mirrorsandmazes.com.au   The book is called: Mirrors 
and Mazes: A guide through the climate debate

when the Earth cooled slightly, 
scientists were predicting an 
imminent ice age, but from the 
80s onwards  scientists were now 
predicting a warming. Many of 
these predictions reached absurdly 
high levels as this climate crisis was 
amplified and linked with other 
world-wide environmental scares 
from the 1960s onwards. Some of 
these scares have been: 

- the acid rain scare of sulphur 
gases from coal stations destroying 
lakes when the problem was 
rainwater becoming acid as it 
percolated through pine needles on 
the floor of pine forests;

- the nuclear winter scare as 
exploding nuclear bombs in the 
atmosphere would form clouds, stop 
the Sun’s rays, and freeze the Earth;

- the Club of Rome and the 
Brundtland Report predicting an 
‘unsustainable future’ with the 
imminent depletion of oil, gas and 
some minerals;

- Paul Erhlich predicting 
millions dead by 2000AD  because 
agriculture could not feed rising 
populations; 

-the UN predicting 25 million 
climate refugees due to sea level 
rise by 2010 when, in fact, there 
was no significant sea level rise, and 
no climate refugees;

-the Barrier Reef scare that 
the largest reef in the world was 
writhing in its bleaching death 
throes due to global warming 
when during bleaching events the 
reef responds and develops better 
algal symbionts to adjust to future 
warming events;

-a decline in polar bear numbers 
when, in fact, their numbers 
have multiplied since the ban on 
non-Inuit trophy hunting; 

-storms ‘predicted’ to become 
more frequent and severe even 
though there has been no trend in 
tropical wind velocities or storms 
for 50 years;

- sea level rise ‘predicted’ to be 
accelerating while hundreds of tide 
gauges show that there has been 
a steady rise in sea level without 
acceleration in the 20th and 21st 
century;
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Neither Mark Rothko nor Jackson Pollock – two major stalwarts of post-war 
American art - could ever truly say as much or speak as universally as either 
van Gogh, say, or Constable.  Sadly for them the former duo even probably 

sensed this.  Ultimately the specific, personal roads they had chosen led 
nowhere – which is possibly an appropriate epitaph for modernism itself.

THE SHOCK OF THE TRUE
By Giles Auty

mid the vast range 
of books on visual 
a r t  I  am lucky 
enough to own – 
many of which were 
simply catalogues 
f o r  d e f i n i t i v e 

international exhibitions where I 
happened to be present – I recently 
pulled out the late Robert Hughes’s 
sometime international best-seller 
The Shock of the New which was 
published by the BBC in London in 
1980 to cover the TV series of that 
name which Hughes  narrated.  Did 
all of this really take place nearly 40 
years ago?  Sometimes I find it hard 
to believe.

For those who never knew or have 
simply forgotten Robert’s book it 
was seen principally by its publishers 
as an appropriate follow-up to 
Kenneth Clark’s wonderful and 
rightly famous TV series Civilisation 
from 10 years earlier.  I must 
confess I had largely forgotten what 
a polished and inventive writer 
Robert Hughes could be and how 
meticulous much of his research was.  

Unsurprisingly the 8-part series 
and the hefty book itself called The 
Shock of the New were 3 long years 
in the making.  But was the basic 
message advanced by this great tome 
and its accompanying TV series 
ever really right in some of its basic 
assumptions?  

Robert and his backers were even 
so enamoured of their chosen title 
that they chose to pay an earlier art 
critic named Dunlop for its use.

In retrospect Robert Hughes 
seems to credit the visual arts with 
a much greater influence than 
they ever necessarily exerted – but 
then writing about the visual arts 
provided him with much of his 
lifetime’s living of course.  Yet it 
is hard not to question how many 
people did modernism in itself ever 
genuinely shock?   

The historic period the late 
Robert Hughes’s series covered 
which is known generally as 
Modernism spans roughly the first 
80 years of the 20th century.  In 
a way modernism embodied an 
almost unquestioning belief in 
novelty and change and thus drew 
obvious energy from parallels made 
– usually unreasonably – with 
technological advances made, say, in 
aeronautical engineering.  

In short we begin with biplanes 
and their equivalent and end 
up somehow or other with the 
equivalent of Concord.   In some 
ways at least modernism flirted with 
a notion of an almost monolinear 
evolution to which I have always 
been opposed not least because the 
intemperate language of inevitable 
qualitative advance was nearly 
always unjustified.  

Indeed, it was through a 
perennial reliance on unjustified 
rhetoric that modernism in itself 
finally and very obviously ran out 
of steam after years of grabbing 
headlines. To his credit Robert 
described this period of deflation 
no less accurately perhaps than 
the heyday of modernist bombast: 
in other words by writing 
metaphorically of the seventies as 
opposed to THE SIXTIES.  

For me the narrative of 
modernism describes merely one 
aspect of the human condition 
which is rooted nevertheless in 
continuous as well as radical 
aspects and ideas; to my mind we 

ARt eDucAtion

Bias towards 
conflict and 

emotion

The secular media, with 
their inbuilt bias to ward 

the conflictual, the emotive, 
and the scurril ous, and their 
detachment from particular 
religious commitments, seem 
unable to report any statement 
of faith without accompanying it 
with contrary reactions, along the 
lines of the “talk show.” When a 
program is run about Christ and 
the Gospels, the media habitually 
interject interpretations that cast 
doubt on the reliability of the New 
Testament. So likewise, when they 
report doctrinal or disciplinary 
action on the part of the Church 
authorities, the media seek out 
commentators who will dissent. 

–  Avery Dulles, S.J., ‘Catholics in the 
world of  Mass Media,  Lecture for 

the Salesian Guild, Xavier University, 
Cincinnati, Ohio, January 23, 1999.
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neglect the continuous strand both 
at our peril and also to our major 
intellectual cost.  Indeed, the very 
foundations of modernism often 
express themselves in a rhetoric 
which can seem adolescent at best.  

Robert Hughes draws attention 
rightly to the importance of van 
Gogh because of the intensity he 
transmitted to observable facts of 
living.  All of us probably know the 
latter’s The Starry Night 1889 and 
the image is admittedly infinitely 
more spiritual and disturbingly 
expressive than any photographic 
image could possibly be. 

But need it be more intense 
than something we can experience 
for ourselves even though we 
could never necessarily paint it?  
Even the very best of ‘modern’ art 
points us in a direction rather than 
necessarily delivering us to our 
destination.   

Have you ever camped out 
under the night sky in the remoter 
parts of Australia’s Cape York 
for instance?  Australia has never 
known an artist with the force of a 
van Gogh but neither has it known 
any true equivalent to England’s 
master ruralist John Constable 
either.  Properly understood the 
finest images of both were timeless 
because the means was the personal 
invention of the creator rather 
than an adoption of some facile 
contemporary style.  

Neither Mark Rothko nor Jackson 
Pollock – two major stalwarts of 
post-war American art - could 
ever truly say as much or speak as 
universally as either van Gogh, say, 
or Constable.  Sadly for them the 
former duo even probably sensed 

this.  Ultimately the specific, personal 
roads they had chosen led nowhere 
– which is possibly an appropriate 
epitaph for modernism itself.    

Probably the most telling and 
terrifying statement ever made 
about the nature of war was made 
by Francisco de Goya in a series of 
65 etchings created between 1810 
and 1814 : The Disasters of War.  

No human statement has ever 
compared with the horror and 
ferocity of this linear commentary 
on human savagery.  No matter 
how sad or haunting Mark Rothko’s 
vast passages of colour they cannot 
- self-evidently - compare with the 
directness of such a statement by 
Goya.  It is my belief that Rothko 
knew this instinctively and that 
he and many others sensed the 
inadequacy of the kind of vast 
abstract paintings which were such a 
feature of American art in the years 
following the Second World War.  

Thus Modernism which 
presented itself as an endlessly 
liberating impulse was only ever 
at best superficially so.  The Shock 
of the New largely embraced novel 
formal appearances – as exemplified 
by the extreme apparent blandness 
of Andy Warhol’s portrait multiples 
of contemporary stars such as 
Marilyn Monroe.  

In a sense the most shocking 
aspect of late modernism was 
often and indeed generally its 
superficiality.  But this was hardly 
an aspect that Robert Hughes was 
employed to emphasise; what is 
most ironic to me was that the book 
and the TV series should appear 
more or less at the moment of 
modernism’s implosion.  

It hardly takes a genius to guess 
that an era called Post-modernism 
would follow Modernism but the 
issue has hardly been helped 
from the public’s point of view by 
the fact that Post-modernism is 
basically a covertly political rather 
than a genuinely aesthetic changing 
of the guard.  As basically part of 
the so-called Long March through 
the Institutions, Post-modernism 
supports issues of which it 
politically approves whether its 
exponents have even the slightest 
abilities to enshrine these artistically 
or not.   

But, of course, the Western 
world has lost control of all of 
the arts as simply one aspect of 
losing control of public education 
and public funding.  Except in 
exceptional, often religious schools, 
we have lost control not just of 
education generally but also of our 
own children.  Yet there is a further 
irony involved here in that fine art 
education as exemplified by the 
final days of the USSR, for instance, 
was always much more academically 
and practically based than the 
nonsense which has passed as art 
education in most countries in the 
West since the late 1980s.

Who actually cares?  Australia is 
primarily a materialistic gravel-pit 
which has produced little top-class 
art of any kind during its entire 
history thus far; indeed if it has ever 
done so it is likely to have been by 
accident.  Yet if we were to take the 
ostensible influence of ‘Modernism’ 
on Australian and British art 
rather than say on American we 
might find that a desirable pursuit 
of individualism rather than 
modernism per se characterized 
the best of Australian and British 
painting during the major years of 
modernism.  

Indeed, I would go further and 
state that only Grace Cossington-
Smith in Australia and Ben 
Nicholson in Britain were ever 
involved in what we often conceive 
as modernism per se among the 
cream of the painters of either 
country during modernism’s 
heyday.  Classic tomes such as 

Some part of Catholicism left

We call Paganism an absence of the Christian revelation. That is why we 
distinguish between Paganism and the different heresies; that is why we 

give the name of Christian to imperfect and distorted Christians, who only possess 
a part of Catholic truth and usually add to it doctrines which are contradictory 
of Catholic truth. … For a Christian man or society is one that has some part of 
Catholicism left in him. [emphasis added] But when every shred of Catholicism is 
lost we call that state of things ‘Unchristian.’  

– Hilaire Belloc: ‘The New Paganism,’ in Essays of a Catholic 
Layman in England, London, Sheed & Ward, 1933, pp 13
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Herbert Read’s A Concise History 
of Modern Painting excluded artists 
such as Stanley Spencer from 
Britain, Balthus from Europe and 
Edward Hopper from America 
– as did Hughes’s The Shock of 
the New on grounds that were 
largely stylistically convenient if 
intellectually unsustainable.  

My first contact with Australia 
was to deliver the 1994 Jack 
Manton Memorial Lecture at the Art 
Gallery of New South Wales.  My 
chosen subject was The Meaning 
of Modern and my thesis was that 
if the adjective ‘modern’ had been 
employed in an artistic sense to 
refer to period alone rather than 
style the ‘modern’ period would 
have been infinitely enriched.  If 
you think about it even briefly 
no-one would thus have been 
excluded from the ‘modern’ period 
because they were not ‘modern’ 
enough.  So let me introduce you 
to a name:  the German woman 
painter Lotte Laserstein who was 
exiled to Sweden in 1937.  Two 
shows of her work appeared in 
London in 1987 and I said at the 
time in my column in The Spectator 
that she was the best woman 
painter of the 20th century.  Oddly 
two Australian devotees of her work 
wrote to me from Queensland some 
months ago. 

When you have a moment 
sometime try to make a list of the 
25 finest painters to exist in Europe 
between 1200 and 1900.  Few of 
them necessarily shocked anyone.   
They did not need to because 
a very widespread appreciation 
existed that they were more or 
less the best of their time. At one 
time such educated appreciation 
was widely known as the study of 
art history – a métier still worth 
pursuing. 

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. 

Please assist us by introducing Annals to relatives and friends. 
We need your support and we need new subscribers. 

Annals has the answer! Try it.

DONATIONS RECEIVED
FROM 05/03/19 TO 10/05/19

Our sincerest thanks to the many subscribers to  
Annals Australia, who very generously send a small donation 
along with their annual renewal – this assists in defraying the 

heavy costs incurred in producing our magazine.
– Editor, Annals
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If we reduce reason to the scientific method and limit knowledge to the 
measurable, science ceases to be guided by what is morally reasonable.”

BEWARE THE HOLLOW MEN
By Susan Reibel Moore

Reason, Faith, and the Struggle of Western Civilisation, 
Samuel Gregg, Regnery hardback and paperback 2019, 166 pp, US$28

Over a decade aGo, when Sam Gregg was working at the Center for Independent Studies in Sydney, we met 
and talked briefly several times.  Although I knew he was highly intelligent, not until I read this book did 
I discover his genius.  Nobody alive whom I have ever read displays his depth about the largest civic issues 

facing the West over the centuries.  On the greatly troubling results of gaps between reason and faith in our major 
institutions, and the means of restoring the seamless link between them once taken for granted, he is remarkably 
persuasive. That is because he knows how order and harmony are best acquired and maintained.    

More specifically, the Director of the Acton Institute in Michigan discusses such central matters as basic human rights, 
the reaches and limits of personal liberty, and the correctives to particular, dangerously influential, ideologies anchored in 
scientism and authoritarian relativism. On the major strengths and weaknesses of secular Enlightenment thought, discussed 
at length and harking back to such confused thinkers as Gibbon, he is particularly impressive. 

Ultimately Samuel Gregg is optimistic about our ability to recover the continuities in moral values underlying the best 
institutional traditions neglected by too many celebrated societal critics.  Understandably he considers stable family life in 
the home, fostered by a loving father and mother, vital.  At the same time, he knows that unless sound familial values are 
upheld in the public sphere in obviously spiritual ways, our finest heritage is in trouble.  Modernity, he knows, is beset by 
profound secular confusions whose origins can be clearly traced.   

Although Dr Gregg discusses at some length the balanced thought of the venerated modern religious thinker, 
Joseph Ratzinger – Pope Emeritus Benedict XVI – he also provides compressed observations on the major works of 
such celebrated cultural spokesmen as Plato, the Hebrew prophets, Aristotle, the apostle Paul, Augustine and Aquinas, 
Maimonides, Donne, Pascal, and Burke. Golda Meir and Flannery O’Connor receive brief kudos, and Churchill and de 
Gaulle are accorded considered attention, especially in the context of major 20th century world wars.

On the great contributions to knowledge made by Westerners, he refers with consummate ease and intimacy to the 
diverse, lasting contributions of – for example – Michelangelo, Mozart, Bach, Shakespeare, and the partly unreliable 
Thomas Jefferson and Thomas Paine.  Because wisdom is the vital feature of these cultural contributions, its individual 
features are given sustained attention.  Unlike some of the celebrated names whose inadequacies in speech and writing are 
detailed, he himself is clearly earthed in essential knowledge of good and evil.  

Hence we are treated to ruminations like the following:  “A strong association between a concern to act reasonably, 
the growth of freedom, and the establishment of justice is apparent in the West as long ago as Socrates’s unwillingness to 
support the Athenian oligarchy’s unjust execution of Leon of Salamis.”  Or “The biblical emphasis on freedom is balanced 
by the insistence that human beings are not God and that they are constantly tempted to use their reason wrongly’.  Or, 
citing Ratzinger: “. . . if we reduce reason to the scientific method and limit knowledge to the measurable, science ceases to 
be guided by what is morally reasonable.”

Contempt for the weak and the exaltation of those in power, purveyed by Nietzsche and heirs of his like Justice 
Kennedy on America’s Supreme Court, is shown to be particularly dangerous in its effects.  So is Promethean over-reach.  
A form of wakeful drowsiness, all too apparent in the public utterances of social critics whose basic instincts have not led 
them to reflect sufficiently on what is right and wrong in ordinary life and therefore the public sphere, has exposed today’s 
young people to delusional ways of living that cannot foster happiness.  Curiously, it is as if T.S. Eliot’s warnings about 
hollow men, vital to 20th century thought, have disappeared.  

Since I  have not been trained in the areas mastered by Samuel Gregg, but rather in world literature for adults and 
children, and for the last quarter of a century in religious thought, I can only report in general terms – as I have just done 
– on his central concerns.  But, like all people who’ve been led in fruitful directions by fine educators, starting in Infant/
Primary school, I know what such individuals are like.  Pressed hard for one word to describe them, I would say ‘loving’.  
This adjective applies bountifully to the author of this unmissable book.

– dr susan reibel moore continues to read widely, to write primarily about religious thought, literature,  
and movies, and to take a passionate interest in her children, grandchildren, relatives, and friends.  

Book RevieW
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John Fisher and Thomas More are truly martyrs because they died defending the unity 
of the Catholic Church. It wasn’t “papal authority over the king” that inspired their 

refusal to conform, but monarchial power over the Church that led to their martyrdoms.

THOMAS MORE AND JOHN FISHER

REALLY MARTYRS
By Stephanie A. Mann 

he memorial of Sts. 
John F i sher  and 
Thomas More has 
been celebrated in 
the US in special 
w a y  s i n c e  t h e 
first Fortnight for 

[Religious] Freedom in 2012. (This 
year, today’s feast leads into next 
week’s Religious Freedom Week—a 
time of prayer, reflection, and 
action on religious freedom issues.) 
Over that same time, though, these 
two English martyrs have been 
singled out for criticism in fiction 
and media commentary. Each 
year, we’ve had to defend them 
and emphasize their heroism and 
sacrifice against new attacks.            

Hilary Mantel’s Wolf Hall trilogy—
she is still working on the third 
v o l u m e — a n d 
the minise-
ries based 
on it present 
Thomas More 
as a misogy-
nistic, sadistic, 
and altogether 
despicable char-
acter. Mantel 
strips More of 
his integrity 
and makes the 
brave ascetic 
bishop John 
Fisher look like 
a cowering fool 
at Cromwell’s 
threats. Her 
f i c t i on a l i z ed 

depictions of Fisher and More 
have somehow become evidence, 
in popular arguments, against their 
canonizations for martyrdom, espe-
cially the graphic depiction of 
More supervising the torture of a 
suspected heretic. Once that image 
is in any viewer’s mind’s-eye, all the 
historical evidence that he never 
tortured anybody can’t pluck it out.

This year, in First Things, Peter 
Hitchens wrote another denial of 
More’s and Fisher’s claim to be 
called martyrs. Hitchens was upset 
that More and Fisher are now more 
famous—even in the Church of 
England—than Reformer-martyrs 
Latimer, Ridley, and Cranmer. 
Although he acknowledges that 
More and Fisher “were brave 
and principled, beyond doubt,” 

he asserts that “they died for 
political offenses.” In arriving at 
this conclusion, Hitchens confuses 
the reason why they would not 
take either the Oath of Succession 
(recognizing Anne Boleyn as 
rightful wife of Henry VIII and 
queen of England) or the Oath 
of Supremacy (acknowledging 
the headship of the king over the 
English church), claiming that 
they went “to their deaths over the 
question of papal authority over the 
king.”

He gets it almost backwards; 
reading the reports of their trials 
makes that clear. John Fisher and 
Thomas More are truly martyrs 
because they died defending the 
unity of the Catholic Church. It 
wasn’t “papal authority over the 

king” that 
inspired their 
refusal to 
conform, but 
m o n a r c h i a l 
power over the 
Church that led 
to their martyr-
doms. 

From the 
start John 
Fisher, bishop 
of Rochester, 
had made clear 
his support for 
Katherine of 
Aragon as the 
rightful queen 
and wife of 
Henry VIII. He 

chuRch AnD stAte

The Tower of London
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went so far as to compare himself 
to St. John the Baptist, willing to 
give up his head for the sake of 
the validity of the marriage and 
the Church’s right to have granted 
Henry the necessary dispensation to 
marry her in the first place (she had 
been married to Henry’s brother 
Arthur until his premature death). 
Fisher had also been adamantly 
opposed to the king becoming 
supreme head of the Church in 
England, making sure that the 
words “as far as God allows” were 
added to that title in the convoca-
tion of bishops. His refusal to take 
the Oath of Succession in April of 
1534, then, should have been no 
surprise. Like More, he was held 
in the Tower of London until his 
trial. Unlike More, Fisher was not 
allowed access to the sacraments. 
He had been stripped of his epis-
copal title by Henry and was not 
permitted to celebrate Mass.

When he was brought to 
Westminster Hall for trial on June 
17, 1535 he was charged with 
treason:

He falsely, maliciously, and 
traitorously wished, willed, and 
desired, and by craft imagined, 
invented, practised, and 
attempted to deprive the king 
of the dignity, title, and name of 
his royal estate, that is of his title 
and name of supreme head of the 
church of England, in the Tower, 
on seventh day of May last, when, 
contrary to his allegiance, he said 
and pronounced, in the presence 
of different true subjects, falsely, 

maliciously, and traitorously, 
these words: “The king our 
sovereign lord is not supreme 
head on earth of the church of 
England.” 
After he was condemned, Fisher 

reminded them that he had always 
been against Henry’s supremacy 
and that he feared for the king’s 
soul, hoping he would realize 
the danger and the “grievous 
displeasure of the Almighty” before 
it was too late.

Sir Thomas More was publicly 
more circumspect. Privately he 
told Henry VIII that his reading 
of the Bible, the Fathers of the 
Church, and the councils of the 
Church led him to believe that 
Katherine of Aragon was truly his 
wife. Henry had appointed More to 
the office of lord high chancellor 
knowing More’s opinion and 
on the condition that he would 
not participate in the ongoing 
annulment negotiations. More 
resigned on May 16, 1532 after the 
convocation of bishops submitted 
to Henry VIII and gave him control 
over the English Church.

Thomas More’s refuge in silence 
on the king’s new title and his 
retreat from public life were his 
attempts not to oppose Henry VIII 
openly. He was careful never to 
speak against the supremacy, never 
to encourage anyone to oppose it. 
More tried to remain the king’s 
good servant and God’s first until 
he was found guilty of treason on 
July 1, 1535. Even then he did not 
speak against the king but against 

parliament for a passing a law that 
was against God’s will:

‘For as much as, my lords, this 
indictment is grounded upon 
an act of parliament, directly 
repugnant to the laws of God 
and his holy Church, the supreme 
government of which, or of any 
part thereof, no temporal person 
may by any law presume to take 
upon him, being what right 
belongs to the see of Rome, 
which by special prerogative was 
granted by the mouth of our 
Savior Christ himself to St. Peter, 
and the bishops of Rome his 
successors only, whilst he lived, 
and was personally present here 
on Earth: it is therefore, amongst 
Catholic Christians, insufficient 
in law, to charge any Christian to 
obey it.’ 
More further spoke about 

the great cloud of witnesses of 
Christendom, those on earth and 
those in heaven, to whom he could 
appeal for company even though 
all his colleagues had conformed 
to their monarch’s wishes. 
Nevertheless, he hoped that like 
St. Paul and St. Stephen, he and 
his judges would meet “merrily in 
heaven.”

Clearly, neither More nor Fisher 
died “over the question of papal 
authority over the king.” Nor 
did they suffer martyrdom over 
the issue of the “dissolubility of 
marriage,” as Hitchens implies. 
Instead they are witnesses to the 
very statement St. Joan of Arc 
made at her trial: “About Jesus 
Christ and the Church, I simply 
know they’re just one thing, and we 
shouldn’t complicate the matter.” 
They suffered martyrdom—Henry 
mercifully commuted their death 
sentences to beheading rather 
than being hanged, drawn, and 
quartered—in the cause of defending 
the unity of the Catholic Church 
from the tyranny of the state.

stephanie a. mann is an author and presenter who 
has carved out a niche as a specialist on the English 
Reformation and historical apologetics. Her book, 
Supremacy and Survival: How Catholics Endured 
the English Reformation, is available from Scepter 
Publishers. She lives in Wichita, Kansas, and blogs at 
www.supremacyandsurvival.blogspot.com. This article 
appeared first in Catholic Answers,  June 22, 2018.

God under Fire

All the sermons of Bossuet could not convince Grimm [Baron von 
Grimm, 18th-century atheist philosopher] that God existed. The four 

bars [of the Messiah] in which Handel finally affirms ‘the Everlasting 
Father, the Prince of Peace,’ would have struck Grimm into the gutter, 
as by a thunderbolt. When he [Handel] tells you that when the Israelites 
went out of Egypt, ‘there was not one feeble person in all their tribes,’ it 
is utterly useless for you to plead that there must have been at least one 
case of influenza. Handel will not have it. Every Englishman believes that 
Handel now occupies an important position in heaven. If so, le bon Dieu 
must feel toward him very much as Louis XIII felt toward Richelieu.

- George Bernard Shaw, Ainslee Magazine, May 1913
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NOTRE DAME DU 
BIEN-MOURIR

Our Lady of a Happy Death

Her statue has stood in the nave of the Benedictine 
Abbey church at Notre Dame de Fontgombault 
on the Loire in central France, for 700 years. 

The following prayer was composed by Dom Antoine 
Forgeot, Abbot emeritus of Fontgombault and founder 
of the Abbey of Our Lady of Clear Creek, Oklahama, 
in the USA.

‘Our Lady of a Happy Death, mother of Jesus and 
our mother, we come to you with the simplicity of 
little children, to entrust to you the last moments of 
our life, and our death.  With Jesus, you were close to 
your spouse St Joseph at the moment of his passage 
from this world. At the foot of the Cross, you received 
the last breath of our Saviour, your divine Son.  Now, 
we firmly believe, you are near each one of us, your 
children, with the care of your motherly heart, to help 
us cross the threshold from death to life, and to usher 
us into eternity.

‘But so that we can face this last terrible trial – the 
greatest ordeal of our human condition – be also for 
us Our Lady of a Happy Life.   We beseech you to help 
us to be faithful, day in and day out, to the promises 
of our baptism, to our faith, to a life of charity.  With 
a firm hope that cannot be deceived, we depend on 
your all-powerful intercession to strengthen us in 
living our Christian life.

‘Our Lady of a Happy Death, we offer you now the 
gratitude that will be ours for all eternity.  Graciously 
continue to “pray for us sinners now and at the hour 
of our death.”  Amen.’

http://paroisse-leblanc-tournon.catholique.fr/notre-dame-du-bien-mourir/
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[Chesterton] once said that if he were to go to Hell upon his death, he 
would still thank God for this life on earth. From the very beginning, the 

urge to thank his Creator is what impelled him to write.

CHESTERTON: THE POET WHO  
DANCES WITH A HUNDRED LEGS

By Pierre Ryckmans
[Simon Leys]

DEALLY, the title of a public lecture. or a 
book should define, or sum up the topic that 
is going to be treated. Therefore, allow me first 
to explain briefly the choice of this peculiar 
title:  

First, Chesterton the poet: Chesterton once 
said that he suspected Bernard Shaw of being 

the only man who had never written any poetry. We 
may well suspect that Chesterton never wrote anything 
else. 

But what is poetry? It is not 
merely a literary form made of 
rhythmic and rhyming lines – 
though Chesterton also wrote 
(and wrote memorably) a lot of 
these. Poetry is something much 
more essential. 

Poetry is grasping reality 
— making an inventory of the 
visible world – giving names to 
all creatures – naming what is. 
Thus, for Chesterton, one of the 
greatest poems ever written was, 
in Robinson Crusoe, simply the 
list of things which Robinson 
salvaged from the wreck of his ship: two guns, one 
axe, three cutlasses, one saw, three Dutch cheeses, five 
pieces of dried goat flesh … Poetry is our vital link 
with the outside world – the lifeline on which our 
very survival depends – and therefore also, in some 
circumstances, it can become the ultimate safeguard of 
our mental sanity.

One of the many misunderstandings we often 
entertain on the subject of Chesterton is to picture him 
as a big, benign, jolly fellow, inexhaustibly possessed 
with innocent laughter – a man who seems to have 
spent all his life blissfully unaware of the nocturnal side 
of the human condition – a man securely and serenely 
anchored in sunny certainties – a man who seemingly 
was spared our common anguishes and doubts and 

fears; a man from another age perhaps, and who could 
hardly have had any inklings of the terrors and horrors 
that were to characterize our time. 

At the end of this hideous 20th century — arguably 
the most savage and inhumane period in all history 
– we may well wonder: with his permanent and 
unflappable good cheer, isn’t Chesterton some sort 
of monument from another era – if not from another 
civilization? Shouldn’t he appear to the modern reader 

as an endearing, but irrelevant 
anachronism? For, after all, we are 
the children of Kafka: how could 
Chesterton address our anxiety?

Yet the fact is that Kafka himself 
found in Chesterton a mirror 
for his own anxiety. From the 
testimony of his young friend 
and admirer, Gustav Janouch, we 
know that he particularly admired 
The Man who was Thursday  
(which is indeed Chesterton’s 
most accomplished and most 
haunting work of fiction). On the 
subject of this book, it should be 
noted that Chesterton himself 

once complained that most readers seemed never to 
register its full title: The Man who was Thursday: 
A NIGHTMARE. But this last word certainly did not 
escape Kafka.

When Chesterton was still an idle and dreamy young 
man who had half-heartedly drifted into an art school, 
he underwent a shattering crisis. He experienced a 
terrifying confrontation with evil – evil, not as an 
external menace, but as a presence in the mind, a 
spiritual reality generated from within himself. At that 
moment, he had the intuition of the central paradox 
which he was to explore all his life, and would finally 
sum up near the end of his career, in his masterly book 
on Thomas Aquinas: Christianity has reversed the old 
Platonic belief that matter is evil and immaterial spirits 

cAtholic scholARship

THE FACT is that Kafka himself found in 
Chesterton a mirror for his own anxiety. 
From the testimony of his young friend and 
admirer, Gustav Janouch, we know that 
he particularly admired The Man who was 
Thursday (which is indeed Chesterton’s 
most accomplished and most haunting 
work of fiction). On the subject of this book, 
it should be noted that Chesterton himself 
once complained that most readers seemed 
never to register its full title: The Man who 
was Thursday: A NIGHTMARE. But this last 
word certainly did not escape Kafka.
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are good. In fact the opposite is true: having created the 
world, God looked on all things and saw that they were 
good: 

‘There are no bad things, but only bad uses of 
things. If you will, there are no bad things but only bad 
thoughts and especially bad intentions. But it is possible 
to have bad intentions about good things; and good 
things like the world and the flesh, have been twisted 
by a bad intention, called the devil. But the devil cannot 
make things bad: they remain as on the first day of 
creation. The work of Heaven alone is material — the 
making of a material world. The work of hell is entirely 
spiritual.’
As a young man, for a certain time, Chesterton felt he 

was in danger of becoming trapped within the spiritual 
hell of his own hyperactive mind — and for quite a 
while he literally tottered on the edge of madness. In 
this situation, it was poetry that finally preserved his 
sanity. For the gift of the poet (which is also the gift of 
the child) is the ability to connect with the real world 
— to look at things in rapt attention. Both the poet and 
the child are blessed with what Chesterton called ‘the 
mystical minimum’: the awareness that things are — full 
stop. ‘If a thing is nothing else, 
that is good; it is — and that is 
good.’

By the way, it is interesting 
to note that, at the other end of 
the earth, a thousand years ago, 
the great mystics of China and 
Japan (whom Chesterton never 
knew) developed exactly the 
same view. I am referring here 
to the masters of Zen Buddhism, 
who taught only through poems, 
paintings, paradoxes, jests and 
riddles. For instance, in a classic 
anecdote, a young disciple asks an 
old monk: ‘What is the Buddha?’ 
The master replies: ‘The Buddha 
is a two-pound cabbage from the 
vegetable market in Chaozhou.’ 
The lesson is: hold on to reality; 
if you can fully grasp but one 
fragment of reality, however humble, in its irreducible 
concreteness and singularity, you hit the rock-bottom 
of truth, and from there, can reach salvation. Hold on 
to reality – just like Robinson Crusoe holds on, for dear 
life, to the things he salvaged from the wreck of his 
ship. ‘Two guns, one axe, three cutlasses, one saw, three 
Dutch cheeses...’.

Secondly, 1 said that Chesterton- is not merely 
a poet — I said he is ‘a poet who dances with a hundred 
legs’. The phrase is actually borrowed from Chesterton 
himself: he used it in an interview to describe the 
most extraordinary character he ever created: Sunday, 
the enigmatic giant with two faces — huge, boistrous, 
elusive, who pulls all the strings in his sublime 
metaphysical fable, The Man who was Thursday. He 

wrote the book when he was barely thirty, but strangely 
enough, twenty years later, he himself in physical 
appearance came to look like Sunday – as various 
friends and visitors were to remark (see for instance 
a letter which Valéry Larbaud wrote to Paul Claudel, 
reporting on a visit he had made to Beaconsfield — or 
again, Bernard Shaw’s affectionate description of his old 
sparring partner and friend, as ‘A man-mountain, not 
only large in body and mind beyond all decency, but 
(who) seems to be growing larger as you look at him.’

But the practical problem for us is this: how do you 
sketch the portrait of a man who dances with a hundred 
legs? How do you keep his image in focus? This is an 
impossible task — and therefore don’t blame me if you 
find that my talk is hopelessly rambling. But in the 
end, this may not greatly matter, for I shall draw many 
quotes from Chesterton’s writings, and these quotes 
alone should provide you with enough incentive to turn 
back to his works — what more could I wish for?

When I was invited here, I confess I felt very hesitant 
at first, at the idea of addressing a Chesterton Society 
on the subject of Chesterton. I have no particular 

expertise on this topic. The great 
edition of Chesterton’s Collected 
Works, which is now being 
published in the United States, 
will count some fifty volumes: half 
of them have already appeared, 
.and of this half, my own readings 
have barely covered one fifth 
(though I am pursuing my 
exploration with endless delight).

 As you see, I am a 
hopeless amateur. Yet, from a 
Chestertonian point of view, this 
very lack of qualifications should 
constitute the best qualification. 
Chesterton always attached 
special value to this notion of 
the amateur, as opposed to the 
professional. 

In his Autobiography he made a 
loving portrait of his father, whose 

occupation was in Real Estate (actually the old firm is 
still active today, and when walking in the streets of 
London – or Sydney – or Perth – you can still see the 
name of Chesterton posted on houses for sale) – but, 
at home, for the delight of his children, he cultivated a 
wide range of talents and hobbies: drawing, painting. 
photography, magic lanterns, stained glass: 

There had been some talk of his studying art 
professionally in his youth; but the family business 
was obviously safer, and his life followed the lines of a 
certain contented and ungrasping prudence. He never 
dreamed of ever turning any of his plastic talents to any 
mercenary account, or of using them for anything but 
his own private pleasure and ours. The old-fashioned 
Englishman, like my father, sold houses for his living 

I AM REFERRING here to the masters of 
Zen Buddhism, who taught only through 
poems, paintings, paradoxes, jests and 
riddles. For instance, in a classic anecdote, 
a young disciple asks an old monk: ‘What 
is the Buddha?’ The master replies: ‘The 
Buddha is a two-pound cabbage from the 
vegetable market in Chaozhou.’ The lesson 
is: hold on to reality; if you can fully grasp 
but one fragment of reality, however 
humble, in its irreducible concreteness 
and singularity, you hit the rock-bottom of 
truth, and from there, can reach salvation. 
Hold on to reality – just like Robinson 
Crusoe holds on, for dear life, to the things 
he salvaged from the wreck of his ship. 
‘Two guns, one axe, three cutlasses, one 
saw, three Dutch cheeses...’.



ANNALS AUSTRALASIA  24  AUGUST 2019

but filled his own house with his life. To us (children) 
he appeared to be indeed The Man with the Golden 
Key, the magician opening the gates of goblin castles 
… but all this time he was known to the world, and 
even to the next door neighbours, as a very reliable and 
capable, though rather unambitious businessman. It was 
a very good lesson in what is also the last lesson in life: 
that in everything that matters, the inside is much larger 
than the outside. On the whole, I am glad that he was 
never a professional artist. It might have stood in his 
way of becoming an amateur. It might have spoilt his 
career – his private career. He could never have made 
a vulgar success of all the thousands of things he did so 
successfully.
The superiority of the amateur over the professional 

is an important and provocative notion — all the more 
provocative that it is not commonly held in Western 
culture, where a more general view usually considers 
that only the professional can be serious, whereas the 
amateur’s approach is necessarily tainted with frivolity 
(we shall see what Chesterton had to say on the subject 
of seriousness versus frivolity). 
For me, Chesterton’s position 
on this question has a particular 
appeal, since it precisely coincides 
with a basic tenet of Chinese 
classical aesthetics – a field that 
has occupied my interest for 
many years. This principle should 
in fact have a deep and universal 
relevance; think of it: you can, 
and should be fully professional 
insomuch as you happen to be 
a real estate agent, or a solicitor, 
a grave digger, an accountant, 
a dentist, etc. – but you could 
hardly call yourself a professional 
poet for instance. If, on a passport 
or an immigration form, you 
were to fill the item ‘Occupation’ 
with the words ‘Human being’ or 
‘Living’ the petty bureaucrat behind his counter would 
probably wonder if you are in your right mind.

None of the activities that really matter can 
be pursued in a mere professional capacity; for 
instance, the emergence of the professional politician 
marks the decline of democracy – since in a true 
democracy, politics should be the privilege and duty 
of every citizen. When love becomes professional, it is 
prostitution. You need to provide evidence of 
professional training even to obtain a modest position 
of street sweeper or dog-catcher, but no one questions 
your competence when you wish to become a husband 
or a wife, a father or a mother — and yet these are 
full-time occupations of supreme importance, which 
actually require talents bordering on genius.

Besides his description of his father. Chesterton 
made many other statements in praise of the amateur. 
These are justly famous and some have virtually 

become proverbs — for instance: ‘If a thing is worth 
doing, it is worth doing badly’ Or again: ‘Just as a bad 
man is nevertheless a man, so a bad poet is nevertheless 
a poet’.

He further developed the contrast between the 
amateur and the professional into a comparison 
between the universalist and the specialist, and he 
applied this particular insight to an issue that was 
always of great concern to him: the condition of women. 
Thus he made the point that the man must be, to a 
certain extent, a specialist — out of necessity, he finds 
himself confined in a narrow professional pursuit, since 
he must do one thing well enough to earn the daily 
bread — whereas the woman is the true universalist: 
she must do a hundred things for the safe-guarding and 
management of the home. 

The modern fad of denouncing the narrowness 
of domesticity provoked Chesterton’s anger: ‘When 
domesticity is called drudgery all the difficulty arises 
from a double meaning of the word. If drudgery only 

means dreadfully hard work, I 
admit the woman drudges in the 
home, as a man might drudge 
building the cathedral of Amiens, 
or drudge behind a gun at 
Trafalgar.’ 

And then Chesterton goes on 
to survey the range of tasks within 
the household that require in 
turn, or simultaneously, the talents 
and initiative of a statesman, 
a diplomat, an economist, an 
educationist, a philosopher — and 
he concludes: 

‘I can understand how all this 
might exhaust the mind, but I 
cannot imagine how it could 
narrow it. A woman’s function is 
laborious, but because it is gigantic, 
not because it is minute. I will pity 

Mrs Jones for the hugeness of her task, I will never pity 
her for its smallness.’
A first paradox which Chesterton presents for us 

today is the fact that he is both widely popular and 
relatively neglected; on the contemporary intellectual 
and literary scene, he appears to be simultaneously 
present and absent.

His presence is manifested in many ways. First, on 
a superficial level, just consider the number of his 
witticisms which have been completely absorbed into 
our daily speech as proverbial sayings — we find them 
constantly quoted in newspapers and magazines, we use 
them all the time; sometimes we are not even aware that 
they were originally coined by him.

His striking images could, in turn, deflate fallacies 
vividly bring home complex principles. His jokes were 
irrefutable; he could invent at lightning speed surprising 
short-cuts to reach the truth. Thus, for instance, to those 

NONE OF the activities that really matter 
can be pursued in a mere professional 
capacity; for instance, the emergence 
of the professional politician marks the 
decline of democracy – since in a true 
democracy, politics should be the privilege 
and duty of every citizen. When love 
becomes professional, it is prostitution. You 
need to provide evidence of professional 
training even to obtain a modest position 
of street sweeper or dog-catcher, but no 
one questions your competence when 
you wish to become a husband or a wife, 
a father or a mother — and yet these 
are full-time occupations of supreme 
importance, which actually require talents 
bordering on genius.
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who said ‘My country, right or wrong’, he would reply 
‘My mother. drunk or sober.’ Or again on democracy: 
‘Democracy is like blowing your nose: you may not do it 
well, but you ought to do it yourself.’

On the difficult problem of original sin and man’s fall 
from innocence, one of his comments shed a light that 
was unusual, yet illuminating: ‘If you wanted to dissuade 
a man from drinking his tenth whisky, you would slap 
him on the back and say: ‘Be a man’. No one who wished 
to dissuade a crocodile from eating his tenth explorer 
would slap him on the back and say: ‘Be a crocodile’.

The baroque eccentricity of such images led 
shallow critics to overlook the depth and seriousness 
of his thought, and he was constantly accused of being 
frivolous. But what is frivolity and what is seriousness? 
Chesterton explained: 

‘A man who deals in harmonies, who only matches 
stars with angels, or lambs with spring flowers, he 
indeed may be frivolous, for he is taking one mood at a 
time. and perhaps forgetting each mood as it passes. But 
a man who ventures to combine an angel and an octopus 
must have some serious view of the 
universe. The more widely different 
the topics talked of, the more 
serious and universal must be the 
philosophy which talks of them. The 
mark of the light and thoughtless 
writer is the harmony of his subject 
matter. The mark of the thoughtful 
writer is his apparent diversity.’
Reading Chesterton today, 

one is constantly amazed by the 
uncanny accuracy of so many of 
his analyses, by the prophetic 
quality of so many of his warnings 
— some of which were issued 
as early as the beginning of our 
century. There is a timeliness, 
an immediacy, an urgency in his 
writings which none of his famous 
contemporaries can match, (How 
much of the social comments of Bernard Shaw, or of  
H. G. Wells still bear examining today?)

I would like to provide quickly a series of random 
samples, suggesting both the wide range and the sharp 
relevance which so many of Chesterton’s observations 
still present for us now:

On politics, (from a portrait he made of an important 
statesman of his time): 

‘He had about the fundamentals of politics and ethics 
this curious quality of vagueness, which I have found so 
often in men holding high responsibilities. For public 
men all seem to become hazier as they mount higher... l 
think I could say with some truth that Politicians have no 
politics.’ 
The truth of this striking insight is confirmed to us 

every day: the other day I just happened to be reading 
the newly published memoirs of J.-F. Revel Le voleur 
dans la maison vide. Revel, who had been for a while 

Minister for Cultural Affairs in Francois Mitterrand’s 
shadow cabinet (when the latter was still leader of 
the opposition in France) paints a portrait of this 
consummate political acrobat which appears cruelly true 
and verifies in its paradoxical conclusion the accuracy of 
Chesterton’s observation. 

Revel wrote: ‘The trouble with Mitterrand was 
that he had no interest in politics’ – Mitterrand was so 
totally absorbed, all the time, with cunning political 
manoeuvres and manipulations, he is possessed with 
such an obsessive passion for political means, that he 
could no longer care for political ends. His exclusive 
concern was how to obtain, how to retain political power 
– but he never reflected on the question: political power 
for what purpose? (Paul Hasluck’s The Chance of Politics is 
another recent book which offers further illustrations of 
this same phenomenon.)

On the Church, in its relation to the world and its 
times: 

‘The Church is the only thing that can save a man 
from the degrading servitude of 
being a child of one’s own time. 
We do not want a Church that will 
move with the world. We want a 
Church that will move the world.’

This utterance reminds me of 
a remarkable dialogue between 
Louis Massignon and Pope Pius 
XII. Massignon was a great 
Orientalist scholar (specialised 
in the study of ancient Islamic 
mysticism) and he was also a 
personal friend of the Pope. When 
the first war between Israel and 
the Arabs broke out, he urged the 
Pope to issue a solemn statement 
to ensure the protection of the 
Holy Places in Jerusalem. The 
Pope was hesitant: neither the 
Jews nor the Arabs were likely 

to pay attention to his words, and he objected: ‘Who 
would listen?’ To which Massignon made this superb 
reply: ‘You are the Pope: you do not write in order 
to be read – you write in order to state the truth.’ 
(Massignon died in 1962; it is a pity he did not live to 
know the pontificate of John Paul II).

On Society: 
‘It has been left to the very latest modernists to 

proclaim an erotic religion which at once exalts lust and 
forbids fertility … the next great heresy is going to be 
simply an attack on morality; and especially on sexual 
morality. And it is coming not from a few socialists ... 
The madness of tomorrow is not in Moscow, much more 
in Manhattan.’ (He was writing this in 1926).
And this — which is ominously apposite to our 

present situation (for I do not believe for instance 
that it is a mere coincidence if we are witnessing 
simultaneously the development of a movement 

‘THERE ARE destructive forces in our 
society, that are nothing but destructive, 
since they are not trying to alter things, 
but to annihilate them, basing themselves 
on an inner anarchy that denies all the 
moral distinctions on which mere rebels 
base themselves. The most dangerous 
criminal now is the entirely lawless 
modern philosopher. The enemy arises 
not from among the people, but from the 
educated and well-off those who unite 
intellectualism and ignorance, and who 
are helped on their way by a weak worship 
of intellectual force. More specifically it 
is certain that the scientific and artistic 
worlds are silently bound in a crusade 
against the family and the State.’
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supporting euthanasia, and the development of a 
movement in favour of homosexual marriage): 

‘There are destructive forces in our society, that are 
nothing but destructive, since they are not trying to alter 
things, but to annihilate them, basing themselves on an 
inner anarchy that denies all the moral distinctions on 
which mere rebels base themselves. The most dangerous 
criminal now is the entirely lawless modern philosopher. The 
enemy arises not from among the people, but from the 
educated and well-off those who unite intellectualism 
and ignorance, and who are helped on their way by a 
weak worship of intellectual force. More specifically it is 
certain that the scientific and artistic worlds are silently 
bound in a crusade against the family and the State.’
In the early Thirties T. E. Lawrence wrote in a 

letter to a friend : ‘I have not 
met Chesterton, but Bernard 
Shaw always tells me that he 
is a man of colossal genius.’ 
This small example, picked 
at random, is characteristic 
of the sort of prestige which 
Chesterton commanded 
amongst the most brilliant 
minds of his time.

By contrast, it is puzzling 
to observe that today he has 
become virtually invisible on 
our intellectual horizon. Just 
go into any bookshop and 
look for his works: most of 
them are unavailable and have 
been out of print for many 
years already. And when a 
new anthology of his wisdom 
came out in England a couple 
of months ago, the few reviews 
that appeared in the press were typically patronising, 
treating Chesterton as a sort of colourful dinosaur 
– mildly amusing, and utterly irrelevant. The fact is: 
the fashionable intelligentsia of the English-speaking 
world now largely ignores him (Note, however, that 
among the French and the Latins, the situation is quite 
different; the two subtlest literary minds of our time, 
Paulhan and Borges, literally worshipped him — but 
that is another story.  

It may be interesting to ponder for one moment over 
the various reasons that have contributed to this odd 
neglect (which at times is even tinged with scorn and 
hostility).

One factor may well be his Catholicism. In a way. 
Catholicism has done to Chesterton’s reputation 
what the British Empire did to Kipling’s: in the eyes 
of a shallow and ignorant public, it became a liability 
– an occasion for both partisans and detractors to 
indulge in schematizations and distortions, a sectarian 
pretext for support or for rejection. In this reductionist 
perspective, Chesterton’s Catholicism eventually came 
to obscure his Catholicity. 

I just mentioned a newly published anthology of his 
writings: the unfortunate title of this book, Prophet of 
Orthodoxy, precisely illustrates the sort of simplification 
into which his admirers seem sometimes to fall all 
too easily. To be turned into a prophet was precisely 
a fate of which Chesterton felt most wary. He himself 
identified it as a temptation that had to be resisted 
absolutely. He realized it was a status he could easily 
have achieved, had he accepted to pay the usual price 
— which is to isolate and emphasize only one side of 
the truth: this is always an easy recipe for achieving 
popularity and for gathering crowds of disciples; but to 
secure this sort of demagogic success one must mutilate 
a complex reality.

A second factor that may 
explain the relative neglect 
which has befallen him, was 
shrewdly identified by Evelyn 
Waugh in a rather ambivalent 
critical assessment: 

‘Chesterton was a lovable and 
much loved man, abounding 
in charity and humility. 
But humility is not a virtue 
propitious to the artist. It is 
often pride, emulation, avarice, 
malice – all the odious qualities 
which drive a man to complete, 
elaborate, refine, destroy, renew 
his work, until he has made 
something that gratifies his 
pride, and envy and greed. And 
in doing so, he enriches the 
world more than the generous 
and the good, though he may 
lose his own soul in the process. 
That is the paradox of artistic 

achievement.’
Indeed, Chesterton never attached much importance 

to his own writings. In this respect, he was the exact 
opposite of a ‘man of letters’ — and this is one of the 
most endearing and admirable aspects of his personality. 
Generally speaking, literary people are exceedingly self-
centred and vain – on the whole they are not a very 
attractive breed – but Chesterton did not belong to 
that species. For all his formidable wit, he had no urge 
to shine: among brilliant conversationalists, he was the 
strange exception: a man who truly enjoyed listening to 
others. He could say truthfully: ‘I have never taken my 
books seriously- but I take my opinions quite seriously.’ 
This is a very important distinction: his brother, who 
knew him intimately grasped it well: ‘He is merely a man 
expressing his opinions because he enjoys expressing 
them. But he would express them as readily, and as well, 
to a man he met on a bus.’

Unlike most literary men, he never endeavoured to 
husband carefully his ideas and intellectual resources, 
or to manage his career, or to plan his moves and design 
publishing strategies. He simply could not care less.

INDEED, Chesterton never attached much 
importance to his own writings. In this respect, he 
was the exact opposite of a ‘man of letters’ — and 
this is one of the most endearing and admirable 
aspects of his personality. Generally speaking, 
literary people are exceedingly self-centred and 
vain – on the whole they are not a very attractive 
breed – but Chesterton did not belong to that 
species. For all his formidable wit, he had no urge 
to shine: among brilliant conversationalists, he was 
the strange exception: a man who truly enjoyed 
listening to others. He could say truthfully: ‘I have 
never taken my books seriously- but I take my 
opinions quite seriously.’ This is a very important 
distinction: his brother, who knew him intimately 
grasped it well: ‘He is merely a man expressing his 
opinions because he enjoys expressing them. But 
he would express them as readily, and as well, to a 
man he met on a bus.’
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He wrote with the reckless generosity of genius. 
Mozart who enjoyed (or suffered from?) a similar 
facility and composed with the same effortless flow once 
said: ‘I write music like a cow pisses.’

Chesterton’s fecundity was prodigious. His secretary 
described how, on some occasions, he would produce 
two articles in the same time: he dictated one, while 
simultaneously writing another.

Did he write too much? It would be imprudent to 
discard lightly the enormous bulk of his journalistic 
output, for the problem is that, again, with lavish 
carelessness, he scattered gems everywhere, and many 
of these are to be found among trifling and whimsical 
little essays.

He had spent his secondary school years mostly 
sleeping and dreaming — to the perplexity and despair 
of his teachers. He never entered any university, but 
merely attended an art school in desultory fashion. 
But he managed to accumulate an immense culture 
– literary, historical and 
philosophical – solely through 
his own extensive reading. 
(Once again: the approach of the 
amateur).

Once, a woman told him with 
naive admiration that he seemed 
to know a great many things. He 
replied: ‘Madam, I know nothing: 
I am a journalist.’

All his life, Chesterton claimed 
no other title for  himself, but 
that of a journalist. He gloried 
in being a journalist, he relished 
the atmosphere and romancc 
of Fleet Street. As a perceptive 
critic observed, ‘He was a journalist because he 
was a democrat. Newspapers were what the ordinary 
people (the man in the bus!) like to read, There could 
therefore be no higher privilege than to write for 
the newspapers — whatever he might think of their 
proprietors.’

And he had all the qualities of a superb journalist: 
intelligence, clarity, liveliness, speed, brevity and wit. 
But these are the very qualities that always damn a 
writer in the eyes of pretentious critics and pompous 
mediocrities. To impress the fools, you must be obscure. 
(‘What I understand at once, never seems true to 
me’ confessed a female admirer to a modern French 
novelist). And for these people, it is inconceivable that 
anything which is expressed with imagination and 
humour could also have an earnest purpose. How could 
you possibly say something important if you are not 
self- important? Chesterton constantly battled against 
this prejudice. He explained: 

‘My critics think that I am not serious but only 
funny, because they think that ‘funny’ is the opposite of 
‘serious’. But ‘funny’ is the opposite of ‘not funny’ and of 
nothing else. Whether a man chooses to tell the truth in 

long sentences or in short jokes is a problem analogous 
to whether he chooses to tell the truth in French or in 
German. The two qualities of fun and seriousness have 
nothing whatever to do with each other... If you say 
that two sheep added to two sheep make four sheep, 
your audience will accept it patiently – like sheep. But 
if you say it of two monkeys, or two kangaroos, or two 
sea-green griffins, people will refuse to believe that two 
and two make four. They seem to believe that you must 
have made up the arithmetic, just as you have made up 
the illustration of the arithmetic. They cannot believe 
that anything decorated with an incidental joke can be 
sensible. Perhaps it explains why so many successful 
men are so dull — or why so many dull men are 
successful.’
I have talked much too long already, and yet I have 

barely skimmed the surface of this huge topic. But 
I now realize that I could have given it another title: 
Chesterton, the man who was in love with daylight. He 
said: ‘If there is one thing of which I have always been 

certain since my boyhood and 
grow more certain as I advance 
in age, it is that nothing is 
poetical, if plain daylight is not 
poetical-, and no monster should 
amaze us, if the normal man 
does not amaze.’

Most people tend to think of 
Chesterton as a ‘Catholic writer,’ 
but they do not seem to realize 
that his conversion occurred 
fairly late in life (in 1922 — only 
14 years before his death; a 
number of his major works were 
written long before he actually 
joined the Church). But when 

he finally made the move, he said that he became a 
Catholic in order to get rid of his sins.

But there was, I think, another motivation – equally 
powerful: gratitude. He once said that if he were to go 
to Hell upon his death, he would still thank God for 
this life on earth. From the very beginning, the urge to 
thank his Creator is what impelled him to write.

In Chesterton’s experience, the mere fact of being is 
so miraculous in itself that no subsequent misfortune 
could ever dispense a man from feeling a sort of cosmic 
thankfulness. I wish to end here with a short prose 
poem he jotted down in a note-book of his agnostic 
youth; it shows that this overwhelming sense of wonder 
and gratitude actually predated by many years his 
religious conversion:

Evening
Here dies another day
During which I have had eyes, ears, hands 
And the great world round me, 
And with tomorrow begins another. 
Why am I allowed two?

Reprinted with permission from Simon Leys, Collected Essays, The Hall of 
Uselessness, Black Inc, Collingwood, Victoria, 2011,  pp. 69-81.

HE HAD spent his secondary school years 
mostly sleeping and dreaming — to the 
perplexity and despair of his teachers. He 
never entered any university, but merely 
attended an art school in desultory fashion. 
But he managed to accumulate an immense 
culture – literary, historical and philosophical 
– solely through his own extensive reading. 
(Once again: the approach of the amateur).  
Once, a woman told him with naive 
admiration that he seemed to know a great 
many things. He replied: ‘Madam, I know 
nothing: I am a journalist.’
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PLIGHT OF CHINA’S UYGHURS
By James Dorsey

Ablikim yusuf, a 53-year old Uyghur Muslim seeking 
a safe haven from potential Chinese persecution, 
landed this week in the United States, his new home.

But Mr. Yusuf ’s perilous search, that took him from 
Pakistan to Qatar to Bosnia Herzegovina where he was 
refused entry and back to Qatar, highlighted China’s 
inability to enforce its depiction of the brutal clampdown 
on Turkic Muslims in its troubled, north-western province 
of Xinjiang, as a purely domestic matter.

Mr. Yusuf ’s case also spotlighted the risk of increased 
mass migration in a world in which ethnic and religious 
minorities increasingly feel existentially threatened 
by civilizationalist policies pursued by illiberal and 
authoritarian leaders as well as supremacists, racists and 
far-right nationalist groups.

By choosing Qatar Airways and making Doha his first 
point of landing after leaving his residence in Pakistan, 
Mr. Yusuf further underscored the fragility of Muslim 
acquiescence in the Chinese clampdown and called into 
question application of Qatar’s asylum law. With the 
adoption of the law, Qatar last year became the first Arab 
state to legalize asylum.

While Mr. Yusuf is fortunate to have ended his ordeal 
with his arrival in the United States, his case accentuated 
the hypocrisy of the Trump administration that has 
demonized migrants and refugees and “weaponized” US 
human rights policy.

Mr. Yusuf ’s plight serves the United States as it 
fights an escalating trade war with China and has made 
the clampdown in Xinjiang one of the opportunistically 
selected cases of human rights violations it is willing to 
emphasize.

Mr Yusuf put Qatar and the international community 
on the spot when he last weekend posted online a mobile 
phone video pleading for help hours before he was slated 
to be deported from Doha’s Hamad International Airport 
to Beijing.

The plea generated thousands of retweets by Uyghur 
activists and won him assistance from an American human 
rights lawyer and ultimately asylum in the US.

If deported to China, Mr. Yusuf would have risked 
being incarcerated in a re-education camp which has been 
an involuntary home for an estimated one million Uyghurs 
in China as part of what amounts to the worst assault on a 
faith in recent history.

China said last month that the majority of the detainees 
in what it describes as vocational training facilities had 
been released and “returned to society” but independent 
observers say there is no evidence that the camps are 
being emptied.

Mr. Yusuf decided to leave his home in Pakistan for 
safer pastures after Pakistan became one of up to 50 
countries that signed a letter in support of the clampdown.

Concerned that Pakistan, the largest beneficiary of 
Chinese Belt and Road-related investment, could deport its 
Uyghur residents, Mr. Yusuf travelled on a Chinese travel 
document rather than a passport that was valid only for 
travel to China. China’s issuance of such documents is 
designed to force Uyghurs to return.

The travel document provided cover for Qatar’s initial 
decision to return him to China rather than potentially 
spark Chinese ire by granting him asylum. International 
pressure persuaded Qatar to give Mr. Yusuf the 
opportunity to find a country that would accept him.

China’s clampdown in Xinjiang is but the sharp edge 
of a global trend fuelled by the rise of leaders across 
the globe in countries ranging from the United States to 
China, Russia, India, Hungary, Turkey and Myanmar who 
think in civilizational terms, undermine minority rights, 
wittingly or unwittingly legitimize violence, and risk 
persuading large population groups to migrate in search of 
safer pastures.

Hate crimes have gripped the United States with critics 
of President Donald J. Trump charging, despite his explicit 
condemnation this week of white supremacism, that his 
hardline attitude and language when it comes to migrants 
and refugees has created an enabling environment.

Violence against Muslims in India, home to the 
world’s second largest Muslim community, has increased 
dramatically with 90 percent of religious hate crimes in the 
last decade having occurred since Narendra Modi became 
prime minister.

Some 750,000 Rohingya linger in Bangladeshi refugee 
camps after fleeing persecution in Myanmar while 
Islamophobia has become part of US, European and 
Chinese discourse and Jews in Europe fear a new wave of 
anti-Semitism.

Italy took efforts to counter migration that are likely 
to aggravate rather than alleviate a crisis a step further 
by adopting a law that would slap fines of up to US$1.12 
million on those seeking to rescue migrants adrift at sea.

The Chinese clampdown that bars most Uyghurs from 
travel and seeks to force those abroad to return has so far 
spared the world yet another stream of people desperate 
to find a secure and safe home. The risk of an eventual 
Uyghur exodus remains with the fallout of the Chinese 
re-education effort yet to be seen.

Mr. Yusuf could well prove to be not only the tip of 
the Uyghur iceberg but of a future global crisis as a result 
of an international community that not only increasingly 
has turned its back on those in need but also pursues 
exclusionary rather than inclusionary policies.
– dr. James m. dorsey is a senior fellow at Nanyang Technological 
University’s S. Rajaratnam School of International Studies, an adjunct 
senior research fellow at the National University of Singapore’s Middle 
East Institute and co-director of the University of Wuerzburg’s Institute 
of Fan Culture

sign of A BiggeR pRoBleM
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Charlotte Bingham is a prolific contemporary novelist and I recently read her memoir 
MI5 and Me – an hilarious account of working for an intelligence agency. She got 
the job because her father, John Bingham, worked for MI6, where he was John le 

Carré’s boss and encouraged him to begin writing. A recent biography of Bingham, 
The Man Who Was Smiley, suggests he was a model for le Carré’s Smiley character.

SECRETS OF THE ARCHIVES
By Michael Wilding

he first piece of 
writing for which 
I got paid was an 
article in the local 
weekly paper.  I 
was young, just 
eighteen, marking 

time between leaving school and 
going to university. The paper, 
Berrow’s Worcester Journal, claimed 
to be the oldest newspaper in the 
world, dating from the seventeenth-
century. My article, ‘Miserrimus: the 
story of a cathedral stone’, appeared 
on April the first, 1960. To have 
an article called – to translate the 
Latin – ‘most wretched man,’ and 
to have it appearing on April Fool’s 
day, may not have been the most 
auspicious start to a literary career.

The tombstone in Worcester 
Cathedral with the single word 
inscription had prompted William 
Wordsworth to write a sonnet, 
and it was this literary association 
that had prompted me to write 
my article. Having discovered the 
sonnet in Wordsworth’s collected 
poems, I went down to the 
cathedral and there indeed was the 
tombstone.

I researched the unhappy 
man in some local histories and 
found he had been a seventeenth-
century clergyman, Thomas Morris, 
who refused to swear the oath of 
allegiance to William of Orange, 
the Dutch protestant brought into 
England in 1688 to replace the 
deposed Catholic King James. As a 
consequence Morris lost his living 

as a canon of the cathedral and 
vicar of the parish of Claines. It was 
the parish in which I had grown up.

Wanting to be a writer I was 
eagerly looking for signs of any 
writers or writing associated with 
the provincial world I lived in. 
Could there be writers outside of 
London or Paris or other remote 
metropolises? Well, Wordsworth had 
visited my home town, presumably, 
and written that sonnet, so there 
might be hope. Maybe other writers 
had visited. To be a writer you need 
something to write about. Writing 

about local literary associations 
could provide some of the materials 
I needed.

My English master had given 
me a two volume book recording 
all of the documents associated 
with Shakespeare’s life, every 
known, surviving record of baptism, 
marriage and financial transactions. 
Two documents were listed as 
having been held in the Worcester 
Diocesan Records Office but their 
whereabouts were now unknown 
according to the book. Shakespeare 
had been born in Stratford-upon-
Avon which in 1582 was in the 
diocese of Worcester.

So I went down to the record 
office, housed in an old church 
near the cathedral, St Helen’s, and 
inquired whether the documents 
still existed. I was shown the card 
index catalogue, found the two 
items listed, and ordered them up 
from the archives. They came, not 
lost at all. One of the documents 
was a licence for Wm Shaxpere to 
marry Annõ Whateley of Temple 
Grafton. The other issued the 
following day was a marriage licence 
bond for Willm Shagspere to marry 
Anne Hathwey of Stratford-upon-
Avon with only one reading of the 
banns. Scholars still lack agreement 
on the meaning of the documents. 
Had Shakespeare been planning 
to marry Anne Whateley, but was 
then coerced into marrying Anne 
Hathaway? Or was Whateley just a 
misspelling of Hathaway? But could 
Temple Grafton be a clerical error 

RARe chAnces, RARe Books

Setting the 
Record Straight  

Nor does it seem to me 
that tendencies towards 

the “privatizing” of religion, 
or growing lay religious 
sophistication and literacy, or 
growing lay activism and power 
in gild and parish, had in them 
that drive towards Protestantism 
which some historians have 
discerned. That there was much 
in late medieval religion which 
was later developed within a 
reformed setting is obvious, but 
there was virtually nothing in 
the character of religion in late 
medieval England which could 
only or even best have been 
developed within Protestantism.

– The Stripping of the Altars: Traditional 
religion in England 1400-1580, Eamon 
Duffy, Yale University Press, 1992 p.4.
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for Stratford-upon-Avon? No record 
of the marriage taking place has 
been found. 

My second article for the 
local paper, raising the various 
possibilities, duly appeared: ‘Did 
Shakespeare Ever Marry?’ asks R. 
M. Wilding. A couple of weeks later 
the director of the Shakespeare 
Memorial Trust was reported in the 
same paper as warning, ‘Disregard 
any reports you may have read 
recently concerning William 
Shakespeare... Shakespeare was a 
very decent man, and you would 
have welcomed him, or at least 
his daughter, into your house,’ he 
assured the public.

The archives were a fascinating 
resource for a writer or a historian. 
I spent many an hour there. There 
was a machine that used ultra-violet 
light to make the faded ink on old 
documents legible, which was the 
height of technology. But the main 
difficulty was reading sixteenth and 
seventeenth-century handwriting 
styles, very different from the 
present day. They were not easily 
read. A distinguished local historian 
had spent years transcribing the 
quarter sessions court records for 
publication, but when he died no 
one could read his handwriting, and 
they remained unpublished.

I had been recalling the archives 
and planning an article about them 
when I dropped into a Vinnie’s 
op-shop to find something to 
read. Now that the University of 
Sydney library has emptied the 
stacks of half a million volumes 
and deposited them off-campus, 
it is hard to find much to read 
on the open shelves. Vinnies’ has 
more to offer. On this occasion I 
picked up a memoir, Open Secret, 
by Stella Rimington, the first 
woman director-general of Britain’s 
domestic intelligence agency, 
MI5, and author of a number of 
spy novels I had enjoyed. Leafing 
through the pages I found that 
from mid-1959 to the end of 1961 
she had been an assistant archivist 
in the Worcester County Record 
Office. The very years I used to 
haunt the place.

Ever since writing my column 
on conspiracies and paranoia for 
another weekly paper, Nation 
Review, in the late 1970s I had 
developed an unhealthy interest 
in spooks and surveillance. And 
to think that I might have literally 
brushed shoulders with this female 
super-spook. Of course this was 
before she had joined MI5. Or so 
she wrote. But could you trust the 
words of the director a spy agency? 
I tried in vain to remember if 
there had been any young lady 
who had tried to recruit me in the 
shadows of that old church. Or had 
I delivered some subversive views 
even at that age, had I blotted my 
copy-book as far back as then?

One of her recollections of those 
days chimes in with mine. She 
writes: ‘Some of our most frequent 
customers were the Mormons and 
their representatives. They were 
researching the ancestors of fellow 
Mormons, by searching for names, 
usually in the parish records. My 
understanding was that if the 
ancestors could be identified their 
names would be written down 
and they would be posthumously 
baptised so that their spirits would 
pass from wherever they were into 
the Mormon heaven.’

I remembered this bizarre 
behaviour of the Mormons. But 
by the time of my Nation Review 
column twenty years later, some 
of us had developed new theories 
about what the Mormons were 
up to. One of the alleged tricks 
of intelligence agencies, it was 
revealed in the 1960s, was to 
search through registers of births 
and deaths, find someone who had 
died young, and use their birth 
date to obtain documents in their 
name and create a false identity 
to be used by some spy going 
undercover. Were the Mormons 
in fact working for the CIA or 
FBI to fabricate legends for their 
undercover spies? Indeed, was the 
later-to-be director of MI5 doing 
something similar?

This theme of stealing identities 
from parish records cropped up 
again in my researches. Another 

local figure was Edward Kelly, the 
alchemist and associate of Dr Dee. 
I published a book about Dee and 
Kelly twenty years ago. Since its 
publication new material on Kelly 
had surfaced and this year I began 
updating it. I was in touch with an 
American academic, Terry Burns 
who with another American scholar, 
Vincent Bridges, had written a book 
about Kelly, An Alchemical Enigma. 
They both argued that the person 
who made gold at the Emperor 
Rudolf ’s court was not the Edward 
Kelly born in Worcester, but some 
other figure who had adopted the 
identity of the Worcester man from 
the parish records. Naturally, I 
prefer to keep Kelly as the product 
of my own home town. 

Terry Burns also drew my 
attention to a recently discovered 
document in a German archive. 
It is a letter from Sir Richard 
Bingham, Governor of Connaught, 
authenticating Kelly’s claim to 
be of noble Irish descent. Kelly 
had been thrown in gaol by the 
Emperor Rudolf and the letter 
may have been an attempt to get 
him rehabilitated. Bingham was 
a correspondent of Sir Francis 
Walsingham, who ran secret service 
operations for Queen Elizabeth. 
Kelly may well have been some sort 
of agent for Walsingham, though 
naturally it is impossible to find any 
unambiguous evidence for this. But 
the name Bingham resonates in this 
context.

Charlotte Bingham is a prolific 
contemporary novelist and I 
recently read her memoir MI5 
and Me – an hilarious account of 
working for an intelligence agency. 
She got the job because her father, 
John Bingham, worked for MI6, 
where he was John le Carré’s boss 
and encouraged him to begin 
writing. A recent biography of 
Bingham, The Man Who Was Smiley, 
suggests he was a model for le 
Carré’s Smiley character. Bingham 
himself wrote crime and spy novels: 
he was also an Irish peer, the 7th 
Baron Clanmorris. Presumably he 
is a descendant of that sixteenth-
century Bingham of Ireland, a 
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family familiar with espionage 
operations over generations 
– though I have yet to do the 
genealogical research to prove it.

The aura of espionage seems to 
permeate archival records. When 
I was researching The Paraguayan 
Experiment, my book about William 
Lane’s New Australia settlement, 
I tracked down a Confidential 
Memorandum to the British Foreign 
Office about the settlement by M. 
de C. Findlay, preserved in the 
Public Record Office at Kew. I 
found it suggestive that the British 
Foreign Office was keeping watch 
on New Australia. But it was not 
till thirty years later when reading 
Andrew Cook’s M. MI5’s First 
Spymaster that I came across M. de 
C. Findlay again and my suspicions 
about his role were confirmed: ‘I 
Manfeldt de Cardonnel Findlay, 
acknowledge to have received 
from Sir Edward Grey, Baronet, 
His Majesty’s Principal Secretary of 
State for Foreign Affairs, the sum of 
twenty-five pounds (£25) for the 
purposes of His Majesty’s Foreign 
Secret Service, and I do hereby 
solemnly declare that the said sum 
has been disbursed faithfully and 
according to my best judgement for 
those purposes ...’

There were other materials 
about Lane in Fisher Library at the 
University of Sydney. I was allowed 
into the rare book stacks at one 
point and by chance happened to 
notice a shelf of boxes containing 
the papers of Alf Conlon, who ran a 
mysterious research unit in Victoria 
Barracks in the second world war, 
along with James McAuley and 
Harold Stewart. A note was stuck 
onto the side of one of the boxes. 
‘If anyone asks for these, say we 
do not have them.’ Though when 
I mentioned this to Conlon’s 
nephew he was sceptical that there 
might have been any secret service 
implications. ‘He probably wrote 
the note himself,’ he said.

michael wildinG is emeritus professor at the 
University of Sydney. His recent books include the 
memoir Growing Wild and the novels Little Demon 
and The Travel Writer.
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MEDIA MATTERS
By James murray

Pell agonistes (continued)   

The way of George Pell , Cardinal 
Archbishop, has been long. Back when he had 
made multiple appearances before a Victoria 
State inquiry, a Federal Royal Commission and 
been questioned in Rome by Victoria Police 
detectives, your correspondent likened his 
situation to Trial by Ordeal, part of European 
jurisprudence until brought to an ending in 
1215 by Pope Innocent III.

All this was before officers within Victoria 
Police began Operation Tether (aka Get Pell), 
despite the lack of any formal complaint, an 
unorthodox initiative.

Cardinal Pell was duly got. And, to cut 
through the twin trials, pending trial, guilty 
verdicts and appeal entanglements of the 
matter, he is down, as failed applicant in Pell 
V The Queen, to his final legal move: leave to 
appeal to the High Court of Australia.

That he has such a move is due to the 
dissent of Justice Mark Weinberg reputedly the 
most experienced criminal lawyer of the three 
Appeal Court judges, the others being Chief 
Justice Anne Ferguson and Appeals Court 
President Chris Mitchell. 

Both endorsed the lower court jury decision 
and specifically the solo, in camera, sworn 
testimony of the former 13-year-old choirboy, 
designated Complainant J, which also related 
to another choirboy (who in his lifetime denied 
abuse). They saw Complainant J as a witness of 
truth.

Weinberg was not so taken with 
Complainant J’s testimony (from 1996, that is, 
just under what used to be the 25-year Statute 
of Limitations). 

The terms of the Weinberg dissent include 
‘concocted’, ‘unreliable’, ‘ implausible’ as well 
as other such negatives as ‘discrepancies’, 
‘inadequacies’ and ‘impossible’.   

A key axiom? ‘In the present case, there was 
a significant body of cogent evidence casting 
serious doubt upon the complainant’s account, 
both as to credibility and reliability.’

Above all Weinberg referred to the 
Azaria Chamberlain case of the 1980s. The 

child’s disappearance caused widespread 
prejudicial reaction, the child’s mother Lindy 
Chamberlain was convicted of murder, her 
eventual acquittal came, where else but in the 
High Court of Australia? 

Watching news footage, reading reports 
and listening to commentary on the Pell 
appeal, your correspondent was impressed. 
He could not, however, understand why the 
unorthodoxy of Victoria Police officers re 
Operation Tether was not more explicitly 
linked to unorthodoxies in the management 
of informants, being revealed at the McMurdo 
Royal Commission.

Another questionable point: the suggestion 
that the defendant was on trial for the past sins 
of the Catholic Church. Eh? The sins of child 
sexual abuse, heinous indeed, were committed 
by individuals. 

The Church (or other institutions) may take 
responsibility but the sins are no more innately 
the Church’s than, well, the unorthodoxies are 
Victoria Police’s or the malfeasance of Lawyer 
X and others are the Victorian Jurisdiction’s. 

Operating here is a kind of moral 
synecdoche, part for whole, which for some 
is a means to seek destruction of the Catholic 
Church’s magisterium.  

Yet not only the defendant has been on 
trial. His eminence has compelled worldwide 
attention and put the Australian legal system 
under scrutiny. 

Even in the lurid pages of the United States 
version of English Common Law no similar 
case exists; as for its home base, England, Pell 
V The Queen is unprecedented since Wolsey V 
The King (circa 1530). 

That matter did not go to trial , the 
defendant died. The King, however, got his 
Hampton Court Palace and The Queen still 
holds it. Wolsey was succeeded by Thomas 
More, subsequently executed, his self-epitaph: 
‘I die the King’s faithful servant but God’s 
first.’  

The Vatican is correct in not taking away 
the defendant’s title of Cardinal. The matter 
is still before a secular court, i.e., sub judice. 
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Now there’s a phrase that has lost weight. 
The tendency in Australia is to operate as 
if the US First Amendment prevailed, a 
tendency aggravated by treating sexual abuse 
allegations as proven.  

As to the defendant’s priesthood, he can 
be de-licenced or defrocked, his priesthood is 
forever, secundum ordinem Melchizedek and in 
the highest court, priests are so judged. 

Perhaps the crowning irony is that the 
defendant may spend what amounts to his 
original, non-parole period of 3 years 8 
months in prison awaiting the High Court 
leave to appeal and, if granted, its judgment.   

The anguish of complainants is manifest 
and cries for compassion. But it has to be said 
that some, and their supporters, have turned 
Francis Bacon’s revenge is a kind of wild 
justice into justice is a kind of wild revenge.

It may be that investigative teams are 
already looking at the potential of a print-
vision exclusive on Pell V The Queen.

Identifying Complainant J may be 
forbidden sine die, but is he forbidden to aid 
researchers? In any case, it is hard to see how 
a more or less fictional version of his story 
could be banned. 

It is worth remembering the effect John 
Bryson’s documentary novel. Evil Angels: the 
Story of Lindy Chamberlain had on the case 
and her acquittal.

In Pell V The Queen, there was no 
direct reference to Quadrant editor Keith 
Windschuttle’s citing of testimony, similar to 
Complainant J’s, in a US abuse trial, and given 
by a complainant procured by police. 

This testimony resulted in clerical 
convictions and death but has since been 
re-assessed by journalists in a manner 
equivalent to Weinberg’s (See: June/July 
Annals issue).

The late Evan Whitton’s works, Amazing 
Scenes , Can of Worms, Trial by Voodoo, are 
recommended for contextual purposes.

Andrews de-sealing

In another part of the Victorian forest , 
the Premier Daniel Andrews (with Attorney-
General Jill Hennessey) promulgated the new 
law designed to force priests to break the seal 
of confession in relation to child sexual abuse.

Lawyer-client confidentiality was exempted. 
Odd timing: the McMurdo Royal Commission 
has shown how this has been misused to 
subvert Victoria’s own justice system.

As to the new law, of its nature it can be of 
minimum practical use, it is open to malign 

allegations, and any number of priest have 
already declared they will go to jail rather 
than obey it, or variants elsewhere. 

Its general effect is to further distort the 
distinction between Church-State power in 
favour of the latter. 

In any future history, Andrews and 
Hennessy will surely secure at least a footnote 
for their remarkable double, the Voluntary 
Assisted Dying Act and what might be called 
the Seal Act. Does the latter include death-bed 
confessions re the former?      

Pot kettle

Awaited with more than passing interest: 
the ABC’s internal report on how, after union 
action, it was discovered that over a period 
of six years 2,500 casual journalist were 
underpaid, one default being $19,000. 

If your correspondent were into projection 
from this data he would get an impossible 
figure of $47.5 million, and given the six year 
period, it concerns past management more 
than current.

No doubt the report will sort matters out, 
but should it have been internal? The ABC 
urges transparency on other institutions and 
tends not to favour auto-investigation.  

Accordingly it was fascinatig to watch Leigh 
Sales grilling (inevitable pun) Masterchef 
celebrity George Calombaris on the ABC 7.30. 
(July 31). She was appropriately shocked at his 
total, staff underpayment: $7.8 million, 

Calombaris was chastened and apologetic 
while pointing out that he had repaid the sum 
after the matter was first raised two years ago 
by the ACCC.

Who dares

What was surprising about Liberal MP 
Andrew Hastie’s speech comparing aspects of 
Communist China with those of Nazi Germany 
was not its content, but the furore it caused. 

All governments of the extreme share 
characteristics, as the Molotov-Ribbentrop 
Pact of 1939 demonstrated. Its most celebrated 
measure was non-aggression for 10 years, a 
measure broken by Nazi Germany’s Operation 
Barbarossa against the Soviet Union in 1941.  

Less celebrated, but today more significant, 
was an economic measure covering exchange 
of German manufactured goods for Soviet raw 
materials.

Obviously, this is not dissimilar to 
Australia’s trade agreement with China. It 
did not, however, carry a pendant enabling 
the acquisitions that China has made here 
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and elsewhere without a reciprocal right, 
arguably under the military philosopher Sun 
Tzu’s principle of gaining control of territory 
without war.   

The name Ribbentrop (Joachim von) is 
also synonymous with cultural diplomacy and 
appeasement up to the highest levels as seen 
in the UK and the US.

There it was countered by the former’s 
covert effort to get the latter’s declaration 
of war against Nazi Germany. (See Janet 
Connant’s The Irregulars).

Similar cultural diplomacy can be seen in 
China’s Confucius Institutes, the Australia-
China Relations Institute and in university 
Chinese studies as well as mainland-Chinese 
student bodies (opposed by diaspora Chinese 
elements). 

Which is not to suggest that cultural 
diplomacy is exclusive to China. It has long 
been part of diplomacy, manifested in such 
bodies as the British Council , the Goethe 
Institute and Alliance Francaise.

Indeed, as noted here earlier, Communist 
China can justify itself on the basis that it is 
following precedents: for example its Port of 
Darwin 99-year lease is akin to the maritime 
Concessions ‘negotiated’ by European powers 
with imperial China.   

The difference? Communist China moves 
are mirror-image – left for right – of the 
European, a difference that cuts two-ways. 
Left-wingers tend to favour Communist China 
as a polity that has achieved the dissolution 
of classic capitalism by subsuming it. Right-
wingers, while prepared to profit from 
this evolution, criticise it for its abuse of 
democratic civil rights. 

The irony is that long ago, a soldier-
statesman who acted on a global scale foretold 
the situation. ‘There lies a sleeping giant,’ 
Napoleon Bonaparte said of China. ‘Let him 
sleep! For when he wakes he will move the 
world.’ 

Napoleon might have achieved the 
awakening had he completed his plan to 
conquer Australia (See Paul Fregosi, Dreams 
of Empire).

China, under its leader for life Xi Jinping, 
has a quasi-religious political philosophy he 
believes is applicable to the world. So, too, did 
Hitler and Stalin. 

To his credit , Andrew Hastie did try to 
emphasise the truth implicit in Napoleon’s 
prophecy. Shouldn’t the Minister for Foreign 

Affairs (ex-Defence Minister) Senator Marise 
Payne? 

Not at all! In a parliamentary democracy, 
back-benchers do the tactless heavy lifting as 
Winston Churchill did when he spoke against 
appeasement. 

(Disclosure: your correspondent is irked 
that back then, he wasn’t consulted on such a 
matter as school children now are on the ABC 
Q&A). 

Protest till you drop

Hong Kong has brought all of the 
above into yet another crisis focus through 
students protest against a move to introduce 
extradition of alleged criminals from Hong 
Kong to mainland China. 

The protest’s democratic nature derives 
from policies introduced by the island’s last 
Governor, Christopher Patten, one of the 
few post-Reformation British politicians to 
have a crucifix in his office, a circumstance 
from which your correspondent concludes 
that Christian faith connotes freedom as the 
Christian, f irst names of many protesters 
indicate.  

Re appeasement, it was Rupert Murdoch’s 
HarperCollins UK which dropped publication 
of Patten’s East and West when News 
Corporation was pushing Star TV (now Star 
China Media). 

Patten’s work, subtitled: China, Power 
and the Future of Asia, was published by Pan 
MacMillan Australia. Subsequently, News 
Corp apologized for its cancellation.  

The violence of the Hong Kong protest 
– specifically the closure of Hong Kong’s 
international airport – may well be counter-
productive, an excuse to mimic the British 
in India (and Northern Ireland): deploy the 
army to aid the civil power. 

Meanwhile, Vatican diplomats continue to 
negotiate with their Chinese counterparts, as 
they did with Fascists, Nazis and Soviets.  The 
aim: maintenance of religious freedom in the 
surety that without such freedom there can 
be no other – a point the Attorney General 
Christian Porter will doubtless consider in 
preparing his legislation on the subject. 

Atheism? A concomitant of Communism, 
space for anything goes including death-
cult abortion and euthanasia (aka assisted 
suicide).      

© Austral Media 2019.
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Book RevieW

[John Paul II] points to the fact that faced with his nation’s destruction, its spiritual 
legacy was the key to survival. And so it is again, as Poland and faithful Catholics 
face the secular liberalism of the supposedly free West  which exalts materialism, 
technological achievement, hedonism and laws which degrade human dignity.

SPIRITUAL NOBILITY
By Wanda Skowronska

rac ey rowlan d’s 
new book Portraits 
of Spiritual Nobility 
(2019)  is a rich, 
engaging series of 
essays ,  focusing 
on  individuals 

who have been extraordinary 
spiritual lights in their times, 
especial ly in the ideological 
w a s t e l a n d s   o f  t h e  p a s t 
century.  Under the broad historical 
canvas of countercultural witness 
in difficult times - from Monte 
Cassino, amidst the degeneration 
of the Roman Empire -  to the 
perceptive priests, nuns, writers, 
thinkers  and quiet suffering souls 
who went against the Zeitgeist of 
more recent times,  the common 
thread in this collection is that rare, 
ineffable quality of spiritual nobility.

It is this type of nobility which 
can counteract the ideological tenor 
of an age – whether materialist, 
Communist, morally relativist or 
one exuding the warm inner glow 
of Balmain basket weaving social 
life. It expresses itself in the inner 
resolve to step out into arenas 
of raging confusions, aridity and 
conflict - in stating perennial 
truths such as it is wrong to kill 
other human beings, it is wrong 
to lie, cheat and discriminate 
against people of religious faith. As 
Rowland points out,  the church 
is a vast structure in which souls 
are its exquisitely beautiful and 

unique building blocks – souls 
such as Pope Emeritus Benedict, 
James Schall, Archduke Otto von 
Hapsburg, Ryszard Legutko, Saint 
John Paul II ( on whom there are 
several essays ) and St Therese of 
Lisieux. 

One Catholic group with a 
spectacular history is the Order 
of Malta (known as the Sovereign 

Military Order of St John of 
Jerusalem, Rhodes and Malta) with 
which the collection begins.  As 
Rowland relates, it is the oldest 
Order of Chivalry in the world and 
the fourth oldest religious order 
in the Church, being a sovereign 
subject under international law and  
even now, in our times (!) -  having 
diplomatic relations with 104 
countries and representation at the 
United Nations and the European 
Union.  It was founded in 1013 
by a Papal Bull giving approval for 
the foundation of the hospital of 
St John in Jerusalem and had two 
missions - the service of the sick 
and poor, and the defence of the 
faith.  And while it may not still 
have military operations, as in the 
Great Siege of Malta (1565) and 
in the Battle of Lepanto (1572), 
it continues to defend the faith in 
modern times in all manner of 
Christ-like witness. The mainstream 
media rarely, if ever, tell you about 
it.  

In the essay about Archduke 
Otto von Hapsburg, I was struck 
by the fact that he refused two 
invitations to lunch with Hitler 
which immediately made him 
a Gestapo target.  After World 
War II, Otto became a member 
of the European Parliament.  One 
day when Pope John Paul II was 
visiting, Ian Paisley shouted that the 
Pope was the anti-christ, unfurling 
a banner to this effect. Quick-

Tracey Rowland, Portraits of 
Spiritual Nobility, Angelico Press, 

N.Y., 2019, RRP $56.99   
Available through Dymocks  

Sydney 02-9235 0155.
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thinking Otto immediately ran to 
Paisley and pulled down the banner 
and with some security guards,  
helped Paisley exit the hall. 

Of particular interest for me 
in this volume is the perceptive 
analysis of our era of western 
cultural disintegration, where many 
have forgotten their own cultural 
story, have illusions of absolute 
autonomy, and false notions of the 
human person.  For example, once 
secular psychology departments 
thought ‘Gender Identity Disorder’  
was a genuine disorder. Now they 
accept a person can be 
he/she/zie/hir on one day 
-  and any other gender 
on the next.  Such false 
notions of autonomy and 
personhood pervade the 
public square which has 
moved beyond  mere 
marginalisation of the 
spiritual to a hostility 
towards any notion 
of the west’s spiritual 
and cultural legacy -  
especially its faith and 
reason.   

 In the midst of this 
moral miasma,  Rowland 
presents Saint John Paul 
II is one of the great 
defenders, not only of 
Catholic Poland against 
the brutalities of the 
Soviet Empire, but also of 
the cultural and spiritual 
capital of his nation - and 
Europe itself.  And in 
doing so, he points to the 
fact that faced with his 
nation’s destruction,  its 
spiritual legacy was the 
key to survival. And so 
it is again, as Poland and 
faithful Catholics face the 
secular liberalism of the supposedly 
‘free west’  which exalts materialism, 
technological achievement, 
hedonism and laws which degrade 
human dignity.  Using the words 
of Alasdair MacIntyre, Rowland 
reminds us  that no one wants to 
die for a telephone company but 
may do so in the name of a higher, 
grander vision.  The essence of 

a nation is the beauty, truth and 
depth of its spiritual traditions 
which outlast the banality of the 
latest cell phones. 

In another essay, Rowland 
focuses on European philosopher 
Ryszard Legutko, to explain further  
the dangers of western liberal 
democracy.  Why, Legutko asks, 
was it so easy for some former 
Communists to transition to 
western liberal democracy?   For 
those who had turned their backs 
on their Judeo-Christian roots in 
Communism, it was easy to take 

up the increasingly post-Christian, 
practical atheist mindset of the 
west.  Indeed both share the same 
hostility to Christianity and a 
propensity for totalitarian behavior. 

On this theme of the west’s 
deconstruction, the essays on Pope 
Emeritus Benedict are nothing short 
of fascinating. Though discussions 
of the influence of Vatican II in this 

regard arouse strong emotions,  if 
you want a reasoned account go 
to the essay ‘Benedict XVI and 
the End of the Virtual Council’ .  
Rowland elucidates the  distinction 
between what the former Pope 
termed ‘the Virtual Council or 
Council of the Media and the Real 
Council or Council of those who 
actually produced the documents.’ 
(p.61). The Virtual Council became 
the dominant interpretation in 
many places, causing many disasters 
and much suffering, closure of 
seminaries and convents.  But after 

50 years, according to 
Benedict, this virtual 
Council is broken and 
lost. It may still hold some 
power for ageing would 
be revolutionaries but not 
for young seminarians. 
Despite what the former 
Pope referred to as the 
growing internal and 
external deserts around 
us, the future of the 
church will be a matter of 
demography and younger 
priests who will be more 
closely oriented by the 
Real Council’s documents. 

There is much more I 
could say about the many 
essays in this volume. But 
to really find out, there 
is no way but to read 
them.   For Catholics 
and all readers,  this new 
volume is a clear, thought-
provoking, outstanding 
account of  spiritually 
noble souls in an anti-
Catholic era. Their lives 
are  -  as the psalm says - 
a lamp for our feet and a 
light for our path. These 
souls have seen through  

many moral fogs and hostile times, 
have persisted in their faith, have 
grasped the task ahead and have 
shown us how to do likewise. 

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

THE BISHOP AND THE 
MURDERED ARCHDUKE

By Dr Leslie Rumble msc

h e  w o r l d  w i l l 
presumably never 
be told all that was 
behind the murder 
of the Archduke 
Franz Ferdinand. 
‘Probably there is 

not, and never was, any one person 
who knew what there was to know.’ 
So wrote Viscount Grey in his 
memoirs, published in 1928.

But there was one outstanding 
mystery connected with this tragedy, 
certainly not even suspected by 
Viscount Grey, which 
leaves one almost 
breathless. 

For Archduke 
Francis Ferdinand 
told a friend, Bishop 
Lanyi of Tino, that 
he had been assassi-
nated before he was 
murdered!

First, a little 
history. Not much. 
Just enough to get 
the setting. 

In 1914 the 
Balkans were 
seething with unrest. 
Austria hoped to 
build a central European empire 
peacefully, gradually gaining 
the willing allegiance of neigh-
bouring territories inhabited by 
different nationalities. But the small 
border-states would have none of 
it, being determined to keep their 
in dependence. Above all this was 
true of Serbia, where feelings were 
very strong on the subject.

Now on  June 28, 1914, the 
Arch duke Franz Ferdinand, 
nephew of the Austrian Emperor 
Franz Joseph, attended a public 
function at Sarajevo, in Serbia. The 
Archduke was an ad mirable young 
man in every respect, who had not 
a personal enemy in the world. He 
was prepossessing in appearance, 
of profound faith and piety, highly-
intelligent, and endow ed with all 
the gifts which made Austrians 
regard him as an ideal suc cessor to 
the throne.

But, as the Archduke and his 
wife were leaving the ceremony at 
Sarajevo both were assassinated, 
and Austrian dreams were shattered 
by a crime of hideous, inexcusable 
and dramatic villainy.

A storm of anger swept through 
Austria-Hungary. It was believed 
that the Serbian Government had 

prompted or at least connived at the 
senseless murder; and disastrous 
con sequences followed quickly in its 
train. On July 23, Austria declared 
war on Serbia. Germany backed 
Austria; Russia took Serbia’s part. 
France and England were soon 
drawn in, and the First World War 
was under way.

Bishop Joseph Lanyi, of Tino, 
awoke with a start. Deeply agitated, 
he involuntarily clasped his 
forehead, only to find it moist with 
cold perspi ration. He sprang out of 

bed, looked at the clock 
which showed 3.15 a.m., 
and burst into tears. 
Wrapping a dressing-
gown around himself, 
he went straight to his 
desk, sat down, and 
committed to paper, 
while it was still fresh 
in his mind, an exact 
account of all that he 
had experienced.

“At a quarter past 
three on the morning 
of June 28, 1914,” he 
wrote, “I awoke from 
a terrible dream. I 
dreamed that I had 

gone to my desk early in the 
morning to look through the mail 
that had come in. On top of all the 
other letters there lay one with a 
black border, a black seal, and the 
arms of the Archduke.

“I immediately recognised the 
let ter’s handwriting, and saw at 
the head of the notepaper in blue 
colour ing a picture which showed 

pReteRnAtuRAl phenoMenA

The car in which they were assassinated, delivering the Archduke Franz Ferdinand 
and his wife to a reception given by the Mayor at the Sarajevo Town Hall.
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me a street and a narrow side-
street. Their Highnesses sat in a car, 
opposite them sat a General, and an 
Officer next to the chauffeur.

“On both sides of the street there 
was a large crowd. Two young men 
sprang forward and shot at their 
Highnesses.

‘The text of the letter was as 
fol lows: To Dear Dr Lanyi: Your 
Excellency. I wish to inform 
you that my wife and I were the 
victims of a political assassination. 
We recommend our selves to your 
prayers. Cordial greet ings from your 
Archduke Franz, Sarajevo, 28th 
June, 3.15 a.m.”

Having written the document, 
Bishop Lanyi dressed, called the 
household together, gave them the 
sad news he had received, and said 
that he would at once offer Mass 
for their Highnesses in his private 
chapel.

At 3.30 p.m. on that same day, 
June 28, 1914, a telegram came to 
say that the Archduke and his wife 
had been assassinated at Sarajevo. 
The crime occurred at 11 a.m., 
eight hours after the Archduke had 
notified Bishop Lanyi of his murder!

Bishop Lanyi died on  Septem ber 
28, 1931. The document was found 
among his papers. It was in his own 
handwriting, except for the letter 
of the Archduke, which was in that 
of the Archduke himself. So vivid 
had been the vision of the letter 
that the Bishop had unconsciously 
copied the very formation and 
characteristics of the writing he had 
“seen” so clearly in his dream.2

This particular case is one of 
the most baffling in the annals of 
psychi cal experience. Man, by his 
under standing of natural causes, 
can know future events which are 
determined by necessary physical 
laws; but God alone can know 
future things depen dent on free 
decisions not yet made, or on pure 
chance. Man cannot know those, 
even through subconscious activities 
of his intelligence. And we cannot 
assume that the contents of dreams, 
however extraordinary, have been 
divinely revealed by God.

Moreover, in the present case, 
there are some significant errors. 
Whilst the Archduke was murdered 
at the corner of Appel Quai and 
a narrow street leading to Franz 

Josef’s Strasse, and General Potiorek 
did sit opposite the Archducal pair 
as the Bishop had “foreseen,” only 
one and not two assassins shot 
at the Archduke; and no one was 
sitting beside the chauf feur. These 
inaccuracies seem to rule out a 
God-given vision, and another and 
natural explanation must be sought.

It is impossible to put the 
whole thing down to coincidence. 
Was it, then, a case of telepathy? 
Materialists who do not want to 
admit purely spiritual activities of 
the soul indepen dently of the body 
and its senses, are willing to admit 
the existence of telepathy because 
they think they can explain it on 
a physical basis of in visible brain-
waves. But scientific research has 
shown that there is nothing in 
man’s cerebral structure to justify 
assuming any kind of “wireless 
transmission and reception” 
between one physical brain and 
another.

Telepathy is a purely spiritual 
phe nomenon in which one mind 
acts on the mind of another person 
merely ‘ by willing a sharing of the 
same  thoughts.

But in Bishop Lanyi’s case tele-
pathy must be excluded because no 
one involved in it could have “will-
ed” at the time of the dream that 
he should know of the tragedy that 
was to occur. The Archduke himself 
was not expecting it, and the 
conspirators would not have willed 
the transmis sion of their thoughts 
to him, even subconsciously.

The only possible explanation 
seems to be that the Bishop’s 
dream was a remarkable case of 
clairvoyance. For the rather startling 
accuracies in it the subconscious 
mind of Bishop Lanyi drew on the 
published arrange ments for the 
function at Sarajevo. The planned 
route of the procession was along 
the Appel Quai, turning down the 
narrow street leading to the Franz 
Josef ’s Strasse. The car would 
have had to slow down at the turn, 
providing the obvious place for 
an attempt on the life of the Arch-
duke. The official programme had 
announced that General Potiorek 

Transforming Official Lies into Truth

For the totalitarians of our enlightened century there is no soul and no Creator; 
there is merely a lump of physiological raw material moulded by conditioned 

reflexes and social pressures into what, by courtesy, is still called a human being. 
This product of the man-made environment is without intrinsic significance and 
possesses no rights of self-determination It exists for Society and must conform 
to the Collective Will In practice, of course, Society is nothing but the national 
State, and as a matter of brute fact, the Collective Will is merely the dictator’s 
will-to-power, sometimes mitigated, sometimes distorted to the verge of lunacy, 
by some pseudo-scientific theory of what, in the gorgeous future, will be good 
for an actuarial abstraction labelled “Humanity.” Individuals are defined as the 
products and the instruments of Society. From this it follows that the political 
bosses, who claim to represent Society, are justified in committing any conceivable 
atrocity against such persons as they may choose to call Society’s enemies. Physical 
extermination by shooting (or, more profitably, by overwork in a slave labour 
camp) is not enough It is a matter of observable fact that men and women are 
not the mere creatures of Society. But official theory proclaims that they are. 
Therefore it becomes necessary to depersonalise the “enemies of Society” in order 
to transfom the official lie into truth For those who know the trick, this reduction 
of the human to the subhuman, of the free individual to the obedient automaton, 
is a relatively simple matter.
This composite entity can quite easily be disintegrated by anyone ruthless enough 
to wish to try and skilful enough to do the job in the right way.

- Aldous Huxley, 1894-1963, The Devils of Loudun, 1952.
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and independent ly of conditions 
of space and time. To deny this to 
be possible would be rash indeed. 
We do not yet know the full powers 
of the human soul in virtue of its 
being an immortal and intelligent 
spirit.

Writing fifty years ago, in 
his trea tise on psychology, 
Cardinal Mercier said of such 
communications with out the aid 
of bodily sense-organs: “It may be 
that certain natural factors in the 
events have not yet been dis closed. 
It may even be that all or part of 
the effect is due to some preter-
natural agencies. The solution of the 
problem remains for the future.’”

There seems no room, however, 
for the intervention of any 
preternatural agencies in Bishop 
Lanyi’s case. And, since Cardinal 
Mercier’s time, scien tific psychical 
research has shown at least the 
existence of natural telepathic and 
clairvoyant powers proper to the 
human mind, even though experi-
mentally manifested only in a 
very limited degree and in certain 
types of people with highly psychic 
tempera ments.

That Bishop Lanyi’s case is very 
baffling must be candidly admitted. 
One can attempt no more than 
a ten tative solution of it. But it 
certainly renders impossible the 
materialistic theory which holds 
that mind does not differ essentially 
from matter, and that thought is 
but a secretion of the physical and 
material brain!

DR LESLIE RUMBLE 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.  In response to many requests we 
print the sixth of his fourteen articles on psychic 
phenomena which first appeared in Annals in 1958.  
The remaining articles will appear in subsequent 
issues.

1. “Twenty-Five Years,” Vol. II, p.152. By Viscount Grey 
of Falloden.

2. The complete document, somewhat abbreviated in 
the above narrative, was published by the German 
psychologist, Dr F. Moser, in “Okkultismus,” p.467 
(1938).

3. “Manual of Modern Scholastic Philo sophy,” Vol. I, 
p.192.

would sit in the car opposite the 
Archducal pair.

Where the dream went wrong 
was in things which no one could 
have foreseen. An Officer, Count 
Harrach, was to have been beside 
the chauf feur, but had changed 
his mind and was nearby, but not 
in the car. The conspirators had 
appointed six men to throw bombs; 
and it was not in their plans that 
one only should accomplish the 
murder, and at that by a revolver 
shot.

That Bishop Lanyi should have 
dreamed of the murder at all, and 
so vividly, can be accounted for by 
his subconscious mind having read 
the thoughts of one, or of all the 
con spirators. Their preoccupation 
with their sinister intentions was 
so in tense that the general trend 
of their thoughts could have 
become known clairvoyantly to 
even a sleeping per son whose 
subconscious mind was particularly 
alert and active. Creative 
imagination and familiarity with the 
Archduke’s handwriting could then 
have visualised the letter and its 
contents.

One great difficulty in the way 
of this natural explanation arises 
from the common teaching of 
theologians that God alone can read 
the secrets of men’s hearts. How, 
then, could even the subconscious 
mind of the Bishop read the hidden 
thoughts and inten tions of the 
conspirators?

If the explanation given be 
accept ed, one would have to say 
that, while it remains true that God 
alone always knows all the secret 
thoughts and intentions of men, in 
rare and excep tional cases it is not 
impossible for the subconscious 
mind of one human being to read 
something, not every thing of what 
is occurring in the minds of others.

To do this the soul would not 
have to leave one’s body, going 
on a jour ney to distant minds in a 
kind of “astral” or “etheric” body as 
Buddhists and Spiritualists imagine. 
It would act rather in virtue of its 
purely spiri tual nature, as do the 
angels, ignoring bodily limitations, 

That Islam is not homogeneous 
is a given. Its complexity, 

however, is bewildering for non-
Muslims, most of whom know 
little or nothing of Islam, and 
generally – like Pope Francis - see 
it as the peace-loving religion that 
it is proclaimed to be by many 
Muslims. Others find this claim 
difficult to accept in the light of 
the wholesale destruction, and 
inhuman violence and cruelty 
perpetrated in the name of 
Allah by Muslim fighters against 
innocent fellow-citizens who are 
not Muslims, as well as against 
many of their fellow Muslims.

These reflections on Islam are 
offered in good faith in the 
hope that they may contribute 
to a greater, more realistic 
understanding, by all concerned, 
of the politico-religious nature of 
the complex reality we know as 
Islam or ‘Submission’. And that 
this understanding may lead all 
of us to renew our efforts to bring 
about harmony and lasting peace 
between the many branches of 
Islam, and between the Islamic 
and non-Islamic worlds.
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To be Catholic is to have a sense of community, of tradition, of faith and prayer, and of 
contemplation, and perhaps of tragedy... We believe that history has a narrative form, 

that social progress, though difficult and reversible, lies within human possibility

A CHARACTER IN SEARCH OF HIS AUTHOR

RALPH MATTHEW MCINERNY, 1929 – 2010

By Jude P. Dougherty

n 1982, Ralph McInerny 
and Michae l  Novak 
l a un ched  Cr i s i s  i n 
C a t h o l i c i s m ,  w h i c h 
McInerny, in its opening 
pages, described  as a 
journal of lay Catholic 

opinion.  
McInerny at that time was a 

highly respected professor of 
philosophy at the University of 
Notre Dame. Having studied in the 
United States, Canada and Europe, 
he was aware not only of what was 
current in his professional field of 
study but in the Catholic intellectual 
world as well. 

Michael Novak, at that time 
was a scholar in residence at the 
American Enterprise Institute and 
the author of the newly released, 
and soon to be acclaimed, The Spirit 
of Democratic Capitalism.

McInerny perceived that what 
used to be called “the liberal 
Catholic tradition” had virtually 
disappeared in North America. 
“Many who used to be called 
liberal had move decisively to 
the left, both in substance and 
in style of argument.  Many 
former conservatives had become 
socially conscious, and politically 
concerned.” 

McInerny was an early opponent 
of what he called Vatican II 
theology. He questioned the value 
of National Conferences of Catholic 
Bishops and their bureaucracies 
which he thought were exacerbating 

political divisions within the 
Church. He was alarmed by how 
we have come to replace words of 
faith and holiness with words like 
prophecy, witness and charism.  

The crisis in the Church is 
that the Church seems in danger 
of losing its true original and 
profound identity in order to 
become what it is not – an 
instrument of temporal power.

In that first issue of crisis, 
he wrote: “To be Catholic is to 
have a sense of community, of 
tradition, of faith and prayer, and 
of contemplation, and perhaps of 
tragedy... We believe that history 
has a narrative form, that social 
progress, though difficult and 
reversible, lies within human 

possibility and that liberal society 
is an authentic, although imperfect 
expression, of the Gospels in 
political economy, made possible by 
the long leavening of biblical faith. 
We dread the ‘great climatic battle’ 
which Solzhenitsyn sees on the 
horizon.”

At the founding of Crisis, 
McInerny had in two serious works 
of fiction addressed the ills which 
he found in the aftermath of Vatican 
II, The Priest (1973) and The Red 
Hat (1976). 

And then there were what 
Graham Green used to call 
“entertainments.” The Father 
Dowling Mysteries, twenty by my 
count, the Monica Quill series in 
which Sister Mary Teresa was the 
detective heroine, and yet another 
series which he wrote under the 
name Andrew Broom. 

McInerny was indefatigable.  He 
could on a trans-Atlantic trip, seated 
in second class, turn out the draft 
of another mystery. All, directly 
or indirectly had something to do 
with the faith, and sometimes with 
his personal preference.  In real 
life he shared the fictional Father 
Dowling’s perennial hope for the 
Chicago Cubs, but did not live 
to experience their World Series 
victory in 2016. Some of his fiction 
could be found in translation  in 
major book stores across Germany.  
He became world famous when 
his Father Dowling mysteries were 
turned into a television series. In 

A tRiBute

Thriving on 
Foreign Devils

Khomeini’s fundamentalist vision 
identified the United States (the 

great Satan) as the enemy of his 
movement. But this conflict did not 
concern the territorial boundaries 
of Iran. It was in a sense proactive 
rather than reactive. As Ann Mayer 
put it, the conflict was ‘prolonged 
because the regime thrived on 
having foreign devils to combat.

- ‘The fundamentalist impact on the law, 
politics, and constitutions in Iran, Pakistan 
and the Sudan,’ quoted Fundamentalisms 

and the State, ed. Martin E. Marty and 
R. Scott Appleby, University of Chicago 

Press, 1993, ‘Introduction,’  p.5
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the contract for that series he was 
careful to stipulate that no action on 
the part of Dowling would ever be 
adverse to the Catholic faith. 

But I digress. In professional 
circles, McInerny is known for at 
least a dozen books on St. Thomas, 
most available to the layman. He is 
known also for his commentaries 
on Aristotle, and on Boethius and 
Albertus Magnus. His high regard 
for Kierkegaard may surprise some, 
given that the Danish philosopher is 
regarded as a fideist.

Of his 20th century predecessors 
known for their apologetic work, he 
held in esteem   Lord Acton, 
Gilbert Keith Chesterton, and 
Orestes Brownson.

McInerny was not without 
honors. He was the recipient of 
a half-dozen honorary degrees. 
He was fellow of the Pontifical 
Academy of St. Thomas. No stranger 
to good eating in Rome,  he often 
referred to that membership in the 
Academy as membership in PASTA.

As a Gifford Lecturer in 
1999,  he entered the ranks 
of distinguished American 
philosophers who had given that 
Lecture before him -  Josiah Royce, 
William James and Alfred North 
Whitehead.  His Gifford Lectures  
were delivered in Glasgow and 
published as Characters in Search of 
Their Author.

After the creation of Crisis in 
Catholicism, Michael Novak went on 
to an astounding career as a scholar, 
diplomat and social commentator.  
He is the author of dozens of 
books, including some novels, on 
the philosophy and theology of 
culture. His story awaits another 
occasion.

If this brief  tribute has any 
merit, it may lead the reader to 
Ralph McInerny’s extraordinary late 
work, published a few years before 
his death,  I Alone Have Something to 
Tell You; My Life and Pastimes.   The 
book is a remarkable summary of 
a crucial period in the Church to 
which he was faithfully dedicated.

professor Jude p. douGherty is Dean Emeritus 
of the Philosophy Faculty, Catholic University of 
America.  
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WAR MONGERS AND  
FENCE SITTERS

Now, mr. kiplinG is certainly wrong in his worship of militarism, but his 
opponents are, generally speaking, quite as wrong as he. The evil of 
militarism is not that it shows certain men to be fierce and haughty and 

excessively warlike. The evil of militarism is that it shows most men to be tame 
and timid and excessively peaceable. 

The professional soldier gains more and more power as the general courage 
of a community declines. Thus the Pretorian guard became more and more 
important in Rome as Rome became more and more luxurious and feeble. 
The military man gains the civil power in proportion as the civilian loses 
the military virtues. And as it was in ancient Rome, so it is in contemporary 
Europe. 

There never was a time when nations were more militarist. There never 
was a time when men were less brave. All ages and all epics have sung of 
arms and the man; but we have effected simultaneously the deterioration of 
the man and the fantastic perfection of the arms. Militarism demonstrated the 
decadence of Rome, and it demonstrates the decadence of Prussia.

And unconsciously Mr. Kipling has proved this, and proved it admirably. 
For in so far as his work is earnestly understood the military trade does not 
by any means emerge as the most important or attractive. He has not written 
so well about soldiers as he has about railway men or bridge builders, or even 
journalists. The fact is that what attracts Mr. Kipling to militarism is not the 
idea of courage, but the idea of discipline. 

There was far more courage to the square mile in the Middle Ages, when 
no king had a standing army, but every man had a bow or sword. But the 
fascination of the standing army upon Mr. Kipling is not courage, which 
scarcely interests him, but discipline, which is, when all is said and done, his 
primary theme. 

The modern army is not a miracle of courage; it has not enough 
opportunities, owing to the cowardice of everybody else. But it is really a 
miracle of organization, and that is the truly Kiplingite ideal. 

Kipling’s subject is not that valour which properly belongs to war, but that 
interdependence and efficiency which belongs quite as much to engineers, 
or sailors, or mules, or railway engines. And thus it is that when he writes of 
engineers, or sailors, or mules, or steam-engines, he writes at his best. 

– G. K. Chesterton, ‘On Rudyard Kipling,’ Heretics, John Lane: The Bodley Head: London, 1909, pp.43-44.
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MoviesPalm Beach Australia! 

Director Rachel Ward has made a 
wry social comedy about new-rich folk 
celebrating a birthday while coming 
to terms with their pasts in vino veritas 
(Veuve Clicquot and Dom Perignon).

There are also prawns and oysters, 
presumably symbolic of the way the 
folk were when raw and of their view 
of the world.

The beachside house where they 
celebrate is like a Boys Town Lottery  
prize, and takes on aspects of Noah’s 
Ark as the folk appear two by two: 

The birthday boy, ex-band manager 
Frank, rich from Swagger Gear, played 
by Ward’s husband, Bryan Brown, 
pre-eminent alumnus of Sydney 
Genesian Theatre as Marlon Brando 
was of New York’s Actors Studio. 
Frank’s wife Charlotte is played by 
Greta Scacchi. 

Leo (Sam Neill) ex- band member, 
now a journalist, comes on with his 
wife Bridget (Jacqueline McKenzie).  

Billy (Richard E Grant), is another 
ex-band-member, turned adman. With 
him is his actress wife, Eva (the movie-
stealer, Heather Mitchell).

Doug (Aaron Jeffery), not an 
ex-band member, but an Outback bloke 
who brings his own beer. With him is 
Holly (Claire van der Boom) a singer.   

An ensemble of starlit charm yet a 
sense of letdown. Does the ensemble 
raise impossible expectations? Or does 
the script, co-written by Ward and 
Joanna Murray Smith, fail to provide 
enough?  

Hardly, each of the couples gets the 
equivalent of a packed school lunch of 
episodes and witty quips. Billy even 
gets a crudité. 

Ward does aim high, and she has 
an uncanny gift for stirring memories. 
Thus a Frank-Charlotte bedroom scene 
has the bleakness of Bergman (Ingmar, 
not Ingrid). There’s also a hint of 
Bergman’s Smiles of a Summer’s Night 
(Basis of A Little Night Music). Add 
touches of Mama Mia.

Which brings us to the soundtrack. 
Okay, the band was called the Pacific 
Sideburns. But the private taste of 
rockers can run less to the raucous than 
to the melodious (cue for Eva/Mitchell 
to sing, Send in the Clowns to Billy/
Grant). 

Throughout, Ward, with 
cinematographer Bonnie Elliott and 

editor Nick Meyer, maintains an easy 
pace yet contrives an exemplary tight 
97-minutes of running time. This 
includes the resolving of bitterness 
between Frank and Leo in the context 
of a reckless accident and a medical 
decision by Frank and Charlotte’s 
daughter, Ella, a doctor (Matilda 
Brown).

Felix Williamson has a lively cameo 
playing Taxi-Driver – a neat irony, his 
father David Williamson pioneered 
Palm Beach social comedy. Couldn’t 
Felix have been Goonishly written 
in as his irate father, crashing the 
party, yelling: ‘Get off my intellectual 
property!’ 

More seriously, Williamson is a 
satirist. So, too, is Ward, he from a 
Melbourne perspective, she from 
different altitude.

Mundanely, the movie’s title is 
something of a cliché not only here, 
but in the United States. And in the 
UK, it cannot compete with England’s 
Blackpool, Scotland’s Costa Clyde and 
Wales’s Aberystwyth, not to mention 
Ireland’s Dingle Peninsula.

Nonetheless, in a coda, the Prime 
Minister Scott Morrison should have 

the script read into Hansard; it has the 
kind of sunny impact he was aiming 
for when he commissioned a campaign 
asking tourists where they were.

After seeing Palm Beach, Australia, 
tourists will be scrolling Airbnb sites 
to find its location house or equivalent. 
But is cinema about flogging real 
estate? 

Rachel Ward’s own family history 
is replete with dramatic material. It 
would be surprising if she has not 
tried to get funding for it – a matter 
highlighted by the 10-year interval 
since her previous film, Beautiful Kate.   

Time for the new Minister for 
Culture, Paul Fletcher, to call for 
funding reassessments?

MHHHNFFV.

Once Upon a Time  
in Hollywood

Wr i t e r / p r o d u c e r / d i r e c t o r 
Quentin Tarantino does not make 
movies, he sticks them together with 
epoxy nostalgia as this, his ninth, 
demonstrates. 

Its reciprocating drive comes from 
the ingenious casting of Leonardo 
DiCaprio as the louche cowboy 
star, Rick Dalton, and Brad Pitt as 
his buddy, Cliff Booth, ex-warrior-
stuntman-driver. 

In the year 1969, they cut a swathe 
through Hollywood’s back lots, fixed 
sets and suburbs that brings Booth to 
the derelict Spahn Ranch taken over 
by a group of hippies, now infamous 
as the Manson Family, perpetrators of 
multiple murders including director 
Roman Polanski’s pregnant wife 
Sharon Tate.

Here Tarantino departs from 
being an auteur to being a pasticheur 
in whose work can be seen varying 
degrees of Serge Leone’s operatic, 
spaghetti Westerns, Nathaniel West/
John Schlesinger’s The Day of the 
Locust and F. Scott Fitzgerald/Rob 
Thompson’s The Pat Hobby Stories.

Ever eclectic, Tarantino makes a 
bridge via The Wrecking Crew (1969), 
a sub-Bond spy thriller in which 
Sharon Tate co-starred with Dean 
Martin. 

Tarantino has Tate (Margot Robbie) 
get into to see a local showing free after 
a preamble in which she persuades the 
cinema ticket-seller and the manager 
that she really is in the movie.

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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Amusing stuff.  Meanwhile Manson 
(Damon Herriman) with his family is 
stalking the death house. But, getting 
the wrong one, they find themselves 
confronting Cliff Booth. He, with help 
from his pit-bull Brandy, cleans them 
up; Dalton aids with a flame-thrower 
incineration of a family member 
(female). 

Result: Tarantino fictionalises rough 
justice for the Manson Family and  an 
escape for Sharon Tate, her child and 
her companions.

The running time is 161 minutes 
after reported cuts by Tarantino. He 
could have made further cuts by 
eliminating repetitious foul language 
and violence, the latter, for example, in 
an early sequence with the late martial-
arts master Bruce Lee (Mike Moh) 
when Booth needlessly telegraphs his 
prowess.

It lingers in mind that the movie 
is being promoted as a comedy-
thriller. For Tarantino fans, it may be 
as diverting as Trivial Pursuit. Should 
it be? The victims of Charles Manson 
and Family are still mourned. He 
remains in jail. 

Question: when does coverage of 
the decadent become decadent itself?  

MA15+HHHNFFV.

The Keeper

Director Marcus H Rosenmuller 
opens with a realistic battle sequence 
that sets the tone for his intensely true 
story of Bert Trautmann (David Kross), 
a German paratrooper, sent to Prisoner 
of War Camp in Lancashire in 1944.

Remarkably the camp is not run 
by a British officer, but by Sergeant 
Smythe (Harry Melling). He orders 
the POWs to watch newsreel footage of 
death-camp atrocities. 

With greater dramatic effect, 
Trautmann has a haunting personal 
memory: the death of a single, Jewish 
child. Through this, he achieves 
reconciliation with Rabbi Altmann 
(Butz Ulrich Buse).

Trautmann is spotted playing 
football. His spotter, Jack Friar (John 
Henshaw) is manager of the local 
St Helens team. He is also a grocer 
which helps when he decides to 
arrange for Trautmann to join St 
Helens as goalkeeper – a move initially 
unappreciated by other players or fans, 
given that the war was still on.

But Trautmann’s skill wins them 
over as it wins over the players and 
fans when he transfers to Manchester 
City, then managed by Jock Thomson 
(Gary Lewis). 

Rossenmuller with co-writers 
Robert Marciniak and Nicholas J 
Schofield interweaves Trautmann’s 
marriage to Margaret (Freya Mavor) 
Friar’s daughter. 

Manchester City moves to victory 
in the the FA Cup Final against 
Birmingham City in 1956 at Wembley 
Stadium where Trautmann played on 
despite a vertebrae injury, result of 
diving at the feet of opposing player 
Peter ‘Spud’ Murphy. 

Aside from the on-pitch display 
of period football thrills, the movie 
affords the minor pleasure of watching 
German actors playing north-country 
stereotypes as so many British actors 
played German stereotypes. 

Bernhard Carl Trautmann played 
for Manchester City from 1949 to 
1956. He died in in Spain 2013. His 
decorations included the Iron Cross 
(First Class) and the Order of the 
British Empire. 

MHHHNFFV.

The Australian Dream

As director, Daniel Gordon gets 
prime credit on this work about the 
highs and lows of Sydney Swans star 
Adam Goodes. Effectively, however, 
Stan Grant takes precedence. He 
supplied the title and the script; his 
superlative, on-camera skills tend 
to overshadow the natural gifts of 
Goodes – except when the latter 
responds with the eloquence of 
his play to opposition booing and 

barracking (take your derivation pick: 
the Indigenous borak – deride – or the 
Irish, brag). 

Neither makes it easer to 
understand other elements: the 
teenager crying, ‘Ape‘, Eddie McGuire’s 
radioed ‘Gorilla’ analogy or Goodes’s 
responses. 

The work is categorized as a 
theatrical feature documentary. 
Unlike Ian Darling’s The Final Quarter 
(Network Ten/CBS), it is less a 
documentary than a Stan Grant tract 
for the times, sadly still needed after 
more than 200 years of Indigenous-
European interaction, including 
intermarriage.

Grant-style dominance is not 
uncommon. The prototype CBS 60 
Minutes made its reporters co-stars 
with their subjects, a template still 
followed on Nine Entertainment and 
elsewhere. 

It needs to be remembered that 
Robert J Flaherty, producer, director 
cameraman on Nanook of the North and 
Man of Aran did not appear on-camera, 
a factor that made his works classics. 

Okay, long time passing. But Daniel 
Gordon’s own 2016 documentary, 
George Best: All By Himself might have 
been the better way to go. 

At a market level, the work takes a 
narrow view: no explanation of staging 
as a putative cause of booing. 

In any case, Adam Goodes, double 
Brownlow Medalist and Australian of 
the Year, has left the field he adorned. 

Your reviewer, whose knowledge 
of Australian Rules is limited, offers 
a comeback sequel: Adam Goodes 
travels to Ireland and plays round-ball 
Gaelic Football.

Goodes go brath!
MHHHNFFV.

Diego Maradona 

Between The Keeper and The 
Australian Dream, writer/director Asif 
Kapadia’s documentary whizzes like 
a fiery rocket because that’s the way 
the Argentine-born footballer Diego 
Maradona was.   

Role model?  With editor Chris 
King, working from 500 hours of 
mostly unseen archival footage, 
Kapadia answers the question: 
on pitch, sometimes; off-pitch 
rarely, given Maradona’s depicted 
relationships with the Camorra of 

SOLUTION TO CROSSWORD NO. 109
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anchor as if in rehearsal for a revival of 
My Fair Lady. 

But her crisp accent is not cited 
as the reason for falling ratings when 
executive producer Caroline Morton 
(Amy Ryan) tells Newbury that she 
may be dropped and replaced by 
Daniel Tennant (Ike Barinholtz), an 
uncouth comedian.

Falling star swallowed by black 
hole? Not exactly: script-writer, 
co-producer Mindy Kaling has gift-
wrapped the movie for herself in the 
character Molly Patel, a chemical-plant 
expert, hired as an Indian-American 
(not Native American) to bring 
diversity to the all-male, writers team.  

Can she revive the show while 
caring for her own daughter and 
mother?  Her obstacles include the 
leaked scandal of Newbury’s affaire 
with one of the writers, Charlie Fain 
(Hugh Dancy). This after her husband 
Walter (John Lithgow), a pianist, was 
diagnosed with Parkinson’s Disease.  

So reconciliation is added to ratings 
in the Labours of Molly. How unlike 
the backroom workings of local chat 
shows. 

MHHHNFFV.

Vanessa Kirby gets to play Hattie, 
Shaw’s sister and Hobbs’s sweetheart. 
At stake is a world-threat, virus 
Snowflake, invented by Nobel Prize 
winner Professor Andreiko (Eddie 
Marsan). 

To prevent Lore stealing Snowflake, 
Hattie swallows it, an action easier 
than swallowing the pretzel twists of 
co-writers Chris Morgan and Drew 
Pearce’s plot. 

Like a diamond within the mayhem 
Helen Mirren appears as Magdalene 
‘Queenie’ Shaw, jailed, ace criminal. 
But her children, Hattie and Deckhard, 
fail to rescue her – a circumstance 
suggesting her fate was the cutting-
room floor. Or, as might be, a jail 
break in a sequel.

The running time is 136 minutes 
or an estimated one-vehicle explosion 
per high-decibel minute, including 
London double-decker buses.  Budget: 
$200 million. Box office: $437 million.

MHHNVFF.

Late Night

Director Nisha Ganatra’s bitter-
sweet comedy is a star vehicle for 
Emma Thompson who plays Katherine 
Newbury a New York chat-show 

Naples, his drug-taking and his extra-
marital love life.

Amid this, Kapadia shows how, 
after a record-fee transfer, Maradona 
through his sorcerer’s ball skills, 
individually transformed Naples into 
Italy’s champion cup winner while 
leading the Argentine side to victory 
and defeat including against Italy.

Aside from Maradona’s ‘Hand 
of God’ goal, a notable element in 
the documentary is the vituperation 
displayed against Naples by the fans 
of other Italian metropolitan teams. 
Under politically correct protocols, 
similar misbehavior here might well 
lead to bans.

In Italy and elsewhere fierce 
booing, cat-calling and barracking are 
seen as a necessary vent for anger on 
other matters.

Call it sentiment. But watching 
the Maradona footage your reviewer 
concluded his style was brought to 
South America by Scottish coaches 
specifically Celtic. 

Had Maradona’s travels taken him 
to that club, his style would’ve fitted 
the legends of Patsy (‘The Mighty 
Atom’) Gallagher, Jimmy Delaney, 
Charlie Tully and Mo Johnston (which 
is where memory fades).

Running time 130 minutes and not 
a dull second on or off pitch. Edifying? 
Only to the extent that Diego 
Maradona, like others of immense 
talent, appears to be aware he is under 
a higher judgment than that of here 
and now.  

MHHHHNFFV.

Fast and Furious:  
Hobbs & Shaw 

The title of director David Leitch’s 
take indicates a franchise shift, nothing 
as drastic as Pizza Hut selling Big 
Macs, but the original is now less for 
petro-heads than for espionage fans, 
its plot peppered with MI6 and CIA 
and located in London, Glasgow and 
Samoa.  

Dwayne Johnson and Jason Statham 
add sweet-‘n’-sour sentiment as star-co-
producers playing allied agents Luke 
Hobbs and Deckhard Shaw.

To compete with them, Idris Elba 
comes on as Brixton Lore, Eteon 
terrorist boss, who has cybernetic 
innards, repairable even after multiple 
collisions with Hobbs & Shaw.
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