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L

et us not be
dumb watchdogs, or silent
spectators; Let
us be watchful
shepherds,
guarding
the
flock of Christ.
– St Boniface, 672-754
Apostle to the German
peoples, Letters, 78.

LISTEN TO HIM

T

o help us

do what He asks,

and endure our trials in patience,
we must have always ringing

in our ears these words of the Father,
‘This is my beloved son with whom I
am well pleased – listen to Him’.
– Pope St Leo the Great, died 461 ad, Sermo li, 4,8.
See Roman Breviary, 2nd Sunday in Lent, Week II.

ST AGNES,
ad 291 - 304

T

of a virgin; let us
imitate her purity. It is the birthday of a
martyr; let us offer ourselves in sacrifice.
It is the birthday of Saint Agnes, who is said
to have suffered martyrdom at the age of
twelve. The cruelty that did not spare her
youth shows all the more clearly the power
of faith in finding one so young to bear it
witness. There was little or no room in that
small body for a wound. Though she could
scarcely receive the blow, she could rise
superior to it. Girls of her age cannot bear
even their parents’ frowns and, pricked by a
needle, weep as for a serious wound. Yet she
shows no fear of the blood-stained hands
of her executioners. She stands undaunted
by heavy, clanking chains. She offers her
whole body to be put to the sword by
fierce soldiers. She is too young to know of
death, yet is ready to face it. Dragged against
her will to the altars, she stretches out her
hands to the Lord in the midst of the flames,
making the triumphant sign of Christ the
victor on the altars of sacrilege. She puts her
neck and hands in iron chains, but no chain
can hold fast her tiny limbs.
oday i s th e b i rth day

From A treatise on Virgins, by St Ambrose of Milan ad 339/340 – 397.
St Agnes was martyred on January 21, 304, and because she was born to
eternal life on this day, it has been celebrated as her ‘birthday,’ and her
Feastday. She was born into this world in ad 291.
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Some

witnesses more equal than others

The charge of sexual abuse, however prima facie implausible, now trumps the
traditional legal standard in the Anglosphere that innocence is presumed until
guilt is proven beyond a reasonable doubt. A close reading of the majority
opinion supports the fear that this standard was effectively reversed in
Cardinal Pell’s case, such that the onus was on him to prove his innocence.

FALSELY, MATILDA
By George Weigel
it
mere
under cover of law, in denying hope will be a successful appeal
c o i n c i d e n c e , Cardinal Pell’s appeal and failing to to the High Court of Australia, the
o r p e r h a p s acquit him of charges that had been final legal arbiter.
P r o v i d e n c e , shown on numerous occasions to
Judge Weinberg is recognized
that Catholics be beyond the realm of plausibility.
by knowledgeable students of the
around the
And the most devastating Australian justice system as the
w o r l d r e a d criticism to that effect was levelled, premier criminal-law jurist in the
Psalm 94 at Midday Prayer on not by friends of the cardinal or country. His brilliant, two-hundred
page dissent should be read in
August 21, hours after an appellate
fellow-Catholics, but by Judge Mark
full, but here are several
panel of three judges
crucial citations:
announced a 2-1 decision
On
the
complete
rejecting Cardinal George
lack
of
corroboraPe l l ’ s a p p e a l o f h i s
tion of the complainant’s
conviction on charges of
charges: In Pell’s crim“historic sexual abuse”?
inal trials, the “proseFor there, the Psalmist
cution relied entirely
laments legal perversity
upon the evidence of the
in a query to God that
complainant to establish
certainly must have struck
guilt, and nothing more.
some as resembling
There was no supporting
what had just happened
evidence of any kind at
in Melb ourne at the
all. These convictions
Supreme Court of the
were based upon the
state of Victoria:
jury’s assessment of the
Can judges who do
complainant as a witness,
evil be your friends?
and
nothing
more.”
They do injustice
That
same
tactic,
Judge
under cover of law;
Weinberg
noted,
was
They attack the life of
adopted by the prosecuthe just
tion at the appeal hearing
And condemn innocent
in June.
blood.
On
the
utter
To note this striking
Cardinal Pell preaching on the occasion of the blessing of
implausibility
of
the
Domus Australia, in Rome in 2011
parallelism of legal and
complainant’s description
liturgical timing is not to suggest
that any of the judges on the Weinberg, whose dissent from the of the alleged abuse: “…the
account….seems
appellate panel are evil people. But opinion of his two colleagues on complainant’s
to
me
to
take
brazenness
to new
the
appellate
panel
shredded
their
two of them, Chief Justice Anne
heights,
the
like
of
which
I have
Ferguson and Judge Chris Maxwell, claims and logic in such a decisive
never
seen…I
would
have
thought
manifestly did something unjust way as to set up what one must
as
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that any prosecutor would be wary
of bringing a charge of this gravity
against anyone, based upon the
implausible notion that a sexual
assault of this kind would take place
in public, and in the presence of
numerous potential witnesses. Had
the incident occurred in the way that
the complainant alleged, it seems
to me highly unlikely that none of
those many persons present would
have seen what was happening, or
reported it in some way.”
Therefore: “To my mind, there is
a ‘significant possibility’ that the
applicant in this case [Cardinal
Pell] may not have committed
these offenses.” Which was, on my
reading of it, Judge Weinberg’s
way of saying that the convicting
jury erred grievously in meeting
the established legal standard of
guilt being proved
beyond a reasonable
doubt, and therefore
the guilty verdict
should have been
vacated by the
appellate
court
and the cardinal
acquitted.

a radically different conclusion
than that reached by Australia’s
pre-eminent authority in criminal
jurisprudence?
Several possibilities
suggest themselves.
The first is that the charge
of sexual abuse, however prima
facie implausible, now trumps
the traditional legal standard in
the Anglosphere that innocence
is presumed until guilt is proven
beyond a reasonable doubt. A close
reading of the majority opinion
supports the fear that this standard
was effectively reversed in Cardinal
Pell’s case, such that the onus was
on him to prove his innocence.
In the summary of the majority
opinion she read from the bench,

A Question of
Presumptions?
Let us stipulate,
as the lawyers say,
that Chief Justice
Ferguson,
Judge
Maxwell,
and
Judge
Weinberg
are all intelligent
people. How is it,
then, that two of them can look
at the same sequence of events as
Judge Weinberg – Archbishop Pell
bolts from a procession at the end
of High Mass in the Melbourne
cathedral, escapes the notice of the
other clergy in the procession, culls
out two choir boys, sexually abuses
them in six or eight minutes while
fully vested, and then returns to
the front of the cathedral to greet
worshippers, all of which escapes
the notice of anyone else and
about which nothing is said for
two decades – and come to such

Cardinal Pell incensing the High Altar at Mass in
St Mary’s Cathedral, Sydney

Chief Justice Ferguson insisted
that the complainant who made the
charges against the cardinal was a
credible witness who seemed not to
be lying.
But what, one wants to ask,
about the many witnesses for the
defense, who insisted that not only
were the charges false but that
such things simply could not have
happened under the circumstances
described? Chief Justice Ferguson
nodded to their testimony, but the
majority opinion makes clear that,
in classic Orwellian fashion, some
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witnesses were more equal than
others.
This is perverse. Yet it fits neatly
with attempts to get the cardinal’s
liturgical master of ceremonies
to state that it was theoretically
possible that, on occasion, he
might not have been right next
to Pell before, during, and after
Mass, decades ago. That theoretical
possibility was conceded as purely
theoretical, but the M.C. insisted
that he had no positive recollection
of its ever being the case and
that his disappearance from the
archbishop-celebrant’s side was
very, very unlikely. Yet it now
seems from the majority opinion
that a theoretical possibility was
turned into positive evidence of
Cardinal Pell’s guilt, despite what
Judge Weinberg noted were the
“discrepancies….
inconsistencies…
and
[lack
of]
probative value” in
the complainant’s
testimony.”
The
second,
and not necessarily
unrelated, possibility
is that Chief Justice
Ferguson
and
Judge
Maxwell
were influenced in
their reading of the
evidence – or, in this
case, lack thereof –
by the assumption,
widespread in the
Australian media,
that any Catholic
cleric
charged
with sexual abuse, if not overtly
presumed guilty, should at least be
treated as such. That perversion
of the common law tradition may
be based on anti-Catholic bias (as
it surely is among such horrors
as Australian television talkinghead Louise Milligan, author of a
libellous book about George Pell).
Or it may be based on a genuine
revulsion at ecclesiastical cover-ups
of sexual abuse and the fear that,
if one prominent cleric “gets away
with it,’ others may get away with it
down the line.

But whatever its roots, this
presumption-of-guilt against a
class of individuals has far more in
common with Stalin’s persecution
of the Kulaks and his other class
and political enemies than it has
with any recognizable notion of
justice in the English-speaking
world.
This second possibility is
amplified by the utterly toxic
public and media environment
that has surrounded George Pell
in Australia for decades. Americans
and other Anglophones with no
direct experience of this cannot
really grasp how poisonous the
atmosphere has been, for there is
no analogue to it anywhere else in
the Anglosphere.
Moreover, this lethal toxicity
is not a by-product of the freefor-all that is the Internet and
the blogosphere, but antedates
the Web and social media by
decades. And it is prevalent, not
just on the fringes, but at the very
epicenters of Australian journalism
and commentary. The suggestion
implicit in the majority decision
rejecting Cardinal Pell’s appeal
– that this atmosphere had no
discernible effect on the jury
that found the cardinal guilty –
beggars the imagination: not least
because the trial in which Pell was
convicted by a 12-0 jury ballot
followed a first trial that ended
with a hung jury that voted 10-2
for acquittal.
All of which suggests the strong
possibility that Chief Justice
Ferguson and Judge Maxwell
read the situation far differently
than their more distinguished
colleague in criminal law, Judge
Weinberg, because of distortions
in the lenses by which they were
reading. And those distortions
produced a grave reversal of both
the presumption of innocence
that is the foundation of criminal
law in the Anglosphere, even as
they obviated the requirement
that the burden of proof rests on
the prosecution to persuade jurors
beyond a reasonable doubt.

The Next Phase
This story is not over, by any
manner of means. And as the
story continues – with further
investigation of the credibility of
the complainant, further inquiry
into the Victoria police fishing
expedition against Pell that began
two years before a complainant was
found, and further consideration
of Judge Weinberg’s devastating
critique of his colleagues’ rejection
of the cardinal’s appeal – it seems to
me that, with a potential judgment
on all this by the High Court of
Australia looming on the horizon,
friends of justice in Australia
must now come forward with an
unambiguous statement of what
has long seemed obvious to many
others around the world, but which
has rarely been said by political,
legal, and Catholic leaders Down
Under: George Pell is an innocent man
who was falsely accused and has been
unjustly convicted of crimes he did not
commit. It is not George Pell who is in
the dock, now, but the administration of
justice in Australia. And the only way
to restore justice is for Cardinal Pell to
be vindicated by the highest court in the
land.
This
simple
but
entirely
defensible
statement
should
be repeated, again and again,
by responsible leaders in every
professional field in Australia, and
indeed by anyone and everyone
Down Under who is willing to stand
for the truth.
To repeat an image I have used
before: this is Australia’s Dreyfus
Case, and if Australia cannot find
it within itself to vindicate justice
by acquitting George Pell, then
21 st-century Australia will find
itself condemned by history to that
ignominy in which the biased and
mad persecutors of Alfred Dreyfus in
the nineteenth century—bigots and
hysterics who are global symbols of
justice scorned and trampled upon –
now find themselves.
G eorge W eigel is Distinguished Senior Fellow
of Washington’s Ethics and Public Policy Center,
where he holds the William E. Simon Chair in
Catholic Studies
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THE VOCATION OF AN
MSC PRIEST OR BROTHER

What’s life for?
Why was I born?
What is the greater purpose
and meaning of my life?
How am I meant to be of service?
We follow Christ who ‘loves with
a human heart’ It is this love in
which we have learned to believe.
Will you make known this
same love; the gentleness and
compassion, the patience and
the mercy of the heart of Jesus!
Will you do this?
Are you being asked ‘to be on
earth the heart of God,’to be a
Missionary of the Sacred Heart of
Jesus [MSC] Priest or Brother?

Contact us.
(Fr) F. Dineen, msc
fjdineen@misacor.org.au
Tel: 02 9665 8999
PO Box 252 Coogee NSW 2034
www.misacor.org.au

The Catholic Church

TRUTH IS THE TRAP
By G.K. Chesterton

I

to be just to the Catholic Church. The moment men
cease to pull against it they feel a tug towards it. The moment they
cease to shout it down, they begin to listen to it with pleasure. The
moment they try to be fair to it they begin to be fond of it. But when that
affection has passed a certain point it begins to take on the tragic and
menacing grandeur of a great love affair. The man has exactly the same
sense of having committed or compromised himself; of having been in a
sense entrapped, even if he is glad to be entrapped. But for a considerable
time he is not so much glad as simply terrified.
t is impossible

It may be that this real psychological experience has been
misunderstood by stupider people and is responsible for all that remains
of the legend that Rome is a mere trap. But that legend misses the whole
point of the psychology. It is not the Pope who has set the trap or the
priests who have baited it. The whole point of the position is that the trap
is simply the truth.
The whole point is that the man himself has made his way towards the
trap of truth, and not the trap that has run after the man. All steps except
the last step he has taken eagerly on his own account, out of interest in
the truth; and even the last step, or the last stage, only alarms him because
it is so very true.
If I may refer once more to a personal experience, I may say that I for
one was never less troubled by doubts than in the last phase, when I was
troubled by fears. Before that final delay I had been detached and ready
to regard all sorts of doctrines with an open mind. Since that delay has
ended in decision, I have had all sorts of changes in mere mood; and I
think I sympathise with doubts and difficulties more than I did before.
But I had no doubts or difficulties just before.
I had only fears; fears of something that had the finality and simplicity
of suicide. But the more I thrust the thing into the back of my mind, the
more certain I grew of what Thing it was. And by a paradox that does not
frighten me now in the least, it may be that I shall never again have such
absolute assurance that the thing is true as I had when I made my last
effort to deny it.
–G
 . K. Chesterton, The Catholic Church and Conversion, London, Burns Oates & Washbourne, Ltd, 1927,
pp. 62-63.
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Memories

of

Papua 90

years ago

Then suddenly, echoing down the valleys, from all points of the compass, arose the sound
of powerful voices: they belonged to four thousand Papuans who were on their way to join
in the jubilee celebrations to mark the anniversary of the birth of Fuyughé Christianity.

CELEBRATING FUYUGHÉ CHRISTIANITY
By André Duperat, msc

t wa s d aw n o n t h e
morning of May 17th,
1930, Just one day short
of that date on which,
a quarter of a century
earlier, the Bishop of
Pa p u a , M g r
Alain de Boismenu, had
sent Father Fastré up into
unknown Mafulu, with
its six thousand savage
inhabitants.
The wooden buildings
of Popolé mission station,
set among frowning
mountain chains, were
still bathed in the fresh,
humid calm of tropical
mornings in the high
country. Then suddenly,
echoing down the valleys,
from all points of the
compass, arose the sound
of
powerful
voices:
they belonged to four
thousand Papuans who
were on their way to join
in the jubilee celebrations
to mark the anniversary
of the birth of Fuyughé
Christianity.
According to their
custom, the guests had
paused on the river banks,
and were singing as they
assembled and decked
themselves for their
ceremonial entry.
They flooded in from
all directions. From the
east and southeast came
Fuyughés from the Auga,
Dilava
and
Yaloghé

valleys, together with groups
from the Ononghé district, who
had come down from the central
mountains four days’ march away,
by precipitous tracks.

Native dancers of welcome
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From the south-west came
Fuyughés who lived in the lower
country, together with delegates
from the Kuni district who, to
share in these peaceful festivities,
had joined forces with their former
enemies.
Finally, from the north,
from towering summits
overlooking deep ravines
through which the upper
Saint Joseph River and
its tributaries roared
and tumbled, came the
wild Tawadés, men of a
powerful tribe still sunk
in
savage
paganism,
whom the Australian
Government forces had
not yet succeeded in
subjugating: there were
chosen
representatives
from thirty-two villages,
led by ten major chiefs.
They had come over these
vast distances in response
to a simple appeal from
the missionary, the white
man who had made no
more than a few brief
appearances
in
their
territory.
So that one might well
ask what had really drawn
forth these eaters of human
flesh, who normally never
left their own region, and
carried a spear wherever
they went. For today, they
came unarmed, singing as
they converged on the little
plateau of Popolé with its
guardian cross.

The women, were the first
to appear. Emerging from the
undergrowth on to the open
plateau, they filed in silence past
the group of missionaries seated
on the long veranda before the
mission house. They were decked
in all their most precious finery:
necklaces of dogs’ teeth, and dogs’
teeth thrust among their short,
thick hair, clumps of colourful
leaves attached to fibre bracelets
and to belts of bark. Otherwise,
their bodies were naked, but they
gleamed with oil and sweat, for
suspended from their bowed heads,
and swinging rhythmically on their
backs,, they carried enormous nets
filled with vegetables, provisions
for the journey.
Soon, male voices began to
roll like thunder, over the mission
station: black, naked figures began
to appear on all the, surrounding
ridges, wildly shouting, dancing,
gesticulating.
Then, abruptly, there was a long,
profound silence.
And suddenly, into the far end
of the courtyard formed by the
church, the school and the living
quarters, burst a formidable human
tide. Swift and sombre, it flowed
towards us upon the regular beat
of a strange chant gushing from a
thousand coppery throats. When
the dancers leapt aloft in unison,
the voices also mounted, shrill
as fifes; and when, still united
like some vast wave thundering
down, they dropped back to earth,
the chant also sank to a deep
reverberation, as if their bodies
were really of bronze and rang to
their depths with the shock.
The moving mass of brown,
figures rolled to our very feet,
broke and whirled about like an
angry tide, and swept back to the
far end of the courtyard; and there
reformed and returned to the
charge, still borne along on that
magnificent, savage chant. With
their forest flowers and leaves,
their ornaments of dogs’ teeth and
pigs’ teeth, the boars’ tails hung
from their ears, the slivers of bone
thrust through their nostrils, they

presented an orgy of whirling,
clashing colours, in a wild abandon
of rhythmic beats and voices.
Crackers began to explode among
the dancers, intended as a
welcoming salvo in our honour:
whereupon the frenzy of whirling
arms and legs and muscled torsos
rippling and gleaming in the sun
redoubled, and the voices rose to a
new pitch.
According to custom, the bushes
planted to make a triumphal avenue
were soon trampled underfoot, and
the grass of the courtyard flew up
in all directions. All was submerged
in this barbaric wave of exaltation,
bursting with a savage joy of life.
I began to grow dizzy. To use
the Papuan expression, ‘my bowels
melted’.
But suddenly, as a tempest
subsides as rapidly as it has risen,
the dancers came to a standstill and
were silent.
The dream was over and
now, in compact groups, the
guests advanced to greet their
missionaries. New-comer as I was,
I soon found myself surrounded
by an intimidating throng of
naked figures, their thick features
running with sweat mingled with
the colours with which they had
daubed them to make gruesome
masks.
‘Who is this?’ asked one, pointing
towards me.
‘Why, this is your new Father,
whom we’ve been expecting for the
last six months! ‘
There was a loud cry, and I
found myself seized and swept off
my feet; arms encircled me, noses
were rubbed against mine, until,
in that close embrace, I felt myself
suffocating.
And yet . . . although my
immaculate white suit was now
crushed and soiled, although my
face was smeared with all the
colours of the rainbow, although
I was dazed by the din of all
those voices shouting my name, I
could not help feeling a lump in
my throat. . . . These people who,
a moment before, had seemed so
savage were suddenly transformed
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by their demonstrations of friendly
affection!
Three times we watched the
unforgettable spectacle of the
ceremonial entry, three times the
human flood unfurled itself across
the courtyard of Popolé.
The entry of the Tawadés, who
were the most numerous and still
the most savage, was the most
impressive, possessing a sort of
tragic grandeur. Massed in one
corner of the courtyard, the native
women irresistibly burst into
their long shrill cry, interrupted
by a rapid beating of the lips with
joined fingers, which is both their
way of hailing a triumph and
encouraging their warriors into
battle.
Soon, the little plateau,
with its oriflammes, its leaves,
its banners and triumphal arches,
was filled to overflowing. Both on
the plateau and in the immediate
neighbourhood, Father Dontenwill
and the curé of many of my
stories, Father Bachelier, had had
temporary villages built to shelter
the host of guests.
A few days earlier, the
missionaries who were free to
attend the jubilee had arrived from
the coast or from their far-flung
mountain districts. Never had the
countryside seen so many Whites
gathered together before. There
were, in fact, twenty-four of us:
nine Fathers, nine Brothers, and six
missionary Sisters with their blue
veils, who had brought with them
five native Sisters.
It is also worth noting that
these twenty-four represented six
nations. To begin with, France
was represented by many of her
provinces – Languedoc, Alsace,
Vendée, Brittany, Savoy, Normandy,
Ile-de-France. And there were
others from Italy, Switzërland,
Belgium, Canada and Australia.
But if the older homes of
Christianity were well represented
in that remote fastness of the
Papuan mountains, it was fitting
that Christian Papua should also
be there in force. And in fact, from
the island of Samarai in the east to

the mouths of the Fly River in the
west, a host of small tribes had sent
their delegates: the coastal peoples
with their light complexions
and great heads of hair, the tall
swamp-dwellers with their black
skins, frizzy hair and wide noses
pierced by a large hole, the people
of the plains, agile and quickwitted, with their belts of painted
bark, and finally, the mountain
tribesmen who, after their proud
dances, seemed as timid as peasants
arriving in Paris on some great
national occasion.
Evening began to fall. Five or six
missionaries, tireless at impromptu
confessionals, heard a constant
stream of penitents. One might well
wonder whether one was in Papua
or Brittany!
And late into the clear night,
round the camp fires that circled
the Popolé plateau like a precious
diadem, the singing rose to the
stars, now filled with an infinitely
gentle melancholy.
The next day was Sunday, and
tribe by tribe the Papuans invaded
the church to attend a series of
morning masses. Then, towards
ten o’clock, a strange spectacle was
unfolded, as bearded missionaries
in impeccable white surplices led a
tumultuous yet solemn procession
of their naked parishioners to an
altar, erected in the open air, at the
foot of a gabi tree – the giant tree
in which the Papuans, in former
times, placed their dead, the former
haunt, too, of evil spirits.
Within a framework of plumes
of the bird of paradise, opulent
bouquets of leaves, and ex-votos
sculpted in wood by primitive
artists, Father Fastré celebrated
the anniversary mass before four
thousand Papuans. Assistant priests
took up the prayers and sang the
psalms in half a dozen languages Fuyughé, Tawadé, Kuni, Roro....
At midday, while the Papuans
in their huts of leaves discussed
the ceremonies and speeches,
and chewed their sugar cane, the
missionaries gathered round a
family table. Supplies had been
sent up from Yule Island, specially

Fence Sitting

T

he truth is this: that upon
the principal points of
dispute between the Arminians
and the Calvinists - upon all the
points of doctrine characteristic
of the two sects, the Church of
England maintains an absolute
neutrality; her Articles explicitly
assert nothing but what is
believed by Arminians and by
Calvinists ... such was the great
Usher; such was Whitgift; such
were many more, burning and
shining lights of our Church in
her early days (when first she
shook off the Papal tyranny).”
– Bishop Horsley’s Charges, p.216 - pp.25,
26.) quoted Selected writings of Sydney
Smith, op.cit. p.114. Sydney Smith [17711845] was a Anglican clergyman, essayist,
wit, and founder of The Edinburgh Review.

for the occasion, and the Sisters,
in their chaotic kitchen, performed
wonders. Toasts were exchanged,
and the names of those absent were
invoked.
Suddenly, a war chant rang out,
and a horde of more than five
hundred Tawadés went racing
down towards the Sisters’ house,
set on one of the lower slopes. An
attack? Indeed, the idea was not
improbable, for only a short time
before, these savages had fought
ferociously against Government
forces sent into their territory,
and had dared to hurl themselves,
armed, only with spears, against a
bristling line of rifles.
But it was no attack – the white
gleam of their joyful smiles was
enough to prove that. They were
merely staging a demonstration of
affection for Sister Marie Kotska,
the first nun and the first white
woman to come and live in the
Papuan mountains.
And in the years that had
elapsed since 1916, she had so won
their hearts that she was known to
all simply as Mamé: Mother.
At the evening hour, when the
white clouded mountain summits
were tinted with rose, the vast
ANNALS AUSTRALASIA 9 SEPTEMBER 2019

assembly gathered at the church
for benediction. More than two
thousand had to remain outside.
What was to prove undoubtedly
the most moving moment of the
day came at the end of Benediction.
One could sense, during the
singing, a quivering enthusiasm,
and at last it broke out in typically
Papuan manner. Father Bachelier
had arranged that, at the very
moment that the monstrance
was raised above the assembled
multitude, they should be bathed
in brilliant radiance. The flares
were duly lit, and as they died
down, an immense clamour burst
spontaneously from every throat,
arousing the echoes, and thousands
of naked feet beat tumultuously on
the wooden floor of the church.
The catechists, shocked by this
behaviour, blew their whistles to
restore order. But the Papuans
thought that this was a sign of
encouragement, and redoubled
their joyous clamour. The whole
church shook on its foundations,
the iron roof vibrated: it was a
magnificent, irresistible uproar that
no liturgy had ever foreseen.
For myself, I was unutterably
moved: for I felt that here was the
very savage, palpitating heart of
Papua, rendering its homage to
God.
The next day, the curé said,
‘You mustn’t think that’s all there
is to it, though. Jubilees, festivals,
ceremonies – all very well, very
moving, no doubt. But the job
still has to be done. We’re leaving
tomorrow for Fané. You can have
a week to get used to it there, and
then we’ll be off on our rounds.
Are you all set?’
‘Set - and ready to go’.
Father André Dupeyrat, msc, arrived in 1930, as a
young priest, in the district of Mafulu in the central
mountains of Papua, six days’ march from the little
island of Yule on the south-east coast where in
1885 the Missionaries of the Sacred Heart from
Issoudun in France, first brought the Catholic faith
to Papua New Guinea. Father Dupeyrat was born 8
March, 1902, in Cherbourg-Octeville, France. He
died on 29 December, 1982 at Chateau Gombert,
Marseille, France after spending the greater part of
his life in Papua. Excerpted from Mitsinari, London
Staples Press, 1954. Translated from the French by
Erik and Denyse de Mauny.

HEIRS
TO THE KINGDOM
OF HEAVEN

W

e need

to detach ourselves, not from

the money that enables us to live,
but from the forces that cause us to

use it badly, namely sicknesses of the soul.
... We need to purify our souls, that is to say,
make them poor and naked and, in that state,
listen to the Lord’s call: “Come, follow me.”
He is the way along which the pure of heart
walk. ... Here is a man who thinks of his
fortune, his gold, silver and houses, as graces
from God, and he shows his gratitude to Him
by helping the poor from his own resources.
He knows well that he possesses these goods
more for the sake of his brothers than for
himself; he remains stronger than his wealth
and is far from becoming its slave. ... Now
this man, I say, God declares blessed and
calls «poor in spirit» (Mt 5,3); he is a certain
heir of the Kingdom of heaven, which will be
closed to those who could not look beyond
their own wealth.
- Clement of Alexandria (150-c.215), theologian. Homily,
“How can the rich be saved?”
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Psychic Phenomena
Puzzling happenings in a world allegedly
governed only by material and physical laws

THE CURIOUS CASE
OF MARIA TALARICO
By Leslie Rumble, msc

ne

of

the

m o st

remarkable cases
in the history
of
psychical
experiences, one
which has never
b een solved and
which never will be solved — I do
not hesitate to make that seemingly
extravagant statement — occurred
in January, 1939. The European
press rang with it at the time, and
the details concerning it have
been enshrined in text-books on
psychical phenomena by the leading
Continental experts in that elusive
field of modern research.
Catanzaro, capital of the Province
of Calabria, is built on the slopes of
a rocky hill, some six miles inland
from the shores of the Gulf of
Squillace, at the southern extremity
of Italy. It has a population of
about 50,000 [in 2010: 93,000
Ed.] inhabitants, and is a centre on
which roads converge from the many
farming districts reaching far inland
from the coast.
One of these roads crosses a
bridge over a shallow stream before
entering the town; and under that
bridge, on the morning of 13th
February, 1936, was found the dead
body of a young man of about
twenty, named Giuseppe Veraldi.
He was lying in the bed of the river,
his head badly gashed where it had
hit the rocks after he had thrown
himself from the bridge on the
preceding night.
The police entered full details of
the case in their records; the time
he was found, the clothing he wore,
the wounds in his head, and all they

could gather concerning himself
and his affairs. An inquest was held.
The verdict was suicide. But no one
had the slightest idea why Giuseppe
Veraldi should have taken his own
life.
Such tragedies, of course, occur
in all parts of the world. There
is nothing astonishing in the fact
that this particular suicide should
have happened in Catanzaro; nor
is it unusually mysterious that no
sufficient motive for it could be
found. But wait...
Three years had passed by. The
Giuseppe Veraldi case had long

Henry VIII and
the Faith

I

t was not Henry’s policy, in
fact, to make mere gratuitous
innovations. On all high matters
of doctrine he still professed
the same faith as the rest of
the Christian world. … It was
impossible, however, that
heretics and schismatics should
not derive some comfort from
the vast change that had already
taken place; for it was seen that
men so reputed, like Cranmer
and Latimer, stood high in the
King’s favour, and as purgatory
had already been called in
question, it might be a matter
of speculation what amount
of ancient doctrine would
ultimately be maintained.
– James Gairdner, Calendar
xiii, Preface xviii:
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ceased to be a topic of general
conversation in Catanzaro. Only his
widowe d mother and a few close
relatives nursed their sad memories
of his tragic death, which they were
still at a loss to explain.
One morning in January, 1939,
however, a young girl named Maria
Talarico, then seventeen years of age,
was walking across the bridge over
the stream with her grandmother.
They had come from a nearby
farm, the grandmother to do some
shopping in the town; Maria, a
sturdy common-sensed peasant
girl, to attend a class in a course of
agricultural instruction for which she
had enrolled.
When half-way across the bridge
Maria suddenly stopped, gazed over
the parapet, stared at the river-bed
for a few tense moments, and then
fell unconscious on the roadway.
Taken home by a farmer who had
happened to be passing in his cart,
she recovered consciousness on the
way; but, as soon as she entered the
door of the house, she said to her
mother in the deep, resonant voice
of a full-grown man: ‘You are not
my mother. My mother lives in the
wooden cottage, and her name is
Catarina Veraldi. I am Pepe.’
Pepe was a familiar contraction
of Giuseppe’s name; and Maria’s
voice was that of Giuseppe Veraldi.
Neighbours quickly gathered. All
thought Maria possessed by the
devil; and her conduct certainly
seemed to confirm that opinion.
Still speaking in Giuseppe’s
somewhat
harsh
voice,
she
demanded that her ‘mother’ be sent
for, although her real mother sat

looking at her through streaming
tears. Maria, however, ignored her;
and whilst waiting for Mrs Veraldi to
come insisted that a bottle of wine
be brought, some cigar ettes, and a
pack of cards, inviting those around
her to join in a game to fill in the
time.
Given a pencil and paper, and
asked to write her name, she wrote:
‘I am Giuseppe Veraldi.’ It was in
Giuseppe’s own handwriting.
Drinking and smoking, she
add ressed the men there as Toto,
Elio, Rosario and Damiano, although
such names belonged to none who
was present. All recognised them,
howe ver, as the names of the dead
man’s one-time boon companions.
Of the four of them, Toto had
emigrated to Argentina, in South
America, soon after Giuseppe’s
death.
At last Mrs Veraldi arrived. Maria,
stopping the card-playing, said to
her in what the astounded woman
recogn ised as her son’s voice: ‘My
friends murdered me. They threw
me into the river-bed; and then, as
I lay there, they battered my head
with an iron bar and tried to make
the whole thing look like suicide.’
Having made her statement, she
got up, and before anyone could
make a move she almost threw
her
s elf out the door, ran to the
bridge, climbed the parapet, and fell
into the river-bed. When the others,
who had quickly followed her,
arrived, she was lying in the exact
position in which Giuseppe had
been found, and was crying out in
his voice: ‘Leave me alone. Why are
you hitting me?’
The dead man’s mother cried out:
‘Pepe, cease tormenting that poor
girl. Go away from her.’ At once
Maria returned to her normal state.
Shakily, she stood up. When she
spoke, it was in her own voice. They
led her home. She had no recollec
tion of anything that had happened
from the moment she had first fallen
unconscious on the bridge when
crossing it with her grandmother.
Nine years later, in 1948, a letter
arrived in Catanzaro, addressed to
Mrs Catarina Veraldi. It was from
Tucuman, in the far north-west of
Argentina, near the foothills of the

Andes; and it was signed by Luigi
Marchete, who had been known as
‘Toto’ among his intimate friends in
Catanzaro. The letter had been left
among his papers, to be posted in
the event of his death.
Luigi had done well in Argentina,
acquiring a great deal of property.
He died, however, in 1948, and
in his posthumous letter confessed
to Cata
r ina Veraldi that he had
murdered her son in 1936. Elio,
Rosario and Damiano had helped
him; but it was he himself who had
battered in Pepe’s head with an iron
bar through jealousy over attentions
Pepe had been paying to a woman
named Lillina.
After the murder Toto had fled to
Argentina under a false name, with
forged papers. But his conscience
had always tortured him, and he
begged Catarina’s forgiveness. To
make some kind of reparation he
had made her sole heir to all his
properties.
The police could act on this
confess ion; but since Elio also had
died, only Rosario and Damiano
could be apprehended. Both
received gaol sentences for their
participation with Toto in the crime.
When the news of these
extraordin
a ry developments was
published, not only Catanzaro, but
every town in Europe whose papers
gave headlines to the incredible
story, was set talking again.
Every detail described by Maria
Talarico in her abnormal trance-like
state had been confirmed.

O

! Our August issue carried
an incorrect phone number for
Scholarly Publishing Victoria. Copies
of Islam, context and Complexity by
Paul Stenhouse may be obtained
by contacting the publisher on
03 9329 6963. See the ad on p.19.
oops
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It could not have been a case of
merely natural clairvoyance. Maria
was a normal, healthy, matter-of-fact
peasant girl, who had never shown
any signs of psychic tendencies or
powers.
Nor could any merely natural
clairvoyance be reconciled with her
being suddenly thrown into a trance
and afflicted with a complete change
of personality, which suddenly
ceased at a word of command from
the dead man’s mother. Maria was
certainly subject to some outside
influence.
Was it, then, a case of devil-posses
sion? But the serious purpose behind
it all, the vindication of justice and
the pinning of responsibility on the
murderers, could scarcely have been
of much appeal to the devil, the
‘father of lies and a murderer from
the beginning.’
All seems to point in one direction
— namely, that the discamate soul of
the murdered Giuseppe had taken
possession of Maria. If a hypnotist
can make a subject speak and
behave in unnatural ways, there is
no reason why the disembodied
spirit of Gius eppe — granted God’s
permission for a return to this world
at all — could not have exercised
some such influence over Maria.
But why pick on Maria Talarico,
who had not had the slightest
connec
t ion with the affair? Also,
whilst many instances of diabolical
possession have been recorded,
where is there any other case in
history in which the body of a
person still living in this world has
been possessed by the soul of a
deceased human being?
It is all very bewildering; and
one can only leave it at that. The
basic facts of the above case
are summarised by Abbot Alois
Wiesinger, O.C.S.O., in his book
Occult Phenom
e na in the Light of
Theology (1957), pp. 245 – 247.
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 fifth of his fourteen articles on psychic
phenomena which first appeared in Annals in 1958.
Next month: Who Wrote on the Slate?
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Woe to us
Laymen All

ome men are resolute in the new
way,
and some are firm in the old faith.
People are found quarrelling like dogs;
there is a different opinion in each
head...
The Apostles are called pillars.
They were poor while they lived –
something not easy to the generation
of today.
They left wives and children, to turn
to Jesus .
With us, on the contrary, a priest of all
people
leaves Jesus and His Father,
and off he goes to his wife.
His ill-humour and his anger
are reserved for his tithes ...
At the [altar] table, with all the power
of his lungs,
he preaches a rigmarole ...
not a word about Mass on Sunday,
nor confession, any more than a
horse.
Our churches are cold, in our time,
as the grey ice.
How sad, in a day or two,
to throw down the altars!
In the church choir there will be no
wax at all,
nor salutary candle, for a moment.
The church and her perfumes
[sacraments]
graciously healed us.
There was formerly a sign to be had,
oil anointing the soul.
Woe to us laymen all,
for that we are all without prayer.
There is no agreement in anything
betwixt the son and his father.
The daughter is against the mother.
Let us confess our sins,
let us approach the sign [of the cross,
in absolution];
God will hear and the Trinity...
Let us go to his protection, praying;
let us fast, let us do penance. ...
The world, for some time past,
does not trust the shepherds.
It behooves a man to trust the God of
Heaven.
I believe the word of God the Son.
-– Cywydd y Ddwy Ffydd (Ode to the Two
Faiths), by the Welsh Catholic bard Sion
Brwynog, of Anglesey, who flourished in
the reign of Edward VI and died c.1567.

F

ollowing on from 2018’s CD, The Gates of Vienna, comes this
new one: Pax Britannica. Played by Robert James Stove on
the splendid organ of Melbourne University’s Trinity College
Chapel, this recording explores very different repertoire. Whereas
The Gates of Vienna surveyed music from the Habsburg empire, Pax
Britannica surveys music from Queen Victoria’s and Edward VII’s
reigns. Some of the composers represented are famous: Sir Edward
Elgar, Sir Hubert Parry, Sir Charles Villiers Stanford. Others are
more obscure. Still others have hitherto been unknown even to most
specialists. But all of them had something distinctive and valid to
say in musical terms. Pax Britannica, like its predecessor, benefits
from the engineering skills of Melbourne’s Thomas Grubb, who has
captured ‘the King of Instruments’ with marvellously opulent yet
clear sound. Amid current Brexit struggles, don’t miss this tribute to
a neglected area of Britain’s musical heritage. Cost per CD hard copy:
$20, plus postage and packaging ($4 within Australia, $11 elsewhere).
Pax Britannica can also be downloaded via the streaming services
Spotify, Apple, and Google Play.
Further information: www.arsorgani.com

C

The Broken Mirror

hrist came to make a new world. He came into the world to
regenerate it in Himself, to make a new beginning, to be the beginning
of the creation of God, to gather together in one and to recapitulate
all things in Himself. . . . The world was like some fair mirror, broken in
pieces and giving back no one uniform image of its Maker. But He came to
combine what was dissipated, to recast what was shattered, in Himself. He
began all excellence, and of His fullness have we all received.
- Blessed John Henry Cardinal Newman. Sermons on Subjects of the Day, Sermon 5.
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Sacrilege

is the very air we

Breath

The six-hundred-and-sixteen Families upon which the
Curse of the pillaged English Monasteries fell

THE DIRE FATE OF THE PILLAGERS
By Paul Stenhouse
AURICE BARING, intent upon.
He had barely with a pitying glance, a tolerant
a member of the stopped speaking, when looking sigh, an uplifted eye or a dismissive
well-known English out of a window he was shot in the wave of the hand. ‘Sacrilege’ is as
b a n k i n g f a m i l y, forehead.2
unfashionable a concept for many
and a convert to
of our contemporaries as is the
Growing Used to Sacrilege
Catholicism, was
existence of the God whose majesty
in Russia at the
The retribution for the sacrilege it offends.
height of the Bolshevik revolution. of the Bezbozhnik was as swift in
Sacrilege means the profanation
He relates an incident that occurred the instance recounted by Maurice of something or somebody or some
in a Russian village when a band Baring, as it was in the case of place, set aside for the worship,
of atheists (calling themselves the planned sacrilege in the story glory and service of God.
‘Bezbozhniks’, i.e. ‘Without-God- recounted by Sir Henry Spelman.
We rightly deplore the use of
ites’), arrived, mocking the faith of
lead
in petrol, and fear carbon
But mention sacrilege these
the peasants.
monoxide
poisoning. The ‘greendays, and you will be rewarded
The leader of the
house’ gas effect is as
Bezbozhniks addressed a
lamented as the use of
gathering of the villagers
asbestos or the pollution of
and taking a sacred ikon
the sea by oil leakages or
said: ‘I will spit on this ikon
the proliferation of plastic.
and you will see whether fire
Yet sacrilege is more
comes down from heaven
lethal than any of the
to kill me, or not.’ He then
above: it can kill the soul,
spat on the ikon and said to
not just the body; and it
the peasants: ‘You see, God
offends not simply nature,
hasn’t killed me.’
but the God of nature.
‘No,’ said the peasants,
Sacrilege,
whether
‘but we will.’ And they did. 1
acknowledged or not, is no
Hundreds
of
years
longer the shocking thing
before that, a commander
it was for our Catholic
of the Roundheads, the
ancestors. It has become
Parliament’s rebel army in
part of the air that we,
the time of Oliver Cromwell
allegedly
‘enlightened’
and the Civil War, marched
and ‘liberated’ moderns,
to Lichfield in Staffordshire
breathe; the staple diet of
on the feast of St Chad
the dead or dying hearts
intending to pillage and
of materialistic western
deface
the
Cathedral
societies, of big business,
dedicated to St Chad and St
especially the publishing
Mary.
business,
of
many
‘educators,’ of politicians,
At the head of the puritan
of lawyers and judges,
troops, the Commander
and of the entertainment
publicly begged God to
industry, especially of the
show some notable sign of
unrelenting, if ephemeral,
his approval or disapproval
Facade of a church in Prague that once held statues of saints.
media.
of the work they were
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As young religious, I and my
contemporaries used to be warned:
‘sancta sancte tractanda sunt,’ i.e.
‘holy things must be treated holily’.
This needs repeating in a world
grown used to hearing God’s name,
and the names of his saints, not
just taken ‘in vain’ (i.e. lightly) but
often coupled with obscenities and
blasphemies.
The French Revolutionaries,
Napoleon and successive atheistic
governments in France helped
make sacrilege fashionable, as did
the Nazis, the Fascists, and the
Communists in Russia, Eastern
Europe, China, Spain and Mexico.
But they were not the first. And
subsequent history – in the
Middle East, with ISIS and their
abominable ilk springing to mind
in Iraq and Syria, to say nothing of
the Balkans, Rwanda, a number of
Latin American countries, and East
Timor – has shown that they are by
no means the last.
Sacrilege in modern times is
multi-faceted. Catholic faith and
practice, morality and tradition
are not only questioned, they
are sacrilegiously derided and
dismissed as irrelevant, or ridiculed
by TV ‘stars’ and producers,
journalists, radio commentators,
pop or movie stars, or politicians,
by ‘celebrities’ of every imaginable
hue, many of whom arrogate
to themselves prerogatives that
properly belong to the Church,
to bishops and priests and others
legitimately authorised to teach or
comment on matters of faith and
morals.
Abuse and insult offered to
the Catholic Church is, sadly, not
uncommon among many Protestant
sects whose vehement denunciation
of the Mass, the Blessed Virgin
Mary, the Sacraments, the authority
of the Pope and of the Church, even
of holy water and the sign of the
Cross, constitutes sacrilege.
The Curses
Archbishop John Whitgift, 15301604, the Protestant Archbishop of
Canterbury who attended Queen
Elizabeth I in her last hours and

Does your life sing the same
tune as your mouth?

M

y brothers, my sons, children of the Catholic Church, holy seeds of
heaven, you who have been born again in Christ, born from above,
listen to me or rather, through me, Sing to the Lord a new song. ‘But I
do sing,’ you may reply. You sing, of course you sing. I can hear you; but
make sure that your life sings the same tune as your mouth. Sing with
your voices, sing with your hearts, sing with your lips, sing with, your
lives. Sing to the Lord a new song. Do you ask what you should sing about
the one whom you love? Of course you want to sing about the one you
love. Do you ask what you should sing in praise of him? Listen: Sing to the
Lord a new song. Are you looking for praises to sing? ‘His praise is in the
assembly of the saints.’ The singer himself is the praise contained in the
song. Do you want to speak the praise of God? Be yourselves what you
speak. If you live good lives, you are his praise.
- St Augustine of Hippo, Sermon 34, 1-3, 5-6.

crowned James I whose mother,
Mary Queen of Scots, had been
beheaded by Elizabeth, was more
enlightened. He warned the queen
to beware lest she incur the curse
that afflicted her father when he
usurped the rights of the Church,
and sacrilegiously confiscated lands,
buildings and wealth intended for
the glory of God, not for the glory
of the house of Tudor.
He pointed out to Elizabeth that
countless kings, queens, nobles and
private individuals had endowed
the monasteries, convents, priories,
cathedrals and chapels, guildhalls
and chantries ‘and entailed a curse
upon the alienators of them. God
prevent Your Majesty from being
liable to that curse’.3
The curse to which the
archbishop referred has come down
to us in various forms.
One that is given by Dom
Edmond Martene, OSB (16541739) 4 is too long to give in full.
However, it ends thus:
May
evildoers,
thieves
and those who prey on the
possessions and rights and
liberties of the Monastery of
... find their lot thrown in with
Chora, Dathan and Abiron who
descended living into hell; with
Judas and Pilate, Caiphas and
Annas, may they be punished with
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never-ending torment. So that
they may never have fellowship
in heavenly peace with Christ and
his saints, but rather fellowship
with the devil and his companions
in the torments of hell. May they
perish eternally. Let this be.’

Lest some readers think
this curse is a bit tough on the
sacrilegious pillagers who may
have been a bit short of money,
we should note that earlier on, the
prayer to safeguard the holy place
begged God not to punish the
evildoers ‘if they repent of their
evil-doing. If they are willing to
make amends for what they have
done, then may the blessing of
Almighty God come upon them,
as well as the reward for good
works.’ The curse only follows if the
evildoers persist in their evil-doing.
Regretfully, signs of repentance are
thin on the ground.
Another curse adds:
‘May they be cursed in their
cities, in their fields, in their
castles, in their islands, in the
fruit of their womb, and in their
homes. May they be cursed when
they go out, and cursed in all
places. May the heaven above
them be of bronze, and the land
they till be of iron... if they be not
ashamed, and repent of their evildoing, grant that they be eternally

Available Now
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St Paul
THE AUTHOR WRITES: In some
ways this commentary has been
my life’s work. I was first impressed
by the breadth of St Paul’s thought
during my seminary studies in the
50s.I was especially moved by the
obvious love of the man and by the
courage with which he carried out
his mission of taking the best of
the faith of Abraham and Moses –
the faith as lived by Jesus – to the
gentile world.

cut off from the heavenly host
and the land of the living, and
may they be banished now and
for evermore.’

When donors granted money to
be used for endowing the saying
of Masses for the repose of their
souls and those of their families,
or as alms for the poor, or for
the building of Churches or the
providing of chalices and other
consecrated objects to be used in
the liturgy of the Mass, it was usual
for a curse to be added:
‘Should anyone, therefore,
which I by no means believe will
be the case, steal or otherwise
alienate what I have offered
and dedicated, let him be held
accountable to the Lord God,
under pain of sacrilege. If anyone
should try to alter my provisions
by any strategems or propositions
... let such a one be anathema.’

Henry VIII’S Greed
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T IS MY hope and prayer that
you, the reader, through Paul’s
words, will come to a more
profound understanding of what,
or rather who it was that inspired
his extraordinary life. Only a truly
‘Catholic’ vision can help heal our
marvellous but deeply divided,
world. Only such a vision can
help us, in the words of Teilhard
de Chardin, ‘harness for God the
energies of love’.
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In the twenty-seventh year of the
reign of Henry VIII all monasteries
not having £200 per annum in
revenue, were confiscated. In the
thirty-first year, the remaining
monasteries
throughout
the
kingdom were confiscated. In the
thirty-second year all the hospitals
and hospital churches of St John of
Jerusalem in England and Ireland,
with all their lands and possessions
were confiscated to the Crown. In
the thirty-fourth year all colleges,
chapels,
chantries,
hospitals,
fraternities and guilds were
confiscated to the Crown.
Had Henry not died in the next
year bishoprics would have been
next on the list: and Cathedral
Churches would probably have
followed.
In all, Henry VIII took possession of 374 lesser monasteries,
186 great monasteries and abbeys,
ninety colleges, 110 religious hospitals, 2,374 chapels and chantries.

Perhaps it was Dr Feckenham, the
last Benedictine Abbot of St Peter’s
Monastery at Westminster who in
his famous Caveat Emptor warned
the avaricious plunderers of the
Catholic Church property to beware
of the consequences for themselves
and their children.
Regrettably, his warning fell on
ears so deafened by the tinkling of
gold and silver that like Ananias
and Sapphira as recorded in the
Acts of the Apostles, they could not
hear the footsteps of those coming
to bury them.5
Many years later, Sir Henry
Spelman, a Protestant who had
gained possession of the sites
of the Abbeys of Blackborough
and Wormgay in Norfolk, became
embroiled in expensive lawsuits
that eventually dispossessed him
of the Abbey lands, a circumstance
that brought him financial ruin and
convinced him of the ‘infelicity of
meddling with consecrated places.’
The accounts that will follow in
subsequent articles are taken from
Sir Henry’s now forgotten work
‘The History and Fate of Sacrilege
... published for the terror of evildoers’ in 1698. 6 Written in 1632
it lay unpublished for years ‘lest
it give offence to the nobility and
gentry.’
The nobility and gentry of
the Reformation have gone to
their eternal reckoning. Sacrilege
continues unabated as anyone
familiar with most aspects of
modern life, will agree.
Next Month: What happened to the king, his family
and those directly involved in the plundering of the
monasteries.
1.
2.
3.

The Warning
No-one seems to know for
certain who first warned the lay
possessors of monastic lands of the
dangers that lay in wait for them for
the sacrilege they committed.
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4.
5.
6.

What I saw in Russia, Thomas Nelson & Sons,
[undated] p.357.
The History of Fate and Sacrilege, by Sir Henry Spelman,
1698. Fourth edition, London, John Hodges, 1895
p. lxxxvi.
See Izaak Walton, Lives of Donne, Wotton, Herbert and
Sanderson, edited with Notes and Life of the author
by Thomas Zouch, York, 1796, pp. 210-212; See also
Ephraim Udell, Noli me tangere, London, 1642. Udell
wrote: ‘I could therefore wish that all our gentry
… would beware they bring not any spoiles of the
Church into their houses, lest they be spoiled by them
… for things belonging to the altar will prove a snare
to devourers of them’. See Izaak Walton, op.cit.,
pp.211-212, footnoter.
Ancient Rites of the Church [De Antiquis Ecclesiae
Ritibus], tome ii, book iii, cap.3.
Act 5, 1-6
London, Printed for John Hartley, over against Gray’s
Inn, in Holborn, 1698.

ARGUMENTS IN DEFENCE
OF CATHOLIC FAITH

I

t has b e e n sai d of me that ‘Cardinal Newman has confined his defence of his
own creed to the proposition that it is the only possible alternative to Atheism’. I
understand this to mean, that I have given up, both in my religious convictions and
my controversial efforts, any thought of bringing arguments from reason to bear upon
the question of the truth of the Catholic faith, and that I do but rely upon the threat
and the consequent scare, that, unless a man be a Catholic he ought to be an Atheist.
And I consider it to be said, not only that I use no argument in controversy in behalf
of my creed besides the threat of atheism as its alternative; but also that I have not
even attempted to prove by argument the reasonableness of that threat.

Now, what do I hold, and what do I not hold? The present volume [An Essay in Aid
of a Grammar of Assent] supplies an answer to this question. From beginning to end it
is full of arguments, of which the scope is the truth of the Catholic religion, yet no one
of them introduces or depends upon the alternative of Catholicity or Atheism; how,
then, can it be said that that alternative is the only defence that I have proposed for my
creed?
The Essay begins with refuting the fallacies of those who say that we cannot
believe what we cannot understand. No appeal to the argument from Atheism here.
Incidentally, and obiter, reasons are given for saying that causation and law, as we find
them in the universe, bespeak an infinite Creator; still no argumentum ab atheismo.
This portion of the work finished, I proceed to justify certitude as exercised upon a
cumulation of proofs, short of demonstration separately; nothing about atheism. Then I
go to a direct proof of theism (which, indeed, has been in a great measure anticipated
in a former chapter) as a conclusion drawn from three departments of phenomena; still
the threat of atheism is away. I pass on to the proof of Christianity; and where does the
threat of atheism come in here?
I begin it with prophecy; then I proceed to the coincident testimony of the two
covenants, and thence to the overpowering argument from the testimony borne to the
divinity of Catholicism by the bravery and endurance of the primitive martyrs. And
there I end.
Nor is this my only argumentative work in defence of my “creed” which I have given
to the public. I have published an “Essay on Development of Doctrine,” “Theological
Tracts,” “A Letter to Dr. Pusey,” “A Letter to the Duke of Norfolk,” works all more or
less controversial, all defences of the Catholic creed; does the very word “atheism”
occur in anyone of them? So much, then, on what I do not hold and have not said.
– Blessed John Henry Cardinal Newman, An Essay in Aid of a Grammar of Assent, Image Books, New York, 1955, pp.382-383.

ANNALS AUSTRALASIA 17 SEPTEMBER 2019

Book Review
Cicero advises the young “to adopt a regime of health, to practice moderate exercise,
to take just enough food and drink, to give attention not solely to the body, for
much greater care is due the mind and soul, for they too, like lamps grow dim
with time, unless we keep them supplied by oil. Exercise may cause the body to
become heavy with fatigue, but intellectual activity give buoyancy to the mind.”

CICERO’S STUDY OF OLD AGE
By Jude P. Dougherty
arcus Tullius
Cicero, philosop h e r, o r a t o r,
statesman,
completed
De Senectute
[On Old Age],
one of his many books, in July, 44
bc . Dedicated to Cato the Elder,
the book addresses “the common
burden of old age.” A beloved author
through the ages, Cicero lived from
106 bc until murdered in 43 bc.
Harvard
University
Press
continues to make available
William A. Falconer’s 1923 laudable
translation of De Senectute in its
Loeb Classic Series.
The book may be called “a
timely treatise,” given that the U.S.
population grows significantly
older with each passing generation.
Authorities tell us that in 2018,
seventeen per cent of the United
States’ GNP was devoted to health
care, but there were only 7,000
certified geriatricians, about half
the number said to be needed. Of
course, care of the elderly is not
exclusive limited to the physician .
Nor is this treatise to be read only
by health care givers or by the
elderly. It is a time-transcending
moral treatise.
De Senectute is written in the form
of a dialogue between Cato, Scipio
and Laelius, all presented as of old
age, but it has an autobiographical
character given that Cicero draws
upon his life’s experience for
illustrations.

Early in the essay, he remarks,
“Philosophy can never be praised
as much as she deserves since she
enables the man who is obedient
to precepts to pass every season of
life free from worry.” Five hundred
years later this theme is developed
in what is regarded as a Western
literary classic, viz.: Boethius’s
Consolation of Philosophy.
Cicero
acknowledges
the
disadvantage of old age, for old age
withdraws us from active pursuits; it
makes the body weaker, it deprives
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us of almost all physical pleasure,
it is not far removed from death.
Yet, “It is not by muscle or physical
dexterity that great things are
achieved, but by reflection, force
of character and judgment. In these
qualities old age is usually not only
poorer, but is even richer.”
Sapiens enters the dialogue
saying, “I am wise because I follow
Nature as the best of guides and
obey her as a god, and since she
has fitly planned the other acts of
life’s drama; it is not likely that she
has neglected the final act, as if she
were a careless playwright.”
Laelius adds, Blame any old age
disadvantage on character, not on
age. “Some among the old lament,
because they are denied sensual
pleasure, without which they think
life is not worth living. Those of
perversity and unkindly disposition
are known to find irksome every
period of life, [whereas] it is known
that those who follow the principles
and the practice of virtue enjoy
wonderful fruits, especially at the
close of a long and busy career.
It is most delightful to have the
consciousness of a life well spent,
and the memory of deeds well
performed.”
Cicero makes it clear that youth
is not an unmitigated blessing;
it can be a dangerous period of
life. His reading of what he calls,
“foreign histories,” teaches that
the greatest states have been
overthrown by the rashness of the
young. Prudence is the harvest of

age, Cicero will contend, quoting
Statius Caecilius, a Roman poet, in
support: “The saddest bane of age, I
think, is this, that old men feel their
years to be a bore to youth.” That
may be so, but, “Life’s race course
is fixed. Nature has only a single
path, and that path is run but once,
and to each stage of existence has
been allotted its own appropriate
quality.”
Time and again, Cicero affirms
that one enters old age as one
has lived. Granted that old age
is devoid of strength, nothing
is expected of it. There may be
an exception, insofar as Cicero
recognizes an obligation.
He
appropriates these words from
Caecilius: “If you ask a farmer,
however old, for whom he is
planting, he will unhesitatingly
reply. ‘For the immortal gods, who
have willed not only that I should
receive these blessings from my
ancestor, but that I should hand
them on to posterity.’”
In a charming passage, Cicero
advises the young “to adopt a
regime of health, to practice
moderate exercise, to take just
enough food and drink, to give
attention not solely to the body, for
much greater care is due the mind
and soul, for they too, like lamps
grow dim with time, unless we keep
them supplied by oil. Exercise may
cause the body to become heavy
with fatigue, but intellectual activity
give buoyancy to the mind.”
‘Dotage” may describe some
old men but not all. Cicero quotes
from a speech given by Archytas
of Tarentum, “No more deadly
curse has been given by nature
to man than carnal pleasure,
through eagerness for which the
passions are driven recklessly and
uncontrollably to its gratification.
From it comes treason and the
overthrow of states, and from
it spring secret and corrupt
conference with public foes; in
short, there is no criminal purpose
and no evil which lust for pleasure
will not drive men to undertake.
Indeed rape, adultery and every
like offense are set in motion by

the elements of pleasure and by
nothing else.” Plato is said to have
been in the audience when the
lecture was given.
Steeped in the philosophy of
Plato and Aristotle, Cicero stands
at the foundation of what, through
the centuries, has been called the
natural law tradition. He affirms
that there is an intelligible order in
nature to which man is accountable.
He speaks of the divine and
eternal nature of the soul, a belief
derived not solely by the force of
reason and argument but also by
the reputation and authority of
philosophers of first rank [Cyrus of
Miletus is one cited].The soul has
no source of motion, because it is
self moving. It is one substance,
it cannot be divided and cannot
perish.
Some of the Church Fathers
undoubtedly read and employed
Cicero, especially Augustine,
and were not hesitant to correct
him from a Christian perspective
when his doctrine seemed to
contradict Sacred Scripture.
Cicero’s teleological account
of nature affirms the immortality
of the human soul, with hints of
a bodily reunion in which the
“corporeal returns to the visible
constituents from which it came.”
On the closing page of De
Senectute, Cicero writes: “O glorious
day, when I shall set out to join the
assembled host of souls divine and
leave this world of strife and sin,
and indeed I am eager to meet not
only those I have known and loved
but also those that I have heard and
read and written.”
If De Senectute is rightly called
“a timely treatise,” so too may be
his De Officiis and his De Legibus,
for both speak to contemporary
concerns. These and other works
by Cicero continue to be made
available by Harvard University
Press in its Loeb Classical Library.
Professor Jude P. Dougherty is Dean Emeritus
of the Philosophy Faculty, Catholic University
of America. Formerly Editor, The Review of
Metaphysics, and General Editor, Series Studies in
Philosophy and the History of Philosophy, Washington,
D.C. He is a regular contributor to Annals.
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T

hat Islam is not homogeneous
is a given. Its complexity,
however, is bewildering for nonMuslims, 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.

$29.95
Available from Scholarly
Publishing P.O. Box 299, Kew,
Victoria 3101 Australia,
or 03 9329 6963

Mainstream Media

NEWS AND ‘FACTS

T

“new media” carry the adjective because they began to emerge only
in the 1980s, when the media of newspapers, newsmagazines, and
network and local television news had long been firmly in place. Most
newspapers had been around since the first decades of the 20th century,
and though rising costs and competition caused some to be shuttered in the
decades after World War II, there were still more than 1,700 papers published
daily in the 1970s.
Time and Newsweek were established, respectively, in 1923 and 1933.
Network television newscasts were reaching most parts of the country by the
1950s, and local stations eventually provided their own news programs at
various points in the day.
The most important old news organizations were the outlets that covered
stories in the nation’s capital and abroad. They included The New York Times
and The Washington Post; Time and Newsweek; NBC News, CBS News, and
ABC News; National Public Radio and public television’s various iterations of
what is now called The NewsHour with Jim Lehrer.
When people talked about the “mainstream” or “establishment” media,
these were the organizations they had in mind. They were leaders among
the media generally, and shaped how regional and local outlets practiced
journalism. They were also part of America’s first sizable national elite, which
emerged after World War II in response to the needs of a nation whose
central government was larger and more invasive, costly, and ambitious than
ever before.
Political leaders, lawyers, academics, businesspeople, and certain
practitioners of that once-disreputable trade, journalism, populated this elite.
As in the other elites, members of the media elite held degrees from many of
the same (elite) universities. They believed that they had a responsibility to
improve society, and they thought of themselves — as no ink-stained wretch
had before — as professionals.
The most influential journalists understood that news is rarely news in the
sense of being undisputed facts about people or policy, but news in the sense
that it’s a product made by reporters, editors, and producers. They knew that
news is about facts, but that it fundamentally reflects editorial judgments
about whether particular facts are “news,” and if they are, what the news
means and what its consequences may be.
They knew, too, that those who define and present the news have a certain
power, since news can set a public agenda. And they weren’t shy about
exercising this power. That’s what made them dominant — an establishment,
in fact.
he

– The Collapse of Big Media, by Terry Eastland. See the Spring 2005 edition of The Wilson Quarterly.
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Space

and

Impetus,

not

Gravity

and

Inertia

The fate of Dr McCaughan’s great detective work will ultimately be
decided by relatively few people … But if he is correct, its impact could
be felt by every person on the planet for millennia to come.

DETECTIVE STORY WITH A DIFFERENCE
By William West
Sydney
University physic i s t D r Ja m e s
McCaughan, set
out to revisit
the laws of Sir
I s a a c Ne w t o n ,
he had no idea where this modest
quest would lead him. Almost two
decades and many conference
papers later he finds himself as the
author of a 400-page book that tells
a fascinating detective story.
It begins in the year 2000 when
Dr McCaughan retired from fulltime academic work after a career
of teaching and research, including
research into ‘cosmic radiation’.
He has also published in the fields
of physics education, history of
physics, biography in physics and
the history and philosophy of
science.
Switching to part-time lecturing
at Sydney University allowed him
time to investigate issues that
had concerned him for years –
in particular why four different
versions of Newton’s Laws had
surfaced in text books. Which was
the correct one? When he went to
the source, to Newton’s Principia,
he found to his surprise that it was
‘none of them’ – Newton’s thinking
was different from anything in text
books.
This discovery was surprising
given that Newton’s views were
still ‘logically sound and clear’. But
Dr McCaughan became convinced
that Newton himself had made one
major blunder by replacing a triedand-true, centuries-old concept
hen

in physics – impetus – with the
concept of inertia.
There appeared to be no clear
reason for this move. It was done,
he believes, on a ‘whim’ – most
probably under the influence
of Idealist thinkers of Newton’s
day, including René Descartes.
As Dr McCaughan followed the
trail further it revealed a series
of mistakes that he realised had
caused physics to lose its way.

The Proven and
the Plausible

H

as it ever struck you as odd,
or unfortunate, that today,
when the proportion of literacy
throughout Western Europe
is higher than it has ever been,
people should have become
susceptible to the influence
of advertisement and mass
propaganda to an extent hitherto
unheard of and unimagined?
Do you put this down to the
mere mechanical fact that the
press and the radio and so on
have made propaganda much
easier to distribute over a wide
area? Or do you sometimes have
an uneasy suspicion that the
product of modern educational
methods is less good than he or
she might be at disentangling
fact from opinion and the proven
from the plausible?
– Excerpted from The Lost Tools of
Learning, an essay by Dorothy Sayers
[1893-1967] presented at Oxford in 1947.
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‘Following the evidence wherever
it led was a journey in the dark,’
he writes. ‘I had no idea where the
journey would end or the path I
was following. All that guided the
work was the correction of error,
like a teacher correcting homework
– the homework of his predecessors
that he was given to teach.’
In this case, the teacher was a
‘seasoned experimentalist’ used to
wrestling with nature in the field
and laboratory, researching subjects
like cosmic radiation, as his primary
occupation. But he was also an
experienced philosophical thinker
– a Realist who was committed to
basing his conclusions on careful
observation of how nature actually
behaves.
During the course of his
detective work, Dr McCaughan
became convinced that physicists
had been slowly but surely losing
contact with nature. They had
become immersed in theories
inspired by philosophical Idealism,
founded by the Greek philosopher
Plato, and no longer appreciated
how nature does what it does.
The remedy, he became
convinced, was to reintroduce
elements of the Realist philosophy
of Plato’s successor, Aristotle,
particularly in relation to the
definition of causation. Thus the
title of Dr McCaughan’s book: Real
Physics Versus Ideal Physics.
He explains that one of the
central problems arising out of
the influence of philosophical
Idealism is that it unwittingly puts
mathematical calculations in place

A

Material and Final Causes

re you occasionally perturbed by the things written by adult men
and women for adult men and women to read? We find a well-known
biologist writing in a weekly paper to the effect that: “It is an argument
against the existence of a Creator” (I think he put it more strongly; but
since I have, most unfortunately, mislaid the reference, I will put his claim
at its lowest)--”an argument against the existence of a Creator that the
same kind of variations which are produced by natural selection can be
produced at will by stock breeders.” One might feel tempted to say that
it is rather an argument for the existence of a Creator. Actually, of course,
it is neither; all it proves is that the same material causes (recombination
of the chromosomes, by crossbreeding, and so forth) are sufficient to
account for all observed variations--just as the various combinations of
the same dozen tones are materially sufficient to account for Beethoven’s
Moonlight Sonata and the noise the cat makes by walking on the keys.
But the cat’s performance neither proves nor disproves the existence of
Beethoven; and all that is proved by the biologist’s argument is that he
was unable to distinguish between a material and a final cause.
– Excerpted from The Lost Tools of Learning, an essay by
Dorothy Sayers [1893-1967] presented at Oxford in 1947.

of what Aristotle and other Realist
philosophers consider as the
‘efficient cause’.
In other words, instead of
examining the real physical causes
in nature, physicists have been led
to assume that their mathematical
equations are at the heart of the
causal relationship. But the real
question is: ‘What breathes fire into
the equations?’
As Dr McCaughan puts it:
‘Taking mathematics as the sole
interpreter of nature afflicts all of
physics.’
In his book he devotes a whole
chapter to examples showing how
the emphasis on mathematics
actually works to hide the physical
causes operating in nature. One
example he offers is the failure
of mathematical physicists to
adequately explain the workings of
a simple gyroscope. He uncovered
the answer to this riddle himself
in a 100-year-old physics text
book that he tracked down, not in
a physics library, but in a general
university library.
A central problem that arose out
of the inappropriate emphasis on
mathematics, Dr McCaughan found,
was that Newton’s Laws were

reduced to mere axioms operating
in what physicists call ‘reference
frames’.
‘They lost their universal validity
and dependence on nature,’ he
explains, ‘becoming axioms in
inertial frames.’ The question then
became: could physics return to a
‘force-based’ standard that applied
throughout nature, free of reference
frames?
This approach, Dr McCaughan
was aware, would mean going
against the tide of philosophical
Idealism that had become well
established in physics, but he drew
inspiration from philosophical
Realists of the past. One of them
was Galileo, whose theories clashed
with the philosophical Idealists of
his own day – those who insisted
that the sun moved around the
earth, as the Ptolemaic theory had
held for more than a thousand
years.
Dr McCaughan refers to the
Ptolemaic theory as a ‘successful
fake’ that was finally exposed by
other Realist thinkers, including
Newton.
‘It took the work of two great
Realists, Galileo and Newton,
to steer theory back to reality,’
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Dr McCaughan writes. ‘But no
sooner was that victory won for
Realism than science came under
the influence of a new form of
Idealism. . .’
That new form of Idealism,
marred by a series of mistakes,
‘blunders’ and misrepresentations,
was passed down to a young
physicist in the early 20th
Century whose name has become
synonymous with genius, Albert
Einstein.
Einstein, says Dr McCaughan,
had never read Newton in the
original, but had picked up his
work second hand in a form
suggesting that Newton himself
had believed his laws were only
applicable within reference frames.
When he first began his research,
Dr McCaughan had not dreamed
of challenging Einstein in any way,
let alone Einstein’s two biggest
legacies: Special Relativity and
General Relativity. But it became
clear to him that this would be
necessary if the challenge of
demonstrating that Newton’s laws
could operate outside of inertial
reference frames, was to be met.
‘There were two hints on how
the challenge might succeed,’ he
explains, ‘Firstly, George Darwin
solved the twin paradox generated
by Relativity through the use of the
Doppler shift. The Doppler shift
does not involve frames; there is the
source and the receiver and that’s it.
If no frames are used, no paradox
results. Relativity is the cause of the
paradox. Secondly, the constancy
of the speed of light in a vacuum is
defined by space itself.’
Dr McCaughan used these two
facts as the foundation for what he
has called the Special Theory of
Space (STS) - a theory he proposes
as a replacement for Special
Relativity.
He argues in his book that
Einstein’s famous theory that clocks
run slower at speeds approaching
the speed of light is wrong, and
that ‘nothing whatever happens to
clocks.’
‘The key to what actually
happens is, that due to the Doppler

Shift space is ‘contracted’ he says.
‘A body moving in space contracts
the space in front of it and stretches
the space behind it. . . Time dilation
does not slow clocks; nothing
happens to clocks. The elapsed
time is less for the body in motion
because it travels a shorter distance
than expected.’
He sums up: ‘If we accept
that net space contraction comes
through the Doppler shift and the
constancy of the speed of light,
all the fudges, errors, paradoxes,
contradictions and failures of
relativity are eliminated.’
After revising Special Relativity,
the next step in Dr McCaughan’s
detective work was to revise
Einstein’s General Relativity to
establish how it could operate in
nature. He says he spent threeand-a-half years on this project.
It involved a detailed review of
Einstein’s celebrated 1911 paper,
‘On the Influence of Gravitation
on the Propagation of Light’. He
went to this paper because he was
convinced that it gives the clearest
connection with nature and was
the foundation for the prediction of
‘gravitational frequency-shift’ and
bending of starlight.
‘There is no relativity at the
foundation of General Relativity,’
he points out. ‘Even Einstein
abandoned it.’
In
another
passage
Dr
McCaughan comments: ‘In his
1916 paper Einstein explicitly states
that his theory loses connection
with nature. . . This has gone
unnoticed by subsequent authors.’
He maintains that as a construction,
General Relativity is still viable,
but the connection to nature is
‘via space, not gravity’. ‘It does not
involve gravitating photons (as
Einstein supposed). . . impetus
as the ‘occupier and driver of
space,’ is the key. All of mechanics
is controlled through space and
impetus’ – not, as Einstein believed,
through gravity and inertia.
So what in the final analysis does
it all mean? In the final chapters
of his book Dr McCaughan draws
conclusions about the big questions

of science – about the beginning of
the universe, Big Bang theory and
speculation about the existence of a
multiverse.
On the beginning of the
universe, he argues that it all began
with space driven outwards by
impetus, not with a fiery explosion.
‘The universe came in cold, not hot,’
he says.
Regarding , events before the
universe began, he is astonished
that some physicists insist physics
is a ‘metaphysics free zone’ and that
philosophy is dead, but then offer
their own amateur philosophical
opinions without acknowledging
that they are actually engaging in
philosophy rather than in science.
He is particularly critical of Stephen
Hawking and Lawrence Krauss who
have argued that the universe came
into existence from nothing.
Examining Hawking’s arguments
he says they are marked by ‘two
clear fallacies and a contradiction’
and concludes: ‘Two fallacies joined
by a contradiction is not a bad job
of destroying reason.’
On the question of the existence
of a multiverse or multiverses, he
notes that all the proposals to date
‘languish for want of substantiation’.
Throughout his book, Dr
McCaughan laments what he sees
as an obsession in modern physics
with a ‘mania for mathematics’ as
the main arbiter of truth’.
He sums up: ‘Idealism with
prescriptive mathematics is a
superficial way of knowing nature .
. . It leaves Ideal physics enfeebled
in its grasp of nature and with no
means of identifying constructions
faking nature. . .’
The fate of Dr McCaughan’s
great detective work will ultimately
be decided by relatively few
people – his fellow physicists who
can follow the intricacies of his
reasoning and equations. But if he
is correct, its impact could be felt
by every person on the planet for
millennia to come.
William West is, a former Editor of The Australian’s
Higher Education section and of Education Review.
He has also been a section editor for Campus
Review and the South-East Asian Business Review.
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THE VOCATION OF AN
MSC PRIEST OR BROTHER

What’s life for?
Why was I born?
What is the greater purpose
and meaning of my life?
How am I meant to be of service?
We follow Christ who ‘loves with
a human heart’ It is this love in
which we have learned to believe.
Will you make known this
same love; the gentleness and
compassion, the patience and
the mercy of the heart of Jesus!
Will you do this?
Are you being asked ‘to be on
earth the heart of God,’to be a
Missionary of the Sacred Heart of
Jesus [MSC] Priest or Brother?

Contact us.
(Fr) F. Dineen, msc
fjdineen@misacor.org.au
Tel: 02 9665 8999
PO Box 252 Coogee NSW 2034
www.misacor.org.au

TO HELP PAY
CARDINAL PELL’S LEGAL FEES

Funds can be deposited at:

Account Name: Ferdinand Zito
as trustee for Cardinal George Pell
BSB: 633-000
Account No: 1632-41078
Ref code: LFGP
People seeking acknowledgement of receipt of
their funds can request this by emailing –

fzLFGP@fzlegal.com.au.
Postal address: P.O. Box 2216,
Ivanhoe East VIC 3079 (03) 9497 1800
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Annals

a

Lifeline

My earliest ambition in life was to be a full-time professional painter who brought remote
corners of landscape and life to the attention of a broader community. The beauties of
the world are every bit as remarkable as the stupidities of so much of contemporary life.

HUMANITY IN PERSPECTIVE
By Giles Auty
night,
a t was my late mother who loved 4 owners during its fairly intriguing
a r o u n d 2 a . m . and was expert in many aspects of century plus of existence. When
September 6 th my nature.
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overlooking the sea in Sardinia. The architectural style is typically Sardinian.
a great frequency
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of high winds. Curiously these
were also the greatest source of
complaint made by famous English
art historian and critic John
Ruskin regarding his last, lofty
place of residence in England’s
Lake District. He named these
‘the plague winds’ but was perhaps
growing increasingly sad and
unstable by that time.
I had the great good fortune to
begin writing for Annals in 2002
and feel deeply privileged to have
enjoyed some degree of regular
contact with Australia’s whole
Catholic community ever since.
My time in Australia which began
in 1995 has certainly been one of
contrasts; two of my earliest and
most vehement sources of criticism
being the ABC and Melbourne’s
The Age. In Britain, by contrast, my
coming here was regretted publicly
by famous historian Paul Johnson
who was kind enough to name me
“as one of only four outstanding
art critics in Britain in the past forty
years”.
Indeed one of the first Australians
to treat me with any degree of
professional respect or kindness
was the then Catholic Archbishop
of Melbourne George Pell on whose
behalf I commissioned the large
bronze of Archbishop Mannix which still graces the precincts of
St. Patrick’s - and quite a number of
other works.
The late Frank Devine, Paddy
MacGuinness and the shortly
to retire editor of Annals, Paul
Stenhouse, also became early friends
of mine whom I felt truly privileged
to know.
For me Annals has been a lifeline
to international Catholic thought
as well as to our domestic Catholic
community.
Whatever faults
Australia possessed when I came
here 24 years ago seem as nothing
now in the light of the stupidities
which have been visited upon us
subsequently.
Areas of most notable decline
seem to me to be our law, education
and civic morality and the villain
in each case is the same. The basic
objectives of post-modernism which

Paradise on Earth?

T

o be sure, socialism in practice had been difficult to imagine. But whatever
it was, it could not be capitalism. Logically, socialism would be built by
eradicating private property, the market, and “bourgeois” parliaments and putting
in their place collective property, socialist planning, and people’s power. Of course,
as Stalin and many other Marxists avowed, the capitalists would never allow
themselves to be buried. Rather, they would fight to the death against socialism,
using every means—lies, espionage, murder—because this was a war in which
only one class could emerge victorious. Socialism, therefore, would also have to
use mass violence and deceit. The most terrible crimes became morally imperative
acts in the name of creating paradise on earth.
– Stephen Kotkin, ‘When Stalin faced Hitler, Who Fooled Whom?’
Foreign Affairs, November/December 2017.

is simply neo-Marxism by another
name, are the undermining and
ultimately the destruction of Western
liberal democracy in general, but of
the influence of Christianity and the
traditional family in particular.
Before coming to Australia I had
reviewed art and life throughout
the whole of Europe including
the former USSR and some of its
satellites, the United States, North
Africa, the West Indies, Malaysia, Sri
Lanka and Singapore. At the time
of my coming here, my favourite
holiday destination was Corsica and
I had always vowed to retrace the
steps taken there by Edward Lear
who was not only a great humourist
but a magnificent topographical
draughtsman as well.
My earliest ambition in life was
to be a full-time professional painter
who brought remote corners of
landscape and life to the attention
of a broader community. The
beauties of the world are every bit
as remarkable as the stupidities of so
much of contemporary life.
Before coming here and acting as
an art advisor to then-Archbishop
George Pell, I had acted in a
similar role to a variety of major
international companies through a
company I helped run with a former
publisher of The Spectator. The
works we commissioned played
a significant role in many British
artists’ careers.
For example, the artist I proposed
to George Pell for the bronze of
Archbishop Mannix was one I had
used a number of times earlier:
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Nigel Boonham.
I was thus
confident in commissioning him
for the large full- length figure of
Mannix.
At the time of the official
unveiling of the latter work I
declined to sit with the official party
but wandered among the crowd
assembled in the precincts of St.
Patrick’s. As the emerald drape was
released at last from the statue an
elderly Irishman who had clearly
known Mannix well fell, to his
knees…”Tis the man” he cried out.
I wrote 500 articles on art for The
Spectator in London before coming
to Australia and have subsequently
resumed writing at least occasionally
for that magazine’s Australian
edition.
Apart from some long articles for
Quadrant, Annals has latterly been a
major source of my literary output.
In an anthology of 50 of my best
pieces from such sources published
by Connor Court in 2016 called
Culture at Crisis Point I sum up my
basic philosophy.
As a painter I adore the physical
world which God created but am
even more grateful for the beauty
and enduring good sense of
Catholicism. Without its presence
in our lives we live increasingly and
despairingly today in a moral jungle.
G i le s A uty was born in the UK and trained
privately as a painter. He worked professionally
as an artist for 20 years. Publication of his The Art
of Self Deception swung his career towards criticism. He was art critic for The Spectator from 1984
to 1995. He continues to devote himself to his
original love - painting. He is a regular contributor
to Annals.

The Queen

v

Pell

I have never seen a clearer illustration of pre-judgment than this case. An avalanche
of adverse publicity, a Royal Commission, even a book judging his guilt led up to
his day in court. I say this as a former lawyer, not from any religious perspective.

A BLIGHT ON THE WHOLE
CRIMINAL JUSTICE SYSTEM
By Anthony Charles Smith
am n ot a Roman
Catholic and don’t write
this from any religious
perspective but rather
these days as a retired
barrister very troubled
by the charging and
conviction of George Pell.
I spent nearly thirty years of my
working life at the Bar to 2013,
a substantial quantity of that
practice was as a defence barrister.
I have read the particulars of the
allegations against the accused
Cardinal George Pell and the
circumstances in which they were
made. I have also read Frank
Brennan’s analysis of the evidence
presented at the trial. I have
read opinions on the trial such
as that of the left-wing barrister
Greg Barns and the author John
Silvester in “The Age”. I have read
the relevant portions of the Court
of Appeal’s majority judgment and
the dissenting judgment. I have also
read Paul Kelly’s lengthy article in
the “Weekend Australian” following
the decision of the Court of Appeal.
In the 1980’s and early 90’s, I say
without the slightest hesitation that
these allegations would have been
given short shrift by competent,
experienced Crown Prosecutors.
They lack any corroboration, are
fanciful beyond rational belief
and contain within them internal
inconsistencies of an irreconcilable
nature as to time, opportunity,
practicality, place and circumstance.
To contemplate that approximately

twenty years after the alleged
offending, a complainant came
forward following an advertisement
by the police about St. Patrick’s
cathedral defies every tenet of
the maintenance of purity in
the criminal justice system. That
unprecedented process aligned
the police with complainants
whereas they must have a degree
of separation in order to afford fair
trials.
In advance of this debacle, in
my legal experience, a political
change developed in the late 80’s
and has continued up to this date
when it comes to allegations of a
sexual nature. Certain mandatory
common law judicial directions,
seen as protections for a fair trial,
such as warning the jury that,”...
it’s dangerous to convict on the
uncorroborated evidence of a
complainant”, that,“...allegations of
a sexual nature are the easiest to
make and the hardest to refute”,
and “…in complaints of a sexual
nature experience has shown that
complaints are sometimes made
for a reason and other times for
no reason at all which is why the
evidence of a complainant must
be carefully scrutinised…” and the
importance of “fresh complaint”
(absent in most cases these days)
have been abrogated by Statute.
This despite the fact that due to
the introduction of State-sponsored
criminal compensation schemes
(let alone church compensation
packages and extending Limitation
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periods for civil actions), there
are in modern times reasons of a
financial nature that could prompt
the making of such complaints.
These warnings were developed
over hundreds of years by the
common law not based on
prejudice one way or the other but
on actual experience. Underpinning
them is Blackstone’s time-honoured
dictum that it is best for ten guilty
persons to go free than that one
innocent suffers. The more so,
as will be seen below, where
prominent individuals and publicity
are concerned.
In this case there was, for some
years leading up to and at the
time of his trial no more publicly
vilified figure in Australia than
Cardinal George Pell. At the outset,
the question then had to be asked,
‘How could he get a fair trial?’
Experience in the United
Kingdom involving allegations
against Cliff Richard and prominent
politicians bears out the need to
be cautious rather than jumping
in and accepting every allegation.
It has happened in this country
and elsewhere in common law
jurisdictions.
As an example, here, after
convincing the Canberra police her
abuse occurred and her allegations
of its continuance true and seeing
her boyfriend incarcerated as well
as ruining the lives and finances
of his loyal parents, Sarah Jane
Parkinson finally admitted a long
and calculating calendar of false

rape and abuse complaints against
her ex-partner and his family. She
is in jail at this moment for those
crimes.
A notorious UK example is Carl
Beech. He was recently sentenced
to 18 years imprisonment for
perverting the course of justice over
several years of false complaints. He
fooled many people with his bizarre
allegations against Ted Heath and
many other prominent politicians
including Lord Brittan who died
before his name was cleared. He
fooled the Chief Constable of the
London Metropolitan police. That
organisation spent over Two million
pounds investigating his malevolent
claims. The Deputy Leader of the
Labour Party Tom Watson was a
proud supporter and promoter of
Beech’s ‘unimpeachable credibility’,
as were many others including the
BBC. Beech was described by the
sentencing judge as: “...an intelligent, resourceful,
manipulative and devious person
who accused persons of the highest
integrity of vile acts.”
Who could doubt it? He
received
over
$50,000
in
‘compensation’ for the ‘perversions’ committed upon him.
Historically, criminal trials were
always conducted openly so as to
allow the general public to see that
the justice system is functioning
properly and treating defendants
fairly. The presence of interested
spectators was thought to keep the
judge, jury, and courtroom staff
mindful of their responsibilities and
actions.
Of especial importance, the
public nature of a trial made
proceedings known to potential
witnesses. Furthermore, existing
witnesses were considered less
likely to make false testimony at a
public tribunal, in the presence
of not only the court, but also
members of their community.
The nineteenth century legal
philosopher, Jeremy Bentham,
in a passage embossed upon
jurisprudence, stated: Publicity is
the very soul of justice... and U.S.
Supreme Court Justice Louis

Brandeis coloured it further with,
“Sunlight is the best disinfectant.”
In The Queen v Pell, the
proceedings were held in camera
thus denying an accused the right
to have material broadcast that
might uncover other witnesses. Of
course, that can cut both ways but
so be it to maintain the purity of
the streams of justice.
Against this statutory, political
and legal background, I found in
the 90’s and thereafter defending
clients, predominantly, though not
entirely, men accused of historical
sex offences, had morphed into an
inversion of the venerable onus of
proof and thereby debrided the
standard of proof required.
Thus, when a trial started and
the Crown opened, my client
had an evidentiary onus to rebut
a presumption that had arisen
that he was guilty despite every
warning to the contrary. (viz. ‘all
complainants must be believed’)
Then, if he wasn’t a good witness,
as most defendants, even competent
lawyers, aren’t, it became a ‘toss-up
– who do we believe’ scenario
rather than, ‘if there is any doubt
whatsoever, that is if having
weighed the evidence, you as a jury
retain a reasonable doubt, your
absolute duty is to acquit.’
And another notorious fact is
that many complainants are very
persuasive especially in historical
sex abuse cases. Just think of it
for a moment: how much more
articulate are people as they
mature? That doesn’t necessarily
mean that they are lying about the
past but it can mean in cases of
false complaints that they might be
far more compelling.
The worst example in my practice
almost gutted me coming near the
end of my time at the Bar before
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serious heart disease struck me
down. It involved a professional
man who was accused of raping his
young daughter. Just before the
trial commenced, the Prosecutor
approached me acknowledging that
his case was, “weak” and offered a
deal whereby if my client pleaded
to indecent assault, he would most
certainly have avoided prison.
To his eternal credit, my client
rejected this offer out-of-hand
and was subsequently convicted.
Two appeals, tens of thousands of
dollars and three trials later had him
exonerated of all charges. Indeed,
by the third trial the Crown offered
to drop the charges but he insisted
on a public exoneration by a jury.
They finally delivered it. For his
protestations of innocence of any
offending, he spent three years in
Long Bay Jail, lost his good name
and livelihood and of course his
family.
In the case of The Queen v Pell,
the accused had little prospect of
getting a fair trial before a jury. I
have never seen a clearer illustration
of pre-judgment than was there
demonstrated.
An
avalanche
of adverse publicity, a Royal
Commission, even a book judging
his guilt, led up to his day in court.
Two juries have heard this case. The
first couldn’t agree on a verdict.
The second took five days to reach
one. Three judges considered the
evidence. Two said a guilty verdict
was not unreasonable and one
said it was both unreasonable and
inconsistent with the evidence.
On that history, any call for
no more debate or for silence of
those who might be minded to
heed Justice Weinberg’s powerful
dissent seems to be, by inference,
premised on the basis that there was
only a slight probability of a gross
miscarriage of justice, which the
first jury’s impasse and Weinberg’s
analysis far from suggest. And never
forget Lindy Chamberlain.
Juridical evisceration of the
majority judgement by professor
emeritus Oxford University John
Finnis AC, QC, warrents a brief
evaluation of the judges’ criminal

SAINT JOHN

‘St John wrote
for all’
— St Gregory of Nazianzus,
329-389 AD

‘In the centre, round the
throne itself were four living
creatures …the fourth was like
an eagle in flight … .’ See St
John’s Apocalypse, 4,6-7.

S

T JOHN, the teacher of all
the world, Jew, Gentile,
slave or free, is represented
with the royal eagle which can
gaze unblinkingly at the sun. It
was his privilege to look upon
the face of God, and live. He
understood and loved the Word
made flesh and his Gospel
appeals most directly to the
heart as well as to the intellect.
The eagle is the symbol of the
Ascension of our Lord.

law experience. Their experience of
the criminal law is starkly limited.
The Chief Justice wasn’t even
a practising barrister and never
conducted a jury trial for the
defence. Maxwell was a competent
civil barrister without criminal trial
pedigree. When measured against
Weinberg’s profound knowledge
and experience of the criminal law,
there is simply no comparison.
This shows in the approaches
of the respective judgments; a
meticulous analysis by Weinberg
of the evidence and on the other
hand a focus by the majority on
demeanour and persuasiveness of
the complainant.
In my opinion, the administration
of justice is now in absolute
disrepute in respect of this case.
The precedent set is too terrible to
contemplate. It’s nothing short of a
blight on the whole criminal justice
system.
What I further ask is, who will
be next in line, irrespective of the
outcome of any application for
Special Leave to the High Court?
No one is immune from suffering
under this kangaroo process; not
me and not any friends, nor my four
sons and two grandsons. I fear for
them. I fear for our society.
And in this accusatory milieu,
we would also do well to heed the
warning of a celebrated 19th century
judge Knight-Bruce V-C who wrote:
“Truth, like all other good things, may
be loved unwisely - may be pursued too
keenly - may cost too much.”
All my working life I have fought
for justice, especially at the frontline
of jury trials and for the underdog.
There were three instances in
my professional career in which
I felt terrible injustice was done
to my clients, one of which I have
mentioned above. They all paid
severely for it. Yes, it is true that
some who committed offences were
acquitted. No right-thinking person
wants that to happen but that is the
price for securing a trial that is fair
and doesn’t have people trying to
prove their innocence. In historical
sex abuse cases, subtly, the onus of
proof has been reversed and the
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prejudice in some notorious cases is
insurmountable.
The worst I have ever seen is The
Queen v Pell. It curdles my stomach.
The evidence, looming as so weak
and bordering on the preposterous,
may have induced Pell’s defence
team into raising the “impossibility
list”, thereby undertaking an
evidentiary task that has no place
for an accused and thus accepting,
sub silentio, a reversal of the onus
of proof. Pell may have unwittingly
set out to prove impossibility in the
various respects. In such a case, the
whole process could have become
flawed and misconceived. Justice
miscarried.
Aside from that, the question
remains, why have we rushed into a
minefield wearing dark glasses?
One answer I suggest is that
there exists a political and quasipolitical milieu out there with a
powerful, almost overwhelming
voice. At times it behaved like a
sinistrous mob baying for Pell’s
blood as head of the Catholic
Church in Australia. Its influence is
ubiquitous even sullying a media
which should always be sceptical.
Together, they, like a frenetic
posse in an old-fashioned western,
had the rope in their saddle bags
and were willing to hang the
nearest likely-looking customer, no
questions asked.
The words of Thomas Paine come
to mind especially as the context
of this matter has Pell aligned with
past sins of the Catholic Church
and individual priests, (a tiny
minority, indeed much fewer per
capita than the Uniting Church)
thereby regarding his conviction
as justifiable on that account alone
and forget all else:
He that would make his own liberty
secure, must guard even his enemy
from oppression; for if he violates this
duty, he establishes a precedent that
will reach up to himself.
Anthony Smith was a marine engineer before being
admitted to the Bar in 1982. He practised law as a
private barrister between 1983 and 2013. Mr Smith
is now a writer. His first novel, Deeply With The Sun
In Our Eyes will be published by Aurora House
later this year. He and his wife Anna live at Ferny
Hills in Qld.

Book Review

JOHN PAUL II, POET AND POPE
By Wanda Skowronska
Monika Jablonska, Wind from Heaven: John Paul II,
the Poet who Became Pope, (N.Y. Angelico Press, 2017).

In her new book, Wind from Heaven: John Paul II, the Poet who Became Pope (WFH, 2017), Monika Jablonska,
takes us on a rare journey inside a rare soul. While those writing about Saint John Paul II mostly focus on his
encyclicals, Jablonska points to the saint’s lesser known poetry and drama, and sheds light on this aspect of his
writings. She presents an engaging insight into the saint’s soul against a background of a complex historic events,
recalling the sudden papal election - the ‘wind from Heaven’ that took everyone by surprise. No wonder the
Soviet empire stayed silent for 10 days after the election, not knowing what to report, suspecting only trouble.
Jablonska quotes the words of Cardinal Dziwisz: ‘History had taken sensational revenge on those who thought
they could erase God from men’s lives’. (WFH, 55)
From an intensely spiritual interior life, with its aching questioning, Karol Wojtyła expressed his thoughts
about God in poetry from early youth. But as we all know, at some point in young adulthood, he moved from his
desire to be a poet, actor and litterateur to the ‘gift and mystery’ of the priesthood, entering the underground
seminary in 1942, for which ‘crime’ in Nazi run Poland, the punishment was death. Nonetheless, as a forced
labourer, seminarian, priest and pope, the soul of the poet continued to permeate and animate his the journey of
his life.
Jablonska writes that Wojtyła was undoubtedly a religious poet for whom the sense of the sacred continually
sought form in words. She explains how he took to heart the rich literary tradition of Poland, even quoting
poets in later sermons and talks- such as Juliusz Slowacki, Adam Mickiewicz, Zygmunt Krasiński, and Cyprian
Norwid. Wojtyła’s first poem, published in 1939, is a reflection at the graveside of his mother (who died when
he was nine). In this lyrical, spiritual reflection, he speaks of searching for something ‘beyond comprehension’
and already one can observe the deep questioning that would characterise all his work. The search for something
‘beyond comprehension’ pervaded his life - in the loss of his entire family at age twenty-one and the destruction
of his country by the German and Russian invasions. As Jablonska notes, ‘JPII had personal experience of the
reign of ideologies of evil’ (WFH, 3) and this forever changed him. As the saint himself later wrote, ‘All I can say
is the tragedy of the war had its effect on my gradual choice of a vocation ... the meaning of the priesthood and its
mission in the world became much clearer to me’. (Gift and Mystery, 34)
Confronted with moral darkness and death, the future saint must have wondered what memories could survive,
after so many of the country’s priests, poets, artists, professors, intellectuals and students had been killed, and
after its cultural institutes had been destroyed. A pertinent question in our own days of cultural Marxist assault
on the Christian heritage in the west. At the edge of an abyss, Wojtyła came to realise that the survival of
any country and culture depended on its spiritual heritage. Thus he read, agonised, grew spiritually - and felt
impelled to write reflective poetry, like ‘The Quarry’, (1956) about the dignity of human life. It was a way of
not breaking inside. Entering the horror of those maltreated through overwork, degradation, and the injustice
of untimely death, Wojtyła’s emphasis on the profound dignity of each human person became the leitmotif of
his pontificate - especially in later encyclicals such as Labor Exercens (1981), Centesimus Annus (1991) and
Evangelium Vitae (1995).
Jablonska outlines how Wojtyła dealt with the themes of suffering, death, Biblical events, and divine love
beyond mere description or momentary reflection. In fact she considers his work that of a mystic, trying to
convey the ineffable, the hidden, the mysterious realities threading the visible world. The poet always seeks to
hear, like St John of the Cross, beyond the silence of this world.
Like mystics, the poet seeks to translate silence and mystery into forms that draw the reader into words and
conversation with the divine. As Jablonska points out, in his poetry the Pope had much to say about God’s
infinite mercy and love, communicating what he called - ‘the eternal vision and eternal utterance’.
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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The

days of magazine wars

The basic problem with editing is that of rejecting people’s contributions. When I
was co-editing the short story magazine Tabloid Story, my co-editors decided that
perfunctory rejection slips were insulting to writers. So we printed out A4 pages with
boxes for each of the four editors to record their response to every story submitted –
not just a yes or a no but some considered assessment. It was a disastrous idea.

THE LURE OF EDITING
By Michael Wilding
t is one thing to decide
that you want to become
a writer. It is not that
hard to write something,
if you are determined.
But the problem that
immediately arises is
what to do with what you have
written. Where will you publish it?
And it is at this point that writers
find themselves lured into the role
of editor and publisher.
I remember the American poet
Ted Berrigan giving some advice
at a poetry conference on how
to make poetry a career. To be a
poet, he explained, you have to
write poems and publish them.
And in order to do that, you find
other poets, people you know
writing poems, you put your
poems together with theirs, type
them onto stencils, run them off
on a duplicator, and you have a
magazine.
Then you find out other poets
whose work you admire, ask them
to send poems to your magazine,
find out other poets who are editors
and you ask them for poems and
they ask you to contribute to their
magazines. And so you assemble
a network through the mails,
sending out these sheafs of poems,
little magazines produced on
institutional equipment, duplicators,
off-set presses, photocopiers, mailed
out at institutional expense to poets
at other institutions.
A list of publications begins to
emerge, the core of a curriculum

vitae, poems, poems in magazines,
poems gathered in slim samplings,
booklets, books, you have sewn
yourself into the professional world
of poetry, you have the credibility
to teach poetry institutionally, you
get hired, the first struggle is over,
after that, conferences, international
travel.
The days of the stencil and
duplicator are long since past. But
that was how I began, that was how
I produced the first magazine that
I edited. Having refused to join
the army cadet corps at school, I
was relegated to the gardening
squad; but then I was transferred
to help out in the bursar’s office.
The bursar’s office was a nest of
dissidents, three other students
who had professed pacifism and
were now assigned to office tasks.
And office tasks included using

Catholic
Humanist

W

ithout in any way being
a model, the Catholic
mediaeval knight gave evidence
of virtues that his predecessor,
the barbarian Reiter [horseman]
certainly did not possess. And
despite his limitations the Catholic
humanist of the Renaissance was
still far superior to those of his
fellows who did not share his views.
– Louis Bouyer, priest of the Oratory,
La Decomposition du Catholicisme
[Aubier-Montaigne, Paris, 1968.
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the duplicator, the old Gestetner
or Roneo. The machine gun
of the revolution it was called.
Having learned how to operate
it we, a friend and I, produced an
alternative school magazine and
sold it along the morning bun
queue amidst the doughnuts and
Chelsea buns.
We financed it by selling
advertisements to shops near the
school. They may have thought
they were advertising in the official
school magazine but we did not
enlighten them. Our intentions
were subversive. I contributed
a story about the horrors of the
compulsory cross-country runs we
suffered and my co-editor launched
some similar attack on the school’s
traditions. In those days it was
traditional to rebel against tradition,
and it was no less traditional for
schools to tolerate rebels and allow
them a social role.
After that I edited the official
school
magazine,
but
the
requirements of publishing all those
reports on school games, school
plays and the rest of it allowed
little room for disruption. My
co-editor of our unofficial magazine
had by then been expelled. I
included a story and a poem I had
written and presented an image of
respectability. I was in print.
Arriving at university I found
that pretty well everyone there
had edited their school magazine.
Certainly everyone who turned up
to write for the two student papers

that existed. I submitted a story to
the weekly magazine, Isis, which
was rejected. But editors changed
every term and the following term
I submitted the story again and
it was published. It was an early
lesson in the practicalities of getting
published. Never take no for an
answer.
In due course I wrote news
reports, then articles, then became
assistant editor, and then editor. I
assembled a marvellous staff –
including a columnist who became
a barrister and head of an Oxford
college, a poetry editor who became
Buddhist chaplain to a maximum
security prison, and a news reporter
who became a television celebrity
with the Monty Python team. I
loved it. I was hooked into the
mystique of editing.
Arriving for my first job as
a lecturer in the University of
Sydney in 1963, I found the
English Department the site of a
fierce ideological battle between
the followers of the Cambridge
critic F. R. Leavis and the more
pluralistic rest of the department.
The Leavisites, who had in the
main migrated from Melbourne,
had an academic journal, the
Melbourne Critical Review, soon
retitled as The Critical Review:
Melbourne – Sydney. It proclaimed
the official line – which authors
were to be celebrated (like Donne,
Hopkins, George Eliot, Lawrence),
and which to be dismissed (like
Shelley, Milton, Meredith). The
Leavisites were attempting to
impose a totalitarian control of the
syllabus and critical line that was
taught. And so once again I found
some fellow dissidents and we
established an alternative magazine.
It was determinedly eclectic, not
only in the critical approaches of
its essays, but also in its inclusion
of fiction and poetry. We recruited
international contributors like
Christopher Ricks and D. J. Enright
and we had Bill Collins writing
on movies. It was called Balcony
– for no other reason than that
the designer had a photograph of
a Paddington cast-iron balcony he

wanted to use, and we couldn’t
think up – or agree on – any other
name.
Balcony ran for six issues. In its
turn it provoked Howard Jacobson
to create another magazine for the
Leavisite cause, which he called
Harpoon. After which another
colleague, Bill Maidment, revived a
libertarian magazine called Pluralist.
And alongside all these efforts was
that important journal of Australian
writing, Southerly, edited in the
department since 1939. What a
battle of the books it was!
Those were the days of magazine
wars. Not long afterwards the
long established Poetry Magazine
experienced a series of skirmishes
and coups and ended up dividing
itself into two separate publications
with separate aesthetics, Poetry
Australia
and
New
Poetry.
In Melbourne these literary
confrontations were formalized into
the annual cricket match between
Overland and Meanjin. Laurie
Clancy wrote a highly imaginative
novel based on it, but one not to be
taken too literally.
And so magazines became part
of my experience of the literary
world. Not every writer gets caught
up with the lure of editing. The
majority don’t. But editing famously
drew into its grasp Charles Dickens
and William Thackeray and
Anthony Trollope. Trollope even
published a collection of stories,
An Editor’s Tales, based on his not
especially successful experiences
editing St Paul’s Magazine. In the
following century G. K. Chesterton
edited G. K.’s Weekly and T. S. Eliot
edited The Criterion. In nineteenth
century Australia Marcus Clarke
edited the Colonial Monthly,
Humbug, and the Australian
Journal, and John Farrell, as Father
Stenhouse records in his study of
Farrell’s life and work, edited a
succession of newspapers, including
the Sydney Daily Telegraph, while
continuing to write and publish his
poetry. In the twentieth century
Jack Lindsay edited Vision and
James McAuley edited Quadrant.
But like book-reviewing, editing
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can make you enemies. Making
enemies is one of the hazards of
being a writer: perhaps in some
cases of especially irascible writers
like Evelyn Waugh, it is one of
the pleasures. The basic problem
with editing is that of rejecting
people’s contributions. When I was
co-editing the short story magazine
Tabloid Story, my co-editors decided
that perfunctory rejection slips were
insulting to writers. So we printed
out A4 pages with boxes for each
of the four editors to record their
response to every story submitted
– not just a yes or a not but some
considered assessment. It was a
disastrous idea and alienated writer
after writer who did not appreciate
detailed, or even superficial,
analyses of their failings. The
resentments persisted for years,
decades.
Similarly I provoked considerable hostility when I was Australian
editor of an English literary magazine, Stand, edited by the poet
Jon Silkin. I solicited contributions from writers I knew and sent
them across to him. But Silkin had
the final word and made the final
selection. Les Murray was one of
many writers who was most put
out to have been solicited and then
rejected.
Why get caught up in editing?
Why make enemies by rejecting
fellow writers? The attractions
are not simply those of finding
a home for one’s own writing.
There is the appeal of working
with other people. Writing is a
solitary occupation. But with
editing you engage with other
writers, as well as with designers
and artists and printers. It becomes
a whole collective, co-operative
effort. At its best it allows, indeed
creates, a sense of community,
the participation in and the
achievement of a common aim.
Which is how you get drawn into
it. And which is why it remains a
constant temptation.
Michael Wilding’s latest book is Wild About Books:
Essays on Books and Writing (Australian Scholarly
Publishing). He is emeritus professor at the
University of Sydney.

Role Models

FAMILY MEALS

M

in America frequently do not eat meals together. People work long hours or are away
on business, including both father and mother. Neighbourhood and school activities beckon at all
hours. Parents and children have exceedingly busy social schedules and so they grab a bite here or
there or a quick microwaved dinner alone. Yet, hear the words of Joseph A. Califano, Jr., the former drug
czar for the government:
any families

The odds that twelve to seventeen year olds will smoke, drink, or use marijuana rise as the
number of meals they have with their parents declines. Only six percent of kids who eat dinner
with their parents six or more times a week smoke, compared with twenty-four percent of those
who eat dinner with their parents twice a week or less; for marijuana use, it’s twelve percent,
compared with thirty-five percent. Parents who eat meals with their kids know where they are
after school and on weekends, and parents who are involved in their children’s school activities
and academics are likeliest to be parents of kids who don’t smoke, drink, or use marijuana or
other illegal drugs. Teens who attend religious services regularly are far less likely to use drugs,
know drug dealers, or have friends who smoke, drink, or do drugs than those who attend such
services less than once a month.

Recently a group of corporate executives, worried about gross corruption in business and corporations,
met to wrestle with the problem of ethics. During the course of the discussion one of them made this
significant comment: “You don’t learn ethics in college. By then it’s too late. You learn ethics around the
dinner table.”
In short, family mealtime is the premier story-telling, story-sharing time. It should be a moral priority
with strict rules of no television or phone calls during meals All cell phones off. Friends will soon learn
and respect meal times. But it’s not that way. No kitchen table for most kids. No stories.
No kitchen table means no one’s around it. Why? Too busy, as we said, for one thing. For another,
children live in a divorce culture. It is commonly known that about half of all marriages end in divorce and
the fact is that while experts disagree as to the extent of the damage to children, all agree there is damage.
“Any kind of divorce has lasting inner conflict in children’s lives,” writes Elizabeth Marquardt, author of
Between two Worlds: The Inner Lives of Children of Divorce.
She points out that children of divorce are two to three times more likely than other children to end up
with very serious social and emotional problems, not to mention that children of divorce are far less likely
when they grow up to say they are very or even fairly religious. That’s because the very thing they needed
to be whole —security and the cement of shared family stories — has been shattered The fabric of their
lives has been torn when one or other storyteller is missing from the table.
Many of our youth live in a culture without fathers. The United States leads the world in fatherless
families, with roughly twenty-four million children, or thirty-four percent of all kids, living in homes where
a father does not reside. Fatherless boys commit more crime than those with their father at home. Nearly
forty percent of children in father-absent homes have not seen their dad during the past year. They have,
in effect, half a storyteller.
The kitchen table being vacant, the natural storytellers too busy or absent, children learn their stories
elsewhere and find their role models elsewhere.
Long ago Aristotle wrote, “No habit is so important to acquire as the ability to delight in fine characters
and noble actions.” Yet, who supplies the vision? In the absence of parents, the media takes over. Consider
the characters of the television series The Sopranos, whom our culture romanticizes even though they are
in the business of cheating, lying, and murdering. Consider the music industry’s “rappers,” whom black
columnist Bob Herbert of the New York Times chastised for their misogynist conduct, hate-mongering,
salacious lyrics, and murderous songs that so influence the black community. Then we have very public
sports figures who use steroids and drugs; sleazy politicians who daily march across the scandal stage; sex
exploiting teachers; macho men; raunchy women; and the action figures of exceedingly violent movies and
video games. All of these populate the media world as role models. They are the storytellers now.
– ‘Stories and the Moral Lives of Children,’ from Touching the Heart, by William J. Bausch.
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MEDIA MATTERS
By James Murray
Religious freedom
The given is that freedom of religion is
integral to the United Nations Universal
Declaration of Human Rights. It is not subject
to the veto granted to (arrogated by?) Britain,
France, the United States and what was then the
Soviet Union.
That said it is odd that Australia’s Attorney
General Christian Porter should need to release
a package of draft anti-religious discrimination
measures.
These include the right of companies with
$50 million-plus of revenue to sack employees
for expressing their belief in the style of Israel
Folau, as a result an ex-Wallaby.
This at a time when the Business Council of
Australia’s chief executive Jennifer Westcott was
tip-toeing through the tulips of corporate social
virtue and traditional beliefs.
As for reports that the final draft of the
bill may posit a Commissioner for Religion,
what are we looking at here: a superannuated
party hack who may see himself or herself as
Commissar for Religion?
In any case, we are not looking at a chasm
between religious belief and non-belief. The
latter has taken on aspects of a pseudo-religion
with congregations. It has its sects: agnostics,
atheists, agnostic atheists and others.
The millionaire atheist Alain de Bolton has
come out for ‘Temples of Atheism’. And he
touted a plan for an Atheist Column in London,
oblivious of Australia’s ancient Phillip Adams
column.
Relevant here is St Paul’s letter to Timothy:
‘For the time will come when they will not
endure sound doctrine but after their own lusts
shall they heap to themselves teachers, having
itching ears. And they shall turn away their ears
from the truth, and shall be turned unto fables.’
That’s the King James Bible version. Also
relevant is the American philosopher William
(brother of Henry) James who in The Varieties
of Religious Experience wrote:
‘Luther, says Emerson, would have cut off
his right hand rather than nail his theses to
the door at Wittenberg, if he had supposed

that they were destined to lead to the pale
negotiations of Boston Unitarianism.’
The reference is narrow. There are paler
shades of pale. In his introduction to The Popes,
John Julius Norwich wrote: ‘What cannot be
denied is that Roman Catholicism began with
Christianity itself; all other Christian religions
– and there are more than 22,000 of them – are
offshoots or deviations from it.’
Both James and Norwich’s remarks apply
with even greater force to the above- mentioned
non-believers. In a sense they are heresiarchs
– choosers – among elements of religion they
fancy.
Such mass movements as Communism,
Naziism and Fascism wherever propagated also
have surrogate religious facets.

Fiat justitia…
The final judgment, this side of heaven, in
Pell V The Queen is awaited from the High
Court of Australia. During the interim, there
has been a deal of commentary and countercommentary on why the Law is so reluctant to
admit simply that it has got things wrong.
The most notable piece was by the Editor at
Large of The Australian Paul Kelly.
Here it must be repeated that Pell V The
Queen remains extraordinary, not least in the
2-1 Appellate Court verdict on multiple charges
relating to two teenagers but based on the
uncorroborated testimony of one, the other
having died without formal complaint.
Additionally it is to be argued that the
Appellate Court shifted to Pell the burden of
proving the impossible circumstances of the
charges.
English Common Law is a great, dry wall
of precedent piled on precedent. Accordingly
specifying a focal precedent for delay is not
easy. Perhaps the more important question is
whether this reluctance is random or innate to
English Common Law.
Certainly in the matrix of that system, there
are examples of reluctance. The most notable,
recalled by your correspondent, was English not
Australasian.
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In 1980, Mr Justice (Tom) Denning opined
during a civil action: ‘... If the six men failed it
would mean much time and money and worry
would have been expended by many people to
no good purpose; if they won, it would mean
the police were guilty of perjury; that they
were guilty of violence and threats; that the
confessions were involuntary and improperly
admitted in evidence and the convictions were
erroneous...’
He also said: ‘That would mean that
the Home Secretary would either have to
recommend they be pardoned or he would have
to remit the case to the Court of Appeal…This
is such an appalling vista that every sensible
person in the land would say it cannot be right
that these actions should go any further.’
The six men are better known as the,
‘Guildford Six’. In 1974, at the height of the
renewed ‘Troubles’ they were charged with
a bombing act that killed five people and
wounded 65.
The delaying measure of Mr Justice
Denning’s prestige is that he was en route
to becoming Lord Denning, Chief Justice of
England and Wales.
The campaign to free the ‘Guildford Six’
was continued by lawyers, journalists and
others. Not until 1990, after further tortuous
and torturous legal processes, which found that
police officers had indeed extracted confessions
by force, were the ‘Guildford Six’ freed, duly
compensated and enabled to live out their
shattered lives.

Musical chairs
The Brexit top continues to spin along
whipped by a great deal of fierce comment.
It may be early days but a contender for top
honours must be Greg Sheridan, Foreign Editor
of The Australian, with his fugue comparing
Prime Minister Boris (BoJo) Johnson and
Bertie Wooster.
Absolutely brilliant – even if like Schubert’s
Symphony No. 8 in B Minor, it is unfinished.
While citing Johnson as Wooster (a saucy
name), Sheridan did not name his Jeeves.
There are a number of candidates, the chief
being Dominic Cummings, like Jeeves an
awesome personality who advises Johnson/
Wooster on more than sartorial matters and
has an intriguing CV that includes working in
Russia.
The fugue, however, is still unfinished. Who
is the PG Wodehouse of the piece? Wodehouse
was a huge success in the UK and the US
where he worked on musicals with the likes of

Jerome Kern, Oscar Hammerstein and Rudolph
Friml.
In the limelight of this, there can only be
one answer: KR Murdoch, chief proprietor
of The Australian, local f lagship of News
Corporation.
Which takes Sheridan’s fugue onward and
upwards to the White House where another
Wodehouse/Murdoch creation Donald John
(DonJay) Trump resides.
BoJo, DonJay & Rupe! Now there’s a title
for a musical. Climax: BoJo is American-born
and thus eligible to the first UK PM Emeritus
elected US president. Will DonJay endorse
him? More crucially will Rupe back him as he
backed Maggie, Tony et al ?
Historians will ask, as they do about
Schubert, why Sheridan did not complete his
fugue. It cannot be out of sycophancy. Sheridan
is fearlessly, subtly witty on the ABC’s Q &A.
It may be that KR Murdoch is beyond
coverage: the grandson of a Free Presbyterian
Church of Scotland - ‘Wee Free’ – minister
now espoused to rock-‘n’-roller Mick Jagger’s
ex, Jerry Hall yet still a Papal Knight for his
acts of charity which have included fees to your
correspondent.
The Australian, like other News Corp
publications, carries a number of standing
notices about privacy, et cetera. It would be nice
to see an addition: Any resemblance between
the views expressed by staff and those of the chief
proprietor Rupert Murdoch are co-incidental.
Which is not to say his views as a Fleet Street
veteran are unappreciated.

Hot tip
Writing as a descendant of ice-age survivors
your correspondent takes a cool view of
the climate change (ex-global warming)
controversy. He is, however, prepared to
concede that the f lint-tinder-firewood
technology used to survive may have triggered
the perceived carbon induced crisis.
At what point it was realized that sea-coal
burned well, he does not know possibly because
on both sides he is a Celt with turf or peatburning parents. He is ready to consider the
discovery of land coal during the enlarging
of caves by early developers. But he has
insuperable difficulties in accepting that carbon
certificate trading is the solution.
PM Emeritus Maggie Thatcher, facing
evidence of what was then global warming,
reached for an economist like a child reaching
for a teddy bear. In his turn, PM Emeritus Tony
Blair followed suit.
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Okay, economists have gone from the
plain speech of Adam Smith to suasive, quasialchemical, metaphorical jargon. They are
not scientists; their link to the prestigious
Nobel Prize is of their own ingenious creation
through the Alfred Nobel Memorial Prize.
Empirical evidence from the market
suggests strongly that carbon trading there
is a formula for disastrous, greed driven
scams. The solution to climate change, with
no downside, is technical. It includes wind
turbines, solar-power and hydro-power
(whatever happened to tidal power?).
And power stations filter-modified to burn
coal are to be preferred to nuclear power
stations because of the empirical evidence
from Chernobyl (now something of hazard
tourist destination).
The Fukushima Daiichi disaster continues
into the present through the discharge into
the ocean of non-storable quantities of radioactive waste.
As an incidental to this, did Prime Minster
Scott Morrison take the nation’s chief scientist,
Alan Finkel, with him to the Pacific Islands
Conference?
If not, he should have. Morrison, from
his marketing background, is an effective
stump orator, but he doesn’t carry Finkel ’s
conviction, epitomized in his saying that
nothing Australia can do affects climate
change.
This might have had a positive effect on the
Pacific Island leaders who blamed Australian
coal exports for what they believe to be the
sinking state of their homelands – a belief
reinforced with coal-burning China’s yuan
briefings.

Cool Won Ton
In last months issue, commenting on the
furore over Andrew Hastie’s remarks about
Chinese inf luence, your correspondent may
have placed insufficient emphasis on the fact
that we are seeing a variation on 20th centuryCommunist fellow travellers (aka useful
idiots).
To write this is not to suggest that the
matter is over and done with. The position
of Arthur Gietselt, a Labor Party minister
and others is still disputed – a factor which
may give edge to current Labor criticism
of Liberal MP Gladys Liu’s membership
of organizations aligned with the Chinese
Communist Party.

Is the criticism of Liu ‘hyper’ as National
University Chancellor (ex Foreign Minister)
Gareth Evans reportedly suggested – without
reference to his university’s own Chinese
links? To the extent that reporters and
commentators are treating it has a first, it is.
As to Sydney University’s Vice Chancellor
Michael Spence’s conjuring with ‘White
Australia’, give him a rabbit.
Should Gladys Liu be expelled from
Parliament? Gietselt and others were not. Liu
is on the watch list of other parliamentarians
and more crucially, the parliamentary Press
Gallery admittedly with more intense scrutiny.
The mainland Chinese Communist
Government propaganda machine is able to
call from members of the Chinese diaspora
influence definable as Sun Tzu sweet-‘n’-sour
– a mix that the Soviet and Nazi machines
were unable to emulate.
Allowing for inf lation the historic British
policy of breaking windows in Europe with
guineas was not parsimonious. All such
on-goings are part of statecraft and should be
reported dispassionately despite the potency
of deadline adrenalin.

Caesar-God
The refugee problem in general has a
religious factor: the Caesar-God rendering
which has focused on the Shri Lankan Tamils,
Priya and Nadesalingam with their Australianborn daughers Kepaka (4) and Tharunicaa (2).
NSW Premier Emeritus, Kristina Keneally,
now a Federal Labor MP, might have been
expected to take the Caesar side, especially
since it is has its points.
The Biloelia Family, as the Tamils are called,
have had a reported seven appeals rejected –
decisions of profound importance to 6,000
other Tamil refugees in Australia.
Keneally, speaking as a Catholic, has taken
the God view of the matter. The Prime Minister
Scott Morrison, an Evangelical Christian, has
taken the Caesar view.
However it results, both have shown that the
Caesar-God rendering, first uttered in relation
to taxes, is an invaluable factor in democratic
discussions.
Long shot: Kristina Keneally may well be
the first American-born Australian Catholic to
become Prime Minister. Failing that she will
get the consolation prize of being the first
American-born Australian to return to her
native land as Ambassador to Washington.
© Austral Media 2019.
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WHEN
CHRISTIANS
CEASE TO
BE ACTIVE
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for 42 years and are the longest running agency in the Coogee District.
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contact: James Giltinan, son of the founder Robert Giltinan. James, along with his
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Randwick City Business Excellence Awards in 2005 & 2009.
james@coogeefn.com.au

T

h e C h u rch is the true
world society, the goal of
humanity, the only society that
answers the universal needs
of the human soul, and the
one order that is destined to
incorporate everything that is
of permanent value in human
history. It differs from all other
societies in that it transcends
the limitations of time and the
barriers of race and secular
culture.
It unites the past in living
communion with the present so
that we still draw our life from
the undying spiritual activity of
the faithful of every age.
Moreover, it enters into every
human culture without identifying
itself with them. It inherits all
the riches of the Gentiles, Greek
philosophy and Roman law,
Oriental mysticism and Western
humanism, and incorporates
them in its own tradition while
preserving its spiritual identity and
the transcendent authority of its
supernatural mission.
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But while the Church is
the bearer of life to humanity
it depends on the individual
members of the Church whether
they will be merely the passive
recipients of this gift or whether
they will be the agents of its
diffusion in the world.
All
the
tragedies
of
Christendom arose from the
failure of individual Christians to
rise to their opportunities and to
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permeate their life and their social
and intellectual culture by their
faith. Wherever Christians cease
to be active, when they rest in a
passive acquiescence in what they
have received, Christianity tends
to lose contact with contemporary
culture and the world drifts away
from the Church.
– Christopher Dawson, Religion and the Modern
State, Sheed and Ward, London, 1935, pp.149-150

C

Gender Fluidity
Gender identity can be anything an individual wants it to be at any
given point in time. And you are supposed to know and act accordingly –
understanding the gender feeling and expression at any given moment.

COMMISSARS OF GENDER IDENTITY
THE NEW SOUL SNATCHERS
By Wanda Skowronska
o m e y e a r s ag o I
attended a pro-life
conference in
Toronto . It had
always been a
dream to see
Canada which I
imagined as a pristine, pioneering
land of snow and pine trees in a
mini version of America. To my
utter dismay I realised that the
deconstruction of its western legacy
was way in advance of anything
I had set eyes on elsewhere –
Orwellian social engineering well
and truly in progress. At one stage
we pro-lifers could not leave the
hotel for an entire day, as raging
protesters shouting ‘Pro gay,
pro-abortion all the way’ with
such ferocity that some Canadian
Mounted Police had to protect us
from their violent threats.
Lucky there were Mounted
Police there. What if there weren’t?
When I did get around to seeing
some cities, my illusions about
Canada disappeared, as before me
was a stridently secular society with
an anti-Judeo-Christian animus,
where Christians seemed to hang
together in self-protecting oases in
the midst of a moral desert. Was I,
or am I overstating it? Years later, I
realise how correct that impression
was, for way beyond abortion and
gay issues (rather passé now) it
is evident that there is no moral
barrier Canada is not destroying,
especially in its mammoth
deconstruction of gender.

It is not only that Canadian
PM Justin Trudeau raised the
homosexual rainbow flag on
Parliament grounds for the first
time on June 2, 2016, not only that
he publicly celebrated a Gay Pride
Month, not only that he pro-actively
allocated places in his ministry
on the grounds of genderism and
transgenderism, not only that –
as the Independent of June 2,
2016 gave as its headline – ‘Most
bestiality is legal, Declares Canada’s

Better … or
Worse

T

he task of the Catholic apologist
is incomparably easier than when
you and I were undergraduates
at Balliol. The belief in inevita ble
progress was still the dominant
heresy of Edwardian Oxford. It was
still possible to see nothing absurd
in Herbert Spencer’s pre
d iction
“Progress is not an accident but a
necessity - it is certain that man
must become perfect,” or to hope
as Renan once hoped that Science
“contains the future of humanity . . .
and can take the place of religion”. It
is less easy for a modern Oxonian to
see that the science which has given
us the atom bomb can take the place
of religion.
– Sir Arnold Lunn, in Difficulties: A
correspondence about the Catholic
Religion between Mgr. Ronald
Knox, and Sir Arnold Lunn, Eyre &
Spottiswoode, London, 1958, p.254.
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Supreme Court’ – it is rather that
this seemingly crazy fringe thinking
is going beyond wedding cakes,
and pervading everyday life in its
minutest details. 1 There is a new
Bill C-16 which seeks to protect
all genders from discrimination
under the Canadian Human Rights
Act and the Criminal Code. But it
does not define what ‘harassment’
and ‘discrimination’ mean. If
passed, Christians, clergy or laity,
may break the law by merely
stating their beliefs or unwittingly,
by looking shocked, disapproving
or behaving in a way that causes
offence, without a word said. This
bill defines gender identity, for
example, as ‘each person’s internal
and individual experience of
gender. It is their sense of being
a woman, a man, both, neither,
or anywhere along the gender
spectrum.’ 2 Thus, gender identity
can be anything an individual
wants it to be at any given point
in time. And you are supposed
to know and act accordingly –
understanding the gender feeling
and expression at any given
moment.
A recent website proposes help
in understanding gender fluidity 3
For example here are some of the
genders one should familiarise
oneself with:
‘Affectugender:
a gender that is affected by
mood swings, Glimragender: a
faintly shining, wavering gender;
Mascfluid: A gender that is fluid
in nature, and restricted only to

I

Prioritizing WAR

n many ways military organisation is the most peaceful of activities.
When the contemporary man steps from the street of clamorous
insincere advertisement, push, adulteration, underselling and intermittent
employment, into the barrack-yard, he steps on to a higher social plane,
into an atmosphere of service and co-operation and of infinitely more
honourable emulations. Here at least men are not flung out of employment
to degenerate because there is no immediate work for them to do. They are
fed a drill and training for better services. Here at least a man is supposed
to win promotion by self-forgetfulness and not by self-seeking. And beside
the feeble and irregular endowment of research by commercialism, its little
shortsighted snatches at profit by innovation and scientific economy, see how
remarkable is the steady and rapid development of method and appliences
in naval and military matters. Nothing is more striking than to compare the
progress of civil conveniences which has been left almost entirely to the
trader, to the progress in military apparatus during the last few decades. The
house-appliances of today, for example, are little better than they were fifty
years ago. A house of today is still almost as ill-ventilated, badly heated by
wasteful fires, clumsily arranged and furnished as the house of 1858. Houses
a couple of hundred years old are still satisfactory places of residence, so
little have our standards risen. But the rifle or battleship of fifty years ago was
beyond all comparison inferior to those we now possess; in power, in speed,
in convenience alike. No one has a use now for such superannuated things.
– H.G. Wells, 1866-1946, First and Last Things 1908.

masculine genders; Quoigender:
feeling as if the concept of gender
is inapplicable or nonsensical
to one’s self; Subgender: mostly
agender with a bit of another
gender. Trigender: the feeling
of having three simultaneous or
fluctuating genders.’
If you think these definitions
over the top, what do you make of
‘Vapogender’ which is defined as ‘a
gender that sort of feels like smoke;
can be seen on a shallow level but
once you go deeper, it disappears
and you are left with no gender
and only tiny wisps of what you
thought it was’? 4
Of course you can identify as no
gender at all – why be restricted
by any gender definition? There
is always the option of being
‘Agender’ which entails ‘the feeling
of no gender/absence of gender or
neutral gender’. But it is not even
enough to know all the genders,
one must be sensitively aware of
the pronouns which go along with
them though I must confess, after
gazing at these pronouns given
on the Gender Fluidity Support
website for quite a – ‘thon/thon/

thons/thonself ve/vir/virs/virself ’
– I still do not know what they
mean, as their meanings were not
explained. I guess I should just
‘know’.
One of the marks of progressive
totalitarian thinking, is that one
must not laugh at its absurdities. So
if a Glimragender wants to ‘marry’ a
Trigender and they change genders
the next week, or indeed the next
day, we dare not laugh. We need
just apply our minds, what is left
of them, to the new genders they
have adopted and be ready for any
changes.
As Jeff Mirow says regarding the
new commissars of gender identity:
They are turning on us. We
are drawing perilously close to
the point at which those with
“unreconstructed” social views
must be considered enemies
of the State. Western politics
proceeds always now under the
name of “enlightenment”. This
is surprisingly easy because the
dominant culture has the power
to describe its own prejudices
as high truths, while dismissing
truth (by which I mean the mind’s
correspondence with reality) as
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nothing but a prejudice—and a
deplorable prejudice at that.5

The reality is that the attack
on religion freedom in western
countries is intensifying and, as
history never repeats itself in
the same way, many have been
entranced into a kind of apathy
as other facets of life seem to
continue ‘as usual’. Beneath the
routines of daily life, and apparent
freedoms, there is a grim, perfect
storm of politically correct mindcontrol facing us and future
generations. And if the Catholic
world was unprepared for the
attack on religious freedom in the
gay marriage onslaught, it is even
less prepared, as yet, to meet, let
alone confront, this new pervasive
engineering of reality.
Cardinal Willem Eijk of Utrecht,
Netherlands, has suggested that the
rapid spread of confused thinking
caused by gender theory may
require a formal response from
the church in the form of a papal
document to be read everywhere.
Speaking in England, the Dutch
cardinal told the Catholic News
Service that Catholic families
are beginning to accept gender
theory because “they don’t hear
anything else.” He said that clear
teaching by the Church is needed,
and a papal document addressed
to the question “might appear
to be necessary.” 6 Interestingly a
Polish letter condemning gender
theory signed by all of the Catholic
Bishops of the nation was read
from the pulpit to all parishioners
in 2014. Entitled The Dangers
Stemming From Gender Ideology
– it gave the social, political and
ideological context of this new
form of social engineering, well
understood in a country formerly
under the Soviet yoke:
The
gender
ideology
(movement) is the product of
many decades of ideological
and cultural changes that are
deeply rooted in Marxism and
neo-Marxism endorsed by some
feminist movements and the
sexual revolution. This ideology
promotes principles that are totally

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.
1.

2.

3.
4.
5.

6.
7.

Peter Baklinski, ‘WATCH: Justin Trudeau becomes
first PM to raise gay flag on Parliament Hill’, Lifesite
News, June 2, 2016, https://www.lifesitenews.com/
news/family-leaders-decry-trudeau-raising-rainbowflag-on-parliament-grounds; Feliks Garcia, Most
Bestiality is legal, declares Canada’s Supreme Court’,
Independent, June 2, 2016. http://www.independent.
co.uk/news/world/americas/bestiality-legal-canada-supreme-court-a7073196.html
Full text of Bill C-16 is on: http://www.parl.gc.ca/
HousePublications/Publication.aspx?Language=E&Mode=1&DocId=8280564
http://genderfluidsupport.tumblr.com/gender/
Ibid
Dr Jeff Mirus, ‘A word about the futility of politics in the West, on election Tuesday in America’,
CatholicCuture.org, Nov 7, 2016. http://www.catholicculture.org/commentary/otc.cfm?id=1427
http://www.catholicculture.org/news/headlines/index.
cfm?storyid=29869
Deacon Keith Fournier, ‘A word about the futility of
politics in the West, on election Tuesday in America,
Catholic Online, ‘Nov 2, 2016. http://www.catholic.
org/news/national/story.php?id=54514
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Across
1 Shoot a nuisance in European capital (8)
5 Brags about snakes embracing Saint (6)
10 Doctor, naked, skinned duck (5)
11 Dummy with wrong name takes in new one
in five kids (9)
12 A bar’s drunken breed of horses (5)
13 Allowed in a West Australian island south
west of Japan (7)
14 Mentioned Egyptian port (4)
15 American socialite Molly Brown can’t be
put down! (10)
19 Finally, late multi change at end of July
(10)
21 Why I’m missing in former Alaskan gold
rush town? (4)
23 Tennis champ nourished two queens (7)
26 Safe-breaking around central Cardiff
becomes dull (5)
28 Dave gets last of foreign wine in a county
seat of Ohio (9)
29 Cat in South Africa has an artificial opening
in the gut (5)
30 Around Lima with directions to read (6)
31 Disentangles “Bolero’s” composer in
headless sisters’ grasp (8)

Down
1 Bread cooked for legless fighter-pilot
Douglas (5)
2 Mad artist to become playwright (9)
3 Pastry seller met by Simon? (6)
4 Japanese plucked instrument from South
Australia mines (7)
6 British order First lieutenant funny skis to
make monuments (8)
7 Puts up a Buddhist shrine (5)
8 Aliens she mistook for Sri Lanka residents
(9)
9 Destroy United Nations party (4)
14 Ruined the job when having a head cold?
(7,2)
16 Pursued some girl inside (3)
17 Reserves ripped apart reading material
outlets (9)
18 Marks left by one Parliamentarian initially
roping in Eliot (8)
20 Ten fool around Norwegian islands (7)
22 Poem has donkey turning up in Black sea
port (6)
24 Verdi composition for one at sunken vessel,
perhaps (5)
25 Space for bounder on top of mountain (4)
27 Pile up as Sam climbs up inside (5)
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contrary to reality and an integral
understanding of human nature ...
The danger of gender ideology lies
in its very destructive character
both for men, people contacts and
social life as a whole. Humans
unsure of their sexual identity are
not capable of discovering and
fulfilling tasks that they face in
their marital, family social and
professional lives...7
Perhaps this Polish letter could
be the basis of what Cardinal Eijk
has called for – a letter or encyclical
to be disseminated in every parish
in the world. Though some are
not as attuned to the manner of
ideological infiltration, as those in
countries of the previous Soviet
Union, people could at least ‘hear’
something from this insightful
account ahead of time, rather than
be mugged by reality. For this
assault on a person’s identity –
mind and soul – is a further dark
frontier in the culture of death, not
only aimed at killing the body – but
openly and avowedly at killing the
soul. We live in an era not only of
‘body snatchers’ but the more grim
reality of ‘the soul snatchers’, the
commissars of political correctness
aiming at destroying our identities
and minds. No Catholic – clergy or
laity – can be a bystander.

ANNALS HOPES TO GO DIGITAL
Annals Australasia, the Grand Old Lady of Catholic Faith and media,
turns 130 in November this year. Sadly the much loved print version
of Annals will cease publication at the end of November. We hope to
announce in our November issue how Annals may yet enter her 131st
year in digital form. Please pray that we succeed. – Paul Stenhouse, msc.
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SUGGESTED NAMES FOR
BAPTISM AND CONFIRMATION
[Cut along dotted lines - laminate if possible - keep for future use]

O

Girls:

Boys:

Agnes (Nessie), Alexandra (Sandra), Amanda Amy
(Aimée) Anastasia, Angela (Angelica, Angelina), Anne
(Anna, Annette), Antonia (Antoinette), Audrey, Ava
Barbara, Beatrix, Berlinda, Bernadette, Bridget (Brigid)
Caroline, Catherine (Kathleen, Kit, Kate, Karen, Katerina,
Kay), Caecilia (Cecily), Charlotte, Christina, Clara
(Clare, Clair), Claudia (Gladys)
Denise, Diana, Domenica, Dorothy (Doreen)
Edith, Elizabeth (Elsa), Emily, Emma, Esther
Fabiola, Faith, Felicity, Flora, Francesca, Frances, Franca
Gabrielle, Gemma, Geraldine, Genevieve, Guenevere
(Jennifer), Germaine, Gwen, Gwendolyn
Helena (Elena, Eleanor, Elaine, Eileen, Ellen, Nell, Nelly),
Hilda
Ida, Irene, Isabel, Ivetta
Jane (Janet, Nettie, Jessie), Jean, Joan, Joanna, Jocelyn,
Josephine, Joyce, Julia, Juliana
Lois, Loretta, Louise (Llewela), Lucia (Lucy, Lucilla)
Mabel (Meave), Magdalene (Madeline), Mary (Maria,
Marie, Maree, Marion, Marian, Miriam, Maire, Moire,
May, Maureen, Mercedes, Moira, Molly), Marcella,
Margaret (Madge, Maisie, Peggy, Margery, Greta,
Rita), Martha, Martina, Matilda (Maud), Maxime,
Michelina, Mona, Monica, Michelle
Natalie, Nicola (Nicole, Colette)
Oliva (Olivia, Olive)
Patricia, Paula (Pauline, Paulina), Perpetua, Philippa,
Philomena, Portia
Renee, Rita, Roberta, Rose (Roselind, Roseline)
Sarah (Sally) Sabina, Scholastica, Sibyl, Sidony, Solange,
Sophia, Stephanie, Susanna
Theodora, Thecla, Therese (Teresa)
Ursula Valery, Veronica
Winifred,
Yvonne,
Zoe.

Adrian (Hadrian), Alan, Alban, Albert, Alexander (Alasdair,
Alister, Sandro), Aloysius, Alphonse, Ambrose, Andrew,
Angus, Anselm, Antony, Arnold, Augustine (Austin)
Barnabas, Barnard, Bartholomew, Basil, Benedict
(Bennett), Benjamin, Bernard, Bernardine, Berard,
Bertrand, Bonaventure, Boniface, Brendan, Brandan,
Bruno
Celestine, Christopher (Kit), Clement, Colman, Conan,
Conrad, Constantine, Cormac, Cornelius, Cosmas,
Crispin, Cyprian, Cyril
Damian, Daniel, David, Denis, Dominic
Edmund, Edward, Edwin, Eric, Eugene (Owen)
Fabian, Felix, Ferdinand, Finbar, Firmin, Francis, Franco,
Frederick
Gabriel, Gavin (Gawain), Geoffrey, Gerald, Gerard, Gilbert,
Giles, Gregory, Guy (Guido)
Henry, Herman, Hilary, Hubert, Hugh (Hugo)
Ignatius, Isidore, Ivor
James (Jacob, Shamus, Seumus), Jerome, John (Ivan,
Sean, Ian, Iain), Jordan, Joseph, Joshua, Jude, Julian,
Justin
Kieran, Kenneth, Kentigern (Mungo), Kevin, Kieran, Killian
Lambert, Laurence (Lawrence), Leo (Lionel), Leonard,
Leopold, Louis (Llewelyn), Luke (Lucas)
Malachy, Mark (Marcus) Marian, Martin, Marius (Maurus)
Matthew, Maxim, Mel, Michael, Miles, Milo, Miro,
Nicholas (Colin), Norbert
Oliver
Paschal, Patrick, Paul, Peter (Piers, Pierce, Pears) Philip
Quentin
Raphael, Ralph, Raymund, Raynald, Raynier, Reginald,
Richard (Hudd, Hudson), Robert, Roger, Roland
(Orlando), Rupert
Sebastian, Sylvain, Sylvester, Sidney, Simon, Simeon,
Stanislas, Stephen
Terence, Theodore, Thomas (Tom), Timothy, Toby
Valerian, Victor, Vincent
Walter, Wilfred, William (Liam)
Xavier,
Zachary
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ver the past 130 years Annals has received many requests from readers who wanted a list of names of
saints. As the request for saints’ names continues, we are happy to offer readers a selection of saints’
names to help them choose Christian names for their children, or, in the case of adult Baptism, for themselves
or others. Most of those who contact us complain that when they sought a Baptismal or Confirmation name
they had great difficulty in finding a list of appropriate names. There are Books of Names widely available, but
these are generally not books of Saints’ Names and are of no help to Catholics seeking a suitable patron saint
for a child or an adult seeking baptism. The names given below (and the variants of them given in brackets) are
all saints’ names, and appropriate Christian names for the Sacraments of Baptism or Confirmation.

Ride like a Girl
The true story of Michelle Payne
who rode the 100-1 long-shot, Prince
of Penzance, to victory in the 2015
Melbourne Cup and became the first
female jockey to win the race in its
history (starting 1875) was an odds-on
favourite to inspire an entertaining
movie.
But there have been any number of
true-story favourites which failed. The
difference with this one is debutante
director Rachel Griffiths; she has put
together a brilliantly paced picture
with scriptwriters Andrew Knight
and Elise McCredie, cinematographer
Martin McGrath and editors Jill
Bilcock and Marie Papoutsis.
The Griffiths cast is a kind of All
Australia Repertory Company. Its core
is Teresa Palmer playing Michelle
Payne like a sibling, Sam Neill as the
widower father, Paddy, bringing up
a family of 10, Michelle Payne’s real
brother Stevie as the horse’s strapper
and Sullivan Stapleton as the horse’s
trainer, Darren Weir.
Griffiths does not diminish the
Catholic faith, practice and education
of the family. Magda Szubanski
supplies a forceful cameo as the
Mother Superior who tries to educate
Michelle conventionally but allows her
to take her own track.
Szubanski with others, including
Genevieve Morris as Michelle’s
manager Joan Sadler, also brings a
spread of sentiment which Griffiths
does not stint: would it be politically
incorrect to declare her the feminist
Frank Capra?
Nonetheless she does take a firm
line on the difficulties Michelle Payne
faced and on the pecking order of
horseracing if not the skullduggery.
The obvious line here is, ‘Truth is
stranger than fiction. Whose fiction?
To start with there’s AB “Banjo”
Paterson and Henry Lawson. That
active punter/writer, Frank Hardy, also
rates a mention. But surely the writer
who captures the movie’s spirit is John
O’Brien (Patrick Joseph Hartigan) in
Round the Boree Log.
As Ride like a Girl was in postproduction allegations emerged
that Darren Weir possessed ‘jiggers’
electrical devices. Animal rights activist
also attended the premiere but not to
applaud.

Movies
By James Murray
The race that stops a nation has
inspired a movie that will top the
box office and win awards up to and
possibly including – 100-1 – the Oscar.
No reservations? In searching for
archival Melbourne Cup footage why
didn’t the Griffiths team find the
Henry Sutton coverage using the TV
system he invented in 1885 pre- John
Logie Baird’s?
Disclosure: your reviewer did colour
reporting of the 1961 Melbourne Cup
for The Sun News-Pictorial. His line,
that became the headline, was The
Cup: full and running over! True again.
PGHHHHSFFV.

Downton Abbey
Director Michael Engler opens
intriguingly with a discreet letter and
a roaring locomotive. At first sight, the
latter summons incongruous memories
of Harry Potter and/or Paddington
Bear.
But as letters are sorted aboard
the train, some may think of footage
from Night Mail (1936), the GPO
documentary redolent of such credits
as WH Auden, John Grierson and
Harry (The Overlanders) Watt.

Official
Classifications key
G: for general exhibition;
PG: parental guidance
recommended
for
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: c lassification to be
announced
ANNALS AUSTRALASIA 43 SEPTEMBER 2019

In any case, the letter presents a
difficulty: to reveal its source is to
deprive the plot of its spring as written
by Julian Fellowes (Baron of West
Stratford).
Not that the plot is strong. Indeed it
is so tenuous it tends to get lost amid
the splendid furniture, silverware,
linen and porcelain.
What comes through from the
movie is that Julian Fellowes has
created a monumental toy theatre. Its
characters include Hugh Bonneville’s
Robert Crawley, 7th Earl of Grantham
(an in-jokey play on Margaret Hilda
Thatcher’s birthplace).
He married the wealthy Yankee
Cora (no maiden name available)
played ever graciously by Elizabeth
McGovern even when provoked
by Maggie Smith’s Violet (Won’t
Crumble) Crawley, Dowager Countess
of Grantham.
In a nice piece of new casting,
Fellowes adds to his toy theatre Imelda
Staunton’s Lady Maud Bagshaw who
contrives to out-pecksniff Smith’s
Dowager.
Phillipe Spall as an interloper
French chef is a caricature, perhaps
Brexit tinted, but unlike a certain chef
de brigade (with special forces training)
your reviewer has seen at work.
Downton Abbey (series and movie)
does lack the pervasive Catholic
element of Evelyn Waugh’s World War
II masterpiece, Brideshead Revisited.
Matthew Goode, star of the second
TV version, plays Henry Talbot but
doesn’t get much to say. Did Fellowes,
Benedictine Ampleforth College old
boy, cast him as an homage to Waugh’s
work? It would have been even nicer
had he given him the line. ‘Went to
Mass this morning in the Brideshead
chapel.’
It was Evelyn Waugh’s work
that re-started the train of Upstairs
Downstairs television (1971-75; revived
2010-12). The Robert Altman &
Fellowes Gosford Park (2002) provided
the junction to Downton Abbey.
What about Jim Carter’s butler,
Charles Carson, a more redoubtable
figure than the earl himself? He goes
from hauteur to arrogance against a
seemingly superior rival.
The movie’s final sequence
involves Carson with his wife (and
chief housekeeper) Elsie May (Phyllis

Logan); it suggests a sequel (to use up
surplus silver polish).
Your reviewer hazards a guess
that the sequel will involve England’s
stateliest home, address: Westminster
SW1A.
It has to be added that there were
sequences when your reviewer was
tempted to award three nightcaps
instead of what’s below.
PGHHHSFFV.

Farewell
(Bié Gàosù Ta)
Writer/director Lulu Wang’s movie
may be categorized as comedy-drama.
There are also elements of memoir
and elegy in its script about the return
to China of members of an extended
Chinese family from exile in Japan and
America.
Ostensibly they have come home
for a wedding feast which conceals
a sad reality: farewelling a beloved,
prosperous grandma Nai Nai (Zhao
Shuzhen) who is looked after by her
younger sister Little Nai Nai (Lu Hong)
while awaiting the result of medical
tests.
Nai Nai’s favourite is her
granddaughter Billi Wang, an arts
student who has been trying for a
Guggenheim Fellowship. She is played
by Awkwafina in a style that inspires the
thought, ‘a sombre star is born’.
Preparations for the wedding feast
include Nai Nai’s anger at the caterer’s
substitution of crab for lobster and
objections from her relatives about
champagne.
The feast itself includes as many
tears as smiles with the reflection that
in the West life-death questions are for
individual decision whereas in China
they are family concerns.
As with other foreign movies,
notably Israel’s, this one illuminates
unexpected facets of life. Who would
expect to hear a Chinese person confess
to losing his language?
The running time is 98 minutes. Stay
with it. Lulu Wang and cinematographer
Anna Franquesa Solano end with a
fortune-cookie surprise linking the Nai
Nai character to her inspiration.
PGHHHHSFFV.

their charm is lost in the grubby
flamboyance of their characters, Laura
and Tyler, flatmates, best friends, drugdriven party-goers – until Laura falls
in love.
Comparisons have been made
with Whithnail and I (1987) and are
obvious. But where its writer/director
Bruce Robinson displayed a degree
of restraint, director Sophie Hyde,
working from Emma Jane Unsworth’s
novel and script, seems intent on
showing anything males can do
females can do more outrageously.
It’s
an
Irish-Australian
co-production. Better Irish-Australian
stories, that Grainger and Shawkat
would adorn, are available.
MA15+HHHNFFV.

The Dogman
Director Matteo Garonne sets his
drama in a semi-derelict beachside
shopping plaza adjacent to Naples. The
dogs involved, it must be said, have to
work hard to bring a little light relief.
The humans? Marcello Fonte
turns in a superlative performance as
the amiable dog groomer Marcello
who finally turns on the local bully,
Simoncino, played with massive effect
by Edoardo Pesce.
Garrone, with co-writers Ugo
Chiti, Massimo Gaudioso, Damiano
D’Innocenzo. Fabio D’Innocenzo and
Marco Perfetti, may be attempting
some kind of existential parable.
It fails because they offer no sign
of a moral correlative – unless it be
Marcello’s beloved daughter Alida
(Alida Baldari Calabria) to whom he
gives exotic holidays financed through
SOLUTION TO CRYPTIC CROSSWORD NO. 53

petty crime and a local cocaine dealing.
Brutto! (Which may be Garonne’s
aim, his previous film Gomorrah was
aimed at the notorious Camorra of
Naples. Is he telling them that they
may do their worst but ultimately it is
futile?
With cinematographer Nicolaj
Bruel’s final long-shot of Marcello
sitting alone in a playground with the
blanket covered corpse of Simoncino,
Garrone provides a hint of this, a hint
that would’ve been strengthened by
a character drawn from the heroic,
Naples Chief Prosecutor, Giovanni
Colangelo.
MA15+HHHNFFV.

Amazing Grace
This Sydney Pollock documentary
based on an Aretha Franklin
recording session in 1972 is also an
amazing piece of film archeology and
restoration.
So much so that to credit Pollock
alone would be to neglect producer
Allan Elliott who led efforts to solve
the problem of syncing the audio
tracks with the visual print that had
caused the work to be locked in a
Warner Brothers vault.
Add to the complications legal
actions by Aretha Franklin. These
delayed film-festival releases and
resulted in the work becoming a
posthumous tribute after Franklin’s
death last year.
And what a tribute it is: 87 minutes
of gospel song as the soul singer
gives voice backed by the Southern
California Community Choir, directed
by Alexander Hamilton in the New
Temple Missionary Baptist Church, Los
Angeles.
Glimpsed in the audience, Rolling
Stones Mick Jagger and Charlie Watts.
Offering Sympathy for the Devil? More
savvy music critics than your reviewer
suggest that their attendance inspired
their gospel-inflected songs, Shine a
Light and Let It Loose.
GHHHSFFV.

Angel Has Fallen
Fiction about 1600 Pennsylvania
Avenue (aka The White House) has
difficulty in outdoing current realities.
Director Ric Roman Waugh does try
with a little help from co-writers
Robert Mark Kamen, Matt Cook,

Animals
Talent abounds in Holliday
Grainger and Alia Shawkat. But
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Creighton Rothenberger and Katrin
Benedikt.
That adds up to a kitbag full of
violent events. But in character as Mike
Banning, secret agent, Gerard Butler
totes it for its full 120 minutes of
twists and turns, including Banning’s
being on the run for allegedly killing
the US president (Morgan Freeman)
he was supposed to protect.
Against him are ranged the FBI
and old army buddy Wade Jennings,
now boss of the private army Salient
Global, and played by Danny Huston
with a charm as lethal as a Browning
Grand Puissance.
For him is his Pa, Clay, a Vietnam
veteran, who abandoned him and went
to live in the backwoods. Nick Nolte
plays him with panache and enough
hair for the wigs of a bench of judges.
This is the third of the Fallen
franchise in which Banning is a family
man.
Butler sang splendidly in the movie
version Phantom of the Opera. Can’t a
lullaby be written into the next gory
slice of the franchise?
MA15+HHNFFV.

The Kitchen
The original title Hell’s Kitchen led
to confusion with Gordon Ramsay’s
reality TV series. But it’s doubtful if
the latter, which is not demure, is as
acrid as writer/director Andre Berloff’s
ragout.
In it, the always compelling Melissa
McCarthy plays Kathy Brennan who,
her husband jailed, leads the wives
of other jailbirds to take over their
protection racket – a take over that
leads to confrontation with the local
Mafia capo, Alfonso Coretti (Bill Camp
filling-in for Al Pacino).
Undaunted by Melissa McCarthy’s
formidable presence, Tiffany Haddish
comes on as Ruby O’Connor and
sneaks away with the movie.
Amid gory violence Elisabeth Moss
as Claire Walsh enacts bloodbath
scenes with Domhnall Gleason playing
Gabriel O’Malley, a Vietnam veteran
with a gift for all sharp work except
shaving.
The movie in some respects is a
feminist tract especially when the
husbands emerge from jail expecting
to resume their old ways. It’s doubtful
if Mrs Pankhurst would have approved

the response of the wives: anything
you did, we do more violently.
Following Francis Ford Coppola’s
The Godfather, there’s a liberal, if not
gratuitous, use of Catholic iconography
that goes beyond Good Thief-Bad
Thief validity.
From the ending there’s a whiff of a
sequel. It can scarcely be more rancid
than the original. Some may find the
movie too much like a re-cook of
Linda La Plante’s TV series Widows
(1983-85) and her movie Widows
(2018).
MA15+HHNFFV.

THE VOCATION OF AN
MSC PRIEST OR BROTHER

The Angry Birds Movie 2
There’s a political parable in
director Thurop Van Orman’s
computer generated cartoon based
on the video game; what it lacks in
subtlety it makes up in popcorn energy
as the inhabitants of Piggy Island and
Bird Island unite to fight a common
foe.
The foe? Giant eagles (a hint of
fascism in their accoutrements?) who
from their icy abode are determined to
destroy the piggy way of life.
Peter Ackerman, Eyal Podell and
Jonathon E Stewart supply multiple
story lines. Occasionally they get
as entangled as the work produced
by brain-storming spinmeisters for
politicians.
Voice actors include Jason Sudeikis
(Red) Josh Gad (Chuck), Danny
McBride (Bomb), Suzanne Waters (as
his singing voice) and Peter Dinklage
(Ethan ‘Mighty’ Eagle).
Your reviewer is unable to say he
got it all. He wasn’t the target. His
Junior Reviewer (and grandson)
Emile Bouchette (aged 9) posted the
supplementary review below.
‘In my opinion Angry Birds 2 is very
witty. The characters are amazing in
their own ways. Red, an angry bird,
for example is very cynical but will do
anything to help Bird island. Bomb,
Red’s friend is unique because he is a
bird with a fuse on top of his head that
is activated when he gets surprised or
worried. Silver, an engineer has lots of
good solutions and she is very positive.
I liked the message of the movie which
was always be yourself, no matter what
others might say. I rate the movie 5 out
of 5.’
PGHHHSFFV.
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What’s life for?
Why was I born?
What is the greater purpose
and meaning of my life?
How am I meant to be of service?
We follow Christ who ‘loves with
a human heart’ It is this love in
which we have learned to believe.
Will you make known this
same love; the gentleness and
compassion, the patience and
the mercy of the heart of Jesus!
Will you do this?
Are you being asked ‘to be on
earth the heart of God,’to be a
Missionary of the Sacred Heart of
Jesus [MSC] Priest or Brother?

Contact us.
(Fr) F. Dineen, msc
fjdineen@misacor.org.au
Tel: 02 9665 8999
PO Box 252 Coogee NSW 2034
www.misacor.org.au
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