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The Problem of Pain

One of the age old dilemmas of Christian man is the
question of pain. How can an all-powerful God of love
rule over a world in which there is so much suffering, so
much pain and so much cruelty?

It was in a book, under the title of this article, that the
late C.S. Lewis addressed this question with the clarity
and insight that is the hallmark of so much of his
writing. In it he discussed many of the aspects of pain
that afflict our lives, with a scope, the facets of which
would be impossible to cover here.

For apart with coping with the trauma and agony that
pain can cause, it becomes obvious that life would be
impossible without it. How would we learn the dangers
of fire and impact without the progressive nature of
pain? How could we judge !he limits of our bodies
without the intercession of pain. )

It is pain that is such a marvellous anc] ;ffecnve
process that governs the nature of our activities and
confines our actions to the natural order of the universe.

1 am not so interested here with how we should handle
or cope with pain, or that much of it is inflicted by man
upon man, but rather thatitis a mechanism ordained by
our creator that moves us towards His natural order.

In this question of pain, what is true of our physical
existence, is also true of our spiritual existence. When
we depart from the moral absolutes we will, even
though the mills of God grind slowly,' sooner or later
inflict upon ourselves, or others, a spiritual and n_lental
pain that can be even more cruel and relentless, without
His intervention, than physical pain. The evidence can
be found in the chronic suicide and drug abuse levels
amongst our youth. This pain will only be relieved by
the moral and spiritual guidance of which we have two
thousand years of experience and which tragically is so

-utilized. . .
lml(-ilec:wever, there is another level of pain that afflicts
the world and increasingly threatens our fqture. This
pain is experienced at a national and international level.
Its symptoms are war, revoluuon.and terrorism. As with
other forms of pain, its level is proportional to the
degree we depart from those laws that apply to human
associations and with the same imperative as the

hysical laws. o

P %"here has never been a time in hlsto.ry when there has
been so much conflict, tension and distrust. There has
never been a time when the forces of monopoly,
coercion and totalitarianism have had the means to
eimpose their ends on such a ma.ssn{e.scale and with
such a suffocating effect on the individual spirit and
initiative. Our problems will not be solyed_ by vesting
ever increasing powers upon remote bodies in an effort
to solve problems that arise from that very problem of
celil..tirl?!lst?e painful results of the man who persists ml
stepping off the cliff, our moral, spiritual and nationa
problems will persist and grow to the extent that rpag
ignores the eternal verities of life, and He who ordaine

them so.
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THE AUSTRALIAN
HERITAGE SOCIETY

The Australian Heritage Society was launched in
Melbourne on September 18th, 1971 at an Australian
League of Right’s Seminar. It was clear that Australia’s
heritage is under increasing attack from all sides; spiritual,
cultural, political and constitutional. A permanent body
was required to ensure that young Australians were not cut
off from their true heritage and the Heritage Society assum-
ed that role in a number of ways.

The Australian Heritage Society welcomes people of all
ages to join in its programme for the regeneration of the
spirit of Australia. To value the great spiritual realities that
we have come to know and respect through our heritage,
the virtues of patriotism, of integrity and love of truth, the
pursuit of goodness and beauty, an unselfish concern for
other people — to maintain a love and loyalty for those
values.

Young Australians have a very real challenge before
them. The Australian Heritage Society, with your support
can give them the necessary lead in building a better
Australia.

““‘Our heritage today is the fragments gleaned
from past ages; the heritage of tomorrow —
good or bad — will be determined by our ac-
tions today.”’

SIR RAPHAEL CILENTO
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THE AVOIDANCE OF
MONARCHY (ALMOST)

by RANDALL J. DICKS, J.D.

mer of 1787 had a great deal on their minds, and much work to do. They had

T he delegates to the Constifutional Convention at Philadelphia in the hot sum-

been meeting since May to correct the defects of the Articles of Confedera-
tion, the unworkable first constitution of the fledgling United States, which had

heen in cffect since 1781.

The proceedings of the Convention
(which usually had only about 30
delegates tn daily attendance) were sup-
posed to be held in strict secrecy, and
that secrecy was pretty well preserved all
the way until the end, in September.
Scerecy, however, means mystery to
some, and creates in others an irresisti-
ble need 1o speculate. No one outside
knew what the delegates were deciding,
what sort of government they were in-
venting in that already historic room in
the State House (now called In-
dependence Hall).

Some of those delegates, exhausted
alter wrangling over weighty questions
of separation of powers, proporiional
representation, and the selection of a na-
tional judiciary, must have been ex-
asperated by a report from New Haven,
Connceticut, published in a
Philadelphia newspaper on August 13th.
Apparently someone had been cir-
culating a pamphlet, ‘‘recommending a
kingly government [or these States. The
writer proposes to send to England for
the Bishop of Osnaburgh, second son of
the King of Great Britain, and have him
crowned King over this continent. We
have found by experience, says he, that
we have not wit enough to govern
ourselves — that all our declamation
and parade about Republicanism, Liber-
ty, Property, and the Rights of Man are
mere stuff and nonsense, and that it is
high time for us to tread back the
wayward path we have walked in these
twelve years.” )

*“The Bishop of Osnaburgh'’ was His
Royal Highness Prince Frederick, Duke
of York and Albany, Earl of Ulster, se-
cond son of King George 1il. He had
been elected Prince-Bishop of
Osnabruck in 1764. He is not known to
have evinced any interest in reclaiming
his father’s former colonies, but Prince
Frederick would have been an awkward
choice for king anyway, as he and his
wife, a daughter of the King of Prussia,
had no children, and the American

throne might have been left vacant,

As publicity about this pamphlet and
public wonderment about what the
delegates were doing increased, the con-
vention decided to issue a statement,
despite the rule of secrecy. The Penn-
svivania Gazetie published an wnofficial
statement on Augusi 15th: ©*We are well
informed that many letters have been
written to the members of the lederal
Convention from different quarters,
respeciing the reports... that it is intend-
ed to establish a monarchical govern-
ment to send for the Bishop of
Osnaburgh, etc. etc. — to which it has
been uniformly answered, ‘Tho we can-
ot affirmatively tell you what we are
doing; we can , negatively tell vou what
we are not doing — we never once
thought of a King.” "*

Unfortunately, that denial was not
even approximately true; where there’s
smoke, there’s fire. In the first place, if
George Washington had shown any in-
clination to accept a crown, quite
possibly one might have been offered to
him, so great were his influence and
prestige in all 13 states at that time,
Everyone assumed that, whatever lorm
of government was chosen, George
Washington would be the leader of the
country, It may not be chance that, once
he did become president, the master of
Mount Vernon was generally addressed
and spoken of as ‘‘His Highness the
President’’.

While few dclegates may have been
active proponents of monarchy (assum-
ing, of course, that the gentleman from
Virginia, the President of the Conven-
tion, continued to say no), quite a few
were aclively wary, suspicious, or ter-
rified of it. In lact, there seemed to be a
distrust of government in general by
these delegates, all of whom had been
born British subjects, but many of
whom had borne arms against their King
in the War of Independence (the
patriotic designation for the American
Revolution). Edmund Randolph ex-

pressed concern that the conflederation
“could not defend itself against the en-
croachments from the states,”’
Gouverncur Morris felt that the public
liberty was in considerable danger
“from legiskative usurpation,” and
James Madison scemed to want to check
power of any kind.

On the other hand, there was not
much faith in the people, either. Roger
Sherman said that the people **should
have as little to do as may be possible
about the Government,”” and the
delcgates did nor opt in favour of direct
elections. Elbridge Gerry, though he re-
mained a theoretical republican, had
becen persuaded by experience that
republicanism in moderation was best:
*“The evils we experience flow from the
excess of democracy.”

The British monarchy has lost most of
its “*powers’” and thrives; the American
presidency verges on being the ali-
powerful, one-man show which most of
the delegates feared.

Despite these concerns about the very
fabric of the new nation, the Conven-
tion eventually got down to specifics.
The debate over the form the national
executive branch was to take caused
long controversy. Was it to be a single
executive, or a plural executive, perhaps
4 three-man council? Was it to be a
strong, independent executive, or one
dominated, or even selected, by the
legislative branch?

Edmund Randolph of Virginia oppos-
ed a single executive as ‘“‘the fetus of
monarchy;” the expression became a
catch phrase. He and George Mason
favoured the three-man executive, to
avoid the appearance of monarchy.
(And '‘we never once thought of a
King”’.) Soren Kierkegaard pithily sum-
marized this sort of attitude (though in a
different context) some years later:
*The hatred lor the monarchical prinei-
ple has gone so far that people want io
have four-part solos.”

The successful argument for the single
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co.'qnisers and traders into other
continents beyond the oceans — the
Americas, Southern Asia, Australasia
and Africa,

_That they also carried with them, and
displayed, the faults and weaknesses
inherent in all human nature does not
alter the fact that the civilisation they
planted beyond the oceans was of
Immense benefit to mankind. To destroy
it, whether there or at home or in both,
would be a suicidal act of folly. And
destroy it we are in danger of doing. The
more vocal part of the younger
generation, both in TEurope and
America, has been, and is being taught
by those who should know better, to
denigrate and revile the virtues —
truthfuiness, honesty, courage,
tolerance, industry — which have built
the house in which civilised man lives
and has his being. Above all, they have
been taught, and are being taught, often
in the name of high-sounding abstrac-
tions like pacifism, equality and anii-
racism, to hate and the inevitable fruit
of hatred, 1o destroy.

What is wanted, in a world still riven
by two great global wars, is not anger,
violence and destruction, but tolerance,
understanding, love and peaceful
creation. If those responsible for our
schools, universities, books, television,
broadcasting and newspapers could only
realise this and appiy their realisation of
it to their work, they could do more to
remove the causes of war, racial
intolerance and class conflict than all the
protest marches, demonstrations and
sit-downs that have ever taken place.

H

LETTERS
UNO MOMENTO!

1 am sure all the subscribers read and
enjoy not only the content of the articles
but also appreciate the generally high
standard of spelling, grammar and com-
position of which this magazine is so
worthy but so sadly lacking in English
journalism of today, in Australia,

The content of all the magazines, in-
cluding the Bicentenary issues, is more
often than not very thought provoking
at least and often a source of inspiration
to the reader, and I think the feelings ex-
pressed by the writers in ‘‘Letters”,
Heritage No.52, speak for us ali.

It would indeed be only fit and proper
for the children of this country to have
access to the magazine and a correct
perspective on their heritage, so too
should all the teachers and politicians.

It is obvious that very few of them
have; the reports from two independent
people have shown that an appalling ig-
norance is normal amongst those in high
places who represent us. (letters
Heritage No.53).

Am [ alone in thinking that ajl
Australian citizens, and particularly im-
migrants, should know and understand
the principles and their interdependence,
upon which our whole way of life
depends and our Constitution is based?

The freedom which is the accepted
way of life in the British Commonwealth
countries is epitomized in Ausiralia, and
many other countries of the world con-
sider us a lucky country, but it was not
by just luck that we now enjoy it.

THE CHANGI
FLAG

The R.S.L. recently purchased the
Changi Flag at a Sotheby’s auction. We
wrote to Mr Bruce Ruxton O.B.E., Vic-
torian State President of the R.S.L.. for
the story. He writes in reply...

“I find it difficult to find the real story
about this flag and therefore the only story [
have 1o tell you, is how [ came to be involved
in the purchase of it.

i was phoned one Sunday evening by a
journalist of the Australian, Stewart Rentoul,
who asked me if | would comment on a story
they had just received, concerning an
Australian Flag that had been hidden away
by a PoW in the Changi Prison during World
War II.

He told me that the flag had been stolen
from the Officers” Mess in Victoria Barracks,
Paddington, NSW and had now turned up at
Sotheby's Auction House in London.

[ told him that if this was so, surely the
Commonweaith Police could do something
about it as I was sure that Sotheby's, being a
famous responsible Auction House would
not auction stolen goods.

— e

Surely the structure of our own
culture should be known and
understood completely before we even
begin to study that of other couniries,
such as Asia.

Surely we should know our own
language before we study others.

Dare | state that if they wish to
migrate to this country to live here
because it is better than the life they
leave behind, then so also should they
leave behind that culture which has pro-
ved less acceptable than ours. We do not
need it here, and they should become
Muent in our language and appreciative
of our culture and heritage.

Therefore it would be only right for
all who choose to reside in Australia to
be knowledgeable of our own heritage,
that we be not guilty of taking it all for
granted, especially native Australians.

The wide range covered by the many
excellent articles printed in Heritage
provide much very pertinent informa-
tion in most interesting to read style.

It is a pity that most of it will be read
once only, by subscribers only, and then
stored in all our private collections.

The rest of the whole population of
Australia should read it!

The magazines couid be passed on to
a friend,

Membership subscriptions can be
encouraged,

Articles could be reprinted over and
over periodically,

Pertinent articles could be reprinted in
special editions.

KEYIN CROKER,
Mt. Tamborine,
Queensland

N

=

That article appeared in the Australian on
Monday, but a further article the following
day (Tuesday), stated that the flag was
secreted away in Changi by a Captain
Strawbridge and not only had the flag turned
up at Sotheby's, but his war medals and other
items of memorabilia.

In other words, someone had sent his
medals to be auctioned and the fag ete, was
Just attached ¢o that lot.

After I mentioned this in a number of ar-
ticles that I wrote in newspapers and also on
radio talk back shows, the appeal got under
way with the help of the press.

I arranged for a bidder at the auction, but
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unfortunately therc were a number of other
people vying to get the flag and | believe they
were genuing buyers.

The price paid was 10,800 Pounds Sterling,
and of course with commission 1o be paid
Plus postage and freight ete. well over
$25,0_00 was necessary.

This was raised from donations around
Australia and the overs have been placed in
the RSL, VC and Memorabilia Trust Fund in
Canberra, because as sure as the sun rises in
the morning, something will have to be saved
again shortly.”

Perhaps some of our readers knaw more of
the story behind the Changi Flag.






ticipating in the aircraft’s farewell, FZ
658 is on a final tour of Canadian air
bases before she and the other eight of
her kind are withdrawn from the air
force.

The responsibility of operating one
touring Dakota across western Canada
and another across eastern Canada
belongs to 402 “‘City of Winnipeg”’
reserve squadron and to the Instrument
Check Pilot School, also based in Win-
nipeg, Manitoba. The Dakota has been
the staple aircraft of 402 squadron since
1975, a familiar sight in prairie skies
while flying transport, rescue or training
missions.

Tours of this nature are a delight for
veterans and for the general public, but
they are still very demanding upon the
crews who fly the aircraft and maintain
them. Dakota FZ 658 sustained damage
to its stabilizer during a stopover in
Quebec City that required a flight from
Winnipeg with materials to repair the
damaged fabric surfaces and much night
work to restore the aircraft to flying
status. All this work was completed in
the best traditions of the air force and a
very smart looking FZ 658 arrived at Ot-
tawa for a brief crew change stop.

l

GRAND FINAL FLYPAST

l

Boarding the aircraft, the interior
gives the inescapable impression that
this airplane is too new to retire, even
though it was built in 1942, The fine
condition of every instrument and fit-
ting aboard exemplify a machine that
has served its country well in the past
and seems quite capable of doing so in
the future. Nevertheless, March 31,
1989, saw the eastern and western tour
Dakotas meet in the skies over Winnipeg
for a grand final flypast in formation.

And so ended the air force’s last of-
ficial link with one of the most enduring
aeroplanes in aviation history.

Yet the memories of the Dakota’s ser-
vice life continue. The captain of FZ 658
said his strongest memory of the tour
would be seeing an elderly veteran in
tears and sitting in the Dakota cockpit
again after more than four decades of
absence.

Veteran paratroopers at the final
ceremonies in Winnipeg recalled damag-
ed Dakotas bringing them to their drop
zones and keeping them alive afterwards
with rations and ammunition carried in

the face of determined enemy fire. One
pilot, retired Squadron Leader Jim Mor-
rison of Ottawa, remembered attempts
to airdrop mules to allied forces in Asia.
Said experiments regrettably and in-
variably having fatal results — for the
mules.

There are undoubtedly thousands of
memories more in the minds of the
bush-hatted soldiers of Burma, Field-
marshal Bill Slim’s own. Some of these
warriors now dwell in Australia, and
doubtless they will never forget what the
Dakota meant to them when things
looked hopeless.

_Perhaps the last word belongs to 402
air reserve squadron member Corporal
Heather Leask, who wrote a poem
about the Dakota and called it, ‘“The
Time Machine’’. Its last stanza reads:
For fifty years I've done my task
As workhorse of the air
Fifty years, and all I ask,

Is your respect and care.

The author thanks personsniel from Defence
Headquarters, Ottawa, CFB Uplands and
402 Squadron for their kind assistance.

H

THE WORD
by THELEN PAULK

In the not too distant future,

a child finds a word,
a meaning unfamiliar,

a sound he’d never heard.

In a flimsy, worn-out, reference book,
on a faded, musty, page,
was the antiquated relic,
of a long forgotten age.

Beyond his comprehension,
without usage in his day,
somehow the word intrigued him,

as it carried him away,

To a place he could not recollect,
in a time he’d never seen,
the word he found was: “‘family”’,
and he thought, “‘What could this mean?”’,

In the not too distant future,
he then forgets the word,
a feeling unfamiliar,
a joy he’d never heard.
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Bicentenary Issues
— the ideal gift

The four Bicentenary Issues of
HERITAGE have been very well
received. Each issue covers a dif-
Jferent aspect of our heritage —
Issue 1: Australia’s Spiritual
Heritage
Issue 2: Government and Law
Issue 3: Culture
Issue 4: The Pioneers and Builders

The four issues are still available
as a set, along with a folder to carry
them. Together they form an ex-
cellent momento of our bicentenary
year and are an ideal gift for young
and old alike. For the student there
1s much valuable resource material
On aspects of our heritage so often
neglected.

Available from: Heritage
Bookshop, Box 7409, Cloisters
Square, Perth 6000 for $15 posted.



The Following Article Appeared in the June 1987 issue of the English Journal

“Home'' and is of relevance to Australia.

TRADITION — THE ROOT
OF ALL PROGRESS

think that what has been happening in the Anglican Communion in recent

M any of those who are not of the Anglican persuasion may be inclined to

years, and particularly in the Church of England, is none of their business.
But for all who are the British subjects of our Anglican Queen, in whose name we
are governed by a Parliament in the Upper House of which sit all the leading
Anglican Bishops, it is very much so. This Christian and Trinitarian Constitution of
balanced powers is deeply embedded in our history and our national consciousness.
Perhaps even more in our unconsciousness, so that without it we could not survive
45 a nation. Something might survive, but it would be an essentially different nation
if it could be called a nation at all, rather than 8 mere governmental region.

A vital part of this heritage is the
Book of Common Prayer — and not on-
ly to churchgoers but to the millions for
whom this was the property of their
families, their parents or grandparents,
their great-grandparents and great-
great-grandparents for generations
through the centuries. To quote the late
C.H. Douglas:—

‘What most people mean by family
nowadays is a unit camempO(aneous[y
composed of parents and children. It
has no extension in time; the ['Ias_h of
consciousness we call the present is all
that is allowed to this idea of *‘family’’,
and therefore it has no stability, because
it lacks a dimension’.

That was written in 1946, long befpre
the general, induced, scorn of tradition
had rendered the so-called ‘one-parent
family’ an acceptable commeonplace.

What our Anglican clergy with
‘contemporary’ minds have done In
relegating the family Prayer Book in
practice to a trivial position in the
Church’s use, by substituting parsonical
selections from the ASB (Alternative
Service Book), is something quite
ruinous! The ASB is merely the Service
book of the clergy of a particular
church, Its prevalent use is in practice
making the Church of England into one
more non-conformist denomination
among the others. The visitor to an
Anglican church nowadays never knows
what he may find. He might just as well
join those who tour around sampling the
services of every sort of Christian sect
until they find one to their fancy.

(

OUR NATIONAL BOOK OF PRAYER

((

In contrast, the Book of Common
Prayer was our national book of prayer,
It was the property of everyone, laity

quite as much as clergy, whether or not
they chose to use it, as most did. Along
with the Authorised or King James Ver-
sion of the Bible, to which it owes so
much, its language, and hence its
thoughts, its approach to life itseif, was
a major formative element in our educa-
tion and national ethos. Its archaism
preserves our link with the past, and has
the enormous advantage of being free of
contemporary mass-prejudices.

To some extent it is still widely
familiar, for instance, the marriage and
funeral services, but to a large degree the
younger generations have been robbed
of their rightful heritage — and what
has been substituted for it7 Is it not the
debased language of the money-making
pop cult foisted upon the young by
cynical atheists, to which so many of our
clergy feel they must adapt themselves
because it is the ‘contemporary’ {lash of
consciousness, even though it cuts them
off from their origins?

It would not be far wrong to say that
the Book of Common Prayer was, and
still is, in personal, portable form, the
Anglican Church, far more so than i_ts
buildings. Wherever its bearer went in
that great part of the World where the
language which it helped to form was
spoken, it was an introduction, a
‘passport’, an assurance of welcome to a
familiar spiritual home of far deeper
than ‘contemporary’ significance. All
this has been sabotaged, not so much by
individual clergy, many of whom were
learned in the traditions of the church,
as by the mob-minds of committees and
synods, themselves expressions of
‘contemporary’ collectivism.

The surrender of the Church of
England to the secular cult, of
cgalitarian, numerical ‘democracy’, In
the form of a pseudo-parliamentary
Synodical Government, is one of the
tragedies of this century. Instead of giv-
ing us a critical examination from the

Christian viewpoint of the provenance,
basic assumptions, and consequences of
this widely accepted political
philosophy, our Church leaders are sub-
jecting our Christian religion itself to its
tests. Moreover, this is done in matters
not merely concerning Church Crder,
but bearing upon doctrine, as if the
numerical votes of imaginary equal units
of mankind were the ultimate authority
on iruth and eternity, rather than the
revelation of the Eternal to mankind
which is of the essence of what has
always been, and must always be, the
Christian religion. Those who adhere to
it are now allotted the role of ‘tradi-
tionalist” or *Conservative’ partisans, in
retreat before the more aggressive cam-
paigning techniques of the ‘progressive’
Party, which is well on the way to
political victory.

Notoriously, there are two major
political ‘issues’ which are currently
destroying the integrity of the Anglican
Church: that of ‘liberation theology’,
and of ‘women priests’. Both indirectly
attack the essential belief in the Trinity
and the Incarnation by doubting the in-
tegrity of Christ, implying that he was a
partisan of rebellion or revolution, a
partisan of the poor against the rich,
and of the male against the female, a
Saviour for partisan groups and
categories of mankind, rather than for
every living soul. So reducing the Chris-
tian religion to a political ideology.

J

THE PERVERSION OF LANGUAGE

l

Even for those for whom Christianity
has little meaning, there must be many
who are deadly tired of the endless
wrangling and partisanship of politics,
and who are searching for a peace which
Is beyond that sort of understanding.
Even those who care nothing for priests
or for continuity from Christ (the
apostolic succession) can have a coms-
mon interest in the English language,
and can recognise the term ‘woman
priest’ as a confusion of words, a2 mangl-
ing of the language of a sort all too
familiar in salesmanship and political
propaganda.

This is no trivial matter. The perver-
sion of the language is an essentiaj part
of the perversion of thought and action
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I propose that far from being just an interesting feudal docu-
ment, Magna Carta is one of the most relevant pieces of
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John was getting out of hand and the
barons and churchmen pulled him into
line, but do we know the background? 1
propose that far from being just an in-
teresting feudal document, Magna Carta
is one of the most relevant pieces of
history we can know.

Far from being just a contract to pull
one precocious king into line, it was the
inevitable result of a long period of
power centralisation, and in the light of
the current similar trend, it becomes
about as relevant to modern man as a
lightning bolt is to a man in a cherry
picker.

To quote William McKechnie from
the excellent introduction to his **Com-
mentary on the Great Charter of King
John™, writing about those whose ap-
preciation of history is about as deep as
a birdbath; *‘If John had never lived and
sinned, so it would appear, the founda-
tions of English freedom would never
have been laid.

“'Such shallow views of history fail to
comprehend the magnitude and in-
evitable nature of the sequence of causes
and effects upon which great issues de-
pend. The compelling logic of events
forces a way for its fulfilment, indepen-
dent of the caprices, aims and ambitions
of individual men. The incidents of
John’s career are the occasions, not the
causes, of the movement that laid the
foundations of English liberties. The
origin of Magna Carta lies too deep (0

be determined by any purely contingent
phenomena.”” He continues: ‘“‘The
genesis of the Charter cannot be
understood apart from its historical
antecedents.”

How true! The process which led in-
evitably to a crisis point in the time of
King John had its beginning in 1066.
Apart from being about the only date
which many disinterested schoolboys
can remember from English history,
1066 was the year of the last successful
invasion of the British Isles — that of
William the Conqueror. The Normans
did two main things. They made
England the most feudal state in all
Europe, and they brought unity where
before there was only division and fric-
tion. Hence, out of chaos there was
developed the first period of stable
government the Islands had known for
hundreds of years. It is important to
note that to achieve this in the highly
dangerous climate of the Middle Ages
required centralized power, and the con-
solidation of power which William [ set
in motion was continued by his
SLCCEssors.

CENTRALISATION

As any student of history should very
quickly see, the centralisation of power
can only continue for so long before it
becomes self-defeating, and when King
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John consistently abused the efficient
maghinery of government he had in-
herited from his predecessors, the
barons revolted. However, the in-
evitability of a challenge to absolute
power should not be overlooked,
because embodied in it is the fundamen-
tal truth. The kind of centralisation of
power which is occurring at the moment
will produce, and is producing, disaster,
but who among our ‘leaders’ can see it?
[ suggest that among the requirements
for holding public office in this country
should be the reading of some vital
English history!

Nothing, however, can replace vision.
We need men with the vision to see the
consequences of their actions; the vision
which embodies that essential power of
imagination.

If we can but glimpse a future whose
potential lies inherent in gurselves and in
hature, we may just rekindle that fire of
imaginative force which gave rise to all
the great periods of human freedom and
achievement. Do we dare? Perhaps our
old friend Boethius will allow us a pause
[or reflection in his verse.

But not to know or care
Where hidden lies the good all hearts
. desire —

Th_Js blindness they can bear;
With gaze on earth low-bent,
They seek for that which reacheth far
beyond

The starry firmament. i









KING GEORGE V’s

CHARGER

AN AUSTRALIAN REMOUNT

and overseas, keen inferest is being manifested in Australian-bred horses.

What is often forgotten is that the business of horse-breeding for the export
market has a history of over a century and a hall. T_hp market dema}nd ongfnally
stemnmed from the need for cavalry mounts for the British {\rmy, pnrtncu[arly in ‘ln-
dia, the “Remounts', as the horses were called, enjoying an exceedingly high
reputation for courage, endurance and intelligence — atributes throughout the ages
s¥ynonymous with distinction on the battlefield. Thus it is that Australian 'f:qume
warriors have contributed (heir part to Empire and Commonwealth cavuses with un-
complainiug nobility and meritorious vatour.

y . 1
F l Y hanks to the spectacular success of ““The Man from Snowy River™ at home

On foreign battlefields — India (from
the 1840s), Crimea (1854-56), the Sudan
{the 1880s), South Africa (1899-1901),
Europe (1914-18) — the Ausiralian Re-
mounts were an integral part of the
British Cavalry, and with the formation
of the Australian Light Horse Brigade,
have become a distinguished and in-
erasable element ol Australian military
history. The tragedy is that exported Re-
mounts were destined never 10 return,
even those which survived the insane
and unspeakable horrors of wartime
charges. They were regarded as expen-
dable by a pitifully under-populated
yvoung nation committed to a nobler
cause — the call of duty — a nation
pitifully under-endowed to squander
such equine treasures. Like our young
warriors themselves, the beasts were the
cream of the crop, especially raised for
British Army needs.

ROYAL CHARGER

Today, scant attention is paid to thesc
noble steeds. Their work is over:
Cavalry units have no further place in
modern armies. Their part in our brief
history, nonetheless, should never be
allowed to disappear from the record,
their connection with the land of their
birth being forever indelible and in-
eradicable in the minds of true patriots,
even though few Remounts ever return-
ed to Australia. Sheer logistics of
transporting the horses home were pro-
hibitive for a start, and quarantine
regulations were too costly and cumber-
some. The Remounts were simply allow-
ed to remain where they were last need-
ed, awaiting whatever fate had in store
for them. For one Queensland-bred Re-
mount despatched to India just after the
turn of the century, Dame Fortune
reserved a special role: to captivate a
Royal Prince and become his own Royal
Charger.

The future King George V astride the
Queensliand-bred Remount in  the
funeral procession for his father, the
late King Edward VII, 1910.
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This extraordinary story began in out-
back Queensland on a remote grazing
run of some thousands of acres taken up
when men of courage and enterprise
ventured beyond the “‘limits of settle-
ment’’ to pioneer virgin country for
themselves. The run was ‘‘Grosvenor
Downs’’ north of Clermont in
Queenland’s Central Highlands. Today
the township of Moranbah stands on
part of the old Station, but in the
faraway 1870s it was the last word in
desolation and isolation. In those early
days before the fabulously rich coal
seams extracted by massive open-cut
mining operations transformed the land-
scape, it was sheep and cattle country,
and, as a sideline, horses were bred both
for stock purposes and for export as Re-
mounts for the British Army.

2GD

On 13 September 1872, the brand
*“2GD”’ incorporating the initial letters
of ‘“‘Grosvenor Downs’’ was registered
at the Queensland Department of Lands

to William Furlong, who owned the
lease. On 26 May 1873, the brand was
transferred along with the lease to A.B.
McDonald. Alexander Bonar McDonald
had been amongst the very first diggers
at the copper mines discovered at Cop-
perfield, on the outskirts of Clermont,
establishing himself as publican and
storekeeper at Copperfield throughout
the 1870s and 1880s. In the early seven-
ties, he also served on the Copperfield
Council. As was the practice with men
of capital, he turned to the land, acquir-
ing ““Grosvenor Downs’’ in 1873 and re-
taining the lease until 22 June 1909 when
it was transferred to J.W. and W.M.
Allen. The following year, on ¢
November 1910, the run was taken over
by J.H. Clark.

In 1910, the whole world was sadden-
ed at the death of King Edward VII, the
world’s press, especially within the
British Empire, featuring extensive
reports of the melancholy occasion. One
such article in the Australian
newspapers carried a photograph of the
Royal Prince, soon to take his father’s
place as George V, atop a magnificent

Charger in the Royal cortege. From afar
in the distant colonies, A.B. McDonald
recognised his own brand and the horse
that he himself had bred when he ran
‘‘Grosvenor Downs”. From inquiries
directed to Balmoral Castle, Mr
McDonald ascertained that the young
Prince had acquired the beautiful bay
horse during his Royal Tour of India in
1905-06, insisting that it join the Royal
Mews when he returned home.

Today, a copy of the only known ex-
isting print of the future King George V
atop the Queensland-bred Indian Re-
mount hangs in the Belyando Shire
Council Chambers in Clermont,
Queensland.

H]

Australian Memories
Edited by Mary Buckle

A collection of nostalgia, presented by
Women’s Day

This interesting record of our history
from about 1850-1950 consists mainly of
photographs submitted from all over
Australia, as well as samples of old
advertisements. pen & ink drawings,
postcards in colour & and many short
first person contributions of life in those
times.

Although it is quite a light-hearted
look at life this album-sized paper_tgack
gives glimpses of working conditions
then: the gold mines, the shearers, the
girls coming from the ‘‘mother coun-
try’’ as home-helpers, and the problems
of training the native-born as suitable
servants!

We see the patriotism, pathos and
bravery of the war years & stirrings of
pride and wonder at the modern inven-
tions — cars, caravans, planes electricity
and movies — that so changed our lives.

The simple pleasures of the times are
recorded — bush picnics, beach parties,
boating on the river, cycling, and
remember the old motor bikes with side-
cars to take out the family?

There is a gem depicting a small boy
who caught a bunny, no doubt for the
pot! and the adoring gaze of his little

BOOK
REVIEW

by Dawn Thompson

sisters. And as well there are floods,
spectacular disasters and dust storms.

The nine sections cover family life,
fashion, children, happenings,
transport, work and play, war and
famous faces, and in 130 pages of well
presented photography and text a
fascinating and endearing picture of our
past is drawn.

Some of the items are, or course,
quaint and the bathing suits, the little
boys in singlets and the babies
smothered in lace will amuse the
youngsters. There is even a reproduction
of the law enacted against ladies ex-
cessive fashions — in case they frighten-
ed the horses! But then, what will our
descendants think of some of today’s
gear?

There is something to interest
everyone in ‘‘Australian Memories’’. It
would make a wonderful gift for the
person young or old who is interested in
the way we used to be. Put a couple of
copies away for Christmas gifts.

Published by Magazine Promotions
Pty Ltd, 57 Regent St. Sydney 2000
N.S.W. priced at $4.95 piys Ppostage.
(Not available from Heritage
Bookshop).

PAGE 18 — SEPTEMBER-NOVEMBER 1989 — HERITAGE

The Mountain Men

By James Cowan & Colin Beard

This looks a typical coffee table book
large well bound hard cover, beautifull);
presented. One a superior company may
well have for waiting clients to enjoy.

Not only is Colin Beard’s
photography a masterly window into
apolhgr world, as one might expect from
his  distinguished record, but James
Cowan has probed patiently and sen-
sitively to capture in his prose the heart
and some of the mountain country of
southern NSW and northern Victoria
and the men and animals who live anci
m(X'e dtlmelessly there.

\Nd yet as one reads on, i
obvious that this limelessntegse cci>sm e;
spadow, fast fading before the rising
tide of modernity.

We all know the arguments for and
against the grazing of cattle in the High
Country. We all want to preserve our
forest§, tl_1e terrain, the streams, flowers
and wildlife. The people whose homes it
is, fgel this as strongly as any conserva-
tionist. And they have the advantage of
an intimate knowledge of the forces at
work E?ere, denied to the “rent-a-
crowds” of urbanites whose voices and
votes have the ability to sway Govern-
ment towards closing off this High
Country to cattlemen, but not to roads
and, vehicles, “‘developments”’, skiers



and tourists.

Are the cattlemen ignoring the
ravages of their intrusions; can there be
a going back to unspoiled Eden? The
arguments & power struggles rage on.

But here while it still exists we have
beautifully portrayed, the lives and sur-
roundings of men and animals in a high,
clear wilderness.

Cowan and Beard recreated on horse
back the journeys across the Snowy
Mountains of the first explorers and ear-
ly pioneers, and here record in picture
and story a country almost unaffected
by progress, and peopled by men —
women do not seem to impinge much
here — who follow and prefer the life-
styles, skills and values of their forbears.
They are deeply concerned with holding
on to a culture forged in these moun-
tains over a century ago.

And while they are of course earning a
living here, culture is the right word for
the sense of honour, mores and
customs, the poetry and history, often
word of mouth tales, as once the
aborigines recorded history. We have
not much distinctive Australian culture
that we can lightly shut off and forget
what we have. . .

One can enjoy visits to hermits in their
huts, join in the great cattle muster on
the Bogong High PLains, live the rough
daily life of a stockman, study the dogs,
horses and cattle and experience the day-
to-day reliance on weather wisdom in
the pages of this book. Whatever con-
clusions are reached about the rights or

wrongs of eventually ending such a rich
era of history, one is left with a glimpse
of a world and a way of life few of us
will ever know first hand, but none of us
would ever wish to forget.

Published by A.H. and A.W. Reed,
(1982) 2 Aquatic Drive, French’s Forest
2086 N.S.W. Price $19.95 plus postage
from bookstores. (Not available from
Heritage Bookshops).

The Diggers of Colditz

Jack Champ and Colin Burgess

The stories, films and documentaries
of prison camps and escapes are legend
and the men who featured in them are
old now, many are dead.

But here is a sparkling well written
tale of a special camp, Oflag 1.V.C.,
now known better as Colditz, written
from an Australian viewpoint.

It was a camp designed to retain under
escape-proof conditions a select group
of Allied prisoners who had already
escaped from other camps and been
recaptured. So irrespressible were these
men that even here some 300 escapes
were made, one of 60 officers at one

time. Hardly any resulted in permanent
freedom and of course reprisals ensued,
but such was the spirit and the com-
pulsive desire to get out, that many most
miraculous schemes were devised con-
stantly, mostly built on hope.

The book contains flashes of humour
and some incredibly funny episodes. It
typifies the utter refusal to give in, the
desire to make life as hard as possible
for their captors — in fact a war within a
war that celebrates the courage and per-
sistence of these men.

The capacity of so many ordinary
men to rise to heights of ingenuity and
inventiveness is outstanding. They made
a camera, even built a glider. The at-
tempt to use it did not occur due to im-
minent Allied victory but it would have
flown and is preserved today in a
museum.

Considerable personal qualities must
have been demonstrated to bribe the
guards for necessary requirements and
also acting ability when ‘“fights’’ occur-
red on work parties. Although guards
frequently outnumbered the prisoners,
there were more escapes from Colditz
than from any other prison of com-
parable size during both world wars.

A rattling good story of true Aussie
adventure.

Published by George Allen and Un-
win of Sydney, 8 Napier Street, North
Sydney 2060 NSW. (1985). Available
bookstores, $19.95 plus postage.

e
MY SPECIAL FISHING

POND

By Geoff Thomas

F

Sometimes it doesn’t matter if there are no fish. It’s the idea that counts.

ou turn off a country road, ¢

— my fishing pond, a sheet 0

trees. I made a trip to it just
were turning colour and ruslling.down
ed, I realised again what a beautiful se
angler’s heart.

Whenever a guest sees my pond for
the first time, he is entranced. ‘‘What a
wonderful place for trout’’ he says. ‘‘No
“I/]onder you get trout in a pond like
that.”’

Let me say at once there are no fish in
my pond. But I have never found that to
make any difference, and certainly not
to the men I bring here for an afternoon
of casting. If there are no fish, at least
they never know it. They never doubt,
and [ let it go at that. )

It is well known that I do not talge just
anybody to my fishing pond. I invite on-

ross the meadow and over a hill and there it lies
£ water with high, high banks grown with great
as last season ended, when the autumn leaves
to rest upon the still, black water. As I look-
cluded spot it is, how natural its appeal to an

ly people who can really fish — experts.
I I took out ordinary men, they would
probably notice such worldly things as
not catching fish.

The expert knows that, even in a real-
ly fine pond, there are days when not a
trout will rise. He’ll explain it to you
and, having explained it, he is all the
better pleased if he’s right and the fish
don’t rise.

Trout, as anglers know, never rise
after a rain, nor before one. It is im-
possible to get them to rise in the heat,
and any chill in the air keeps them

down. The right day is a still, cloudy
day, but then the trout may not stir.

Indeed, I have only to say to a friend,
“‘Queer, they don’t bite!; and he’s off to
a good start with an explanation. En-
thusiasts can discuss trout-fishing
theories by the hour.

Usually, my guest and I talk over such
theories as we make our preparations. I
have all the necessary apparatus at the
pond — a punt, a neat little cedar rock
(cedar attracts the trout, some say) and a
little shelter with all sorts of tackle inside
in a mixture of carelessness and order.

““Would you like to use this old Hardy
reel?’’ 1 say. Or, ‘“Have you ever tried
this new leader material? It’s not gut,
it’s a kind of floss.”

‘I doubt if I could land one on that,”’
he says. I’m sure he couldn’t!

Cupboards hold bottles, biscuits, tins
of anchovy paste. No one wants to stop
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