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				Preface

				This publication does a valuable service in analysing the presence of Australians in Italy over recent history and that presence is significant, although obviously less well known and less studied than that of Italians in Australia.

				A visit to the non-catholic cemetery in Rome reveals that a number of people from Australia have been buried there over the years, often after making a significant impact in their chosen field in Italy, such as the arts, literature, diplomacy and business, including a former Australian Ambassador to Italy, Hugh Alexander McClure Smith CVO. The fact that these Australians also came at different times using various means of transport shows that geographic distance need be no obstacle, even less so in the modern transport era.

				No-one need be surprised to recognise that it is those people who are prepared to overcome the physical divide who form the bedrock of our excellent bilateral relationship. Some have gone well beyond the call of duty. I wish to recall one prominent Australian in particular, Professor Bernard Hickey, who was instrumental in promoting the study of Australian literature in Italy. The start of my appointment in Italy coincided with his untimely death, but I have had ample opportunity to learn of the tremendous influence he had in introducing Australian literature to generations of Italian students and his role as Australia’s ‘unofficial ambassador’.

				The Italian presence in Australia is well documented and, while the era of mass migration is now behind us, the flow still goes on, now perhaps concentrated more on business, scientific, academic and cultural exchange, not forgetting tourism. In particular, it is a pleasure to see an increasing number of young Italians take the opportunity to spend some time working, studying and travelling in Australia.

				The Australian presence in Italy takes two forms. The first is the large number of returning Italo-Australians who choose to enjoy their retirement in Italy, often dividing their time between the two countries and feeling equally at home in either. The second, again in increasing numbers, is that of Australians, perhaps without direct Italian roots, who come here for a variety of reasons such as business, study, sport or simply for tourism. While they often initially come for a short period, this may then become a decision to stay permanently or at least for a significant number of years. Whether a permanent resident in Italy, like one of Australia’s best known artists Jeffrey Smart, or more recent arrivals, including young Australians making an impact in film production, material design and the law, each of them brings a piece of Australia with them.

				And what do these Australians have to offer Italy? First, they come from a culture which has been partly shaped by Italian emigration and so have some feel for Italy and its customs. In addition, they come from a country whose lifeblood is immigration and which has developed a truly multicultural society in the space of just a few generations. This is an experience which Italy is now going through, while seeking to retain its own unique identity. We have some positive experience to offer. Finally, we have that most particular of Australian characteristics, what we call the ANZAC spirit, that determination to go on striving for success, despite setbacks and adversity. Thankfully, it is not a quality which we need to display in our everyday lives in Italy, but it has helped Australian business people, sports stars and cultural performers make a mark in their adopted country.

				Amanda Vanstone

				Ambassador of Australia to Italy

				May 2008
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				Presentazione

				Il varo della Sydney della Flotta Lauro è uno dei ricordi più vividi della mia infanzia: i balconi della villa dove ancora oggi trascorro le vacanze affacciano sul porto di Castellammare, dove nei primi anni ’50 venne costruita e messa in acqua questa nave che, trasportando tanti italiani verso l’Australia, venne ad essere un elemento materiale importante dell’incontro tra due popoli e due culture. Chi avrebbe potuto prevedere, in quella smagliante mattina di agosto di tanti anni fa che, nella scia di tanti viaggi e di tante vite, il destino avrebbe portato anche me in Australia, per rappresentarvi l’Italia e svolgere un ruolo nel consolidare e espandere le relazioni tra i nostri due Paesi?

				Su quella stessa Sydney viaggiarono anche tanti degli australiani che, seguendo un percorso inverso, vennero a scoprire, studiare l’Italia o più semplicemente a viverci per le tante ragioni culturali, famigliari, religiose, economiche che da sempre hanno attirato gli stranieri nel mio Paese.

				Sull’epopea degli italiani in Australia si è molto scritto e studiato in Italia, l’emigrazione essendo una componente importante della storia e della cultura italiana degli ultimi 150 anni. Ugualmente se ne è scritto in Australia, per l’attenzione che questo Paese porta al fenomeno emigratorio quale elemento fondante della sua identità nazionale. Sono pertanto ben conosciuti le qualità degli emigranti italiani, la durezza del percorso, e, infine, il loro successo nell’integrarsi e il valore del loro contributo a molti aspetti della cultura e dello stile di vita dell’Australia moderna.

				Meno conosciuto era finora il fenomeno reciproco, quello dell’esperienza degli australiani in Italia, e pertanto è ancor più da salutare la presente raccolta di saggi e notazioni ad essi dedicata. II quadro che esso offre ci parla di molti tipi di esperienza: culturale ed artistica, religiosa, economica. Nel dovuto risalto viene messo naturalmente ‘fattore italiano’ radicatosi in Australia: di qui il racconto di ritorni e di riscoperta delle proprie origini. Ma io desidero sottolineare anche un altro aspetto: gli australiani che in passato, e sempre di più in tempi recenti, hanno scelto di vivere in Italia o anche solo di visitarla, lo hanno fatto portandovi tanti aspetti del loro carattere nazionale e del loro luogo d’origine, proiettando l’immagine di un Paese giovane e scevro dalle incrostazioni e dai pregiudizi presenti in popoli più ‘antichi’. Ne è risultato un approccio più libero e genuino e in fondo gratificante per l’Italia, Paese abituato da sempre ad essere studiato e giudicato dagli altri, molte volte amato ma non sempre compreso. Ecco allora gli australiani accostarsi all’esperienza italiana con mente libera e con un interesse che investe non solo le antichità, l’arte e il paesaggio del mio Paese, ma il vivere italiano e lo fa senza distinguere tra l’Italia e il suo popolo.

				Un’altra osservazione, da diplomatico. Uno degli aspetti in maggiore espansione della diplomazia moderna è quello della cosidetta ‘people to people diplomacy’. I rapporti tra Stati non sono più monopolio dei governi o dei grandi attori dell’economia, ma si costruiscono giorno per giorno anche tramite una miriade di contatti interpersonali. Pertanto si stimolano e si intensificano i contatti tra le persone, soprattutto tra i giovani, per tutti gli effetti positivi che ne possono derivare: innanzitutto la conoscenza reciproca, che vince i pregiudizi e le paure e fa conoscere gli altri per quello che sono veramente. Guardando al complesso degli scambi personali cui hanno dato vita l’emigrazione italiana in Australia e l’interesse di tanti australiani per l’Italia viene fatto di pensare ad un’operazione di grande successo: aver portato a sentirsi così vicini e sensibili ai valori reciproci due popoli che la geografia sembrava aver condannato alla lontananza.

				Benvenuti in Italia, cari amici australiani: il mio Paese è aperto e disponibile con voi come lo è da secoli con tutti. Sta alla vostra intelligenza e sensibilità trarre il massimo beneficio dalla vostra esperienza italiana. Io credo che vi troverete molti stimoli e forse anche qualche risposta a quel che cercate. E agli autori di questa raccolta un grazie e un invito: continuate a espanderla, l’argomento lo merita.

				Stefano Starace Janfolla

				Ambasciatore d’Italia in Australia

				Marzo 2008
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				Introduction

				Almost all of the essays and vignettes in this collection have their origins in the symposium ‘Australians in Italy’ organised by Bill Kent and Ros Pesman at the Monash University Centre in Prato in October 2005, and funded by a grant from Monash’s Institute for the Study of Global Movements. Australians in Italy were certainly visible in the week of the symposium, justifying, if that were necessary, our choice of theme for the meetings in Palazzo Vaj. Wall posters in Rome advertised the Macquarie Bank, which had recently bought a large stake in Rome’s International Airport; they also advertised an exhibition at the Galleria l’Agostiniana in Piazza del Popolo titled Viaggio nella Provincia di Roma di una pittrice australiana by expatriate artist Janet Venn-Brown. In Florence, the Renaissance palace of the Strozzi family – a monument to male dynastic fantasies described by a late fifteenth century tourist as ‘fit for Jupiter and the gods’ – had splashed across its forbidding facade an invitation to an international exhibition of women’s art bearing the image of Tracy Moffat’s 1989 photograph Something More I. All over the country the supermodel Megan Gale’s spectacular presence made itself felt on television and billboards. Gale, who lives in Milan, is indubitably the Australian best known in Italy at present.

				At least after a glass or two of robust Carmignano red it seemed as if the traditional, stereotypical images of Australia and Italy were becoming not so much reversed as interchangeable: Australian bankers were ‘buying big’ into the home of modern banking; Australian artists were bringing their creative works to the birthplace of Renaissance art; an Australian woman had invaded the fabled heartland of the Latin lover. We also knew that these high profile success stories were only the most visible signs of a considerable Australian presence in and cultural exchange with Italy. Besides still other famous Australians – artists and literary figures such as David Malouf, Jeffrey Smart, Germaine Greer, Peter Robb and Shirley Hazzard who have lived for long periods and been creatively engrossed in the Italian peninsula – there were and are thousands of others settled and working there: artists; intellectuals and academics; business people and retirees; returning migrants and succeeding generations of Italian Australians; women and men with Italian partners who are bringing up a dynamic generation of young people often equally at ease with Australian English and Italian.

				In his opening address to the 2005 gathering at Prato, the then Australian Ambassador to Italy, Peter Woolcott, spoke of the Embassy’s difficulty in ‘getting under the official radar’ of Australian activities in Italy: with the present volume, we are attempting to do just this, in order to begin to appreciate the multiplicity and depth of Australian engagements with Italy. We are sure that there is a story to tell here, one as interesting and intricate as the much better known narrative of Italians in Australia and their remarkable contribution to this country’s economy, society and culture since the Second World War.

				This collection of studies intends to bring up to date, and go beyond, a pioneering treatment of the theme published some fifteen years ago, namely An Antipodean Connection: Australian Writers, Artists and Travellers in Tuscany, edited by Gaetano Prampolini and Marie-Christine Hubert. If that book emphasised the literary connections between our two countries, Australians in Italy seeks to capture something of the wider range and richness of Australian experiences of Italy. These go back a century and a half, but it is more particularly recent and contemporary impressions and encounters we wish to explore. By design as many younger as older voices are included. The editors have encouraged the authors of even the more formal essays to personalise their discussion, and the collection offers many shorter vignettes in which individual Australians from different backgrounds tell and reflect upon their Italian stories in very different registers. Some vignettes illustrate or gloss in a more personal way a theme addressed by a longer essay; others stand alone, or resonate directly with a number of contributions. We have requested all our colleagues to keep notes and references to a minimum, a recommendation that we cheerfully allowed several contributors to overlook when it became clear that precise documentation or an extensive bibliography were both necessary and useful. As with all structuring devices, the book sections and their titles are in some sense impositions, carving up complex and changing Australian responses to Italy which are multi-stranded and interweaving.

				Australians in Italy aspires to be, in the words of a celebrated Renaissance diarist, ‘a salad of many herbs’, enjoyable and nourishing to consume in its variety and freshness, in the manner of an antipasto as distinct from a five course meal. For it goes without saying that this collection has many lacunae that only long, detailed and above all systematic research by a number of scholars could fill. The reader will look in vain for essays on Australians and the musical culture and architecture of Italy, to take just two examples. Some very well known Australian scholars of Italy will not find their names in the book, for which their colleagues offer apologies in advance. A distinctive Australian presence in central Italy, that of the Carmelite nuns at Morrocco, only sneaks in, as it were, because of the community’s charming garden, although one suspects that the self-effacing sisters will think nothing of this neglect of their other achievements. But our collection of essays and vignettes is not intended to be an exhaustive treatment of its subject, let alone an encyclopedic one. Rather it is an invitation to scholars and others to dig deeper in the fertile soil of Italy than our contributors have been able to do; an invitation, as well, to the thousands of Australians in Italy to declare themselves, so to speak, and share their insights and perspectives.

				This book is, then, a tour d’horizon of a subject that is crying out for a more ample treatment. If, as Donald Denoon said years ago, Australian history is about Australians not Australia – about ‘Australians wherever they are’ in Ros Pesman’s words – then in a transnational age, in which perhaps one-twentieth of the Australian population lives and works abroad for long periods, studies such as these, even if preliminary and tentative, concern the very substance of our national history.

				Bill Kent, Ros Pesman and Cynthia Troup
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				Part one: Setting the scene

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 1

				

			

			
				Australians in Italy: The long view

				Ros Pesman

				Ros Pesman is Professor Emeritus in History at the University of Sydney. She thinks that it was the films of Antonioni, Visconti and Fellini (not to mention Audrey Hepburn in Roman Holiday) that aroused her interest in Italy while a student in Sydney in the late 1950s. She made the month-long boat trip to Italy in 1961 and stayed on to carry out research for her doctoral thesis on Florentine politics in the time of Machiavelli. She has continued to journey to Italy ever since, and has written extensively on Italian history from the Renaissance to the Risorgimento, on Australian-Italian connections, and on Italian migration to Australia. She is a past president of the Frederick May Foundation for Italian Studies at the University of Sydney and a past Chair of the Australian Centre for Italian Studies and is currently a member of the Australian committee of the newly established Centre for Australian Studies at the University of Salento (Lecce).

				My task in opening this collection of essays is to sketch a broad picture of Australians in Italy over the past two centuries, and to point to some history, context and themes. Such a broad picture is in turn one aspect of the wider subject ‘Australia and Italy – Italy and Australia’, a subject that also includes Italians in Australia. Tourism and migration are the two major connections between Italy and Australia, connections which I like to encapsulate in an image of the ships of the Sitmar and Flotta Laura lines passing each other somewhere in the Indian Ocean during the 1960s, those bearing south packed with Italians migrating in the hope of material benefit, those voyaging north carrying young Australians in quest of cultural sustenance. My image is time specific, valid only until the early 1970s. The 1960s saw both the beginning of Australian mass travel and the ending of Italian mass migration, which from the 1970s dwindled to a small trickle. The majority of the Italians who come to Australia today are tourists rather than migrants.

				Relations between Australia and Italy are not confined to the movement of people. They include trade and diplomacy, as well as the transmission and circulation of images and knowledge. There was no need for Australians to go to Italy to develop an interest in, or fascination with, the country and its culture. The first European settlers – whose colonisation of Australia coincided with the second great period of Italomania in Britain – brought with them their copies of Italian classics, together with a whole corpus of English literature that took Italy as its subject, setting or theme. Italian works of art and musical scores were imported, and Italian artists, musicians and travelling opera companies toured. Travellers’ tales, newspapers, tourist guides, and later film, radio, television and the advertising industry all transmitted information and ideas about Italy, and from early days Italy ‘past and present’ provided sites and background in Australian literature, just as Australian art galleries abound in Italian views and vistas.

				Images of Italians were also formed in Australia from the migrant presence, although until the late twentieth century few Australians were interested in the cultures of paese (village) and parrochia (parish) that the immigrants brought with them. These worker-peasants were rarely associated with the Italy of history and culture. Rather, they were for the most part disparaged and unwelcome; by the end of the nineteenth century, their presence reinforced hardening racial stereotypes about inferior southern Europeans, and only occasionally challenged or disrupted them.

				In terms of knowledge, the early relationship between Italy and Australia was unequal. If aspects of Italy – for the most part its medieval and Renaissance art and literature, its Roman past, and the representations of English writers – circulated in at least educated circles in Australia, the land was terra incognita for Italians. Until well into the second half of the twentieth century, elite knowledge of Dante’s ‘altro polo’ (other pole) was confined to the reports of explorers, consuls, would-be-colonisers, visiting naval personnel and strolling players (Pesman Cooper 1984, 69–81). More direct involvement was envisaged in the aborted plan of the Papal State to deport political prisoners after the revolution of 1848–49 (Lodolini 1991, 419–436), and in the later nineteenth-century radical interest in Australia’s social democracy (Balzani 1991, 455–470). And there were pockets of a different kind of knowledge about Australia in the villages and hamlets that had sent their sons and daughters as migrants to ‘these lonely parts of the world’ (Templeton 2003). The situation is different today. Images of Australia, including those created by indigenous Australians, now circulate in Italy through the export of literature, films and television programs; through touring art exhibitions, musical and dance groups, the Australian pavilion at the Venice Biennale, and through the courses and conferences on Australian literature in Italian universities that followed in the wake of Bernard Hickey, the first Australian to hold a tenured position in an Italian university (Bertinetti and Gorlier 1982; Hickey 1983; Capone 1989; Prampolini and Hubert 1993).

				* * *

				The recent emphasis in historical studies on cross-national history is giving new recognition to external influences on the development of national cultures and identities, and to transnational lives. For long periods in Australia’s history, ‘expatriate’ was of course a term of disparagement, interpreted as rejection of ‘God’s own country’. Almost 30 years ago now, historian Donald Denoon (1987) argued that the proper study of Australian history is ‘Australians not Australia’. It was on the basis of this argument that I undertook my own earlier work on Australians in Italy, and on Australian women abroad: I suggested that to ignore people once they leave our shores is to diminish our history; it is to suppress the contribution that Australians have made to international trends and movements, and to other histories and societies; it conceals too the impact of their experience on the country that they left (Pesman 1996a). Exploring the experience of Australians in Italy, we need to ask why they went, why some chose to stay, what Italy meant to the people who visited, tarried or remained in the peninsula. How did the experience mould or enrich lives; change attitudes, identities or self-representation? For whom has Italy been important, how and why? What Italies, real and imaginary, did Australians visit?

				Australians have gone to Italy for many and varied reasons, some of which remain unchanged over two centuries while others are more recent. From the beginning, they were there for the most part as tourists, to see the sites, Roman ruins and Renaissance architecture and art – to acquire the patina of culture, the status of having been there (Pesman Cooper 1983). In the later nineteenth century, more specific reasons were added: to study the language, literature, history, art, architecture, archaeology, music; to paint, write, compose, sing, and, more recently, to promote Australia’s cultural wares. Some travellers went to pursue dreams, to don new masks, to escape the restrictions and conventions of home, to find more fulfilling lives, or in search of sex and romance, although this last cluster of motives does not appear in print until the late twentieth century. No tales of amorous ambitions or adventure – such as those that stud Jeffrey Smart’s account of his life in Italy or, as Ian Britain illustrates in this volume, Donald Friend’s diaries – touch the pages of travel accounts penned by nineteenth-century colonial worthies (Smart 1996). Australians have travelled to Italy to study for the priesthood and as pilgrims to the holy sites of Catholicism. In the nineteenth century, they also travelled to scoff at these same sites and, in the case of one Methodist pastor, to assist in the conversion of Italy to Methodism (O’Donnell 1886, 81–85). More recently, food, wine, and the experience of some form of idyllic rural life in a Tuscan or Umbrian village have been added to agendas. And there is always shopping. We have gone to have our prejudices confirmed and reinforced; to condemn difference but also to embrace it; to confirm the superiority of our own land but also to criticise it. The traditional British Australian visitors to Italy have now been joined by Australians of Italian origin returning to their ancestral sites to test the worth of their migration or that of their forebears, and to work out the hybrid identities that they carry.

				There are now some 30,000 Australians living in Italy, although we need to remember that probably at least two-thirds are dual passport holders – that is Italian Australians. Longer-term residents are late arrivals in the story of Australians in Italy. I have found only a handful for the nineteenth century, notably painter Adelaide Ironside (Poulton 1987; Pesman 2003), writers Louise Mack (Phelan 1991), and Randolph Bedford (Pesman Cooper 1990b). I have found two handfuls for the first half of the twentieth century, including classical archaeologist Dale Trendall, sometime secretary of the British School at Rome, and Sydney cancer specialist Herbert Moran. The latter fled his wife and family to pursue a woman in Rome, and to write and work for the Fascist cause in the English-speaking world in the aftermath of the invasion of Ethiopia (Pesman Cooper 1989). Among the longer-term residents were the Australian women who married Italians, and the prisoners of war whose presence was involuntary. They also must predominate among those who have had closest contact with Italian society.

				Until very recently most Australians in Italy moved in Anglo worlds. Edward Ogilvie settled in Florence for some time at the end of the nineteenth century, and married the daughter of the English chaplain (Farwell 1973, 303–307, 315–318). His close Florentine friend was Robert Browning. At the same time Louise Mack made her living in Florence editing the local English language newspaper (Phelan 1991). While he lived in Florence after the Second World War Alan Moorehead’s two mentors were Bernard Berenson and Ernest Hemingway (Moorehead 1970). Australian scholars in Italy have attached themselves to the Harvard Center in Berenson’s villa, or to the British School at Rome.

				Of course there is a wide repertoire of responses to Italy; even so, without homogenising experience or erasing diversity some general observations can be made for the period from around the mid nineteenth to the mid twentieth century. This is possible if only because the vast majority of the travellers came from the same social class and background: a provincial, Protestant British-Australian bourgeoisie. There were no Byrons or Baron Corvos among Australians in Italy.

				Until the 1880s, typical visitors in Italy were members of the colonial elite, such as the chief justices of Victoria, William A’Beckett (A’Beckett 1854) – progenitor of the Boyd clan – and Sir Redmond Barry, the judge who presided over the trial of Ned Kelly. Or they were squatters, like Samuel Pratt Winter from the Western District of Victoria.1 For some the experience of Italy was no more than Naples as a port of call or a place of disembarkation. For others, sojourns of several weeks were not uncommon, which permitted time for daughters to take some lessons in Italian language, art, and music; for portraits to be painted; for copies of works of art and objets d’art to be acquired. While in Italy William A’Beckett and Samuel Pratt Winter bought copies of Raphael’s Madonna della Seggiola. Pratt Winter added a copy of Titian’s Beauty to his purchases, specifying in his letter home that it was ‘not the nude one’. Edward Ogilvie on his first trip to Italy in 1858 commissioned a marble fountain, two carved lions and a chandelier for the crenellated mansion he was building on the upper reaches of the Clarence River in northern New South Wales (Farwell 1973, 232, 245–247). With the rapid demographic and economic expansion of Australia in the second half of the nineteenth century, and the subsequent development of a prosperous middle class, the numbers of travellers grew to include lawyers, clergy, academics, businessmen, journalists and their wives and daughters.

				The Italy that the colonial worthies visited was the land of ancient ruins and of art. Thus they spent their time moving among archaeological sites, galleries and churches. Only a few were interested in the society around them. Alfred Joseph, a town councillor of Bendigo, commented in the 1890s on ‘the manner and customs of the people and places’ that he visited, and included a plethora of information and observations on the Continental Sunday; public urinals; ‘terrific ice-cream’ and the payment of members of parliament (Joseph 1892, 5–11, 58–67). Joseph was an exception. When the visitors turned their eyes – briefly – to the Italy around them, it was usually represented in terms of street theatre or the picturesque. Contrary to the present penchant for rural villas, for earlier visitors the countryside was something for the most part glimpsed from train and carriage windows, and usually commented on in terms of Arcadian simplicity – or of filth and squalor. Daily life was perceived as a series of tableaux or as street theatre. It was in Naples above all that the tourists wrote as if present at a spectacle:

				It is not, however, in its churches, or its catacombs, its museums, palaces or theatres that we see the characteristic of Naples. All these are to be seen in other cities, but in its street life Naples is unique.

				We saw a great deal of this marvellous street life every day… pages would be needed to describe the numberless peculiarities of this restless noisy people and the occupations carried on in its streets and doorways (Cowderoy 1884,75).

				It was a small step from Italy as theatre to Italians as theatrical: ‘The house of Parliament is very operatic; instead of liking things plain and solid as the British do, the Italians love everything showy and theatrical… Milan cathedral looks more like a showplace than a place of worship’ (McKay 1936, 22).

				It was as spectacle and theatre that the rituals of the Catholic church were usually perceived: ‘I amused myself in church by watching the congregation – a very small one – and the people who came in and out, for the purpose of performing some particular act of devotion’ (A’Beckett 1854, 39). If religion was a spectacle, it was also portrayed by Australia’s Protestant bourgeoisie as something suspicious, immoral, full of superstition and as an obstacle to Italy’s progress. This view predominates because few Catholics, apart from priests, travelled abroad, a fact probably accounted for by the lower socio-economic position of Irish Australians in the nineteenth century. And those Catholics who did visit Italy could be repelled by Italian Catholicism: ‘Those, however, who know Italians… know that on the whole, as a people, they are only Catholic in name, and, judging by their attitude towards the Church generally, and by the fact that they have invented swearing and heresy, they are the worst heretics ever created by Almighty God’ (Ievers 1894, 73). Half a century later, an Australian Catholic woman married to an Italian took a different view on Catholicism in Italy and Australia:

				Here one accepts it [the Catholic religion] as one does the weather, with some grumbles but no criticism. I suppose the fact that there are different brands of religion in Australia keeps the religious issue very much alive. The Catholic Church in Italy seems very roomy – there are people of many different ways of thinking within it. It must be that terrible bigoted ignorant Irish-ism that makes it so repellent in Australia.2

				This was an opinion that Italian immigrants in Australia would not have contested.

				Italy underwent considerable change in its political structure over the nineteenth and twentieth centuries; the early nineteenth-century plethora of petty states being succeeded by unification under the Savoy monarchy, the Fascist regime, and then the postwar Republic. Tourists are rarely interested in local politics, but there were some exceptions. The young Sydney painter Adelaide Ironside was probably the first Australian to live in Italy, as well as the first Australian-born artist to study abroad; she resided in Rome from 1856 until her death in 1867 (Poulton 1987; Pesman 2003). She had grown up in mid nineteenth century Sydney republican circles, where the revolutions of 1848 in Italy had been keenly followed. Describing Giuseppe Garibaldi’s abortive approach on Rome in 1860, Ironside wrote to that leading Sydney republican and pope-hating Protestant pastor, John Dunmore Lang, that ‘come what may, I shall go on with my Art and cry “Viva Italia” with the Republicans.’3 At the time, she was creating a visual public statement of her political sympathies: at work on her large biblical painting, The Marriage at Cana, which now hangs in the Art Gallery of New South Wales, she informed Lang that ‘the portrait of the bridegroom is that of Garibaldi’.

				Other Australians who had been inspired by the Risorgimento struggles travelled after 1860 to see the new Italy reborn, and none was more enthusiastic than the lawyer and member of the Tasmanian Legislative Assembly, Andrew Inglis Clark, one of the architects of the Australian Constitution, and the only republican in the inner circles of those who forged the Australian Federation (Hirst 2000; Pesman 2005). Clark much admired Giuseppe Mazzini, his republicanism and political ideas, and was reputed to have a picture of his hero hanging in every room of his house. Clark achieved his long-held ambition to visit Italy in 1890 and recounted the events of his journey in a long poem, My Pilgrimage.4 He had not travelled to behold ‘the monuments of thy dead past’. What his ‘eager eyes desired’ was:

				
                
				Some trace or record of the holy war

				Fought to expel the Austrian and the priest,

				… 

				The new and living Italy that taught

				A doubting world the immortality

				Of human aspirations.

				
                
				Clark’s sacred sites were those of his Risorgimento heroes; of Mazzini above all. He went to Genoa to make his obeisances before the house where Mazzini was born and the tomb where he was buried. At the conclusion of his poem, Clark looked to the future of Australia. His memory and experience of ‘the new and living Italy’ would ‘revive his drooping faith’ in the eventual triumph of an independent and republican Australia.

				Another participant in the constitution-making of the 1890s, Samuel Griffith, a former premier of Queensland and future first chief justice of the High Court of Australia, also had strong Italian interests. In the 1860s, he had made an extensive tour of Italy, including Sicily.5 But his focus was on the past, and the eventual outcome of his Italian fervour was his translation – a very literal translation – of Dante’s The Divine Comedy (Griffith 1911). Griffith was not the last Italophile among Australian political leaders, as former prime minister Gough Whitlam would be quick to point out (Whitlam 2002).

				Visitors to Italy towards the end of the nineteenth century were prone to assess its progress from its previous unredeemed backward state towards a satisfactory nation on the British model. If the travellers often felt themselves to be, in the words of the writer Ethel Turner, ‘we crude unhistoried Australians’ (Turner 1912, 81), they laid claim to progress and the future. One traveller announced on disembarking at Brindisi: ‘Jack says we shall now be able to compare the effete civilisations of the old world with the rapid progress of our country’ (Anonymous 1879). With their Australian background of rapid urbanisation, summed up in ‘marvellous Melbourne’, the travellers judged Italy’s progress towards a modern society on the criteria of urban renewal; large buildings; streets broad and straight, and municipal services. Their opinions varied. For James Smith, an enthusiastic celebrator of the Risorgimento in Melbourne, Italy was well on the road to taking its place in the modern world (Smith 1888, 3–4). Others were less sure. Thomas Shaw opined in 1883: ‘To make Rome a good modern city like Melbourne, half of the houses would have to be pulled down’ (Shaw 1883, 135).

				The travellers not only assessed Italy but also its people, with whom contact was for the most part confined to hotel keepers, waiters, guides and those in general who serviced the tourist industry. They did not meet Italians in social situations – they had little of the language. The values by which the Italians were patronisingly judged were those so confidently held by the Victorian British middle class: industry; honesty; sobriety; protection of the inferior, including women, children and animals, and above all cleanliness. The Italians were with some exceptions deemed to be deficient in these qualities. On one feature only did they score well, and that was, in contrast to Australia, the absence of drunkenness. Reinforcing the negative images of Italians was the travellers’ sense of superiority as members of the British race. Vulgarised versions of racial theory circulating from the end of the nineteenth century placed Mediterranean and Southern European people below those of Northern Europe.

				The experience of Italy could be disturbing. While Australians went to Italy with their heads full of British stereotypes and images, they also recognised that their background was very different from that of English visitors, and especially in relation to climate. The English might go to Italy in search of monuments and art, but sun and warmth also drew them south; Australians enjoyed sun and warmth in abundance at home: ‘Lovely as is the aspect of Naples… the fact is undeniable that it is largely indebted for its reputation to that perfect transparency and ethereal brilliancy of atmosphere to which Australians are accustomed’ (Turner 1882, 328). Australians associated their sun with purity and cleanliness. Yet there were other images that came to mind, and in Naples in particular: sloth and languor, for example, leading to the sensuality and explicit sexuality that above all threatened respectability. As George Mosse has argued in his study, Nationalism and Sexuality, respectability was the cluster of characteristics that gave the emerging British middle classes their self-definition, and their claim to status against the aristocracy, working classes and foreigners (Mosse 1985).

				In the late nineteenth century, the impact of climate on race was an issue of some considerable concern in Australia. The supposed British qualities of hardiness, self-discipline, stoicism, and self-control had been forged in a cold and challenging climate. One participant in the debate voiced his fears that the supposed Southern European climate of Australia would develop a race ‘having the characteristics rather of the lands fanned by soft airs and summer seas than those of rugged shores[;] […] of Sicily and Florence rather than of sturdy Kent and stony Caithness’ (Meudell 1882, 441). Some of these characteristics were enumerated as: ‘pleasure-loving’, ‘addicted to festivals and galas’; displaying intellectual dexterity rather than being ‘deep and solid’; spawning fluent and witty speakers rather than silent thinkers; poets, musicians and painters rather than philosophers and scholars.

				The common Australian opinion of Italians as inferior – as lazy, frivolous and dishonest – serves in part to explain the enthusiasm for Benito Mussolini among those who visited the peninsula in the 1920s and 1930s, an enthusiasm by no means confined to Australians (Pesman Cooper 1990a). Mussolini and Fascism had not only ‘cleaned up’ the buildings and the streets but also the people. Under the new regime, the Italians ‘were now an orderly people’, were imbued with moral fibre and national dignity. The Duce had subdued ‘the malicious spirit of the erstwhile disintegrated nation’ (Gay 1931, 158). Most of the commentators added that while the Fascist dictatorship was good for Italians, it would not suit Australia with its inherited British political virtues. But not all. On his return from Italy, Mr Loxton KC announced in the Sydney Morning Herald of 15 September 1930 that there was no doubt ‘a dictatorship would clean up our troubles more rapidly than other forms of government’.

				Not all Australians who visited Italy were impressed by Mussolini and Fascism but the dissenters were a small minority. The exceptions on the record are scholars and writers. The young historian Keith Hancock, having sojourned in Italy in 1923 on vacation from Oxford, later recalled that the speeches of Mussolini ‘outraged my deepest political convictions’ (Hancock 1954, 92). It was the rise of Mussolini that led him to meditate on orthodox interpretations of the Risorgimento, and on the assumption that nationalism and democracy were linked causes. Why was Mazzini followed by Mussolini? Thus Hancock wrote his first work of history, Ricasoli and the Risorgimento (1926). Fuelling his choice of Italian history was also his desire to prolong his encounter with Italy, ‘an excuse for frequent visits to Tuscany and for living my own particular brand of the good life’; in Italy he learnt that the historian needs ‘a lust for life’ (Hancock 1954, 94–95). Except for a later essay on Machiavelli, Hancock did not continue his writing on Italian history, shifting his attentions to Commonwealth and Australian studies – as perhaps more serious subjects.

				I want to conclude my rapid survey of Australians in Italy up until the mid twentieth century with a brief focus on Randolph Bedford because his life in Italy, and his representations of that country, depart notably from the norm (Bedford 1914; Pesman Cooper 1990b). Bedford, sometime farmhand, actor, miner and speculator, journalist, novelist and eventually a Labor member of the Queensland parliament, was an Australian nationalist belonging to the world of Bohemia, the Bulletin and the Bush. His quest in Italy was not for the ancient or the picturesque but for mining investments. Thus he may well have been the first Australian in Italy for business opportunities. While Bedford lived in Florence and visited and enjoyed the great cities, his mining fever took him well beyond the tourist highways: to the bleak Tuscan Maremma; to remote regions of the Appenines and Liguria; to Sardinia and to Lecce. The Italy he encountered was not – in his words – the land of the ‘precious Mr Ruskin’ and his ‘beastly Botticelli’, but that of rural poverty, a world of ‘fear, hunger and despair’.

				It was what Bedford saw as Italy’s affinity with Australia that framed much of his response. Over and over again, Italy reminded him of Australia. In Livorno, he noted ‘the softness of a Sydney spring in the air’. A glimpse of oranges and oleanders turned a Pisan vista into a ‘pale imitation of mine own land’. The garden of his hotel in Rome ‘was flooded by moonlight almost central Australian in its intensity’. Anticipating his late twentieth century descendants, Bedford believed there was much that the land of sun and light in the south could learn from Italy, particularly with regard to building and town planning. His call was not for the mere imitation of Italian practices. What he perceived in Italy was harmony between the creations of nature and those of humanity: the magnificent simplicity of the Pitti and Strozzi palaces might have been suggested by some great rock in the Appenines. The lesson to be learnt was that:

				We want in Australia to kill the imported abuses of the old world – to imitate in our art our trees and our climate – beautiful, generous and strong, as these Italians did […] The beautiful gum trees should have suggested the columns: the Waratah – flame and sword in one – should have suggested colour and form in decoration (Bedford 1914, 261).

				Underlying Bedford’s espousal of Italy was a perceptible hostility to the British ruling class. He was contemptuous of claims for the superiority of the British people and very critical of the baleful influence of Britain on Australia. Life in the colonies was much darkened by the English parsonical superstition that was responsible for the dreary Sabbath, ridiculous licensing laws and barbaric drinking.

				I think Bedford’s response to Italy does in many ways anticipate some of the postures of the 1950s and 1960s, when passion for Italy could be linked to a rejection of a philistine Australia and Britishness; when embracing Italy could be a way of bypassing Britain while still laying claim to a European heritage. Similarly Bedford’s sense of rebirth in Italy becomes a common trope among writers in the twentieth century, as does his perception of harmony between the creations of nature and those of human settlement, a harmony so delicately etched in David Malouf’s novella, Child’s Play (1982).

				The Italian declaration of war against the Allies put a stop to tourism but there were Australians trapped in Italy during the war. Among them were the women who had married Italians, and who lived in and experienced an Italy very different from that of tourists and temporary expatriates. In 1928, Lorna Pitt, sister of historian Kathleen Fitzpatrick, married an Italian engineer, Egidio Maneschi, whom she had met in Paris while studying at the Sorbonne. In February 1931 the couple settled in Milan. Her letters and her wartime diary provide a rare insight into life as a foreign wife in Italy during the war and the immediate postwar years:

				Last winter, we had some refugee guests in the Milan flat whom the German S. S. pounced in on and took off to prison one morning. We were pretty scared that they might take Egidio [her husband] too. The S. S. came back several times to the flat, but never when Egidio was in it (Maneschi 1999–2000, 134).6

				In the following year, Pitt Maneschi told of meeting another Australian woman married to an Italian, who ‘went through incredible adventures during the war, living for the last two years in an abbey on top of a mountain. She lived in the midst of Germans, partisans, escaping prisoners, constant bombing and machine-gunning’ (Maneschi 1999–2000, 152).7 Australian wives in Italy were invisible until recently, but they have now begun to tell their stories. In 2004, Lisa Clifford published The Promise: An Italian Romance, an account of the love affair that led to marriage after 18 years of travelling between Sydney and Florence (Clifford 2004).

				Until the British Nationality Act of 1948, marriage to a foreign national by a British woman resulted in the loss of British citizenship, and usually in the imposition of the husband’s nationality. Consequently Australian wives in Italy were Italian, an uncomfortable situation between 1940 and 1945. As Lorna Pitt Maneschi was regarded as an enemy, her assets in Australia were confiscated; and other Australian wives of Italian nationals found that they had conflicting identities. Patricia Kelly Volterra was the wife of an Italian Jew whom she had met while a student in Italy; she fled the country with him in 1939.8 In Australia, she found that she was an enemy alien, and was forced to report each week to Rose Bay Police Station. Sydney journalist Doris Dinham Gentile, the estranged wife of a Sicilian draughtsman in the Italian army (whom she had married in Benghazi in 1934), failed in her attempt to escape into Switzerland. In the later years of the war she lived in dire poverty near Como (Pesman 1996b). Her young son, born in London, received Red Cross food parcels because he was a British subject and hence a prisoner of war. By contrast, as the wife of an Italian national, Dinham Gentile was classified as an enemy, and received nothing, as did her daughter, who had been born in Rome. In a letter home after the war and in the surviving fragments of two novels, Dinham Gentile represented herself as having fought with the partisans – so far no substantiating evidence has been found.

				Doris Dinham Gentile’s claims to have participated in the Resistance seem fanciful, but this cannot be said of other Australians whose war experiences have been recovered by Roger Absalom (Absalom 1989; 1991; Webster 2003). Some 2000 Australian soldiers and airmen were held captive in Italy, about half of whom escaped in September 1943 in the aftermath of the armistice. Of the escapees, over 500 avoided recapture. Their survival depended in no small part on the help of the village people who hid and fed them. After 1944, a number of the Australians joined up and fought with partisan brigades. Sapper ‘Butch’ Jocumsen, known to the inhabitants of the Val Sesia in Piedmont as ‘Frank the Australian’, fought with the Communist ‘Garibaldi Division’ led by Cino Moscatelli (Absalom 1989, 29–30). Thirty-five years after the end of the war, the town council of Borgosesia conferred honorary citizenship on Jocumsen in recognition of his role in the Resistance.

				At the beginning of the 1950s a new stage began in Australian travel to Italy. As a passenger on the Fairsky in January 1961, I now become part of my narrative. Australia entered a period of unprecedented prosperity at the end of the Second World War, and cheap berths on the returning migrant ships opened up the possibility of travel abroad to a wider group of Australians. Educational opportunities were expanding and the young were questioning the values and lifestyles of older generations. At the same time, new images of Italy were circulating in Australia. The Italian film industry was undergoing the renaissance associated first with Vittorio De Sica and Roberto Rossellini, and then with Michelangelo Antonioni, Luchino Visconti and above all Federico Fellini. These were films to which my generation flocked. We still went to Italy, at least in my case, to experience art, acquire language and a patina of culture. Few of us ventured south beyond Naples – but the few included John MacDonald, who spent his time in Italy in the 1950s in Calabria completing research for his groundbreaking thesis on Italian migration to Australia (MacDonald 1958).

				For the young like myself travelling to Italy was underpinned by vague longings to escape home, and what we saw as the monoculturalism, Anglophilia and philistinism of Mr Menzies’ Australia. We were in pursuit of difference. In an interview after the publication of M, his biography of Caravaggio, the writer Peter Robb was asked what drew him to Italy. The answer that he gave is also true for many others in the third quarter of the twentieth century:

				What drew me to Italy, specifically southern Italy, and the Mediterranean countries and cultures in general, was a sense I’d had since I was very young that these countries and peoples were richest in the qualities my own Anglophone culture was poorest in. The visual, the plastic, the musical, the physical, the erotic, the culinary, a sense of continuity with the past. All these things, and people’s resources of emotional intensity, seemed to me marvellous compared with Anglo calculation and control (Robb,n.d.).

				There were changes in the pattern of travel in that Italy became a place of longer stay for the creative classes, a change that reflects the decentring of Britain in Australian cultural life. While Australian artists had visited Italy from the late nineteenth century, they had studied and lived in Paris and London during their long periods abroad. Writers, academics, students, and journalists had tended to base themselves in London. From the 1950s a growing number of artists and writers chose to reside in Italy. Young women too began to tarry in the peninsula, attending courses at the University for Foreigners in Perugia or supporting themselves as English language teachers and as au pairs. As related in Hal Porter’s short story, ‘Brett’, the occupation of au pair was by no means always ideal (Porter 1980, 230–247). The establishment and expansion of Australia’s Department of External Affairs and the signing of a Migration Agreement between Italy and Australia meant that diplomatic and consular staff and public servants were sent to Italy. Ambassadors like Paul McGuire and Rory Steele, who analyses Australian diplomatic and trade relations with Italy in this volume, did much to raise Australia’s political profile.

				From the 1960s academics and budding academics became a significant Australian presence in Italy as a result of generous scholarship schemes and the expansion of Australian universities. In their later scholarly work, they went on to write about Italian literature, history, art, archaeology, society, politics and migration. The Italy they inhabited – and inhabit – is that of archives, galleries, museums and libraries. Historian Richard Bosworth has described his first months in Rome: ‘we discovered the Biblioteca di storia moderna e contemporanea, other libraries and much more besides, falling in love with Rome’ (Bosworth 2002, xii). And he tells of the sudden cessation of activity in the reading rooms of the Archivio Centrale dello Stato, situated in the Fascist model suburb of EUR, when the Director offered readers glasses of spumante and slices of panettone to celebrate Christmas and the ‘collective nature of intellectual endeavour’: ‘In this tiny ceremony I found expressed the humanity in the humanities, and I have never let go my hope in it’. Bosworth went on to rewrite the history of Liberal and Fascist Italy; to work – successfully – for greater academic ties between Italy and Australia, and – not so successfully – for ‘Italian style’ recognition for Australian intellectuals. Bosworth was unusual in his choice of contemporary Italian history as his subject. The majority of Australian scholars in Italy have sought older worlds, the glory that was Rome and the grandeur of the Renaissance. Indeed, there is now a very visible Australian presence in the archives and libraries and in the international literature on Renaissance Italy.

				Although the 1950s and 1960s were the period of the great economic boom in Italy, its visitors still had little trouble encountering difference. To travel even a few kilometres out of Florence into the hills above Pistoia was to enter the world of ‘la miseria’; the world of primitive conditions and grinding work associated with rural poverty. From the 1970s, Italy was not just a society ‘catching up’ – it was actually ‘racing ahead’ in terms of modernisation, whether in the abundance of soft porn movies on the television after midnight, or in the destruction of coastline in ghastly tourist developments. Peter Robb’s difference was disappearing, as he himself recognised:

				The trouble was I was arriving at the very end of an ancient culture. These days I don’t find so much difference any more. The English-speaking peoples have loosened up, learnt to live from the minority cultures living among them, and the Italians have become late capitalist consumers like everyone else (Robb, n. d. [1998?]).

				More Australians than ever journey to Italy today, and more dally for longer periods. They go for language and culture; to learn about food and wine; to participate in cooking classes; to carry out business as workers in the global market. Italy means fashion, style, food, ‘the art of living’, not only art and antiquity. Australians who live in Italy now include not only writers, artists, designers, musicians, scholars and journalists but also lawyers, like Katarina Lawergren working with the American embassy in Rome, winegrowers, businessmen, supermodels like Megan Gale – and others like George Negus who just drop out of Australia into Italy for a while (Negus 2001).

				The whole relationship between Australian travellers and Italy has changed radically in the last 20 years because the revolution in transport and communications is obliterating distance, and globalisation is eradicating difference. I am not sure what it means to be expatriate in the twenty-first century. Does it matter where a first world professional lives? With a little effort one can enjoy a good cappuccino in Sydney or Melbourne. With even less effort one can buy a Big Mac in Rome or Florence. In political terms, Italy and Australia matter little to each other, even if both were among the few in the Coalition of the Willing. With the fall of the Soviet Bloc and the end of Eurocommunism, Italy has lost its romantic appeal to the left. Under the shadow of tangentopoli, corruption and Silvio Berlusconi’s administrations, Italy’s image has been sullied and its importance in Europe, let alone the world, has declined. One of the most bitter exposures of Italian corruption was Peter Robb’s Midnight in Sicily (1996).

				The emphasis on lifestyle in global consumer culture means that a new kind of travel book is fast multiplying, one that usually has its focus on living in Italy; on cooking, food and wine, and on the adventures of ‘doing up the rural dream house’ with the aid of comic Italian workers. As noted by one recent commentator, the salient features of this genre are ‘the charm of the past and the eccentricities of the present, in which Italians have walk-on parts, and the subject is autobiographical’ (Cavaliero 2005, 212). Australia too is nurturing its contribution to this global genre.9

				* * *

				Italy has been an important experience in the lives of many Australians and for some, a source of inspiration and solace. This experience of Italy has made a contribution to Australian art, writing, music, architecture, scholarship, and since the 1970s, to food, wine and lifestyle. The ubiquity of pizzas and pasta in Australia today, of so-called ‘cappuccino culture’, is often attributed to Italian migration. But that is only part of the story and the role of the migrants was not that of trendsetters but of caterers to demand. Much of this culture has come to us as a global trend, through multinational marketing. However, I would also argue that important in the demand for this new ‘Italian’ lifestyle were those Australians who left to find other ways of living, and on their return pushed and then provided the market for the changes that came from the late 1970s.

				As to what we obtain from Italy, Dennis Porter – with a backward look to Sigmund Freud – has suggested that there is a sense in which a foreign country constitutes a giant Rorschach test; that we project onto places perhaps more than we project onto people (Porter 1991). There is much diversity in Australian experiences and responses to Italy. We have made different discoveries in Italy, and some of us have found no gods there and departed disappointed and alienated, while some never wanted to find gods. No doubt much of what we project onto Italy is illusion. Yet, as Shirley Hazzard, who has written that it was in Naples that she first discovered joy and became a writer, reminds us, ‘illusion is part of civilized power’ (Hazzard 1993, 77 ).

				So what is it about Italy? For myself – sitting at dusk on the patio of the Villa Linda (now a convent bed and breakfast) situated on the slopes below Fiesole; looking out over cypresses, olives, vines, church towers and roofs, and listening to the nightingales – I can only see an answer so obvious that I wonder why anyone asks the question. The next day downtown, coping with the bureaucracy, the frustrations, the traffic, and the endless queues outside galleries and museums, I have the answer to the question of why I leave. But then I keep going back.

				Endnotes

				1	Sir Redmond Barry, Journal of a Visit to Rome 1862–1863, LaTrobe Library Melbourne, MS 83 80; Samuel Pratt Winter to Trevor [?], Como, 17 June 1867, LaTrobe Library Melbourne, Winter Cooke papers, MS 10840, I, I, 4.

				2	Lorna Maneschi to Batty [Kathleen Fitzpatrick], 4 March 1946. See Maneschi (1999–2000, 145).

				3	Adelaide Ironside to John Dunmore Lang, 3 November 1860, Mitchell Library Sydney, Lang papers, vol. 9, 210.

				4	Andrew Inglis Clark, ‘My pilgrimage’, manuscript. University of Tasmania Archives, Andrew Inglis Clark Papers, Correspondence C/4/h8. I thank John Hirst for drawing my attention to this poem.

				5	S. W. Griffith, ‘Mort Fellowship Report 1867’, manuscript. Fisher Library, University of Sydney. On Griffith, see Joyce (1984).

				6	Lorna Maneschi to Batty, 4 October 1945. Lorna Maneschi’s son has recently published his memories of his childhood and adolescence in Fascist Italy – see Maneschi (2007).

				7	Lorna Maneschi to Batty, 23 May 1946.

				8	Regarding the connections of the Kelly family to Italy, I have referred to an unpublished lecture presented by Jim Andrighetti at the State Library of New South Wales on 23 September 1998, titled ‘The Kellys of Darling Point. Sydney Italophiles during and between the wars’.

				9	See, for example, Luck (2000); Ryan (2000); Howard (2005) and Green (2005; 2007).
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				Chapter 2

			

			
				Twentieth-century diplomatic and trade relations

				Rory Steele

				Rory Steele was born in Perth; from 1954 to 1956 he lived in Liguria and Tuscany. He graduated from Oxford University with a BA in Modern Languages (Italian and French) and from 1964 to 1965 taught in Naples at the Liceo Scientifico Mercalli. Steele entered the Australian Diplomatic Service in 1969, and concluded his career as Australian Ambassador to Italy (1997–2001). He established Italinx Pty Ltd as a trade and culture consultancy, and visits Italy once or twice a year. In 2002 he promoted the major exhibition of Renaissance art The Italians in Canberra and Melbourne. Steele’s novel about Italian wartime resistance in the Dolomites, Ghosts in the Helmet Trees, was published in 2006.

				Since the early days of the European presence in Australia, people, goods and ideas have persistently moved between Italy and Australia, as Ros Pesman’s contribution to this book makes clear. But it was not until after the Second World War that diplomatic and trade relations between the two countries became significant; migration was the main driving force in the establishment and development of closer political and diplomatic ties.1

				Diplomatic, political and trade relations up to the Second World War

				At government level Australia at first took little notice of Italy. The six federating colonies explicitly declared that the British imperial government should safeguard Australia’s external interests. The Commonwealth of Australia had no foreign office, and dealings with the outside world through London were the responsibility of the Prime Minister’s Department. It was not until 1935 that the Australian Government, responding to an ominous international situation, established a tiny Department of External Affairs consisting of only of half a dozen officers.

				Trade between the two countries, however, had picked up after the First World War when, in 1919, the Italian shipping line Lloyd Sabaudo instituted bimonthly services with Australia, and soon afterwards increased the service to 15 a year. During the 1920s Italy enthusiastically bought raw materials from Australia and exported manufactures – at a ratio of five to one in Australia’s favour. For decades after Federation the 1883 Anglo-Italian Treaty of Commerce and Navigation that had previously applied to the six colonies had continued to govern Australia’s commerce with Italy. Neither Australia nor Italy felt the urge to negotiate a new treaty. Australia’s stance was spelled out by prime minister Stanley Bruce at the Imperial Conference in 1923 when he stated that ‘the whole basis of our trading policy is to try and ensure, as far as we can, the Australian market for the British manufacturer’. Bruce knew that this situation could not last indefinitely and observed that not to amend it in due course could be disastrous for Australia. Nevertheless in August 1932 Australia was a willing signatory to the Ottawa Agreement providing for preferential trade among British Empire countries. When, during that same year, Italy asked that its products be given fair condition of entry into Australia, Canberra replied that under the Ottawa Agreement it would only be possible to reduce duties ‘in the case of articles in which the United Kingdom is not interested’. Accordingly Italy cut its purchase of wool, and the following year Australian exports fell from £4.6 million to £1 million. In 1940, with the outbreak of war with Italy, the 1883 Anglo-Italian Treaty was suspended, never to be revived.2

				The Second World War and its aftermath

				Following the declaration of war against Italy by the Australian government, Italians living in Australia were interned, 3631 of them by 1942. Although internment ended in 1943, the legacy of that period endured for some years. Italy remained subject to Trading with Enemy restrictions and, in the absence of banking machinery to enable payments for commercial transactions, no import licences were issued. The Paris Peace Treaties were signed in 1947, under which Italy – among others – reassumed activities as a sovereign state and qualified for membership in the United Nations; these treaties were ratified by Australia the following year.

				Diplomatic relations, broken in 1940, therefore resumed. In July 1949 Australia opened a Legation in Rome under C. V. Kellway as minister. A notable advance in the relationship came in July 1950 when prime minister Robert Menzies stopped briefly in Rome and met both prime minister Alcide De Gasperi and foreign minister Carlo Sforza. Menzies discussed Korea, where war had just broken out, as well as communism in Italy with De Gasperi, who in turn raised the issue of emigration, noting Italy’s 1.5 million unemployed. Later that year, the Legation in Rome reported to Canberra on issues raised between the two prime ministers and on the future of Trieste and Italy’s application for membership of the United Nations. Minister Cedric Kellway noted that ‘questions are constantly being directed at the Legation in regard to the possibility of increasing the intake of Italian migrants into Australia’, and towards reaching a formal agreement on that subject.

				The migration wave

				Migration, then, became the core issue in the postwar period; building and managing the migration program, with its ups and downs, remained the key element in the relationship between Italy and Australia for the next quarter of a century. Negotiations began with a meeting in Rome between the two foreign ministers in 1949. In August 1950, Sir John Storey, chairman of the Migration Planning Council, called on prime minister De Gasperi. The Italian press reported that half a million Italians were expected to migrate to Australia over the next decade. Tasman Heyes, secretary of Immigration, told an Italian delegation that it was ‘useless to hide the fact that certain sections of the Australian public were not altogether in favour of bringing large numbers of Italian migrants into the country’. However, he was certain that this opposition ‘would vanish as people became accustomed to the idea’. This prejudice within Australia’s narrowly Anglo-Irish culture was noteworthy. To deal with the political issue, Harold Holt, then minister for immigration, stressed publicly that the actual numbers of incoming Italians would be limited and would be ‘governed solely by our own needs and the type and character of the migrants available’. He went on: ‘We will be able to tap a new source of supply… a wide range of highly skilled and other workers of the kind we sorely need’. But other factors were working in favour of the idea of bringing Italians to Australia in unprecedented numbers. Italian companies such as Aziende Mangiarotti and Societa’ Anonima Elettrificazione began winning major contracts for infrastructure projects. This introduced into Australia highly skilled labour from a country that was quickly becoming an important industrial nation, and it also meant that other shortfalls in Australia’s capacities could be met – at a time when the Australian economy itself was also beginning to boom.

				The Australia–Italy Migration Agreement was signed by Harold Holt and minister Don Luigi del Balzo on 29 March 1951. The Italian parliament ratified the agreement on 14 June. The Italian media reported that while Australia had set an initial quota of only 15,000 migrants, this would be increased over time. These reports drew satisfaction from the fact that there would be complete equality between Italian and Australian workers. For the next 20 years, beginning with the maiden voyage of Lloyd Triestino’s Australia in April 1951, Italian migrants in a steady stream made the journey to set up a new life on the other side of the world. Not everything went smoothly. By 1961, Australia was having its own unemployment difficulties. In June and July rioting broke out at the Bonegilla Reception Centre where many migrants were frustrated because of a lack of work available after their arrival. Minister for immigration Alexander Downer announced a cut in the unskilled migrant intake. A visiting Italian delegation noted that Italy also needed skilled workers and that unemployment there had been halved from two million to one. By 1964, 98 per cent of Italian migrants arrived in Australia by means of nominations by relatives rather than under the Migration Agreement. In the next year, immigration minister Hubert Opperman acknowledged in a speech in Rome that the Italian demand for places in Australia had lessened. During the early 1970s migration from Italy effectively ceased as that country’s economy boomed.

				The relationship develops

				Disastrous floods in Italy in November 1951 constituted a test for the nascent bilateral relationship. Sir John Storey, referring to a ‘tragedy beyond words’, recommended that the Australian government launch a national appeal. Minister Holt responded in a note that ‘some people think I am already too enthusiastic about Italians and their migration here. I would not want my motives to be misunderstood and the Italian programme to be jeopardised in any way’. He consulted cabinet colleagues and the leader of the opposition, and the outcome was public support given by the prime minister to a Red Cross appeal which resulted in substantial donations.

				D. P. McGuire, Kellway’s successor as minister in the Australian Legation, reported to Canberra that while Italians may ‘lack zest for wars serving no real interest of theirs, they still make houses, ships, television services, churches and railways to pace the world’. In advocating the upgrading of Australian diplomatic presence in Rome, he noted that Italy was our fourth largest wool customer, and that already 10,000 migrants had gone to Australia under the new agreement. McGuire also argued that Rome, a world crossroads and conference centre, was an extraordinary source of information. Large missions were there, headed by very senior diplomats. McGuire was appointed Australia’s first ambassador to Italy in 1957 when relations were upgraded and a commercial office situated in the Embassy. This was the beginning of a significant chapter in relations between the two countries. Immigration reached its peak during the 1960s and demanded a big staff in Rome, with a building quite separate from the Embassy, as well as offices in Trieste and Messina. In the Embassy an office was established to deal with some 18,000 dual nationals receiving Australian pensions in Italy. Trade also expanded, and in March 1968 the Australian Trade Commission (Austrade) set up an office in Milan, with the trade commissioner serving concurrently as consul-general. A major milestone in relations between the two countries was the visit to Australia in 1967 by Italy’s president Giuseppe Saragat.

				In the 1970s and 1980s the bonds between the two countries developed to match the impact of Italian migration to Australia. In 1973 the Australian prime minister Gough Whitlam in turn visited Italy, reporting to Parliament afterwards that in Rome, in the absence of prime minister Giulio Andreotti, he had outlined to another senior minister his Government’s thinking on foreign policy matters: ‘I found a close identity of views between our two Governments on all matters which we discussed, for example, the recognition of China and North Vietnam. I also explained to Signor Colombo our attitude to continued French nuclear testing in the Pacific’. Such high level visits in each direction have always given sharper focus to the bilateral relationship. In addition to president Saragat, two other Italian presidents have visited Australia, Francesco Cossiga in October 1988, and Oscar Luigi Scalfaro in 1998. Besides Menzies and Whitlam, prime ministers Malcolm Fraser, Bob Hawke and John Howard have also visited Italy, in 1977, 1986 and 2002 respectively. On 11 October 1988, in a speech welcoming president Francesco Cossiga, Hawke had acknowledged ‘the great historical debt’ Australia owed to ‘the hard work and ingenuity of thousands upon thousands of Italians… who had enriched our society beyond measure. Italians had made their mark in every profession and factory, city and town in Australia’.

				Over the past quarter of a century, diplomatic effort has also resulted in bilateral agreements covering a wide range of areas of common interest, from double taxation to air services; from academic exchanges to cinema and tourism. In 1975 Australia and Italy signed a Cultural Agreement which remains a framework, if not a spur to action, for activities in this field. Memorandums of Understanding have been signed on science and technology cooperation; motor vehicle safety certification; game meat exports and trade cooperation, and on defence industry matters and matériel. Most recently, negotiations have been successfully concluded on working holidays for young people, and sport. Defence in recent times has become a key area of complementarity, with both countries requiring state-of-the-art military capabilities. While Italy’s industrial base is the more significant, Australia has been able to provide offsets and to develop projects at home. Prominent among many areas of successful cooperation have been the Royal Australian Air Force’s acquisition of Macchi trainers from Italy between 1967 and 1972, and the Royal Australian Navy’s purchase of the Italian Gaeta minehunter, which was modified as the Huon Class to suit Australian conditions. In 1996 a Defence Office was set up in the Australian Embassy. Australian and Italian forces have served in United Nations (UN) peacekeeping operations, notably with Interfet in East Timor in 1999: Italy’s generous contribution of a 640-strong contingent followed representations to that country by Australia.

				At the level of individual communities, bilateral relations have often been strengthened by twinning arrangements between towns or regions. Some of these gemellaggi have been substantial, such as the links developed between Victoria and the Veneto region, and between Western Australia and Tuscany. Significant, too, were the naming of a Piazza Australia in Conzano in Piedmont, and a Viale Australia at Capoliveri on the island of Elba, together with celebrations recalling ties between communities sending or receiving Italian sugarcane cutters. Such links as these generally provide embassies with a good basis for involvement at grassroots level.

				Trade

				Postwar Italy had an urgent need to import millions of tonnes of cereals, and in 1948 its Embassy in Washington raised with Australian counterparts Italy’s hope that some of Australia’s exportable surplus could be made available. Moved partly by defence considerations and no less importantly by the need for migrants, Australia responded favourably to the Italian proposal that normal trade relations be resumed. As a consequence, Italy began buying cereals under the International Emergency Food Committee of the UN Food and Agriculture Organization, and its purchases of wool also commenced in earnest. In 1948–49 Australian exports to Italy rose to record levels (5.35 per cent of total exports), and the following year imports also grew to a new record (1.68 per cent of total imports). As in the prewar period, Australia’s exports soon began to dwarf its imports from Italy. In 1952 the Italian Legation in Canberra complained about recent import regulations that created an ‘artificial unilateral reduction of the figures of trade’ which had ‘no justification in the balance of trade, this having been, in past years, always in favour of Australia’. The Legation was told that it was normal for Australia to have a favourable balance of trade with countries that bought substantial amounts of raw materials which, anyway, tended to benefit those countries’ exports to third countries.

				In the 1950s Australia received a stream of invitations to participate in international trade fairs in Italy. The first of these was to attend the Fiera del Levante in Bari in September 1954, and was followed by invitations to fairs in Padua and Parma. Minister McGuire attended the 1955 Fiera del Levante in Bari and was at that fair again in 1956, reporting after his visit: ‘I still yearn to show a Holden car, if only to counter the view of Australia as populated entirely by sheep, kangaroos and Bondi-beachers’. The establishment of the Austrade office in Milan led to a significant promotion of Australian exports during the 1970s – in traditional goods like wool, hides, coal and cereals, and increasingly in manufactures and services – and to the encouragement of inward investment from Italy. At the same time, Italy’s economic boom had an impact on the bilateral trade relationship. The Australian Embassy’s annual report in 1979 noted that, although Italy was now Australia’s sixth largest trading partner, Australia was only 29th in importance to Italy, and added that Italy ‘is more significant to Australia than we are to it’. By 1984–85, the trade balance had moved heavily in Italy’s favour – to the extent of A$300 million.

				In recent years non-traditional Australian exports to Italy such as fast ferries, motor vehicle parts, processed food, wine, medicaments and defence matériel have been growing at a modest pace. Macquarie Bank has invested in Rome Airport and opened a mortgage-lending business in Italy, while the Australian Sports Commission is to establish a European training centre north of Milan. Major Australian imports from Italy have been pharmaceutical products, household equipment, specialised machinery and heating and cooling equipment. Australia now buys more than twice as much from Italy as it sells to it. From time to time, both governments have taken particular initiatives to encourage further trade and investment. In 1984 the two deputy prime ministers, Lionel Bowen and Arnaldo Forlani, signed an Economic and Commercial Cooperation Agreement that provided for a working group to meet to produce new ideas and resolve any evident problems. A very similar idea emerged in 1997 when the two trade ministers, Tim Fischer and Augusto Fantozzi, established a Business Leaders’ Forum. The forum has met a number of times since, at ministerial level and on an informal basis, with membership changing to reflect the current interests of particular firms wishing to do business. The unfortunate lesson derived from these efforts seems to be that there are limits to what even energetic government activity can achieve. In commerce as in other spheres, the horse can be taken to water but not made to drink.3

				The challenges today

				The 1997 trade initiative accompanied an effort at the political level to reinvigorate the relationship between Australia and Italy. Foreign ministers Alexander Downer and Lamberto Dini established an Australia–Italy Economic and Cultural Council, which met first in Rome and then again in Adelaide in 2001. Their joint declarations traversed the general progress of ties between the two countries but did not herald any major initiatives or add new substance to the relationship.

				Today some 30,000 Australians live in Italy, while over 50,000 Italians visit Australia each year. Australian tourists to Italy number in excess of 80,000 annually. Of Australia’s European trading partners, Italy is our second largest export market and third largest source of imports. This said, the bilateral relationship has been remarkable more for what has not been achieved than for what has. Neither trade nor political exchanges have developed to the extent that they might have. There is no questioning the impressive contribution to Australia’s development by Italian migrants, and the later prominence in Australian society of many of their families. Also remarkable are the values both governments have shared during the Cold War and in today’s complex international environment. At all levels there is enduring goodwill, and the two countries have a most positive image of each other. Wool and cereals provided an initial solid platform for two-way trade but, although Australian exports have diversified, their total has remained stubbornly around A$2 billion per annum. Investment in each direction has been modest. Italy’s postwar economic development as well as its leading place in the North Atlantic Treaty Organization, the European Union and in international activities, represent something of a continuing missed opportunity for Australia.

				One important example of the challenge is the practical issue of the diminishing number of Australian diplomats ‘on the ground’ in Italy. Australian embassies around the world tend to be smaller now than in the past for several reasons, which include enhanced technologies (visas for Australia, for instance, can now be handled electronically by Italian travel agencies) and increased pressures on budgets. The Australian Embassy in Rome is now half the size that it was 30 years ago, while the separate Immigration office – which in the 1960s boasted 15 staff based in Australia, and 100 locally engaged staff – is now an integrated section of just two locally engaged personnel. A side effect of these changes is that these fewer Australian officials based in Italy can do less than their predecessors to nurture the relationship between the two countries. It is notable that Alitalia ceased direct services to Australia in 2000, and Qantas cancelled its flights to Italy in 2003.4

				There are many other reasons why the relationship has failed to realise its undoubted potential, and most of them have nothing to do with government, although it is true that over the past couple of decades both Canberra and Rome have increasingly concentrated on priorities within their own region. One factor impeding a strong relationship has been the dominance of shared stereotypes. Italians call Australia (even in headlines in economic magazines) ‘the land of kangaroos’, and retain anachronistic ideas about the country, fuelled by a lingering affection for one of the few Italian films about Australia, namely Bello, onesto, emigrato Australia sposerebbe compaesana illibata, which was released in 1971, starring Claudia Cardinale and Alberto Sordi. Italy’s small and medium enterprises are discouraged by the distance between the two countries, while for their part Australian entrepreneurs tend to consider Italy and the possibility of investing there too difficult; that is, as not worth the risk because of differences of language, business culture, bureaucratic tangles and security issues. Australia’s perceived remoteness has also discouraged Italian government ministers from visiting, given the frequent changes of government experienced there, and an intensifying European agenda on Italy’s part. Australian ministers and parliamentarians do like visiting Italy, yet have still been reluctant to commit funds of any significance to strengthen the relationship. Not enough domestic reasons have urged them to do so, and Australians of Italian origin have neither pushed them nor set an example. The result has been a comfortable partnership but one lacking substance. Acknowledging the impressively solid basis on which it is built, diplomats and trade officials never tire of endeavouring to invigorate the relationship. It has always been clear that every effort in this direction is worthwhile.

				Endnotes

				1	Research for this article was carried out in the National Archives of Australia (NAA) and in the Department of Foreign Affairs and Trade (DFAT), where the Historical Section assisted with its resources, and made available both classified and unclassified files.

				2	For the section of the paper on early links between Australia and Italy, NAA files consulted include Series numbers A2910/1, A981/4, AA1539/1 and AA1963/77.

				3	For the section on diplomatic and political relations after the Second World War, the main NAA files consulted are Series numbers A1067, A1200, A1539/1, A1838, A4556 and A4558, together with despatches from the Australian Legation Series numbers A4231 and A4231/2. NAA sources consulted for the section on migration are in Series numbers A12111, A1838 and A12111. Economic material is derived from NAA files Series numbers A1838, A1838 and A3300.

				4	The final sections in the paper draw in part from material readily available in the public domain; specifically, for example, material available on the DFAT website – country brief for Italy. Available from: http://www.dfat.gov.au/geo/italy/.
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				Chapter 3

			

			
				Some facts and figures

				Cathy Crupi

				Cathy Crupi graduated with a Commerce (Honours) degree in Economics and Management and a Diploma in Languages (Italian) from Monash University. She was an exchange student at the University of Florence where she completed studies in public sector economics and contemporary Italian history. She returned to Italy to undertake research for her honours thesis, which explored inward migration to ltaly and the unique case of Prato. Until recently she worked at the Monash University Prato Centre, before returning to Australia to take up a position in the education policy and research division of the Department of Education and Early Childhood Development.

				Australia has long enjoyed a close relationship with Italy; the fact that Italian is Australia’s second most widely spoken language partly reflects this strong linkage (ABS 2006a). The Italian presence in Australia has been continuously explored and examined, unlike the Australian presence in Italy. This contribution will attempt briefly to summarise and analyse the demographic characteristics of Australians resident in Italy. The findings derive from primary and secondary data sources, including an interview conducted with a representative from the consular section of the Australian Embassy in Rome, and various publicly available sources from the Department of Foreign Affairs and Trade (DFAT); the Department of Immigration and Citizenship (DIAC); the Department of Families, Community Services and Indigenous Affairs (FaCSIA); the Australian Bureau of Statistics (ABS); the National Statistics Institute of Italy (ISTAT), and data obtained from the Southern Cross Group of Australian expatriates. Research undertaken for this paper has revealed that there is a shortage of data available on the demographic characteristics of Australians living in Italy, suggesting the need for more systematic and comprehensive data collection processes by government agencies in Italy and in Australia.

				Population

				Over half of the approximately one million Australians currently residing overseas are living in Europe (DFAT 2007; Southern Cross Group 2004). Italy has the third highest presence of Australian citizens resident in the European Union – see Table 3.1. The United Kingdom (UK) has the highest presence of Australians, with approximately 200,000 citizens living there, while Greece has the second highest, with some 135,000 Australian citizens present. The Australian Embassy in Rome estimates that in 2007 there were approximately 30,000 Australian citizens resident in Italy. Of these some 18,000 are dual-nationals. Most Australians (almost two-thirds) are based in Rome, while many are also resident in Milan (almost 10,000). These figures are based in part on the number of persons in receipt of an Australian pension in Italy; the number of passports issued and/or applied for; the number of Australians registered with the various questure (police headquarters); and the number of Australians who register voluntarily with the Embassy. After the UK, Italy continues to be a preferred destination for Australians travelling to Europe (more than 100,000 Australians would have travelled to Italy by the end of 2007 – see Table 3.2 and Figure 3.1). The Australian Embassy in Rome has observed that overall the number of Australians present in Italy on either a short-term or permanent basis is slowly increasing.

				Characteristics

				In the last decade, an average of 357 Australians have departed permanently each year for Italy (see Table 3.3). While most permanent departures to Italy that took place in the 1960s and 1970s were Australian citizens of Italian origin, or return migrants, an increasing number of permanent departures today are Australian-born citizens (see Tables 3.4 and 3.5). Among the many Australians living in Italy, there exist different types, including: return migrants; young Italo-Australians who are either second, third, or fourth generation Australian-born of Italian parents or grandparents; entire Australian families who have moved to Italy and who have then acquired Italian citizenship.

				Young Australians in Italy are said to be increasing as a group. The category ‘young Australians’ includes both singles and couples between 20 and 30 years of age, and those in this age range who are working professionally in Italy, as well as those who are studying. However, the size of this group is still relatively small when one considers that nearly 20,000 Australians living in Italy are in receipt of a pension (see Table 3.6). Table 3.7 highlights that the demographic make-up of Australians living in Italy is quite different to that of their compatriots in the UK, and that there still exists a significant amount of return migration to Italy, with those in receipt of income transfers having doubled from 1992 to 2001.

				When one looks at the educational qualifications of Australians in Italy, according to statistics compiled by the Organisation for Economic Cooperation and Development (OECD), only 13 per cent have a high level of educational attainment (defined as having completed a diploma or above) – the lowest level amongst the OECD countries selected. The next highest is Greece with 24 per cent (see Table 3.8). It is plausible to infer that this figure represents the return migrant category of Australians living in Italy; that is, the majority of Italians who moved to Australia between 30 and 40 years ago in search of better economic prospects having been low-skilled workers. On the other hand, the report only includes Australian-born people and not Australian citizens living abroad, thereby excluding the latter group from the findings.

				While there is little data available on the labour force participation rate of Australians in Italy, those who are employed are often highly skilled or specialists in their industry or field. For instance, there are examples in the wine industry of specialists being recruited from Australia, while in the field of education the last three assistant directors of humanities at the British School at Rome have been Australian. DFAT has also confirmed that more Australians appear to be taking advantage of the working holiday agreement that was introduced in 2003, despite the bureaucratic delays and complex procedures that are still making it difficult for Australians to be granted work visas in Italy.

				Statistically there is a slightly higher presence of Australian females than males resident in Italy (ISTAT 2007). The majority of females fall into the 20–39 age group, while among males the majority are between 50 and 64 years of age (ISTAT 2007). There is also a tendency for females to undertake studies in Italy, including Italian language courses, student exchange programs and postgraduate studies. Australian women married to Italian men have long been a phenomenon, as exemplified by the ‘Australians in Florence’ social group of expatriates, which consists of mainly women. However, the available sources reveal that more recently there appears to have been a growing ‘variety’ of Australians living and working in Italy. As a group they are increasingly becoming demographically diverse in terms of age, background, the range of professions in which they work, and the reasons for which they find themselves in Italy.

				Difficulties with data collection

				According to the Australian Embassy in Rome, there are two main problems associated with the collection of accurate statistics. First, Australians are not obliged to register with the Embassy; second, not all Australians register with the questura. Whereas in Australia records of arrivals and departures are filed by DIAC through arrival/departure cards, in Italy there exists no central database that records entries and exits of persons. Instead, statistics in Italy are compiled from varied sources such as the Census and questura. Discrepancies also exist between statistics collected by Italian government agencies and those collected by Australian government agencies. For example, following the 2001 Census the Italian official statistics authority ISTAT recorded 1526 Australians as being resident in Italy. On the other hand, DFAT estimates that nearly 30,000 Australians were resident in Italy in 2007. One possible explanation for this inconsistency could be that ISTAT does not include Australians with dual-citizenship in the official statistics, since such Australians go unrecorded when entering the country with their Italian passports, and do not need to present themselves at the questura.

				Gathering demographic information concerning Australians living in Italy is also difficult because there is no comprehensive listing available. According to a report conducted by the Committee for Economic Development of Australia (CEDA) on Australia’s diaspora, there is generally limited data on the stock of Australians living in foreign countries (Hugo et al. 2003). DFAT’s Online Registration Service of expatriate Australians, for example, is voluntary; the database currently holds details of only 1500 from the 30,000 or so Australians who are actually present in Italy. This DFAT listing is used by the Embassy to disseminate important consular information, and must always ensure the privacy and rights of Australians who register. Furthermore, unlike some other nationalities, Australians who find themselves in Italy tend not to congregate or form communities or associations, thereby excluding another possible source of important demographic information.

				Suggestions for further research

				The preceding summary has attempted to shed some light on the population numbers and characteristics of Australians in Italy. Due to the shortage of available statistical data, however, it has been difficult to conduct a thorough demographic analysis. This suggests the need for more rigorous methods of research into – and data collection for – a relatively new demographic phenomenon. Surveying the community of Australians in Italy in a more scientific manner would be a starting point for gathering accurate demographic information on age, occupation, skill, income, length of time in Italy and reasons for remaining permanently. In the lead-up to the 2006 census an attempt was made on a global scale to survey all Australian expatriates. The survey, titled ‘One Million More’, was conducted and disseminated by Advance and the Southern Cross Group: expatriate associations in the United States and the UK respectively. While the results are yet to be published, it is expected that survey participation will be largely dominated by Australians living in these two countries, representing still only half of the Australian diaspora. Research for the present paper also revealed that more detailed data on the characteristics of departures to Italy is available from DIAC. However, because it needs to be manually collated, such data is costly to access; such research would require financial support. A long-term recommendation would be for Australian and Italian government agencies to employ more systematic and comprehensive data collection processes. In particular, the Italian authorities might do so at the points of entry for all arrivals. The Australian Embassy in Rome could utilise the DFAT Online Registration Service to establish a more comprehensive register of Australians in Italy at any one time. The CEDA report suggests that there are now highly developed and inexpensive systems that can facilitate this process while still ensuring the privacy and rights of Australian expatriates in Italy.
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								Country

							
								
								Estimated Australian Citizens in District as at 
December 2001

							
						

						
								
								1. United Kingdom

							
								
								200,000

							
						

						
								
								2. Greece

							
								
								135,000

							
						

						
								
								3. Italy

							
								
								30,000

							
						

						
								
								4. Germany

							
								
								15,000

							
						

						
								
								5. Ireland

							
								
								10,000

							
						

					
				

				Table 3.1: Australian citizens resident in the European Union

				Source: Southern Cross Group 2004

				
                
				
					
						
								
								Country

							
								
								1. UK

							
								
								2. Italy

							
								
								3. France

							
						

						
								
								2000

							
								
								338,800

							
								
								72,900

							
								
								50,600

							
						

						
								
								2001

							
								
								300,800

							
								
								74,700

							
								
								46,000

							
						

						
								
								2002

							
								
								318,400

							
								
								75,100

							
								
								51,000

							
						

						
								
								2003

							
								
								312,900

							
								
								71,100

							
								
								50,600

							
						

						
								
								2004

							
								
								375,100

							
								
								91,500

							
								
								46,000

							
						

						
								
								2005

							
								
								404,400

							
								
								92,400

							
								
								51,000

							
						

						
								
								2006

							
								
								412,800

							
								
								108,800

							
								
								72,600

							
						

						
								
								2007 (Oct)

							
								
								363,100

							
								
								102,200

							
								
								82,300

							
						

						
								
								Total

							
								
								2,826,300

							
								
								688,700

							
								
								450,100

							
						

					
				

				Table 3.2: Short-term movement, resident departures

				Top 3 European countries: UK, Italy and France, 2000 to Oct 2007
Source: ABS 2007


				
    
					
						
								
								Year

							
								
								Country of future residence: Italy

							
						

						
								
								1996–1997

							
								
								302

							
						

						
								
								1997–1998

							
								
								296

							
						

						
								
								1998–1999

							
								
								353

							
						

						
								
								1999–2000

							
								
								362

							
						

						
								
								2000–2001

							
								
								372

							
						

						
								
								2001–2002

							
								
								353

							
						

						
								
								2002–2003

							
								
								401

							
						

						
								
								2003–2004

							
								
								355

							
						

						
								
								2004–2005

							
								
								347

							
						

						
								
								2005–2006

							
								
								395

							
						

						
								
								2006–2007

							
								
								395

							
						

					
				

				Table 3.3: Permanent departures by region/country of future residence: 1996–1997 to 2006–2007

				Source: DIAC (2007, 17)


				
    
					
						
								
								Year

							
								
								Country of birth: Italy

							
						

						
								
								1996–1997

							
								
								215

							
						

						
								
								1997–1998

							
								
								168

							
						

						
								
								1998–1999

							
								
								218

							
						

						
								
								1999–2000

							
								
								243

							
						

						
								
								2000–2001

							
								
								231

							
						

						
								
								2001–2002

							
								
								203

							
						

						
								
								2002–2003

							
								
								204

							
						

						
								
								2003–2004

							
								
								207

							
						

						
								
								2004–2005

							
								
								226

							
						

						
								
								2005–2006

							
								
								239

							
						

						
								
								2006–2007

							
								
								230

							
						

					
				

				Table 3.4: Permanent departures by country of birth, Italy: 1996–1997 to 2006–2007

				For 2006–07 only, of the permanent departures of overseas born 61.8% indicated their future country of residence was the same as their birthplace. This indicates that at least 61.8% of the 230 Italy-born permanent departures in 2006–07 returned to Italy.

				Source: DIAC (2007, 9)

				
    
					
						
								
								Year

							
								
								Country of future residence: Italy

							
						

						
								
								1996–1997

							
								
								119

							
						

						
								
								1997–1998

							
								
								135

							
						

						
								
								1998–1999

							
								
								169

							
						

						
								
								1999–2000

							
								
								154

							
						

						
								
								2000–2001

							
								
								188

							
						

						
								
								2001–2002

							
								
								184

							
						

						
								
								2002–2003

							
								
								223

							
						

						
								
								2003–2004

							
								
								191

							
						

						
								
								2004–2005

							
								
								187

							
						

						
								
								2005–2006

							
								
								193

							
						

						
								
								2006–2007

							
								
								221

							
						

					
				

				Table 3.5: Australia-born permanent departures by country of future residence 1996–97 to 2006–07

				Source: DIAC (2007, 36)

				
    
					
						
								
								Country

							
								
								Recipients

							
						

						
								
								Italy

							
								
								19,612

							
						

						
								
								Greece

							
								
								7,836

							
						

						
								
								United Kingdom

							
								
								2,664

							
						

					
				

				Table 3.6: Number of Centrelink customers residing overseas receiving a foreign payment, June 2004

				Includes: Age Pension and Disability Support Pension, Widow B Pension, Wife Pension and Parenting Payment (Single)

				Source: FaCSIA (2006, 86)

				
    
					
						
								
								Country

							
								
								Recipients

							
								
								Amount  $A

							
						

						
								
								1992

							
								
								2001

							
								
								1992

							
								
								2001

							
						

						
								
								Italy

							
								
								10,661

							
								
								24,638

							
								
								1,623,884

							
								
								3,176,345

							
						

						
								
								Greece

							
								
								7,555

							
								
								8,742

							
								
								2,023,062

							
								
								2,783,318

							
						

						
								
								United Kingdom

							
								
								3,678

							
								
								3,314

							
								
								821,948

							
								
								822,721

							
						

					
				

				Table 3.7: Overseas pensions paid in fortnight ending 15 June 1992 and 26 June 2001

				Source: Hugo et al. (2003, 23)

				
    
					
						
								
								Country of residence

							
								
								Australian expatriates

								’000

							
								
								Proportion of total expatriates

								%

							
								
								Proportion with high level of education qualification (b) (c)

							
						

						
								
								1.   United Kingdom

							
								
								96.9

							
								
								33.4

							
								
								53.5

							
						

						
								
								2.   United States of 
         America

							
								
								65.2

							
								
								22.5

							
								
								49.3

							
						

						
								
								3.   New Zealand

							
								
								42.0

							
								
								14.5

							
								
								30.7

							
						

						
								
								4.   Greece

							
								
								19.4

							
								
								6.7

							
								
								23.8

							
						

						
								
								5.   Canada

							
								
								17.8

							
								
								6.1

							
								
								57.1

							
						

						
								
								6.   Italy

							
								
								17.2

							
								
								5.9

							
								
								12.6

							
						

					
				

				Table 3.8: Australian expatriates (a) aged 15 years and over in selected OECD countries: 1999–2003

				(a) Australian-born people counted in censuses/surveys within OECD countries.

				(b) High level includes ISCED5A: Academic tertiary, ISCED5B: Vocational tertiary, ISCED 6: Advanced research.

				(c) Around 5% of the Australian expatriate population in the OECD had no information on educational attainment; these have been excluded from the total in calculating the proportion.

				Source: ABS 2006b
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				Figure 3.1: Short-term movements, resident departures, top 3 European countries: UK, Italy and France 2000 to October 2007

				Data source: ABS 2007. The author has created the graph from data sourced from the Australian Bureau of Statistics. Full source title in reference list
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				Figure 3.2: Short-term departures to Italy: 2000 to 2007

				Data source: ABS 2007. The author has created the graph from data sourced from the Australian Bureau of Statistics. Full source title in reference list.
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				Figure 3.3: Permanent departures to Italy: 1996–07 to 2006–07

				Data source: DIAC 2007. The author has created the graph from data sourced from the Department of Immigration and Citizenship. Full source title in reference list.
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				Chapter 4

			

			
				Gaining a foothold: Australian cultural institutions in Italy

				Bill Kent

				Bill Kent is Professor of History and Australian Professorial Fellow at Monash University, where he has taught throughout his career. He is a widely published historian of Renaissance Italy, specialising in the politics and culture of Quattrocento Florence. Since 2004 he has been General Editor of the critical edition of Lorenzo de’ Medici’s correspondence. Kent first studied in Florence in the late 1960s while undertaking research for his PhD thesis, and has returned regularly to Italy ever since, a number of times as a Fellow and Visiting Professor at the Harvard University Center for Italian Renaissance Studies (Villa I Tatti). For several decades, Kent was one of a number of Australian academics, writers and artists who attempted without success to establish an Australian centre or academy in Italy. In 2000 he was appointed founding director of the Monash University Centre in Prato, a position he relinquished in late 2004.

				What follows is a tale of two centres. The first of these is the Arthur Boyd Centre in Italy; although widely described as a ‘wonderful’ project (Donaldson 1991, 50–60), this centre was stillborn, despite strenuous efforts by a number of people for over a decade. The second, the Monash Centre in Prato, is now just over seven years old, and growing up rapidly.1 In her account of Australian travellers to Italy in this volume, Ros Pesman enters her own enthralling narrative only in 1961, when she took ship for Europe. I have to confess that I am part of my own far shorter story more or less from the beginning. From 1984 onwards, I was part of the committee formed to establish an Australian Study Centre in Italy; in early 1991 I replaced Ian Donaldson as the chair of what had by then become the Arthur Boyd Foundation (Ltd). Sadly, several years later, I had to preside over the demise of this foundation, and then chaired the born-again Australian Foundation for Studies in Italy. As for the Monash Centre in Prato, I was its founding director, and among its early promoters within Monash University and in the wider community in Italy and at home.

				What follows is certainly not an apologia pro vita mea, but it must be an account of very recent, even contemporary, history in which the author played a role. This is a position of advantage, in several senses, but also of some difficulty. I comfort myself somewhat with the reflection that until history became a university discipline toward the end of the nineteenth century, historians were almost always chroniclers of contemporary events in which they had participated. This is no claim on my part to be a Thucydides, a Francesco Guicciardini or an Earl of Clarendon, even if my theme were as grand and bellicose as were theirs. But it has been fascinating to try to reconstruct from memory and copious documentation the short history I am about to tell. As any contemporary scholar in the humanities might expect, my own well-trained memory and sense of chronology, apparently vivid and precise, have frequently been confounded by the scrutiny of documents I myself, as well as close colleagues, created not so very long ago. This has been for me a salutary and cautionary lesson in the exercise of my craft.

				As always, there is a prehistory. In the 1960s, the historian R. M. Crawford, art historian Joseph Burke and archaeologist Dale Trendall – scholars with Italian interests who belonged to the generation that taught my own – floated the idea of establishing an Australian Academy in Rome. Their model was the British School at Rome, where Dale Trendall had been Librarian in the late 1930s (Donaldson 1991, 50). Nothing came of the scheme, with the paradoxical result that ties to the British School became stronger. The Melbourne historian Ian Robertson, Scholar in Medieval Studies in 1959, was Assistant Director in the mid 1970s; the present Assistant Director is an art historian trained at La Trobe University, Susan Russell. The year 1999 saw the establishment of the Australia Council Rome Studio Residency awards, which allowed over 20 Australian artists, including one of the contributors to this volume, Euan Heng, to work at the British School (Wise 2005). Given these close and old Australian ties with the British School, it comes as no surprise to learn that on more than one occasion there were suggestions that an Australian wing or annexe be added to the grand building in the Valle Giulia. Several Australian universities at one time contributed to the upkeep of the British School, not at all generously according to Trendall, who favoured the ‘Australian wing’ concept in part because in this fashion Australia might decently help pay its own way. The annexe idea resurfaced in discussion within the Arthur Boyd Foundation committee at a stage when it seemed that to have a Roman base of our own was increasingly unattainable, while at the same time the then director of the British School was making overtures.

				Another, tentative British approach had been made to Ian Donaldson’s committee slightly earlier. Noting that – despite the major and increasing contribution they were making to Florentine studies – British scholars were still compelled to be guests in other nations’ institutions, a group of very senior academics and public figures proposed the creation of a British Research Centre in Florence. The suggestion that Commonwealth scholars might also participate led several people in Britain and Australia to ask if the two might not join forces to create a base in the ‘paradise of exiles’.2 I have to say that I am glad that we Australians did not listen long to these siren songs; that we heeded Martin Boyd’s prophetic remark, made in March 1940 in the context of his attack upon British imperial foreign policy, that Australia should get over its ‘mother fixation’ and ‘culturally… should look to the Mediterranean, not to this country [Britain] at all’ (cited in Niall 2003, 218). Our instinctive sense that the time had passed for Australians in Italy to be always wedded to British institutions, however admirable they might be, was reinforced from what might seem to have been an unlikely quarter; a retired British ambassador to Rome advised me that the Arthur Boyd Foundation committee should try to ‘go it alone’ because, in his view, Australian interests in the long term would and could not be served by a permanent alliance with the British School which would always leave us a quite junior, not to say subordinate, partner.

				By the mid to late 1980s many of us shared our British well-wisher’s view that to yoke our Australian dream to the British chariot was, to cite Ian Donaldson’s observation on the suggestion that an Australian wing be added to the British School at Rome, ‘in the sturdily independent years of E. G. Whitlam and the decade leading to the Bicentenary… symbolically less and less appropriate’ (Donaldson 1991, 50). The Australian Ambassador to Italy in 1986 had told Donaldson that he had contemplated the idea of encouraging the creation of a separate Australian Study Centre ever since taking up his post, despite straitened economic conditions at home. The founders of the British School would have understood Donaldson’s point very well. R. C. Jebb’s discovery in the 1870s that the Germans and French had established flourishing archaeological institutes in Athens – while British scholars remained homeless – led to the rapid foundation of the Athens British School and, some 20 years later, of its younger sister in Rome (Wiseman 1990,1). Relations between Italy and Australia had intensified and grown more complex in the 1960s and 1970s, as Italian migration to Australia reached its peak. At the same time, more and more of our academics, writers, artists and tourists were travelling to or settling in Italy, finding there an Australian version of the inspiration to think, write, study and paint; indeed to live well and expansively – inspiration that Italy has always promised, if not inevitably granted its devotees. The sense was growing that Australian and Italian cultural and intellectual exchanges should be put on a proper ‘one to one’ basis, without intermediaries.3

				To that end, in the late 1960s there had been discussions aimed at securing a cultural agreement of cooperation between our two countries, during which a high-level Australian delegation visited Italy. I cannot resist mentioning how I was briefly caught up in its activities. Dale Kent and I were then doing research for our doctoral theses, living very humbly in Florence, in the old Pensione Bartolini in Lungarno Guicciardini. We were suddenly summoned to a splendid dinner at the Excelsior Hotel to provide the delegation, so we were told, with tangible evidence that intellectual ties between our two countries already existed. The members of the delegation were patently desperate. They appeared despondent, as well they might have been. Even before their arrival, the decision had been made in Canberra not to pursue the agreement on the grounds that, in H. C. Coombs’s words, it might be ‘felt to be incompatible with our traditional links with the Commonwealth and embarrassing in our “special” relationship with the United States’. Yet Gough Whitlam, who tells this story and quotes Coombs (Whitlam 2000, 7–9), was quite soon to sign a cultural agreement, early in 1975; it was later renewed by Rory Steele during his period as Australian ambassador in Rome.

				The cultural agreement provided the essential, official context for Australian activities in Italy. Among other things, it offered encouragement to ‘strike out on our own’ to those of us who did not want, always and inevitably, to be cuckoos in other people’s nests. However seductive the British School, Harvard’s Villa I Tatti or the Rockefeller Foundation’s villa at Bellagio might be, and however irreplaceable they were and remain to specialist Australian scholars who gratefully accept their hospitality, this was the time for an Australian initiative. The early 1980s witnessed a flurry of activity, a fresh urgency to find a room of one’s own in Italy. At that time an enterprising La Trobe University almost secured a foothold – nothing less than the Medici hunting lodge, Il Trebbio, in the Mugello region north of Florence. In 1982 Judith Blackall, another of our contributors, set up the Australia Council’s Arthur Boyd Studio, Il Paretaio, in Mr Boyd’s villa near Palaia in the province of Pisa, and coordinated the visiting artists’ program there until 1990. Without doubt, the major initiative was the Arthur Boyd Foundation.

				In an article published in 1991, Ian Donaldson gave an admirably clear and concise account of the activities of the Arthur Boyd Foundation up until the preceding year, when he relinquished the chair to take up a Regius Professorship at the University of Edinburgh (Donaldson 1991, 50–60). In the quite extensive archive of the enterprise, Donaldson’s selfless and inventive devotion to the task is stamped upon every page. Just as deeply engraved are his skill and patience as a negotiator; for years he and fellow committee members dealt closely with myriad academic and government institutions, and private as well as public persons. Donaldson neglected no possible means of winning support for the project, and undertook this activity in addition to his ‘real’ jobs, the direction of the Humanities Research Centre at the Australian National University and his research on Ben Jonson. It has been dispiriting to reread this archive in the knowledge of how little was to come from so much effort and idealism.

				For it all began swimmingly, in circumstances that seemed so propitious. After an initial approach in the early 1980s from Sergio Angeletti, the new ambassador to Australia, Ian Donaldson and the Humanities Research Centre undertook the role of honest broker, to coordinate an inter-university project focused on establishing an Australian Study Centre in Italy. Preliminary soundings around Australia made it clear that people felt the moment was right – Bruce Bennett, for example, wrote enthusiastically in favour of the concept in November 1984 – and a national committee was quickly formed. By early 1985 we had drafted a rather long and carefully argued proposal which gained the support of Gough Whitlam, among many others. The institute was to be a research centre for Australian Italianists of every persuasion, from classical archaeologists to modern linguists. Very soon it was further agreed that it should also cooperate with Bernard Hickey in his already successful pioneering endeavour to bring Australian Studies to Italian universities; Australian and Italian Australianists would be welcome at the centre, and creative artists as well.

				Then and later, it proved impossible to attract more than in principle support (at best) from federal and state governments of either political persuasion. However, exactly when the promise of financial backing seemed essential – to maintain the gathering momentum, and to reassure the Italian authorities who were perhaps willing to make a suitable building available in Rome – Arthur Boyd heard of the scheme from a friend on our committee, and offered support both moral and financial. The detailed arrangements were intricate; in effect, the national committee, now baptised the Arthur Boyd Foundation, was to receive a gift of six Boyd paintings. These paintings were specified, and their sale by the foundation would provide the seeding money to establish a physical presence in Italy; more precisely, in Rome. The committee understood that further support was likely if the project began well. Also in the air was the idea that a Tuscan branch of the Rome Centre might be established at Boyd’s villa, Il Paretaio. I visited that charming house in late 1986, meeting there Judith Blackall who was as taken as I by the exciting possibilities for close collaboration that now seemed within reach. These were heady times.

				Not long afterwards, however, our apparently well-founded optimism about the scheme began to be shaken. A property boom in Rome meant that substantial funds – funds well beyond those expected as the yield from Arthur Boyd’s generous gift – would need to be found in order to secure a foothold in the Eternal City. At the same time, the severe economic recession at home had created the worst imaginable context in which to launch a bold new project such as ours, let alone to sell the paintings to our best advantage. All levels of government remained unresponsive, despite vigorous lobbying. By the time Ian Donaldson relinquished the chair of the Foundation in mid 1990, he felt compelled to write that ‘I have never been associated with an enterprise so tantalising, so protracted, so richly promising, so very nearly solvable, and throughout all these years, still so stubbornly intractable’. Even so, he was kind enough to describe himself confident, nevertheless, that under my direction ‘the project will succeed sooner or later’ (Donaldson 1991, 60). If that had only proved to be the case.

				On my assuming the direction of the Arthur Boyd Foundation in early 1991, it became increasingly clear that the Boyd family no longer felt itself in a position to continue supporting the project. Therefore, the legal arrangement between Arthur Boyd and the foundation was eventually terminated by mutual agreement. Meanwhile the national committee explored more modest means of achieving at least some of its aims. For example, the idea emerged that we should launch a pilot travelling scholarship program, to enable young Australian scholars and artists to work and study in Italy. This was in part to assure a still expectant world that we were, so to speak, ready to do business. With contacts at both the British School and the American Academy in Rome, I also entertained the possibility that an Australian scholar or artist sponsored by our committee might be resident at one or another of those famous institutions. Thanks to Bernard Hickey and the Australian Embassy in Rome, there was also talk in the early 1990s of our cooperating with the local government of Subiaco to establish a centre there, in a disused convent. Nothing came of these plans, for a variety of reasons. The upshot, after almost two more years of discussion, and the practical intervention of the senior administration of Monash University, was that in the middle of 1994 the Arthur Boyd Foundation became the Australian Foundation for Studies in Italy (AFSI). Plus ça change… AFSI was an inter-university committee dedicated to establishing an Australian centre or academy in Italy, and provided with a very modest, fixed endowment to enable it to take up – yet again – the labours begun over a decade earlier.

				AFSI began with a determination, even a sense of hope, that, on reflection, recall Dr Johnson’s dictum on second marriages. We decided at once to establish a scholarship scheme with some of the funds available to us. The first six scholarship holders were chosen at the end of 1994. To realise this national project, clearly it was now vital to gain broad support from the universities, bolstered at least by federal government endorsement, since no more tangible help was likely to be forthcoming from the government sector. In mid 1994 onwards I wrote to every vice-chancellor in the country, describing what AFSI had done and was hoping to do, and requesting moral and financial support; colleagues in individual institutions lobbied hard by way of reinforcing the message. John Button, the Italophile Labor Party ex-senator from Victoria, became interested in the project. Through his good offices, and those of Ian Chubb, then deputy vice-chancellor at Monash, we gained the in principle support of Simon Crean, a senior federal minister. At the same time, Ian Robertson, long our colleague in this protracted campaign, negotiated the offer to AFSI of a modest but attractive rental property in the heart of Rome. We dared to hope that the tangible existence of this affordable Roman prospect, and the tenacity with which we had developed our well-matured plans, might convince the federal Labor Government – and/or a consortium of universities – at last to make the leap of faith necessary to give Australia a toehold, if not a foothold, in Italy.

				That was the last moment of perhaps foolish optimism. Since the late 1980s Australian universities had been operating in an increasingly competitive and financially strapped environment; as a result, not one vice-chancellor felt able to offer support of any kind, though several expressed what appeared to be genuine admiration for the project, and regretted their inability to join a consortium. From late 1994 onwards, the second Keating Labor Government had other things on its increasingly troubled agenda than an Australian Study Centre in Italy, and was out of office altogether in early 1996. AFSI became, and remained, a modest grant-giving body until its demise, for lack of funds, late in 2007. It has been some consolation to all of us involved, however, that its awards helped over 30 younger Australian scholars and artists to pursue their individual Italian dreams, although not, to our severe disappointment, at the Australian Study Centre of which so many of their elders had dreamed.4

				For several years that vision disappeared for me; or, rather, it hid itself away in some remote corner of my subconscious where, apparently, it took some lessons from recent history. During 1997 I once more consciously reflected on the subject, and at that time it seemed immediately obvious that the modus operandi previously adopted in pursuit of the dream would need to be in almost every respect turned on its head – or pulled inside out, if you prefer – if it stood a chance of finally succeeding. Again, this was due in no small part to the atmosphere of Realpolitik in which Australian universities were being forced to operate. Governments, it seemed, would not help in any tangible way; besides, governments came and went. Australian universities were engaged in a dogfight for supremacy and, in some cases, for survival. Sad to say, inter-university cooperation was furthest from their intentions. Had there been universal goodwill, the task of negotiating with scores of individuals in dozens of tertiary institutions, each with its own labyrinthine politics, would surely prove insurmountable anyway. Secure financial backing was essential, ideally from private enterprise and preferably from more than one source.

				There had been another ‘problem’ with our attempts so far, an issue present throughout the tale, though one to which I have as yet hardly alluded. Our projects had all envisaged a study centre intended above all for researchers in the humanities, and for practitioners of the creative arts. In the intensely utilitarian atmosphere of recent years, universities, governments and prospective sponsors were all demanding that any new venture include as many major academic disciplines as possible, especially the professional faculties, and that, if at all appropriate, such a venture should cater for undergraduates as well. A proposed international undertaking needed to demonstrate links with Australian and foreign business, industry and government as well as with academic institutions. Scathing off-the-record remarks made by a member of the Hawke Government about the Arthur Boyd Foundation’s humanist charter, and duly reported to us, were emblematic of the prevailing attitude. Our focus on Italy and Europe, rather than on Australia’s own region, attracted criticism from the same source.

				The best chance of success, then, surely lay with one university’s deciding to coordinate its energies and resources in the creation of a carefully conceived and costed proposal; one capable of offering both practical and intellectual rewards to the whole academic and student community, while at the same time drawing on, and reinforcing, that institution’s links with a wider world both in Australia and, in this case, Italy. With these considerations more or less consciously in mind, several members of the then Department of History at Monash decided in mid 1997 to launch what we called in a memo of 23 September addressed to ‘The Deputy Vice-Chancellor, International’, the ‘Monash European Studies Centre in Italy’ (MESCI). The timing seemed right. A new university administration at Monash was making ‘internationalisation’ a leitmotiv of its plans without having, in our judgment, very precise ideas about what to do next. As senior members of the university, knowledgeable about the workings of our institution and with excellent international contacts, we historians believed that we might help fill the vacuum, if such it was.

				We proposed ‘a high-powered, multi-functional institution where Monash undergraduates, graduate students and academic staff could undertake study and research in European Studies abroad, and where the University might host international conferences at which Australian scholars and leaders might meet their European counterparts’. If one substitutes the phrase ‘study and research in Europe’ for ‘study and research in European Studies abroad’, and adds a number of other very significant activities, that original statement of intention still serves well enough to describe both the raison d’être and the daily round of the Monash Centre in Prato. The telling of the full, intricate and, in its modest way, dramatic story of how the Centre came into being must await another occasion. And I do not wish to appear triumphalist about the creation of the Monash Centre in Prato lest I tempt the fates to intervene. Suffice it to say that things are going well ‘for the moment’, ‘up until now’, as our always cautious Tuscan friends say about life in general. But the outlines of the story of its conception I should like to share with you in conclusion.

				The Department of History’s initial proposal engaged the administration’s interest; therefore, by March 1998 there existed a draft business plan prepared by a working party of which I was convenor. In that month a delegation from the Government of the Tuscan Region visited Melbourne. Thanks above all to the persistence and diplomacy of the present director of the Centre in Prato, Annamaria Pagliaro, Monash’s then vice-chancellor, David Robinson, agreed to discuss our plans with the visitors. Two memorable things occurred at that meeting in Clayton on 12 March. The vice-chancellor declared that Monash University should increasingly concern itself with Europe as well as with ‘the region’. This was a major policy change for a university which had always taken south-east Asia as its traditional focus in several respects. For their part, the Tuscans greeted the proposal to establish a Monash Centre in their region with evident enthusiasm, and undertook to help find suitable premises when the university adopted the proposal.

				For very understandable reasons, the head and members of Monash University needed further convincing, and so at once it became vital to elaborate and refine our business plan, which accordingly went through several drafts during the rest of the year; drafts very much improved by the counsel of many members of the university, not least the Office for International Development and Grant McBurnie in particular. He helped us recast our proposal in a way that would be comprehensible and appealing to what he called ‘the official mind’. As a result, in due course our vice-chancellor wrote to the president of Tuscany formally declaring Monash’s intention to explore the possibilities. President Vannino Chiti replied in July 1998, welcoming the idea and confirming that a suitable building would be found. Negotiations had reached this promising point because of the admirable efforts of Margherita Ciacci, from the University of Florence, and those of Monash’s Annamaria Pagliaro; both women had kept interest in the project bubbling away in Florence and Prato over the northern summer.

				About this time news of a possible sede, headquarters, in Prato came our way for the first time. We understood that it was part of a 1960s industrial estate (which was ‘all very Monash’, I reflected privately, with a certain resignation that was not, I trust, ungrateful). By mid October Ian Porter, senior international adviser to the university, had seen the building proposed, which turned out in fact to be the late eighteenth-century Palazzo Vaj. He liked it very much, though not the art deco interior, and it was from then, I suspect, that Ian Porter’s influential support for the scheme became firm. I visited the building with Professor Ciacci on 1 December, 1998. I do not believe in premonitions, or in love at first sight, yet at once I had a very visceral feeling that we were getting somewhere at last. The first floor of Palazzo Vaj was available at an affordable long lease, and the owners seemed, and proved to be, accommodating in the extreme. The local government in Prato was behind the scheme, above all the then minister for economic development, Andrea Lulli, who now sits in the national parliament. By the way, that is the simple answer to a question often put to us – ‘Why Prato?’ – the subtext being presumably ‘Why not (glamorous and famous) Florence, Rome, Milan or Venice?’ ‘Because we were asked,’ is our reply, ‘and because from the start Prato promised what it has in the event delivered’, including warm local support at a number of levels; affordable accommodation; a virtually unknown but very pleasant historic centre; close proximity to transport and major cities, and all with the atmosphere – unusual still in Italy – of a modern, multi-ethnic city that is seeking to become multicultural.

				Then began a very trying year, not least for the Pratesi who could not fathom why Monash took so long to come to a decision. At times The Arthur Boyd Foundation saga seemed about to repeat itself. We did everything we could to persuade the university administration to close the deal. Rory Steele, then ambassador in Rome, and Glenda Toffolon at the Department of Foreign Affairs and Trade, helped immensely with the diplomatic campaign. As a consequence, the foreign minister praised the proposal in a letter to the deputy prime minister, Tim Fischer; the latter duly informed our vice-chancellor that the scheme had his blessing. Explicit mention was made of the proposed Monash Centre in the cultural agreement between Italy and Australia signed at that time. As news of the proposal spread, other people and institutions became excited at the prospect, and offered counsel and support – not least the director of Australians Studying Abroad, Chris Wood, who is a contributor to this volume. The absence of seeding funds from outside Monash University was still the sticking point for David Robinson, as he made clear in mid year to Sir James Gobbo, in a letter soliciting the then Governor of Victoria’s good offices with government and business. (Sir James Gobbo was to become our patron.) The Victorian Government politely declined to assist, as did the federal government. Monash then began to approach philanthropic individuals and businesses in Australia; for a sparkling moment our austere academic business plan became an investment brochure: ‘An Opportunity to Invest in Australia’s Historic and Future Links with Italy’!

				Everything now depended upon the success of this campaign. The Monash administration was willing in principle, the Italians were demonstrating exemplary patience, and there was a contagious excitement about the prospect both inside and outside Monash. The circle finally was to be closed over the Christmas period 1999–2000, when Monash University’s recently appointed development manager, Serhat Abdurazak, coordinated a successful approach to Rino and Diana Grollo. Therefore, early in 2000 the Grollo family pledged the financial support that enabled the Monash Centre to be established in Prato. The terms of the offer generously allowed scope to the university to pursue its international aims in Prato more or less as it chose. During the first half of 2000, detailed negotiations concerning the lease were finalised. The Grollo gift, and the decision to open a Monash Centre in Prato, was announced by the vice-chancellor on 11 July 2000.

				Early in November 2000 I arrived in Prato as founding director to take possession of the cold and empty first floor of Palazzo Vaj, 1500 square metres of former gentleman’s club requiring every sort of repair and renovation, not to mention furnishing and outfitting, as well as complete rewiring to serve the needs of a university in the electronic age (Figure 4.1). I had no office and no computer; I lived in and worked out of a hotel – my family was to follow much later – and was without administrative support in Prato. For months it was impossible for legal reasons to open an account in the university’s name, and so all Monash monies went through my personal account at the local bank, Cariprato. That venerable institution must have thought I was engaged in some sort of money laundering, which I suppose in a sense I was. I was suddenly aghast at what I had got myself, and Monash, into. What if no-one wanted to come to Prato? Would it really be feasible, as we had argued perhaps too convincingly, to host international conferences there, and Australian art exhibitions? I felt this sense of dismay without knowing, of course, that just under a year later the world would enter a protracted period of madness which for obvious reasons might very well have militated against the survival of an international enterprise such as ours (and yet may do so, for all one knows). The Monash Centre opened on 17 September 2001, hardly a propitious date. During the frantic, last-minute preparations for the opening ceremony, which was quite a grand affair, we also watched the appalling television footage coming from New York City.

				On another occasion, for a Monash University audience, I will tell the story of those early years in Prato, and of the many colleagues who made the Monash Centre not only work but flourish. I have to admit in conclusion that I have complicated feelings about the achievement. I am delighted that my university, Monash, successfully established the Prato Centre, now the largest Australian institution of its sort not only in Italy but in Europe. It already serves more academic, intellectual and cultural purposes than even we early enthusiasts had thought possible. The Prato Centre is really quite unusual in international terms. It is not just an undergraduate program, as are the great majority of foreign tertiary institutions in Europe; not an exclusive postdoctoral research centre, such as a few of the great North American and European universities maintain in Italy. Every faculty of Monash has made use of the Centre, for undergraduate teaching, conferences or research; thousands of students, staff, conference delegates and visitors from Australia and many other countries have been there. These have included Gough and Margaret Whitlam, whose enduring passion for Italy the Prato Centre now embodies. The Centre has on the whole received an excellent press, in Italy, Australia, and beyond, and we know other Australian universities have followed its progress with – shall we say – interest. But I must confess that part of me regretted from the start that it could not be an Australian institution in a wider sense, that the times had not been right two decades ago to create the Australian Academy in Italy our teachers had envisaged in the 1950s.

				That half-regret has been considerably softened by a very recent development. Bernard Hickey’s name has threaded itself through my pages, just as his extraordinary presence somehow permeated any gathering of which he was a part. Thanks to his efforts over many years, as described by Lorenzo Perrona and Brian Matthews in this volume, there is now another notable Australian cultural and academic institution in Italy; one that, sadly, must serve as Hickey’s memorial. The Centre for Australian Studies in the Mediterranean has been established at the University of Salento in Lecce in Puglia, southern Italy, where Hickey held the Chair of Commonwealth Literature for over 20 years, thanks to substantial support given by Salento, and to the initiatives of Cavaliere Felice Montrone, chair of the Lecce Centre’s Foundation in Australia. This Lecce Centre is now engaged in fundraising in Australia to fulfil its aims of promoting Australian culture in Italy and the Mediterranean, deepening relations between our two countries and other Mediterranean peoples, and facilitating academic and cultural cooperation and exchanges. It already has a physical presence in Lecce in the Hickey Library, the core of which is Bernard Hickey’s donation of his personal library of over 7000 books. Where only 10 years ago there was nothing, there are now two sister Australian cultural and academic institutions in Italy, complementary in their respective charters and each pursuing in its own way the same goals. In their creative sisterhood there will be strength and the possibility of expansion for Australia and Australians in Italy, after decades of fragmentation and frustrated dreams.

				Endnotes

				1	I wish to thank Ros Pesman, Jason Taliadoros and Ian Donaldson for commenting on an earlier draft of this essay. As well as the friends and colleagues mentioned in what follows, I should like also to acknowledge the contributions made by Wendy Perkins, Carolyn James, Barbara Caine and Cecilia Hewlett to the planning and establishment of the Monash University Centre in Prato, even as such a list of contributors might well – and should – be much longer.

				2	Here and throughout the essay, information is drawn from letters and documents to which precise reference cannot be made, since they belong to files in my possession; these files include both personal papers and copies of the records kept by the various national committees mentioned, and by Monash University.

				3	At the same time, in the later 1970s, the Frederick May Foundation for Italian Studies at the University of Sydney, led by Gino Rizzo, Richard Bosworth, and Gianfranco Cresciani – keen to create direct ties between Italian and Australian scholars and to bring a taste of Italian intellectual life to Australia – held the first of its international conferences on Italian Cultural Traditions and Italy Today. (The Frederick May Foundation had been set up a few years earlier by a group led by Silvio Trambaiuolo to commemorate Frederick May, a much-loved professor of Italian at the University.) Over the following decade and a half, the Frederick May Foundation brought to its conferences many Italian scholars from a wide spectrum of disciplines – and political allegiances – including Umberto Eco and Renzo De Felice. Generously funded by the Italian government in its early years, the foundation faltered when this support was withdrawn and when, following the usual sad story, it could not secure local funding from either governments or the private sector. The foundation was closed down in 2000.

				4	Further solace can be drawn from the recent formation of the Australasian Centre for Italian Studies (ACIS), established in 2000 with generous funding from the Cassamarca Foundation in Treviso. Like AFSI before it, ACIS offers student scholarships to Italy and also hosts biennial conferences which attract a substantial following among Australian academics. Largely the outcome of the philanthropic vision of its President, Dino De Poli, the Cassamarca Foundation is responsible for one of the most significant contributions to the tertiary sector in the Arts in Australia – the establishment and ongoing funding of 13 lectureships across the country in the disciplines of Italian language, linguistics, literature, history and migration studies.
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				Figure 4.1: Facade of Palazzo Vaj, Prato, 2000
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				Chapter 5 – Vignette

				Arthur Dale Trendall: A memoir

				J. R. Green

				J. R. Green is Emeritus Professor of Classical Archaeology at the University of Sydney. He has worked for many years on the ancient pottery of South Italy and Sicily, and not least on its regional schools and the relationships between colonial Greeks and the native people. He is an authority too on the material evidence (vase-paintings, terracotta figurines, marble reliefs and the like) for the appearance and style of Greek and Roman theatre performance. Of late he has been particularly concerned with what ancient audiences actually went to see in those theatres of the Roman period that are such a prominent part of the Italian landscape.

				Arthur ‘Dale’ Trendall was to have more impact on the archaeology of the Greek colonies of South Italy and Sicily than any other antipodean scholar. He was born in 1909 in Auckland, New Zealand, where his father taught woodworking and technical drawing. From 1921 to 1925 he attended King’s College (where he became dux), and then the University of Otago, Dunedin, from 1926 to 1929, where he was attracted to Classics under the influence of the figure of T. D. Adams, the dynamic and gifted professor of the subject who drew wide audiences to his lectures. There is no doubt that Trendall saw the importance of Adams’s style, and this was a debt that he acknowledged through the dedication of one of his earliest books, Frühitaliotische Vasen (1938). Trendall then studied at Trinity College, Cambridge, from 1931 to 1933 on a postgraduate scholarship. During his first long vacation there in 1932 he travelled in Italy, and was very impressed by the Greek colonial sites, especially by the unspoiled beauty of Paestum. In 1933 he was elected a Research Scholar in Classics at Trinity and from 1933 to 1936 he studied at Athens and Rome, holding a Rome scholarship for the last two years. The next two years were also spent in Rome, as librarian to the British School. His first monograph, Paestan Pottery: A Study of the Red-Figured Vases of Paestum, was published by the British School at Rome in 1936. After this, he was a fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, for three years.

				When Trendall was beginning his career, J. D. Beazley at Oxford had for some 20 years been exploiting the possibilities of attributing the figures depicted on Athenian pottery to individual hands, as a means of classifying that body of material in human rather than abstract terms. To some degree Beazley’s work paralleled that being carried out on Italian Renaissance painting at the same time. Trendall decided to devote himself to the red-figure pottery produced in the Greek cities of South Italy and Sicily, a subject that he was to pursue with an absolute passion and tireless devotion for more than 60 years. Others, such as Adolf Furtwängler in Berlin, H. B. Walters in the British Museum and Giovanni Patroni, not to mention Beazley himself and his pupil Noël Moon, had already gone some way in distinguishing the various schools and centres of manufacture. Trendall’s was nevertheless a brave choice, for as he wrote in the Epilogue (vol. 1, p.1036) to The Red-Figured Vases of Apulia (1978–82) in the 1930s ‘the general attitude to South Italian vases was rather like Vergil’s advice to Dante in regard to the lost souls outside the gate of Hell: “non ragionam di lor, ma guarda e passa.”’ (‘Let us not speak of them, but look and pass on.’)

				Trendall came to Australia in 1939, to the Chair of Greek at the University of Sydney, vacated when Enoch Powell returned to Britain, having foreseen the outbreak of war. From 1948 Trendall also held the newly instituted Chair of Archaeology. In effect Trendall developed Classical archaeology as a serious subject during that time. He revitalised the University’s Nicholson Museum through astute purchases of antiquities, often from old English private collections that were being dispersed in the postwar period. He also conceived the internationally important Handbook of the Nicholson Museum (1945, 2nd edition 1948), which set the local material within a broader picture of ancient art – at a time when few such surveys were available.

				Trendall’s years in Sydney were perhaps most remarkable for his brilliant lecture-courses. The lectures inspired a whole generation of students, not least Martin Fredericksen, his best pupil, who went on to work on Campania, and whose early death in 1980 was a great sadness. During these years Trendall also began to inspire other universities to acquire collections of antiquities to assist in teaching. This idea which had, of course, long been accepted in Europe and some parts of North America, was new in the antipodes outside Sydney. In 1954, at the age of 45, he gave up his chair at Sydney to become the first master of University House in Canberra. To many at the time, this seemed a bold move. Canberra, although the federal capital, was a comparatively small place, and the University did not then have a very great reputation in the humanities. Moreover, others were sorry that Trendall had given up regular teaching. He, however, had seen possibilities which others did not. University House was designed as a graduate college, and he set a standard of style and humanity there that has lasted ever since. It was also the beginning of a remarkable period of government-inspired expansion in the Australian university system (as it was in the Australian economy), and Trendall was at the centre of things. Nevertheless one can see why he made an attempt to return to Cambridge, applying for the Chair of Classical Archaeology in 1962. Australia is fortunate that he was unsuccessful. This was also the period in which Trendall undertook those extensive travels and researches that culminated in the publication in 1967 of The Red-Figured Vases of Lucania, Campania and Sicily, a work that tackled so many difficult problems of the pottery traditions of those areas in a way that has proved to be definitive. The latter book had been foreshadowed in the introductory sections of Vasi antichi dipinti del Vaticano: vasi italioti ed etruschi a figure rosse (1953–55), a publication which had a major impact in Italy.

				The way was now clear to take on the largest subject of research, that of Apulian red-figure pottery. Trendall’s first publication, an article in the Journal of Hellenic Studies for 1934, had dealt with an Early Apulian volute-krater; the volume Frühitaliotische Vasen of 1938 discussed the stylistic development of Apulian vases down to about 380 BC, but the large number of Apulian vases in public and private collections throughout the world made the task of attribution extremely daunting. At this time, two new factors proved to be of great benefit to the project. One was the presence in Australia of Alexander Cambitoglou, whom Trendall had encouraged to move to Sydney in 1961 and who had worked on Apulian material under the guidance of T. B. L. Webster in London. The other was Trendall’s own move in 1969 from Canberra to become resident fellow at La Trobe University on the outskirts of Melbourne. He was to remain there for a quarter of a century, his longest period at any institution. Here he was able to devote himself almost entirely to his work, and he did so at a phenomenal pace. The result was the appearance in 1978 of the first volume, covering Early and Middle Apulian, of The Red-Figured Vases of Apulia, followed four years later by an even larger second volume encompassing Late Apulian. Together with its two hefty supplements of 1983 and 1991–92, this was a monumental achievement. Some 10,000 vases were assembled and attributed to some 370 painters and groups. But the accomplishment was not confined to classification, for the work was – and is – a treasure of exact knowledge, accumulated over many years, on the style, subject matter and shapes of Apulian vase-painting.

				Like many of the most successful academics, Trendall had the skill of organising his time and of prioritising what was important, in addition to being unafraid of hard work. He was the author of some 24 books and monographs, and of numerous articles. There was a rich justice in the way that the last of his major classificatory books, The Red-Figured Vases of Paestum (1987), brought him back, full circle, to his old love. The version of 1936 had discussed some 400 vases; this new one nearly 2000. Red Figure Vases of South Italy and Sicily (1989) was one of Trendall’s last works, and with its authority, its breathtaking pace, its wit, its sparkle and its myriad illustrations it is not simply a summary of all his work – it is, in its way, reminiscent of his lecture style of the old days.

				In order to carry out his work as efficiently as possible, Trendall gradually built up a magnificent personal library and photographic archive: everything necessary was at his fingertips. Nevertheless, he firmly believed that it was essential to examine as many vases as possible. Certainly he had a prodigious visual memory, but it is hard to imagine anyone else who could have undertaken the difficult task of keeping track of so many vases as they passed across several continents through the hands of dealers, to private collectors and museums, many of them minor. Trendall was an indefatigable traveller, moving around the globe in pursuit of vases old and new; he was fortunate that the introduction of jet passenger aircraft on intercontinental routes at the end of the 1950s reduced the travelling time from Australia to little more than it is today. Since he was not very fond of hot weather, there were few Australian summers in which he stayed at home: he was much happier pursuing South Italian vases in the northern winter, when museum curators were on duty and famous towns were not thronged with tourists. It was also typical of Trendall that each trip was meticulously planned. Long before his departure he would know the date on which he would be travelling from, say, Taranto to Metaponto; moreover, he would know precisely which train or bus he would be taking, each carefully calculated to maximise useful time in view of museum opening hours. His visits were so regular that in South Italy he was popularly known as ‘il rondinello’ – ‘the swallow’, an image perhaps favoured by his white shirt and dark suit. He was also envied for his vivacity and stamina, his fluent Italian, and his discretion with Italian cuisine.

				Those of us in the antipodes are conscious of Trendall’s outstanding qualities as a researcher, and also of how much he achieved for our subject in the Australian university system. He was no narrow scholar confined to his study; he was a skilled administrator, played a major role on policy issues, and enjoyed his acquaintance with Robert Menzies during Menzies’s years as prime minister. Trendall had little time for the pretentious or for academic fools. But one remembers his charm and quick wit; his kindness to the young; his sensitivity; his erudition, and the infinite amount of time he would devote to those who wanted to learn. He held a knighthood in the Papal Order of St Gregory, and received the the Most Distinguished Order of St Michael and St George in 1961. Also in 1961 he was made Cavaliere Ufficiale Ordine al Merito of Italy. When he died in 1995, Trendall bequeathed his archive and books to La Trobe University, where they now form the basis of a Research Centre. In concluding we may quote his own words, from his speech on receipt of the Premio Internazionale Galileo Galilei dei Rotary Italiani in 1971:

				If I have also been able to make a modest contribution to the better understanding of one of the wellsprings of Italian culture, then I am honoured; I am anyway very happy that in order to pursue my researches I need to return every year to Italy, which, I might say on this delightful day, I regard with pride as my second homeland.1

				Endnotes

				1	‘Se io avessi potuto porgere anche un contributo modesto alla migliore comprensione di una delle fonti della cultura italiana, sarei onorato; in ogni modo sono felicissimo che per la continuazione delle mie ricerche io debba ritornare ogni anno in Italia che considero in questo lieto giorno con molta fierezza come la mia seconda patria.’ The full text of Trendall’s moving and at the same time revealing acceptance speech on the occasion of the Galileo Galilei Prize is available from: http://www3.humnet.unipi.it/galileo/Fondazione/Vincitori%20Premio%20Galilei/Arthur_Dale_Trendall.htm.

				There are obituaties of Trendall by J. R. Green and Ian McPhee (1996) in Antike Welt 17:67–68; by Henri Metzger (1996) in Revue Archéologique 411–413, and by L. Cozza Luzi (1997–1998) in Atti della Pontificia academia romana di Archeologia. Rendiconti 70:321–322. There are also appreciations of his work in the articles by J. R. Green, David Ridgway and Dyfri Williams (1996) in the Bulletin of the Institute of Classical Studies 41.
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				Figure 5.1: Dale Trendall, LaTrobe University, 1975
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				Chapter 6

			

			
				More than a love affair: 

Australian writers and Italy

				Bruce Bennett

				Bruce Bennett is Emeritus Professor of English at the University of New South Wales based at the Australian Defence Force Academy in Canberra. He was born in Western Australia; he studied at Oxford and London and has taught Australian and Commonwealth literature at universities in Europe, North America and Asia. His books include Homing In: Essays on Australian Literature and Selfhood (2006), Australian Short Fiction: A History (2002), The Oxford Literary History of Australia (1998) and Spirit in Exile (1991) – a study of the poet Peter Porter. Bennett fell in love with Italy and Italians during the 1980s and has never fallen out of love. His academic travels range from Palermo to Prato and have included Bologna, Venice, Lecce, Rome, Verona, Pisa and Florence.

				One enters this topic through a fog of childhood memories. In 1950s Perth, Western Australia, my maternal grandmother used to rail against the creeping incursion of Catholics, and especially the new menace, Italian Catholics, into suburban West Leederville. If her Anglo-Celtic fearfulness felt disconcerting even then, I think it was because of my growing identification with an Australian football team called West Perth which had its headquarters at nearby Leederville Oval; this team boasted a number of star players of Italian descent popularly known as ‘garlic munchers’. When garlanded in their red and blue football finery, however, these players were called ‘the Cardinals’. I wore red and blue when playing in the Under 16s and was proud to be a Cardinal on Saturdays. A broad church prevailed in sport. Nevertheless domestic conflicts among neighbours in the suburb where I lived were a continual reminder of the Catholic versus Protestant wars in post-Second World War Australian suburbia, when Italians were replacing the Irish as front-line challengers to a still-dominant Anglo-Australia. We were (and in a different sense still are) a society in transition. Beyond the dictates of public history, Italy tugs at the corners of the Australian imagination through film, art and literature, including books by Australians that feature their authors’ images of Italy and Italian people.

				Pathos and comedy: West, O’Grady, Langley, Prichard

				The books about Italy and Italians that stand out for me from the mid twentieth century are two popular novels, Morris West’s best-selling Children of the Sun (West 1957), subtitled The Slum Dwellers of Naples, and John O’Grady’s They’re a Weird Mob (O’Grady 1957), narrated in the first person by his character Nino Culotta. Both books were widely read and highly influential in ‘softening’ such Australian attitudes towards Italy and Italians as held by some of my grandmother’s generation. They achieve this through pathos and comedy. West’s skill lies in his graphic reportage and moral seriousness in building a sense of conscience, compassion and shared responsibility for tragic poverty in the world, exemplified in this novel by the slums of Naples. O’Grady’s novel, complemented by the film of They’re a Weird Mob (1966), showed its big-hearted Italian immigrant protagonist cheerfully entering Australian society thanks to his preparedness to work hard, make mistakes, be adaptable, and look for the best in others. While West’s poor children who remain in Italy are victims of forces beyond their control, O’Grady’s iconic Italian immigrant in Australia can work his way to a place in the sun in his adoptive country. O’Grady’s images of the willing and adaptable immigrant journalist who turned his hand to working as a builder’s labourer in Australia were humorous and congenial to readers in an assimilationist phase in postwar Australian history, but the book was either neglected or criticised as politically incorrect in the climate of more judgmental multiculturalist views of the 1980s and 1990s. Nevertheless, They’re a Weird Mob re-entered the public domain in 2005 as an audio CD read by actor Henri Szeps, indicating perhaps a renewed receptiveness to integrationist views in Australia in the first decade of the twenty-first century.

				Home-grown Australian images of Italian immigrants in the first half of the twentieth century had contributed to later stereotypes. For example, the novel The Pea-Pickers by Eve Langley (1943; 1976) set a tone for somewhat naive but likeable Italian workers in the 1930s which O’Grady’s character Nino Culotta later complemented. Among Langley’s itinerant fruit-pickers, a number of whom are Italian, Domenic Tomcatto plays the stereotypical comic role of the ‘singing Italian’:

				Mincing from chair to chair around the room, with his mouth wide open, his eyes glaring and his posterior bouncing as though wagging a tail, Tomcatto mewed through a dozen of Donizetti, a couple of Bellini and a Mascagni. ‘O Lola, che ti datti la camicia’, he wailed thrusting the flowers under Mrs ‘Ardy’s nose; and coming up to me with wide staring eyeballs he shouted while he lunged the flowers at my heart: ‘Eri tu che miacchiavi quella bella vita mia!’ (94).

				Hardly commedia dell’arte, such scenes nevertheless capture a relatively benign view of the Italian in Australia as a natural musical comedian. In the novel Intimate Strangers by Katharine Susannah Prichard (1937; 1981), the writer’s alter ego is infatuated with the idea of a free-spirited, working-class hero, which finds a partial embodiment in Guido Maretti, a ‘philosophical anarchist’ who is still ‘tall and vigorous in his seventies, with the features of a Medici’ (61). Such idealising of Italians recurs in Prichard’s work.

				Italy as ‘source of civilisation’? Boyd, Hope, White

				The main focus in this essay is on the literary record of Australian writers who have lived in Italy, or visited that country for a time in the second half of the twentieth century. The persistent idea of Italy, and of Rome in particular, as both a source of civilisation and a place of visions recurs throughout the history of literature in English. It can be examined through the prism of early to mid twentieth-century Australian literature in the figures of novelist Martin Boyd and poet A. D. Hope. Boyd’s interest in what he called ‘poetic religion’ led him into several unsuccessful attempts at a religious vocation after the First World War, including joining a Franciscan community in the Church of England. But writing novels took over when he was in England: Boyd returned to Australia in 1948 before leaving for England and Europe again in 1951, and finally settling in Rome in 1957. Much of Boyd’s most successful fiction, including large portions of the Langton tetralogy – The Cardboard Crown (1952), A Difficult Young Man (1955), Outbreak of Love (1957), When Blackbirds Sing (1962) – was written while he was in Rome. Much Else in Italy was published in 1958, between the third and fourth volumes of the tetralogy. As Brenda Niall (1974) observes, Boyd’s ‘love of order and traditional forms of worship was at odds with his mistrust of authority and institutions’ and ‘this conflict is reflected in the unresolved dialogue between “Catholic” and “Protestant” personae in Much Else in Italy’ (7).

				The poet-professor A. D. Hope, some fourteen years younger than Boyd, sought to define his own identity and outlook in relation to Boyd and Italy. In his essay ‘Martin Boyd, myself and the whore of Babylon’, Hope (1974, 26–38) ruminates on Boyd’s depiction of the aristocratic society in which he grew up and its destruction by commercialism – the ‘Whore of Babylon’. Hope’s own family connections were with the ‘world of country towns, small businesses and skilled trades’ and he liked to think of himself as a poet who continued a tradition of ‘craftmanship’ (30). Shielded to an extent by academic life, as it was constituted in the 1950s and ’60s, Hope was able to view the operations of the ‘Great Whore’ with sardonic amusement rather than active hatred (37).

				Yet Hope, like Boyd, had been seduced by an image of Italy, through its capital Rome, as the centre of civilisation and a place of visionary moments. Hope’s verse ‘Letter from Rome’ (1958), addressed to Dr Leonie Kramer, expresses a remarkable recognition by a non-Catholic Australian of his allegiance to Italy and Rome. The source of his being is here, he says:

				
                
				The source is Italy, and hers is Rome,

				The fons et origo of Western Man;

				Athens perhaps begot, Rome was the womb;

				Here the great venture of the heart began.

				Here simply with a sense of coming home

				I have returned with no explicit plan

				Beyond a child’s uncertain quest to find

				Something once dear, long lost and left behind (Hope 1992,100).

				
 
				The keynote of Hope’s impulse is not mystical but it is clearly poetic, deriving in part from a reading of Byron’s return to Rome. And like Byron, Hope’s feeling for the native country he has left behind (in his case Australia) is rather less compelling than his feeling for romantic Rome – but a romantic Rome whose days are threatened by materialism and the noise of traffic:

				
 
				Italia, O Italia, still in fetters,

				Though risen at last, restored, united, free,

				I too shall bring you from the world of letters

				One more lament, though it is not for me

				Perhaps to try to emulate my betters.

				The tragic theme, the bough of prophecy

				I leave to Dante, Ariosto, Byron,

				Whose ages range from gold to brass to iron;

				

				But mine’s the age of plastics and alloys

				Which bring combustion engines in their train

				To fill with hideous and inhuman noise

				All your once pleasant cities of the plain (Hope 1992, 104–105).

				
 
				In 1958, three well-known Australian writers were staying in Italy for various periods of time: Martin Boyd, A. D. Hope and Patrick White. Only one of the three, White, took a satirist’s scalpel in his toolkit. From Florence, White wrote to his second cousin Patricia:

				Rome was a pleasant place to be in, but most disappointing in many ways. I expected to be swept off my feet, and was only knocked over backwards by the vulgarity of its churches, and the ugliness of its ancient remains, which all look as if they are made out of stale gingerbread. If ever one sees a statue of any grace and aesthetic appeal, one goes up to it and discovers it is of Greek origin, and if ever there is any detail that pleases in a Roman church, it is only because that detail is Byzantine (White 1994, 140).

				To his friends the Kriegers, White wrote from Venice:

				I refuse to go in a gondola, as they are now almost the exclusive property of elderly American ladies, they look so funereal (much more than Liszt suggested), and in the smaller canals they keep one so close to the water and move so slowly one would be asphyxiated by the smells. Everything must go into those canals – kittens, corpses, abortions. To say nothing of the more obvious forms of refuse. When we arrived here and found our room looked onto a narrow street (the Calle Goldoni, incidentally) we were very disappointed, but after the first twenty-four hours we realised how kind the management had been to spare us a canal (White 1994, 142).

				In deference perhaps to his Greek partner, Manoly Lascaris, with whom he was travelling, White continually compared Greeks and Italians, to the detriment of the latter. ‘If the Greek shows he likes one’, proclaims White, ‘he means it. He is fundamentally sincere and honest’ (White 1994, 142). By contrast, the politeness of the Italians is extreme but ‘one can’t quite believe in it; one feels that underneath they don’t care a button for the foreigner, and that the latter is only there to be bled as dry as possible’ (White 1994, 142).

				On a later visit, in 1976, White found in Genoa the right mix of grandeur and grotesque physical detail in which he could revel in a letter to Geoffrey Dutton:

				[...] Genoa was worth seeing, in spite of being filthier even than Constantinople: magnificent palaces in the most squalid streets, and I’ve never seen such a display of whores as in the waterfront bars, sitting topless in their red-lit interiors; you could feel the clap and the crabs jumping through the doorways at you (White 1994, 480).

				Since most of White’s letters are performances for selected individuals, one wonders how Dutton responded to this image of Italy. Was it designed by White to titillate or affront his reader? White abruptly ended his friendship with Dutton four years later, disgusted by his loss of ‘principles’ and no longer wishing to engage him with images of Italy, or of anywhere else (Marr 1991, 614).

				Women in Italy: Greer, Grenville, Hazzard

				From the 1960s and ’70s a number of Australian-born writers began to invest more heavily in the Italian estate, both real and symbolic. Shirley Hazzard and her husband Francis Steegmuller, a North American writer and critic, divided their time between their apartments in New York and Capri; David Malouf bought a house in the village of Campagnatico in Tuscany in 1978, lived there for some years and divided his time between Italy and Australia; and Germaine Greer acquired a property in a valley in Tuscany. Each of these three writers saw their Italian residences as places of work, rest and imaginative stimulation. Kate Grenville stayed in Italy for a shorter period.

				In Greer’s case, her mother was of part-Italian extraction and Germaine had spent three months in a Calabrian village in 1967 shortly before submission of her doctoral thesis at Cambridge University; the ethics of love and marriage in Shakespeare’s early comedies was her thesis topic. As Ian Britain (1997, 157) notes, in his interesting and informative book Once an Australian, Greer’s Italian lover had arranged her trip to the ‘remote Calabrian village where she completed her doctoral thesis’. This experience – of the lover, who ‘wanted to end the affair as soon as she arrived in Italy’, and of her immersion in Calabrian village life – informs Greer of ‘the complexities of Italian sexual culture’ and the ways in which a small, enclosed society could ‘knit this wild strand [of sexuality] into their social fabric’ (158). Later, in Sex and Destiny, Greer again invoked her Calabrian experience, along with observations of peasant societies in India, to show alternatives to the dominant form of the ‘nuclear family’ in Western society (161). At her Tuscan farmhouse from the 1970s, Greer extended the lessons she had learnt from her earlier experience in southern Italy by attempting to ‘communalise her own domestic arrangements’, often having many diverse visitors to stay (163). Other adventurous Australian women have also been burnt, or had their imaginative horizons extended, by Italian life beyond the cities. A decade later than Greer, the Tuscan farmhouse in the novel Dreamhouse by Kate Grenville (1986) represents the antithesis of an ideal, when a young, recently married woman experiences her dreamhouse as a gothic nightmare while her marriage disintegrates.

				From the outside, an Italian pied-à-terre could seem an escapist luxury. In gadfly mood, Patrick White wrote to Shirley Hazzard in 1980 that ‘you do lead an unusually charmed life writing away in the N.Y. apartment and Capri villa, while collecting your celebrities and charmers and pairing them off round the world’ (White 1994, 527). Wittingly or unwittingly, White had exaggerated: the so-called ‘villa’ was in fact ‘two rented rooms in an ex-pensione, with discarded ex-pensione fittings’, as Hazzard’s husband Francis Steegmuller somewhat defensively informed White (1994, 527). But White’s point was that Hazzard was sheltered from ‘exposure to everyday vulgarity and squalor’ in which he claimed to have immersed himself in Australia (525). This was an artists’ spat brought on by White. But Hazzard took none of this lying down. She replied that White’s was the sheltered life because he had no experience of the ‘arid squalor’ of office work to which millions of people in the West were condemned (527). Hazzard’s advocates (of whom I am one) would claim that her middle-class Italian characters, like those of other nationalities, suffer both love and betrayal and are not treated as a race apart.

				If Shirley Hazzard’s Italian romances have little in common with Patrick White’s story ‘Down at the Dump’, they nevertheless avoid some of the tempting clichés of the popular romance genre. Laurie Hergenhan (1991, 112) observes that Hazzard’s first novel The Evening of the Holiday (1966) ‘frustrates the glib conventions of a visitor’s love affair in “romantic”, “passionate” Italy’. Hergenhan rightly praises the ‘delicacy of feelings’ conveyed by Hazzard through her characters’ responses to [Italian] landscape both in its aesthetic manifestations and in the ‘“domestic”, localized and earthy side of Tuscany’ (113). A romantic outlook survives, not in the outcome of the novel’s particular love affair which ends but in the author’s apparent faith in ‘the intricate, lasting nature of any form of love’ (114). Hazzard’s second novel, The Bay of Noon, is set in Naples (Hazzard 1970). As Ros Pesman (1994, 99) has observed, ‘the city is the real protagonist in the novel’; and like The Evening of the Holiday ‘love does not conclude in permanence but... life goes on without undue misery’.

				Exile and alienation in ‘violent’ Italy: Malouf and O’Grady

				David Malouf’s recurrent references to Italy in poems, essays and novels are perhaps best summed up in the opening lines of his poem ‘At Ravenna’ (Malouf 1974, 48): ‘We are all of us exiles in one place / or another – even those / who never leave home.’ The idea of exile is most fully imagined by Malouf in his novel An Imaginary Life, in which the Roman poet Ovid is characterised as an exile on the edge of the Russian steppes (Malouf 1979). Ovid’s story of a feral child rescued from the steppes and brought into the local community reveals something of the pain, perils and possibilities of his relegation from the status of a civilised, cosmopolitan Roman to a more primitive way of living. Malouf’s Ovid learns finally to make this transposition when he can say: ‘I belong to this place now. I have made it mine. I am entering the dimensions of my self’ (94–95). Despite his (enforced) separation from civilisation as he knows it, young Ovid adapts to a new mental and physical environment, in what may be Malouf’s fable of Europeans’ adaptation to Australia when they move there.

				If An Imaginary Life dramatises an imagined instance of enforced isolation from one’s Italian heritage, Malouf’s novella Child’s Play exposes the psychology of alienation from one’s own society and a violent way of gaining revenge on its authority figures (Malouf 1982). The first person narrator in Child’s Play is a terrorist from Calabria who is planning an assassination in a northern city. In a remarkable feat of sympathetic imagination, Malouf shows a young man’s hopes, fears and apprehensions as he plans, then carries out, his attack. The young man’s concealed existence in a one-roomed apartment in a palazzo, his collaboration with a cell of four other young terrorists and his research into the life of his intended victim, are revealed from the young man’s point of view. When he thinks about his self-imposed isolation, he recognises the similarity of this life to that of a religious order but observes that it ‘has no ideology behind it’ (17); in some respects it is more like a sport for which training is required. The narrator’s obsessive observation of other people in the piazza, his fascinated imaginings of the old man he is targeting and the grotesquely botched assassination, are graphically conveyed. This is not an ‘historical’ account of Sicily’s Cosa Nostra, as found in Cosa Nostra by John Dickie (2004); nor is it like Peter Robb’s deeply imagined sociology in Midnight in Sicily (Robb 1996); rather, it is a graphically realised interior landscape of a terrorist’s mind as he grapples with the demands of his chosen vocation of assassin in the foreign territory of northern Italy.

				A different approach to ‘violent’ Italy was taken in Desmond O’Grady’s journalism which reported the kidnapping and killing of Aldo Moro – different from Malouf’s novella because it fulfilled O’Grady’s wish to be an ‘independent witness’ and reporter of these events (O’Grady 1997, 98). A Melbourne-born journalist and short fiction writer, O’Grady was literary editor of The Bulletin before moving to Rome in 1962. As correspondent for the Sydney Morning Herald and other newspapers, O’Grady was keen to establish his role as an independent witness of events in Italy. He arrived in Rome two days before the beginning of the Vatican Council which proved to be ‘the longest-running story since the Thirty Years War’ (98). But the longest-running continuous story handled by O’Grady provided a very different narrative: the Red Brigades’ kidnapping and killing of Aldo Moro, the Christian Democrat Party president and former prime minister (100). O’Grady covered the kidnapping on an almost daily basis for 55 days and has described his involvement:

				During the kidnapping I was well informed about the Red Brigades’ tactics... [O]ne had an uneasy feeling of collaboration with the Red Brigades. If attention to the kidnapping sagged, one knew that they would do something to attract attention to their exploit, usually in time for the evening television news, and one dutifully covered the latest development. However, despite their skilful manipulation of the media, they did not force the government to negotiate with them (100).

				O’Grady describes the source of his journalism as ‘travellers’ tales’ (100). His second collection of stories, Valid for all Countries, reinforces this notion (O’Grady 1979). In ‘Circe in Capri’ (181–207), for example, O’Grady presents a comic and satiric tale of filmmakers and their hangers-on in Capri. His Australians, Derek and Sandy, are adventurers and opportunists, there for the ride – and the fall. If O’Grady’s young Australians in Italy are adventurous, they can also be callous, self-obsessed and lacking the capacity for deep involvement in another culture.

				‘A peculiar truce’: Porter

				The poetry of Peter Porter, a contributor to this volume, provides a fruitful point of connection between early and later responses of Australian writers to Italy, and of so-called ‘high’ and ‘low’ culture attitudes. Based in London since the early 1950s, Porter visited Italy with his first wife Jannice in the 1960s. His elegiac literary responses to Jannice’s suicide in 1974 include a number of poems set in Italy which recall gardens, churches, streets and cafes which husband and wife had explored together as tourists and holidaymakers. Porter’s frequent visits to Italy from his base in London since the 1970s culminate in poems written in the first decade of the twenty-first century which refer to his daughter Katherine and grandchildren Amelia, Martha and Orlando when they were living in Rome in the 1990s. While Porter presents himself as a tourist in Italy, he is far more closely acquainted with people, places, music and art, and more emotionally involved throughout his adult life with Italy, than the words ‘tourist’ or ‘traveller’ usually suggest. Though he claims no authority for his role as a poet of Italy, Porter’s knowledgeable love of the country, its art and people is everywhere apparent in his verse.

				Porter’s encyclopedic knowledge of Italian opera, art and architecture has been criticised by fellow Australian poet John Tranter, for example, whose own predilections for contemporary American popular culture may seem to provide more ‘natural’ reference points for many Australians. To another poet, Les Murray, Porter has represented the Attican, city-based rather than Boeotian or agrarian cultural ideal (Bennett 1991, 143–146). A certain Roman stoicism has also been noticed in Porter’s attitudes. But Porter’s fascination with Italy goes beyond these accounts: it is both intellectual and heartfelt, and is based on accretions of experience from wide reading and frequent visits over the years. As an Australian, Porter has felt that northern Italy holds special appeal and meaning, especially Tuscany, as he remarked in a paper delivered in Florence in 1989:

				Here man himself is the measure of beauty, and here, despite despotism and, of recent years, reaching for easy commercial success, people and landscape remain in agreement. In Australia, we have hope, Protestant mercantile optimism, and the despair which comes from fighting nature and losing. In Tuscany a peculiar truce still remains (Porter 1993).

				This ‘peculiar truce’ between people and place sets a tone for poems such as ‘Frogs at Lago di Bolsena’, ‘The Cats of Campagnatico’ or ‘The Rose Garden on the Aventine’ (Porter 1999), which reveal a deep pleasure of association between this poet and the Italian places with which he chooses to associate himself.

				‘The Rose Garden on the Aventine’ (Porter 1999, II, 318–319), for example, opens with the rhetorical question:

				

				Where may I take my now imploded body

				To encompass vanities outside itself

				

                His answer, of course, is Rome:

				Only some site where grief has entertained

				A lifetime’s certainty could host such grace

				

				The poet continues to search for grace, hope, or at least solace, in the rose garden in old Rome:

				

				Now, in my sixties, I have quarrelled with

				My friends, including that old friend, my brain,

				And sated with the remedy of myth

				have no resort but using my tired eyes

				To reinvent the day – a thousand flowers

				Undisciplined but municipal

				Vie with St Dominic and the flying hours.

				

				Somehow these roses form a counterpoint to ‘exhausted Rome’, proving:

				

				Through roar of motorinos time’s defeat

				Even in this its consecrated heart.

				
                
				The poem reveals a strangely neglected lyrical dimension in Porter’s work (evident here in an ironic but approving echo of Wordsworth’s daffodils), which flares into prominence quite frequently in his Italian poems. Often lying behind such moments (though not here) are hints of Puccini or Verdi. Often, too, the big moments are punctured by an ironic aside or humorous observation. But the built-in grief or pessimism which characterises many of Porter’s poems is reconstituted as qualified hope in a number of his Italian poems where he seems impelled to rediscover in his own terms the ‘peculiar [Italian] truce’ between humans and nature. In these ways, Porter’s Italian poems show a noticeable development from A. D. Hope’s ‘A Letter from Rome’ in their deeper immersion in the music, art and history of Italy and their openness to a wide variety of ancient and modern voices, both despairing and hopeful. Porter’s work reveals a capacity to accept the brash, vulgar and commercial aspects of contemporary Italy alongside the hidden secrets of churches, paintings, rose gardens and music.

				Eros in Italy

				A number of Australian writers in the 1990s took advantage of the Australia Council for the Arts flat in Rome to continue their work in an Italian setting. The Italian milieu had an especially strong influence on poet Philip Salom (1998) in his collection Rome Air Naked. Salom is one of a number of younger Australian poets who acknowledge Peter Porter’s encouragement of their work. Salom’s scene is set by the brutal bombing assassination in 1992 of Giovanni Falcone, chief investigator of the mafia in Italy. Salom reflects in his poem ‘After the Highway Assassination of Falcone’: ‘Falcone dead, the magistrates and justice dying, / the old ruts fill with blood’ (218). Beggars in Rome are also part of Salom’s scene, recalling in some respects Morris West’s depiction 40 years earlier of poverty in Naples. But poverty to Salom and his generation is a diversion rather than a condition of living. He observes a madman dancer at Piazza Barberini. Such poems are principally frames for the poet’s rediscovery of Eros, the Greek god of love who relocates to Italy. Salom sees breasts everywhere in Rome, he writes erotic ghazals and describes the musical sex of his lover and himself: ‘Your body-loving is never less than cellos’ (220).

				The most reviewed and talked about Australian work set in Italy in the late twentieth century was Night Letters by Robert Dessaix (1996), which evokes another manifestation of Eros (Marr 1996, 9). The 20 letters that comprise Dessaix’s part-novel part-memoir purport to be written from a hotel room in Venice. They are written in the shadow of the writer’s recent discovery that he is dying of an incurable disease. ‘I haven’t ever named the disease in this book’, Dessaix told David Marr. ‘This is not because I lack any kind of bare-facedness... it’s because I think what really interests people is the question of mortality, not this disease or that disease’ (Marr 1996, 9). Nevertheless, widespread public fear and curiosity about HIV Aids and its effects at this time accounted to some extent for interest in Dessaix’s book. Its strictly literary brilliance tantalises in a different way, by allusion to works of literature ranging from the memoirs of Casanova to Thomas Mann’s Death in Venice. Dessaix’s mysterious figure Professor Eschenbaum, whom he follows with fascination, is a kind of doppelgänger who travels south to Italy each spring to do what his literary predecessor Aschenbach could only dream of doing – to experience the gamut of sexual desire before retreating to the theories and paradoxes of his intellectual life. He acts out the classic double life.

				The most tantalising aspect of the Night Letters is the work’s search for a positive vision in the shadow of death. The proliferating narratives and dreams contribute to a kind of fight back against obliteration. The profligate literary allusions represent Dessaix’s version of the contribution of Europe, especially Italy, to the Australian imagination. By the novel-memoir’s end, the narrator admits to a kind of fatigue at ‘not Europe, exactly, but the accumulation of stories, battles, treaties, families, duchies, paintings, churches, palaces – all the things the antipodean finds so exciting on arrival’ (Dessaix 1996, 269–270). The winged lion in St Mark’s Square, from which the narrator had shrunk in fear in previous dreams, enters another dream: ‘I neither faced the lion nor kept on running – I leapt onto its back, stuck a hat on my head and made off on it’ (272). This flamboyant gesture masks a quieter acceptance of the author’s need to return to Australia and live in the moment: ‘I have learnt’, Dessaix remarked, ‘to hope for something else: for this circle of time I’m living in at the moment to be wonderful...’ (Marr 1996, 9).

				* * *

				This small sample of Australian writers’ literary responses to Italy and Italian people and culture demonstrates a range of perceptions and attitudes explored during the twentieth century. Home-grown representations of Italians in Australia include Eve Langley’s operatic fruit-pickers, Katharine Susannah Prichard’s virile but unpredictable fishermen and John O’Grady’s iconic immigrant worker of the mid twentieth century. Prejudicial attitudes towards Italians were enmeshed in the fierce sectarian rivalries of Protestants versus Catholics in Australia from the 1930s to the 1960s. But certain major literary authors expanded perceptions of Italy in the imagination of Australians. A. D. Hope’s ‘Letter from Rome’ and his response to the career of Martin Boyd reveal the poet’s emergent sense of Rome’s centrality to Western civilisation, alongside his sense of living in a fallen age. Patrick White’s satiric irreverence towards Italy (and his instinctive protectiveness towards Greece) contrasts sharply with Shirley Hazzard’s sense of Italy as a place of beauty where romance and love are still possible. For Germaine Greer, southern Italy provides alternative models to the nuclear family together with some puzzles about sexual mores. On the other hand, David Malouf’s representations of Italy and Italians show contrasting exile figures working out their fates: Ovid, who is far from Roman civilisation on the Russian steppes, and an anonymous terrorist, a Sicilian exile in northern Italy. Desmond O’Grady’s ‘true stories’ of the Red Brigades’ kidnapping and murder of Aldo Moro reinforce images of a continuing violence in parts of Italy. In contrast, Peter Porter’s long-term engagement with Italian art, music and literature gives depth to his fascination with Italy, ancient and modern, and to his sense of a ‘peculiar truce’ that has developed there between people and place. Works by poet Philip Salom and prose writer Robert Dessaix in the last decade of the twentieth century differently present an Italy where eros is active and dreaming is possible. An approach to living for the moment is sought by each in an environment where the past continually impinges.

				It would be difficult to claim that Australian writers’ encounters with Italy present a unique perspective on people and place. Yet they do reveal a perennial attraction to Italy and Italians. The literary evidence suggests that the idea and actuality of Italy have long haunted Australian writers, and will continue to do so.
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				Chapter 7

			

			
				A great tradition revisited

				Peter Porter

				Born in Brisbane, Peter Porter has lived in London since 1951 while now regularly returning to Australia. One of the foremost poets in the English language today, he has published over 20 books of poetry, most recently Afterburner (2005). Porter has won numerous prizes and awards, among them the Whitbread Poetry Award (1988) and the Queen’s Gold Medal for Poetry (2002). It was in his early 40s that he first travelled to Italy but he has been a frequent visitor ever since, bringing with him a wide and deep knowledge, experience and appreciation of Italian art and music.

				I begin in medias res with a poem. One of the most recent I’ve written, it’s called Henry James and Constipation. A title out to shock, perhaps. But the poem itself is moderation incarnate. I consider James’s collected travel pieces about Italy – a good number of which he wrote later in life, after he traversed parts of the South in a motor car – to contain some of the finest insights into Italian life penned by an English-speaker. I’ve tried to make my poem echo both James the First and The Old Pretender, to make reference to an academic joke about James’s increasingly elaborate style. In these psychosomatic days it’s also a good idea to remember that our bowels are our fellow travellers.

				Henry James and Constipation

				The mail creeps into Florence with the sun

				And I, along these lotus-lettered tiles,

				Touch at the door of disappointment; smiles

				Of fellow-guests I am ashamed to shun

				Adorn the corridors and I assume

				The living William’s in a letter in my room.

				
                
				Your strictures, William, if I call them thus,

				Are Medical Injunctions, similar

				To that one body-mind self-avatar

				We hold is Moral Truth. The impetus

				Of our distinct decorums, like our bowels,

				Stays with the Signoria and the men with trowels.

				

				Why do we quit our shores of sense to seek

				Something no better, but much longer known?

				Their mason’s trowels! We think, perhaps we’ve sown

				The present with the past. Is Boston weak

				In wanting to declare a glorious pose

				Just truths a waiter winks or scholar might disclose?

				

				Dear Henry, says the word-within-the-words,

				You’ve eaten Europe, now digest it well:

				Alice, yourself, all Jameses should dispel

				Inheritance, as migratory birds,

				Wingspanned enough, approach the classic coasts

				Of Excellent Ambush, hangmen’s shadows, faction’s ghosts.

				

				The pills are packed, small dictionaries of hope,

				Encyclopaedias encroaching on

				The atlas where the motorist may swan

				The shore. Old Europe’s by new Huxleyan soap

				Made clean. One half-Swiss hint from Burckhardt and

				All art lies open like an oyster in the hand.

				

				In Rome one day at Carnival a flour-

				Bomb surprised me, covering me in white,

				A proper suiting for the Church of Night,

				If somewhat vulgar. Climb the tallest tower,

				View any landscape here, its sepulture

				Is cold retention, derogated, anal, dure.

				

				De Quincey had my trouble – opium

				For him; for me, inaction, looking on,

				The bathroom stalled, the crucial moment gone.

				The Bread of Culture, eaten crumb by crumb,

				Chokes off all other appetite, and we

				Who will one day be prints exist in effigy.

				

				The picture of itself, the Great Good Land,

				Which waits your passage in the sired boat,

				Is not so truthful as a brother’s coat,

				Your many-coloured words. We understand

				Each other who were not made here, but seek

				The broad bestowing stream fed by clearskin creek.

				

				The mail leaves town, I’ve often noted, by

				The Porta Roma, wheels retarded, carrying

				Enchantments far back home, the marrying

				And dying, gossiping – this claimed life’s wry

				Postmark of ancient lore and new device

				Is Advent of Degree, point made, distinction nice.

				
   
			  I trust this poem may act as a key signature to enable you to follow the poems that follow, which are products – as James himself most certainly was – of attempted sophistication, not wonder-filled naiveté. When we write poetry about Italy we are more egotistical than sublime: we are looking for insights into ourselves. I’m sure most of us love Italy, though our love is more relevant to our works and careers than to the inhabitants. But to show that there can be, even within a mannered way of writing, a description of an Italian site which aims at objectivity, I refer to a short poem, a sonnet in fact, about a church in the Val d’Arno. We foreign visitors come into it, but perhaps in the way that a pencil sketch by John Ruskin of the Arche Scaligeri in Verona unavoidably suggests an English Art School. The poem’s title is the name of the church, San Pietro a Gropina. This small, tenth-century Romanesque building near Loro Ciuffenna, off the Autostrada del Sole, is one of my favourite places. A lapsed Protestant, if such a thing is possible, I seem compelled to spend hours soaking up the feeling in ancient churches, but I can do this best in Italy – seldom in England or Australia.

				San Pietro a Gropina

				What spaceship, UFO, gantry movie hulk

				has beached along the silvery Val d’Arno

				ready to show what’s left when gods below

				return to heaven? Their starry sinews sulk

				in passionate resentment of our slow

				but forcible commandings – tripwires go

				to the pagan in us but we buy in bulk

				any baptised hope. Louche or chaste,

				bold carvings of the seminal devout

				will hold us here a while, then tourist haste,

				which by the stoop observes the suckling church

				as sow and farrow, seeking God’s check-out

				for special offers, finds its eye enticed

				by vines replenishing the blood of Christ.

				
   
			  Objectivity, you wonder? Well, the carvings in the church include some sexy scenes as well as the sow and farrow – not as explicit as those found in Kilpeck church in Herefordshire, but more direct than would have been acceptable in the Renaissance – and the local cantina, or cellar, sells a fine Chianti, supplied by the fields round the church that are given over to vineyards. The shape of the sonnet is closer to the pure Petrarchan form than to anything Shakespearean. I have been criticised for describing the sonnet as the Italian language’s revenge on English, and here I pay the price with a certain prosodic roughness.

				The ‘great tradition’ that Australians like myself have inherited and have been revisiting constantly is one of plunder. Of course this is plunder in its metaphorical dress. Reading history promotes a strong sense of irony: the Romans can be said to have civilised the whole world while meaning perhaps to do no more than conquer it. In a sense they brought the purer Greek culture with them on the ends of their swords. But then in turn waves of barbarians descended on the Roman Empire and here we are today, ourselves descendents of those hairy ones the Romans conquered, arriving in Italy to be civilised in our turn. I apologise for such a broad statement. Consider, though, why invaders came to Italy. For Hannibal it was a struggle of martial strength – when the Empire began to break up around the start of the fifth century, the reason was desire for riches, territory, and so forth. Yet even the famous exchange between Attila and pope Leo the Great suggests that the Empire continued to strike back. ‘Take the world, but leave me Italy’, Leo’s general sings in Giuseppe Verdi’s opera. Generations of usurpers called themselves New Romans. The Holy Roman Empire, Frederick the Second, Stupor Mundi, and so on, took legitimacy from their Italian sojourn. Italy continued to civilise the world in other ways. You could argue that the communes of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries were the societies closest to the democratic ideal since the time of Athens – although we love and praise the despots who followed because they coincide with the Renaissance.

				Enough potted history. From Geoffrey Chaucer onwards English writers have been coming to Italy to get culture on their thighs like so many bees. The trickle turned into a wave in the eighteenth century. Thomas Coryate made England think of Venice as Marco Polo’s city, but it wasn’t really until the likes of Mary Wortley Montagu and thousands of others rich enough to take the Grand Tour that Italy became a place of pilgrimage for Anglo-Saxons. I think we English-speakers have been lucky in always coming late to Continental enthusiasms. Lord Burlington and the rest were panting after Palladian architecture 150 years after Andrea Palladio’s death. The lords who went home with trophy portraits painted by Pompeo Battoni are then replaced by the exiles of Napoleonic Days. Perhaps only Sir William Hamilton in Naples tried like Lady Mary Wortley Montagu truly to understand Italian life. ‘Paradise of Exiles’ was almost enough for Lord Byron, Percy Bysshe Shelley ‘and Co.’, though they all spoke Italian. The traffic began to go in reverse at this time also, with England offering refuge to Rossetti père, Ugo Foscolo and others. London had for years been the chosen place of work for Italian musicians. George Frideric Handel was stylistically baptised in Italy and Francesco Geminiani and Giovanni Battista Viotti flourished in England and Ireland. What makes the nineteenth-century English-speaking exiles different is their concern for the fallen political state of Italy itself: Byron supported the Carbonari. Arthur Hugh Clough jokily (and the Brownings seriously) praised the Risorgimento.

				Time for some poetry. Looking through the poems of Lord Byron and Robert Browning, I see that both men knew a lot about Italian painting and refer to it in their work. Both had read Giorgio Vasari, while Byron took from Luigi Pulci the stanza he immortalised in Don Juan, the ottava rima. Historical aesthetic awareness begins at this time – a good while before Jacob Burckhardt. And this is where my next poem comes in. It’s a fantasy after Vasari, called The Painters’ Banquet. I’ve always considered the appropriate symbol for pictures, especially the opulent sort painted in Venice by Paolo Veronese and in Florence by Quattrocentro masters such as Andrea Castagno, to be banquets. Our eyes come to the galleries for a good feed. I wrote this poem for the Australian painter Arthur Boyd who owned a country house, Il Paretaio, outside Palaia, in the Val d’Era. Arthur and I composed four books of poems and pictures and this poem comes from our Narcissus (Boyd and Porter 1984).

				The Painters’ Banquet

				They came with their gifts of the senses

				And of the groves planted for them by God

				In the retina; they knelt by sandy waters

				And saw a violin shore, a fronded region

				Of high responding light, rosella afternoon;

				They gossiped in laps, lay under umbrellas

				Of the tumid shade; they told colours

				
              
				In every story. When the pelican glided,

				They overcame light, where the daisy unpeeled

				They saw graveclothes. There were many

				With eyelashes like Veronese’s fans,

				Others sat solitary as meat on a plate

				Waiting for heaven to happen. Change,

				Said some, was the way of their world,

				Animals answering the call of light

				Under Hyperion’s crag. But, said several,

				It is the unchanging we celebrate,

				Sirocco afternoons, gods hard-pressed

				By their abstract eyes. Dangerous modes

				In all weather when obsessionals walk

				To a favourite spur above the land –

				Below them kingdoms boil and they find

				Twisting paths through middle space.

				This is the sumptuous gallery of those

				Who have eaten the world. Oh the ochre,

				Burnt siena, the pulverising red

				Which rocks have earned from the sun –

				In little spaghetti-making towns,

				The dead artificers’ creations burn

				All sophistry from pilgrim’s eyes.

                
 
				It was a wonderful party to be at.

				We write our thank-you letters

				In the world’s far-reaching galleries.

				Who will clean up now? All the water

				In the reservoirs won’t remove the stain

				From Golgotha. We think back instead:

				Little Andrea has drawn a sheep

				With a bright stone upon a smooth-faced rock.

				Lucky for him a Medici is passing.

				Soon the banquet will be set again.

				
 
				Somehow the Australian parrot, the rosella, got into the text. Vasari distributes the story of the doodling shepherd boy into the lives of several Florentines, but I like to think it belongs to that tough guy Andrea del Castagno, whiling away the hours watching his flock beside Monte Falterona. Then I put that faded fresco by Alesso Baldovinetti in the first cloister of Florence’s Santissima Annunziata into the poem as well – it shows the view down to the city from Settignano. The spaghetti-making town is Borgo San Sepolcro, Piero della Francesca’s birthplace – outside is a large Buittoni pasta factory.

				Imagination can go two ways – we (I include Shakespeare in this) can imagine life in Italy. But why not imagine some remarkable Italians in our own country? Of course they stay themselves, but they also notice things about our landscape and life. The American poet Louis Simpson states that ‘grave by grave we civilise the ground’. But why not try Resurrection as well as burial? So I have imported Piero di Cosimo, that extraordinary fantasist, to the banks of the Shoalhaven River in New South Wales, and Luigi Boccherini to play his cello at a Music Camp in Mittagong. Piero should be quite at home on the Shoalhaven, one of the most European stretches of broadwater in Australia. The poem is sited on the stretch of river adjacent to Arthur Boyd’s house at Bundanon. Arthur and I had both observed how similar this bend of river is to the sandy riverbank in Piero’s famous allegorical scene in the London National Gallery, sometimes said to be a depiction of Cephalus and Procris. Piero would not have met any satyrs or murders in New South Wales but pelicans, labrador-type dogs and water nymphs abound. Here is a poem, Piero di Cosimo on the Shoalhaven.

				Piero di Cosimo on the Shoalhaven

				Through a banksia’s cone the fire passes,

				Aphorisms of the deities of time.

				Here on a broad river’s side, my glasses

				Squandering the sun, I put rhyme

				Into paint, Vulcan’s and Venus’s trespasses.

				

				On a rock orchid, the roundness and gloze

				Of a lapith’s bum! Men hauled cedars

				From these forests before their blood froze,

				Making a camp for gods – our leaders,

				We sighed, as we looked inside the rose.

				My eggs boil on the electric stove –

				Reincarnation of madness: one

				Takes a mainline trip to Comfort Cove,

				Another paints the rain forest in the sun,

				A murder and a mating in a grove.

				

				Drongo the dog is barking at a thing

				Washed up on a sandbank by the tide –

				A nymph, a suicide, something decomposing

				Which his nose loves, and at its side

				The mercenaries of life converging.

				

				Up river the water skiers puff and plane;

				I could not imagine more blended beasts.

				The gods are husbanding our pain

				Like all good settlers – the men of feasts

				Will come, a Medicean super-strain.

				

				Neither Adam nor Jesus ever laughed

				But the serious earth is quite hilarious.

				This is Eden as the cattle go past

				The electric fence; the faces are so various

				Of flower and shadow, which will last?

				

				Only work can save us from night coming.

				Newly-planted trees attest the faith.

				On its dorsal, a monster is drumming

				Messages for the new world – each wraith

				Is a spirit of old Europe slumming.

				

				Here I put a duck-billed wallaby,

				A swimming jackass, abo-centaur:

				So old a place has so much still to see.

				There must be ghost traps. Shut the door

				On dying, become a lamenting tree.

				

				When I first went to Borgo San Sepolcro it seemed a sleepy town off the beaten track. We were motoring over the hills from Urbino, and to access the small pinacoteca at Borgo San Sepolcro – the picture gallery which was then about the size of an outback School of Arts – you sought a custodian in a bar; in a singlet, he opened the gallery with a great set of keys. There, ahead of you, was Piero della Francesca’s Resurrection. This may seem overly legendary and touristy since, 40 years before I saw the picture, it was written up by Aldous Huxley as the greatest painting in the world. San Sepolcro is very different today. It has a smart new gallery, but the Piero is still there. I’ve also noticed that the shops rival Florence or Rome for designer chic. Last time I visited, I looked at one of the display cases beside the paintings. It was the town’s Libro dei Morti, open at the page recording Piero’s death, and I wrote a poem about this. I called it Neighbours for reasons which will be apparent when you read this poem, but I was surprised when introducing it at a reading to discover that my audience thought I was conjuring up the famous Australian TV program set in Melbourne’s suburbs. I like coincidences: I’ve been castigated for recording in another poem the fact that the day Piero died in San Sepolcro was the day that Christopher Columbus made landfall in the Caribbean. Perhaps we should ask ourselves – who are our neighbours?

				Neighbours

				I am Ceccho de Cecchi

				who died in 1493

				and I apologize now

				for troubling you.

				This is my chance to speak,

				all because a book

				is open at my entry –

				that’s my name, a key

				record for the month, but nobody’s

				heard of me I’ve been dead

				so long. I was important, I led

				a useful life and was a devout

				Christian, true husband and

				a businessman of good repute.

				You who read my name,

				quite a few of you will be nobodies

				compared to me – please

				understand how I long

				in this dark to be back among

				my fellows and my reputation,

				how lonely it is here

				where we are forgotten. Days, I know,

				must lengthen into shadow,

				but let me talk to you.

				I remember we’d sing Mass

				and beyond our voices we would hear

				the cries of pigs being slaughtered

				for the coming feast. We listened

				to our own ends but we felt

				only the excellent wind

				of fortune which fans the young.

				Now time has torn out my tongue.

				On the opposite page, level with me,

				is another faded entry –

				for October 1492 –

				in the Libro dei Morti

				of Borgo San Sepolcro –

				‘died on the twelfth, Piero

				di Benedetto di Francesco,

				painter’. Pray for me

				and for all immortality.

				

				It seems odd that Cecchi, which means blind, is a surname in Italian, attached to people who can see – but such is the case. I once joked with an American colleague that we had lost our sharp sense of identity now that we weren’t known by the town or territory of our birth. I wanted to lay claim to being Pietro da Brisbano, along the lines of Giuliano da Sangallo or Mino da Fiesole. Or just perhaps named for a bridge or a place, like Jacopo Carrucci, one of my favourite painters, who is known as Pontormo, since he hailed from a village with a bridge over the river Orme. This is close to Arthur Boyd’s place, and I remember taking Arthur to the village of Carmignano to see the greatest of Pontormo’s paintings, The Visitation, which sits squarely in a frame on the side of the parish church of San Michele. You can just walk in and view it. I’ve tried to find out about Pontormo, a little more than can be found in Vasari or the textbooks, but his diaries and commonplace books have never been translated. Lauro Martines told me that Pontormo wrote sonnets, but then corrected this and said that the writer was actually Agnolo Bronzino. So I felt justified in making up a character for Pontormo, as Browning did for Lippo Lippi and Andrea del Sarto. Pontormo is the subject of this next poem, titled Pontormo’s Sister.

				Pontormo’s Sister

				The world’s face is a woman’s

				who died early, the smoothnesses of life

				waiting on a ruled horizon –

				Consider this in profile even

				in my Visitation, the four ages of Woman

				unable, like God, to be anything but themselves,

				and in Mary it seems lit within,

				myself there, swept by darkness.

				All my people are the same person,

				as every artist shows: there grows a face

				as hedgerows grow, as water shapes

				in droplets when it falls, as we emerge

				from the doors of dreams to be ourselves.

				Piero’s faces never vary, did he perhaps

				have a sister who died too young to marry?

				That’s how I found technique,

				a way of bending Nature to the line

				of my depression. We say at twenty

				and at forty and at sixty, there are

				measures and distinctions you call art –

				but no, we’re in the shambles

				with our little sisters and our parents,

				we’re tied to flesh and death forever

				while we live, and out of it our masters ask

				‘Make me Veronica, the dogs and boys

				grape-picking, Jesus faltering beneath

				the cross’s weight.’ I can paint a word

				if the word is death, but what I cannot do

				is show it to you

				unless I wrap it in a nimbus.

				

				O little sister dressed in death,

				I have painted you in everyone

				and now I beg you draw the veil

				across my eyes. It is time for me

				to sketch God’s face, a smudge of grease

				on old familiarity. This is the message

				of the mannered style: God looks like

				anyone who ever lived, but more so.

				

				Both Pontormo and Piero della Francesca seem to insist on the faces of their subjects having a family likeness. Perhaps similar to the shape of Mozart melody.

				When Australians come to live in Italy their experiences are seldom different from those of Anglo-Saxons. And flying in on an Alitalia jet along with Italians who have settled in Australia returning home on holiday is a reminder that Italy is not inhabited only by the descendents of Renaissance artists or Risorgimento heroes. The same goes for the modern descendents of Shakespeare and Shelley on English streets. But perhaps Australians are not as guilty of loud behaviour as British and Germans sometimes are – none of that shrillness of Gloucestershire matrons hailing each other in some Chiantishire shop. There is an Australian habit which it may seem snobbish to identify but which I think is both natural and endearing – and the opposite of culture-vulturing. It is that of standing above the confluence of the rivers Neckar and Rhine and declaring, ‘just like the view over Maroochydore’, or, while queuing in the Cathedral Museum in Siena, it is to hear an Australian voice remark to its companion while stopping in front of a Quattrocentro celebrity – ‘he looks just like Les Murray’. We are all just like somebody. I have stayed as a guest in David Malouf’s house in the southern Tuscan village of Campagnatico and felt both at home and alienated. I now think my discomfort stems from Christianity. Modern Italians tend to go to church only for christenings, marriages and burials, yet the whole landscape has been so baptised it will always seem different from the materialism of Australia. This is the subject of my next poem, The Cocks of Campagnatico.

				The Cocks of Campagnatico

				The heart grown old can’t fake its scholarship

				And won’t essay that glib insightfulness

				Which once it made a moral landscape from:

				This village, half its human figures and

				Its cats and dogs enthroned in windless sleep.

				Law’s brutal now – a German bus deep-parked,

				A gang of no-ones-in-particular

				Kicking to death a pigeon – how may they be mapped?

				

				Only within the self can scales be hung.

				Ignore mere detail says the ageing conscience;

				Encourage emblems any mind can hail.

				And so the roosters of the valley stir

				As if to answer such a challenge, though

				They’re late, their tubs of sun already full,

				And beautifully redundant to themselves

				Propose and repropose the Resurrection.

				

				I had written a previous poem of greater length titled The Cats of Campagnatico, which approaches the same subject from a different angle. It was more concerned with the landscape of the contado as prescient of death rather than transcendence. Indeed, everywhere I go in Italy I find sententiousness bubbling up in my mind. Nowhere more than in Florence, the first Italian city I ever visited. Here are precedents galore. I’ve mentioned my fondness for the painting of Andrea del Castagno, but I love the gentle Fra Angelico just as much. Remember this is the city that keeps the uncorrupted body of its San Antoninus under glass in the church of San Marco – uncorrupted but decidedly unattractive. All those exiles who spent their lives in Florence may have been in the right – in the poem The Sweet Slow Inbreak of Angels I indulge in present-day captiousness. Today’s artists I suggest are no patch on their predecessors.

				I was a relative latecomer to Italy, and like many of my kind had swotted up the history and art of the country in books. I well remember my arrival in Florence in 1971. For the next three years my first wife and I roamed around the peninsula, leaving our children at home. This coincided unhappily with her increasing disturbance and her eventual death in 1974. When I wrote an Exequy for her, our Italian epiphany featured prominently in it. Lamenting her absence, I recorded parts of our travels.

                

				I think of us in Italy,

				Gin-and-Chianti-fuelled, we

				Move in a trance through Paradise,

				Feeding at last our starving eyes,

				Two people of the English blindness

				Doing each masterpiece the kindness

				Of discovering it – from Baldovinetti

				To Venice’s most obscure jetty

				……………………………………….

                

				And, oh my love I wish you were

				Once more with me, at night somewhere

				In narrow streets applauding wines,

				The moon above the Appenines

				As large as logic and the stars,

				Most middle-aged of avatars,

				As bright as when they shone for truth

				Upon untried and avid youth.

                

				This is an abbreviation of the lament, but it may do to illustrate how much Italian scenery rises in my thoughts when I write. The longest poem I am going to refer to here is about one of the greatest discoverers of Italy and Art – unfortunately one I consider a crook – Bernard Berenson. My poem is called Berenson Spots a Lotto, and I suppose it is the closest I can come to Browning’s Andrea del Sarto or perhaps his Bishop Blougram, who is a reverend cheat, which Sarto wasn’t. I won’t try to explain the poem: while it is complicated, its general drift is clear. And I end up against my will almost admiring the old deceiver. I consider Berenson’s writings about Renaissance art dishonest, but in his youth he was a true pioneer and trawled the whole country in search of forgotten masterpieces. There’s one oddity in my poem. For no very good reason I included a parody song in the style of James Joyce which should be sung to the tune of ‘Sweet Betsy of Pike’. This is a rhymed formal poem but the rhymes are sufficiently far apart so you may not notice them.

				Berenson Spots A Lotto

				It takes me back to my beleaguered youth,

				Chiming across an Italy where carts

				Rocked down dirt roads and crones without a tooth

				Unlocked the doors of chapels, and bleeding hearts

				On banners, flung aside, revealed an altarpiece

				Whose dim and long-dead donor thought to win

				A sort of immortality, his Fleece

				Of Gold in Heaven, sitting painted in

				A flock Annunciation or some ghetto

				Holy Family. Year after year I roamed

				The provinces from Como to Loreto,

				But this was just the fieldwork: I had homed

				In on the big boys from the start and knew

				That not just railway magnates but the scholars

				Wanted certainties, the only true

				Account of Europe, and beyond the dollars

				A secret map of Christianity

				Waited projection by a doubting Jew.

				So these my lonely forays were for me

				And for my conscience: I felt the world askew

				But told it straight: as Burckhardt was the first

				To show, the art of Europe’s a crusade

				And universal culture is a thirst

				In conquerors whose vanities have made

				Our palaces and charnel houses grow –

				The story must be written, heroes found,

				Masaccio, Piero, Michelangelo,

				A triumph set to pass its native ground

				And bear the Western spirit into space,

				With me its true evangelist, the one

				Who’ll say authoritatively a face

				Is duly a Farnese, but not shun

				The central mystery, the major-key

				Colossi, men whose grandeur connoisseurs

				Can only blink at – thus it falls to me

				To play commander, wear the holy spurs.

				And, yes, you’ve heard my word’s corrupt, my voice

				In grading minor masters built my villa,

				And somebody has rhymed me à la Joyce,

				A prophet, Teste David cum Sibylla.

				I’m the greatest art expert the world’s ever seen,

				I make attributions for Joseph Duveen,

				From tycoons and bankers I draw a fat fee,

				So here’s to Vecelli and Buonarotti.

				The grandeur falls away and Duveen’s dead,

				And Europe sinks once more into Avernus.

				It’s good in one’s old age to leave one’s bed

				And young again to stalk such joys as burn us,

				The glorious anarchy of what we love,

				All stupid scales of value tossed aside

				So that a Dosso Dossi seems above

				A Titan and we’d die to prove our pride

				In Credi or Melozzo: exhausted now

				With rugs about my knees, in a wheelchair,

				On this my final pilgrimage, I vow

				To praise the greatness of that inner air

				Which blows about the spirit: they said I’d find

				The cutest Visitation in this glum

				And barrel-chested church, so, wined and dined,

				I’m here and have to laugh – it seems I’ve come

				Full circle to the proving-ground of youth:

				I’m bang in front of something I adored

				When as a thrusting expert seeking truth

				I first encountered it: the Virgin bored,

				The Baptist’s mother a strange shaft of blue

				And two dogs fighting round their feet, the limbs

				Half spastic but in everything a hue

				Collated from the spectrum’s antonyms –

				Lorenzo Lotto, my first darling, I

				Assigned you half a page in my big book

				But more than ten years seeking-out – are we

				Then reconciled – you with your beaky look,

				Your death’s pre-echo and me at the gates

				Of terror and oblivion? Your luck

				Was to be provincial in the Papal States,

				Not smart enough for Venice where they suck

				Up gold from mud and splash it on the stars –

				You worked a density that fashion loathed

				And paid the price of it, your avatars

				The quirky poses, matrons overclothed

				And cats astounded by angelic draughts.

				Old friend, I’m with you now, I’ve done with fame

				If never quite with money – Arts and Crafts

				I leave to Night School mumblers and the same

				For those grand galleries and owners – let

				Them examine sizes, pigments, drapes, x-rays,

				I’ll give a provenance in a minute

				They won’t unseat – and Lotto, our last days

				Can be the sweetest; you in the warm wind

				From the Adriatic fixing the bizarre

				With daily habits; me, more sinning than sinned

				Against, and princely in a chauffered car,

				Doing my lap of honour coast to coast,

				Detesting Modern Art, unpenitent

				Of theft or fraud, the last admiring ghost

				Of Europe’s genius, all passion spent.

				

				This poem is filled with a sense of an ending. Indeed the farewell, the threnody, the Abschied attract poets: we all want to play Prospero and break our staff and drown our book. Leaving a place may not necessarily be a paradigm of leaving one’s life but there is always an overhang of this kind in any sense of departure. Such is present in the last poem I refer to – Leaving Mantua. It is still a very literary poem, as are all the poems I’ve included. Or perhaps they are art historical rather than literary. But something of contemporary life gets into this poem. Mantua is a sombre city, without the relief of pleasure-seeking which redeems the equally sombre Ferrara. The lakes formed by the Mincio river offer gloom as well as mosquitos. The Palazzo del Te has lots of sexual shenanigans on the walls but the Reggia is grim apart from Mantegna’s cosy scene of the Estense family. I refer to a poem by the American poet James Wright who in turn quotes Virgil, whose hometown was Mantua. John Milton’s eulogy of Virgil gets a mention. Despite the way I end this piece, I look forward to seeing Mantua again soon; I don’t want my farewell – in 1977 – to be the final one.

				Leaving Mantua

				I woke up early as I invariably do

				when I have an early train to catch –

				a dream-master has no need of clocks.

				

				The night before I’d argued in my language

				with two Italian ladies who might have been

				happier in theirs: had I been rude or thoughtless?

				

				One was wrong, undoubtedly, to think Shakespeare’s

				works were written by the Earl of Oxford

				but they both resided in Mantua and I

				

				Was in exile from myself, or so I told myself,

				looking at the stallions on the wall

				of the Palazao Te: ‘here is for me no biding’.

				

				And wasn’t I as grossly opinionated

				about Italian painting as she on Shakespeare?

				My head hurt after a thick wine they’d been happy

				

				To leave to me, and I’d toyed with beetroot-coloured

				strips of meat once more maintaining

				our Northern barbarism – drink ahead of food.

				

				Struggling past the desk (I’d had the sense to settle

				the bill the night before) I pushed my case to the street

				sheeted from eave to cobbles in soup-thick mist.

				

				Where in this Dantesque gloom might the station be?

				I knew I’d find it and that in the meantime

				I’d enjoy the sense of apprehension.

				

				Some text-book facts were circling in my mind:

				the lakes formed by the Mincio which made Mantua

				unhealthiest city in all Italy,

				

				The midday gravitas which even bold Mantegna

				found obsessively marmoreal, the grim

				abutting jokes which Giulio proved sexy.

				

				Yet the Gonzaga, as their Estense neighbours,

				lived in the sun and left it up to Shakespeare

				to conjure terror for us from their name.

				

				I’d seen King Charles’s pictures bought from

				Mantua’s sack, or what we have of them

				after Cromwell sold them off – I’d followed

				

				A troop of noisy children just to view

				the Pisanello frescoes in the Reggia.

				I’d been in Mantua only once before,

				

				And that had been a time I was unhappily in love

				and yet felt hopeful – hope meant now just

				images and archives and a muffled street.

				

				At last in the swirling vapour of a Bogart movie

				I bought my ticket, registering I had

				to change at Fornovo, and ate a warm brioche.

				

				I was leaving Mantua. I was curiously content.

				I thought of James Wright, who in a sense

				I’d wronged, and of his rescue of a bee

				

				Imprisoned in a pear beside the gasworks

				outside Mantua, and of his Virgilian tag,

				 ‘the best days are the first to leave.’

				

				As the train pulled out we entered total mist.

				We choked along an isthmus, so I thought,

				wholly immersed in whiteness like a veil.

				

				‘Smooth-sliding Mincius, crowned with vocal reeds,’

				harsh-sliding train carrying one man

				beyond all Lycidases to his Luna Park.

				

				Last to leave! May this be my inscription!

				Light and no vision, such was better than

				a dream, more reassuring than oblivion.

				

				Ahead the Apennines and knowledge that

				the sun would penetrate the mist,

				the soul, that passenger, stand at last

				

				With few regrets on Platform One, changing trains,

				willing to see Mantua again, hoping to make

				the last days best, fleeing fast or slow.
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				Chapter 8 – Vignette

				Funghi, family and fables

				Lisa Clifford 

				A former Associate Producer of the Channel Ten Late News, TV reporter, and radio journalist for 2GB and 2UW (now Hits FM), Lisa Clifford moved to Italy in 1997 to marry her Florentine husband after an 18-year courtship. Her years spent going back and forth from Florence to Sydney were chronicled in her memoir The Promise (2004). Throughout her journalistic career in Sydney, Clifford continued to travel to Italy, while filing stories and interviews for the ABC Radio’s The Europeans; for 2UE, and the Voice of America News Service. Now a permanent resident of many years, she contributes articles on Italian lifestyle to The Australian, The Australian Financial Review, Gourmet Traveller and many other magazines published in South Korea, South Africa and Japan. Clifford’s third non-fiction book, Death in the Mountains, the true story of the murder of her Italian husband’s great-grandfather, was published by Pan Macmillan in 2008.

				My mother-in-law’s voice chattered out the window and down the stone stairs as I made my way up to see her in her kitchen. I knew she would be talking about her porcini even before I could decipher her floating words. It was at the beginning of the porcini mushroom season in early September, and the time of the year when most Tuscan farmers fall into a ‘mushroom madness’ state of mind. The strongly flavoured yellow-brown mushrooms start to pop up throughout the woods after the rains at the end of summer and my mother-in-law is usually among the first to succumb to the seasonal funghi frenzy. That year le voci – the rumours – about the mushrooms had begun in earnest much earlier than usual; the forest was apparently crammed with porcini, as there had been sprinkles of rain throughout the sunny summer. Once the word was out that autumn promised a bumper crop it didn’t take long for the cars from Florence, Pontassieve and Arezzo to snake up the mountainside and surrender their passengers onto the Casentino hills. Many of the little dirt pathways that run into the woods had cars parked nearby along the road’s shoulder, so that looking through the trees you could see the bended backs of the mushroom gatherers. Further proof of the porcini proliferation came during my drive up to the mountains. During my habitual coffee break a woman stood before my favourite cafe whispering excitedly into her cell phone that she’d ‘found a wooden crate full!’ She looked so happy that I felt like I’d caught a little of the funghi fun myself.

				It’s a funny thing, this mushroom madness that grips the Italians with such fervour. For the pensioners of Casentino it’s like a fever that overcomes them until it’s all they can talk about. A genuine and committed porcini pursuer, and there is none more so than my mother-in-law, will spend years looking for a good patch of forest floor where the mushrooms grow well. Once they’ve located their patch (my mother-in-law has several, she really is among the best), which can be anywhere within the Casentino National Park’s 36,000 hectares, they’ll return to it faithfully year after year. The porcini pursuer will never reveal where exactly their precious patch is. They will surreptitiously try to find out where your preferred patch is, but they’ll never tell you about theirs. Even the normally sacred family unit does not apply to sharing porcini patch secrets. Such is their passion that the Casentino private landowners are known to shoo people off their properties during the mushroom season, whereas during the hunting season they’ll let any number of gun-toting, camouflage-clad men onto their land to shoot pheasants to their heart’s desire.

				This obsession becomes completely understandable when one sits down to eat a plate of steaming tagliatelle with fresh porcini that have been cooked in their own juices with a dash of olive oil and a clove of garlic. They have a unique, creamy slipperiness to their texture and a flavour from heaven. Nonna will always freeze the bulk of her stash and produce them months later when you’ve forgotten that they existed. She’ll often smother a plate of polenta with lashings of porcini on a cold winter’s day.

				‘Don’t tell Zia where we found them, alright? Oh, she’s so naughty, I can’t believe she found all those mushrooms and told me she didn’t find any. I’m so furious.’ This is as much as I could make out as I turned the key that’s always left in the front door and let myself in with a loud ‘Buon giorno, c’è nessuno?’ – ‘Good day, is anyone home?’

				‘Vieni Lisa’ – ‘come in Lisa’, she called, not moving from her usual post at the wood-fired stove. ‘We found five kilos of porcini mushrooms’, she gushed and angled her cheeks for a kiss, all at once.

				‘I am frying them up for lunch. Giancarlo Righini found eight kilos, can you believe it? Zia told me she hadn’t found even one mushroom, then I walked past her back door and do you know what I saw? A whole basket full of mushrooms. My own sister!’ And off she went on a porcini tangent while I pulled up a chair at the kitchen table knowing there was no stopping her now.

				The older my mother-in-law becomes, the more she talks. I was sure she never talked so constantly when we first met 25 years ago. Now, at 75 years old, she never seems to draw breath. On that particular visit I noticed it was a constant stream of prattle.

				‘I’ll just put that there, out of the way, off the very hot plate because the sauce is bubbling too much. Now I’ll turn the water on because we’ll need to boil the pasta.’ Her every move was narrated and every sentence was punctuated midway with a ‘because’. That led her to her next sentence, which often finished with a because.

				‘I’ll just have a glass of water because… ’ she trailed off.

				‘Because you’re thirsty?’ I inquired.

				‘Yes, that’s it. Because I haven’t drunk anything all morning.’ And so it went.

				My mother-in-law is very good-natured when it comes to being teased about her love of a good chiacchierata – chat. She attributes this, laughingly, to having five sisters. She also says that talking is part of her family’s background because all six girls had very little schooling. Nonna (which means grandma, and after years of hearing my children call her that, my mother-in-law is now officially called Nonna) was raised on a small, isolated farm at the bottom of a steep, three-kilometre dirt road that runs off the main Casentino thoroughfare. Her family’s farm was owned by the Catholic Church, as were many of the farms in the district. From the time Nonna was four years old she tended the sheep, pigs, chickens, orchard and vegetable garden. Nonna and her sisters only attended school until Grade 2, when it was deemed they were needed on the farm too much to be spared. So Nonna says instead of learning how to communicate through reading and writing, she learnt how to talk.

				Now, though, after many years of talking with me, I sometimes feel that she’s disappointed she doesn’t have a real Italian daughter-in-law to talk to. Someone with whom she could have a real chinwag about the benefits of using old or new potatoes for her Florentine topini, or gnocchi. I was a 17-year-old traveller when I fell in love with her only son; hardly mature enough to share tips and recipes when preparing the traditional Sunday lunch of lasagne and roast chicken. Following an 18-year courtship, a marriage and two children, my Italian mother-in-law and I know each other very well and I am certain that it saddens her that after all our talking I have not instilled any Italian traditions into our little family. Especially now that it’s been revealed that the finer points of Italian culture elude her grandchildren on occasion.

				My children, being half Australian, are well versed on the differences between a wallaby, a kangaroo and a joey. They also know how to recognise a hammerhead, a grey nurse and a white pointer shark. But, as discovered at a recent party, when my four-year-old son became hysterical and ran away from La Befana – the ugly old woman (basically a double for a witch) who brings Italian children sweets on 6 January – they are not clear on Italian fables. While he screamed in terror and bolted one way, all the other Italian children surged toward La Befana with joyous smiles on their faces. Nonna watched the scene in horror and realised that her grandson had never been fully and properly informed about the craggy hag that delivers candy at Epiphany. Obviously his education in Italian culture had been sorely neglected. But, as an Australian, I simply forget all about the Italian stuff and remember all the Aussie stuff.

				Still, just as I am not your classic Italian daughter-in-law, nor is our Nonna your typical Italian grandma. She is blonde, blue eyed and honey skinned. She has also been married twice, a move that took great courage in a society where remarriage is at best discouraged (you’ll lose your dead husband’s pension), at worst deeply frowned upon (how could she be so shallow?). Widowed shortly before the birth of her first grandchild, Nonna fell in love with a Casentino farmer soon after the birth of her second grandchild. Within three years of my father-in-law’s death, Nonna had remarried, and relocated from her home in Florence to her new husband’s home only 10 kilometres from the farm where she was born. She’s been accused of abandoning her sisters and even her grandchildren. Nonna weathers the criticism by ignoring it... and by fluttering and twittering around her new husband like a brightly coloured lovebird.

				As for my lack of tutelage of her grandchildren, I make up for it by always listening to her talk. More and more Nonna tells stories about her family’s past, a subject I find truly fascinating. Whether it’s her own grandmother’s oft-repeated sayings or a dish created from an ancient family recipe, her family’s history and their memories never fail to draw me in. Perhaps she knows this and guesses that I’ll pass her tales on to her grandchildren.

				Such as at lunch the previous weekend at Zia’s (the name means aunty, as she is Nonna’s sister and best friend – well, she was before she hid the porcini), when Zia explained how all Italian pigs answer to the name of Nino. Call any pig Nino and it’ll come running, says Zia. Nonna and Zia were talking (funny about that) about how their mother came home one day to find Nino the pig on the terrace outside the kitchen door. Nino wouldn’t let their mother into the house, and she became so frightened all she could do was stand on the stairs all afternoon calling Nino. The impasse finally ended when Nino jumped off the three-metre-high terrace onto the ground and died. Various parts of Nino were salted or boiled or roasted that winter, staving off the seasonal Casentino cold weather hunger. Good old Nino, they say now.

				That day at Zia’s the talk rolled around to ‘the old days’, since the older Nonna and her sisters become, the more their conversation seems to turn towards their youth. Anything can prompt a memory, and somehow there is always a story on hand. One of the children dropped some food on the floor and tried to hide it by kicking it under the table. This made Nonna recollect how years ago all the men spat on the floor. Even in their own homes, they would hoick up their spit and aim it somewhere near their shoe. Then with the sole of their shoe they’d give the gob a good rub into the wooden floor. My husband can remember thinking as a child that spitting on the floor was a very sophisticated and mature thing to do. Except, after seeing his grandfather do it a hundred times, he tried to do it for the first time and was given uno scapaccione – a swat – across the back of his head.

				These days Zia and Nonna laugh and marvel at how times have changed since they were girls. So they should. How many generations can say that they were born in the medieval age and will die in the computer age? When they were growing up, the way of cooking, farming, housing, birthing and life had virtually remained unchanged for the last 500 years. As young girls the sisters stayed within the confines of their farm, knowing only their immediate neighbours. Their joys were Christmas or Easter lunches, religious parades or feasts. The celebrations were held during the day because there was no electricity; returning home at night became treacherous because they couldn’t see down the gravel paths that were their roads. They walked everywhere, or travelled on donkeys or by carts pulled by oxen. An exciting outing was a day at the village market or perhaps a dance four times a year. Every day and all day was work, and everyone did their measure for their size. The four-year-old’s job was to string the garlic or the mushrooms so that they could be hung and dried by the fire. Or to pick the seeds out of the tomatoes so they could be planted at spring for the summer crop. Little jobs for little hands. Every single member of the family contributed to the survival of the group.

				There is one story that perfectly describes how the current Italian grandparent has experienced such an enormous shift from the old way to the new. Many years ago Nonna and Zia were in the fields harvesting the wheat when a neighbour came running towards them calling, ‘I must show you this discovery. It’s amazing! Something you’ve never seen before!’ Everyone downed tools to see what the woman had brought. It was a white plastic shopping bag. They sat beside the woman and her bag, listening to how the baker had put her bread inside it. The baker said it was free, and that it would keep her bread and vegetables fresh for a long time. The women passed the plastic shopping bag around, truly fascinated by its feel and potential usefulness. My mother-in-law says of all the changes in her life that bag marked the beginning of the modern times for her. She says nothing has ever been the same since that moment in the fields.

				So though Nonna may sometimes yearn for an Italian daughter-in-law, even feel there are moments when she would relate to one better than an Australian daughter-in-law, I know in my heart that there are few Italian women who would treasure her stories the way I do. They are jewels in this age of computers, cell phones and international travel. Her yarns tell us so much about who the Italians were and why they have become who they are.

				When it comes to passing on Italian fables to my children, that is so not ever going to happen. Wallabies and white pointers will always be my strength. In the meantime, Nonna giggles and shakes her head in amazement when she sees her stories in my books. Then she says, ‘So, should I use the white or purple onions in the tomato sauce for lunch?’ Some things will never change.
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				Chapter 9 – Vignette

				‘Everything else in Italy’: A journalist in Rome

				Desmond O’Grady

				Melbourne-born Desmond O’Grady, author of 14 books of fiction and non-fiction, writes from Rome for The Sydney Morning Herald, The Age and other publications, including some in the United States and Italy. He examined Italo-Australian connections in his Correggio Jones and the Runaways (1995). An Italian edition of Stages of the Revolution (2004), his biography of the Eureka Stockade’s Raffaello Carboni, was published in Italy in 2008 as Raffaello Carboni, garibaldino d’Australia (Roma, Istituto Poligrafico e Zecca dello Stato). He has lectured in universities in Australia, Europe and the United States. According to historian and author Robert Pascoe, ‘Desmond O’Grady has had more influence than any other person in shaping Australian images of contemporary Italy’.

				I did not plan to live in Italy. After Melbourne University I set out with a friend, Jim Griffin, to see the world. Naples was our first European port-of-call. To every remark made to me I replied with the only two Italian words I could string together: ‘poco dopo’ – ‘a bit later’. I was impressed with the vivid street life, particularly in the Spanish quarter. All life was lived in the streets, partly because the apartments were so small. Everything was mixed with everything else, according to the spaghetti principle. There was little division between the public and the private. Later I was to find there was no Italian word for privacy. I had a spurt of religious chauvinism when I attracted hostile stares and comments while attending mass at Naples Cathedral wearing shorts. My reaction was that I was just as much a Catholic as the Neapolitans, if not more so. This experience introduced me to the jealously guarded religious customs of Italy; a land where, as Martin Boyd (1958) wrote perceptively in Much Else in Italy, the Christian God has redeemed the pagan gods, whereas the spiritual world has been destroyed wherever puritans and materialists rule the roost.

				While waiting to hitch a ride to Rome, I was edified by the comments of a Neapolitan, sitting in front of his apartment block, when we discussed the wartime German occupation in a melange of languages. He was forgiving and broad-minded: it was all ‘war is war’, ‘exceptional circumstances’, ‘the Germans were under pressure’. But when he talked about his English mother-in-law who was living with him, this man became so vitriolic that it seemed she was worse than the Gestapo. This was a fine example of the particular having prime importance for Italians. In Rome I found work and a Roman wife. We married two years after my arrival, and returned to live in Australia where I entered journalism. I became foreign editor of The Bulletin‚ then Douglas Stewart’s successor as its literary editor. After five years, for family reasons, we returned to Rome where I have lived since, writing for a crust and returning to Australia whenever I get a chance – which usually means an invitation for a launch of one of my books, or to give lectures.

				Fast forward to the present. First impressions of Italy may be clear-cut, and those who follow from afar can make firm judgments about the country. But the longer one lives in Italy, the less assured the observer becomes. As they say in Sicily, those who seek truth are presumptuous. It is not that the facts are hidden, it is the context and connections which are often obscure. As John Cheever (1958) described splendidly in his story ‘The bella lingua’, all arrangements are so complicated that lucidity and scepticism give way when we try to follow the description of a scene in court, the negotiation of a lease, a lunch or anything else. Each fact or detail breeds more questions than it answers, and in the end we lose sight of the truth, as we were meant to. Here comes Cardinal Micara with the True Finger of the Doubting Thomas – that much is clear – but is the man behind us in church asleep or dead, and what are all the elephants doing in Piazza Venezia?

				I arrived in Italy when the economic boom was getting underway. The country was being transformed from one that was largely agricultural, and badly damaged by the Second World War, to one of the world’s major industrial economies. Now it is stagnant in many spheres, from the demographic to the economic. Some industries cannot compete in the international market, and little has been invested in research or innovation. It is not all gloom but there is a feeling that the stuffing has fallen out of Italy quite recently, and at surprising speed. The only consolation is that there is a sharp awareness now that prospects are anything but rosy. Not all the blame lies with Silvio Berlusconi, but the hope that as prime minister he would bring Italy the success he enjoyed as a businessman, and as president of the Milan soccer club, has been disappointed. Italy has woken late to the effects of globalisation. Many of its smaller firms have no hope against similar firms in China and India which pay a fiftieth of Italian salaries. While it was on a Cold War frontier, Italy drew support from both the United States and the Soviet Union; that has ended now, and industries for which it was more important to receive political support than to strive to create better products have been left gasping, while the remittances from millions of its emigrants no longer arrive.

				Such is the kind of assessment you can find in newspapers but I am more interested in deeper currents. I fear that the religious-based culture Martin Boyd appreciated is sliding from the sensuous to the hedonistic, while civil culture is being undermined because people are increasingly treated as consumers rather than citizens. Italy has become the land of the trendy: what is new is true. Much of Italian public life now is tacky. A sense of community is eroded by the tendency to view everything in political terms, and by a delight in setting people in opposition to one another, which may add spice to life but means that there is no acknowledgement of a common ground. The witless polemics which mark much of Italian public life are a reminder of the Florence described by Dante: sometimes I think that if southern Italy had remained of the Byzantine rite, it could be another Balkans.

				Does anyone care? Italy attracts less interest than, say, 30 years ago, when it boasted artistic figures such as Federico Fellini and Eugenio Montale, and an industrialist such as Gianni Agnelli, while possessing notorious underworld bosses such as Toto Riina. There are fewer such figures today and, at the same time, Australian newspapers have less space for analytical articles. These days the Australian press seems to want frothy pieces about Italy – something warm and human – but does not regard the country as interesting, as well it might, on the grounds that it is grappling with the problems of modernity in its own way.

				At times contemporary Italy seems uncertain of its identity, almost bent on collective suicide, and shaky about what constitutes the essentials of a human society. Compared to those of Australia, I find Italian institutions such as the political system, the magistrature and education amazingly shaky. Political considerations have led to magistrates becoming protagonists, while trials are so cumbersome that justice is rarely seen to be done, and laws and regulations often verge on the ridiculous. Most countries ask arriving air travellers to fill in a disembarkation card. This is not the case for Italy, and yet new arrivals are obliged to report to the police within eight days to request a permit to stay in the country. In Italy, it is said, nothing is planned and nothing decided. One of the unplanned aspects is the continual arrival of large numbers of illegal immigrants. Little attention is paid to these arrivals. Some are sent back to their country of origin; many are accommodated in temporary centres. Eventually, however, it seems that most such immigrants are absorbed into local society. Is the Italian lack of planning in this matter preferable to the rigidities evident in the Australian treatment of the Tampa refugees? I do not have the answer. To have clear ideas about Italy, one has to see it briefly, or from afar.
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				Part three: Artists

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 10

			

			
				Australian artists in Italy: Residencies and residents

				Judith Blackall

				Judith Blackall is Head of Artistic Programs at the Museum of Contemporary Art (MCA) in Sydney. She works on MCA exhibitions, off-site and touring projects, collection development and education programs. Among the exhibitions she has curated is Arte Povera: Art from Italy 1967–2002, a collaboration with the Castello di Rivoli Museo d’Arte Contemporanea, Turin. Prior to joining the MCA in 1997, Blackall lived and worked in Italy for 15 years. She was coordinator of the Australia Council studio residencies at Il Paretaio until 1990. She has also worked in contemporary art galleries in Milan and Florence, the Museo Pecci in Prato, and was exhibition coordinator of the first Biennale di Firenze, Il tempo e la moda held in galleries and historic buildings throughout Florence from September to December 1996. The following year she travelled to New York with the principal exhibition Art/Fashion, which was presented at the Guggenheim Museum Soho.

				Australia’s artists have been journeying to Italy since at least the middle of the nineteenth century. Yet it was not until the 1960s that Italy became a significant place of longer-term residence and work. There are many contemporary Australian artists whose work has been variously influenced by Italy, its artistic heritage and its contemporary art scene. Rather than attempting a general survey, the present article presents a brief history of the project that became the Australia Council studio residency at Il Paretaio, and profiles four very different artists and a collaborative duo who currently live and work in Italy.

				The studio at Il Paretaio

				In the early 1970s, Arthur Boyd bought and restored a large, two-storey traditional farmhouse called Il Paretaio. Situated on the crest of a hill and surrounded by fields and olive groves, it is some five kilometres from the village of Palaia in the province of Pisa, Tuscany. An artist of much generosity, throughout his life Arthur Boyd encouraged and helped young artists, musicians, writers and actors. In 1977, for example, he offered the use of his Tuscan farmhouse to the young Australian sculptor and painter Joel Elenberg, who lived and worked at Il Paretaio for several months with his wife, Anna, and their young daughter, Zahava. Anna, today Director of Anna Schwartz Gallery in Melbourne, later described the experience:

				One evening, at dinner at Anne Purves’ Robin Boyd house in Kew with Arthur and Yvonne Boyd, Joel was lamenting the lack of a sculptural peer group in Australia – not to mention the difficulties of securing the stone he wished to begin carving and the appropriate tools and technology to set about it.

				Arthur immediately asked whether Joel might do him the favour of living in his uninhabited house in Tuscany, not far from the stone quarries of Carrara. After a few days in Rome en route, […] and the extraordinary achievement of buying a tiny Fiat (with the help of Australians John and Joan Drake who worked with the UN there) and finalising all the necessary documentation in one day, Joel installed himself at Casa Paretaio in the rolling, muscular hills of Toscana. He procured blocks of Carrara ordinario [common marble] and then the prized staturario [statuary marble], transported them to Palaia, and made his first serious pieces in the garden of Paretaio over the summer of 1977.

				Joel was able to establish very close working relationships with the great artisans at the sculpture studio SGF; these sustained him for the rest of the three remaining years of his life, and his work for much longer. Our little daughter attended the local asilo, pre-school, and learned to speak beautiful Italian.

				Friendships were established with people in the village. Often the art teacher, the butcher and others occupying the various social strata there would find themselves mingling at dinners and parties at the house. Many friends from Australia came to stay: Brett and Wendy Whiteley; Ross Phillips, a philosopher from La Trobe University; Louis Green, the historian from Monash University specialising in Lucca; and Gary Foley, the Aboriginal activist, were some. We introduced other Australian sculptors to the studios of Carrara: Akio Makigawa, Tony Pryor and Peter Schipperheyn.

				We had too little money to take advantage of the central heating in the house during winter, and slept on a mattress on the floor in front of the fire of the large downstairs room, previously used to accommodate the animals in the freezing Tuscan winter. We cooked the local game and chestnuts on the fire, and I learned the Tuscan practice of washing the unglazed terracotta floor tiles with milk to give them a lovely sheen. We installed a wire fence around the swimming pool to protect four-year-old Zahava, and bought rose seedlings from Pistoia. Today there is a 30-year-old rose hedge around the pool.

				It was a beautiful and precious time. The best of Joel’s works could not have been made without it.1

				It was as a young art student that I met Arthur Boyd and his wife Yvonne in Sydney in 1981. On learning of my aspirations as an artist, and of my interest in Italy, Arthur generously extended an invitation to stay at Il Paretaio. I suggested to him that we approach the Visual Arts Board of the Australia Council for the Arts, and thereby source support to establish a studio for Australian artists in residence at the farmhouse; my role would be that of project coordinator. Boyd and his family agreed to the suggestion. In late 1981, the Australia Council approved a grant for the establishment of a studio for artists as part of the Visual Arts Board artist-in-residence overseas program. As a result, the period 1982 to 1990 saw the Australia Council and Arthur Boyd working together to provide grants for Australian artists to live and work at Il Paretaio.

				The Australia Council was established as a statutory authority in 1975 under the Whitlam government; part of its agenda was to promote Australia’s cultural profile overseas. Among its early initiatives was the acquisition of spaces for creative Australians in a number of countries, in order to provide them with an opportunity to live and work overseas at relatively low cost. When Il Paretaio was established as a residency, the Council was already supporting studios for Australian artists in Italy: one in Venice; another in the village of Besozzo on Lago Maggiore, managed by expatriate sculptor Rod Dudley. These were in addition to studios in London, Berlin, New York and Paris. In the late 1980s, another residency in Italy was offered to visual artists at Verdaccio studios, near Castellina in Chianti, Siena. Subsequently, from 1992, the Literature Board of the Australia Council offered two six-month residencies each year at the B. R. Whiting library in Rome. The residency program at Il Paretaio ended in 1990 when Arthur Boyd and his family decided to spend more time in Italy themselves. Currently there are two studios in Italy supported by the Visual Arts Board – one each in Milan and Rome.2

				I arrived at Il Paretaio in February 1982 and the first recipient of a studio grant took up residence two months later. By 1990, 28 artists and one writer had spent periods of three or more months at Il Paretaio.3 If not all found their time in Tuscany important, many artists produced exciting new work, which they exhibited in Italy,4 or showed on their return to Australia. Sydney artist Janet Laurence arrived at the studio during the first autumn in 1982 and embraced the opportunity with characteristic enthusiasm, exploring the Tuscan countryside and local village life. She ‘rugged up’ and ‘buckled down’ as it were, working with sheets of handmade paper from the Magnani paper mill in nearby Pescia. Perceiving the veils that shroud the landscape in winter – the layers of history and memory she felt were recorded in every stone – Laurence collaged organic and readily found materials gathered from the immediate environment, from the forested hills and valleys surrounding the house, or from the locals such as the shepherd who each day brought his sheep around the house to graze. She produced works which she exhibited in Italy and, in the following year, they were brought together for exhibitions in Adelaide and Melbourne.5

				Offering extraordinary views from every window, the studios at Il Paretaio were sparsely furnished with little more than a large work table and tall walls for pinning sheets of paper or canvas onto. Lacking central heating, in winter the airy spaces could be cold, but generally the spaciousness of the house allowed artists to open up, experiment and explore. The best results usually occurred when artists slowed down and approached their Paretaio residency with a degree of flexibility, taking time to discover the local towns; the countryside; the galleries and museums in Florence, Volterra, Siena or further afield. In this way they could absorb and enjoy the unique experience, and develop their ideas by sketching and experimentation, rather than seeking to realise grand, complete, new works.

				Artist Domenico De Clario was born in Trieste and immigrated to Australia with his parents when he was nine years old. He has always felt a sense of displacement, and returning to Italy has invariably aroused mixed emotions, a struggle of cultures. Arriving at Il Paretaio with his young family in the spring of 1984 granted De Clario an opportunity to settle for three months and enjoy the season in the Tuscan countryside. The extraordinary light, the sensuality of everyday life and the spaciousness of the house were conducive to an engagement with painting again; he produced a body of large and vibrant paintings. A native Italian speaker, he made enduring friendships in the local community and for a season played as part of the village football team. These days De Clario affirms that the people, the countryside and the proximity of Florence and other cities were extremely stimulating. It was an experience that ‘awakened me to the specificity of the culture I had abandoned, or was forced to abandon in order to survive’ – an experience that has remained with him since.6

				Rosslynd Piggott occupied a studio at Il Paretaio in autumn 1987. She remembers her time there as an extremely happy and productive experience, both personally and professionally. She says, ‘At the time l was very interested in Piero della Francesca and other painters from the early Renaissance through to the Quattrocento – Cimabue, Giotto, Simone Martini, Fra Angelico [...]. To be living in such a beautiful and complete environment – somewhat similar to occupying a landscape of many of these paintings – and then to be able to travel a short distance […] to see these works in situ was like aesthetic heaven to me.’7

				As coordinator of the residency project at Il Paretaio, I considered that my task extended beyond looking after the artists-in-residence, to include cultivating contacts between Australian and Italian artists; making Australian art and artists better known in Italy, and furthering opportunities for the exhibition of Australian art in Italy. I made contact with a group of artists associated with a non-profit, artist-run space in Florence called ZONA, and in mid 1983 we presented an exhibition of Australian artists there, titled A.U.S.T.R.A.L.I.A. Later that year, also at ZONA, we organised a series of screenings of independent Super 8 films with Sydney artist and filmmaker Mark Titmarsh. In 1985 a more ambitious selection of work by contemporary Australian artists in Venice was shown at the Fondazione Bevilacqua La Masa, in an exhibition called Isolaustralia. This exhibition included works by Tony Clark; Juan Davila; Domenico De Clario; Bill Henson; Janet Laurence; John Nixon and Jenny Watson. Both the prominent Italian critic and curator Achille Bonito Oliva, and the young Australian critic Paul Taylor, contributed to the catalogue of this exhibition.

				Through my nine years at Il Paretaio, I had become closely involved with a European network of artists and curators, and was keen to stay in Italy. I worked in two contemporary art galleries, one in Milan and another in Florence, and in 1993 joined the Centre for Contemporary Art/Museo Pecci in Prato. In 1996 I joined the organisation of the first international Biennale of Florence, Art/Fashion. As exhibition coordinator I worked with the artistic directors Germano Celant, Luigi Settembrini and Ingrid Sischy on a major exhibition presented at Forte di Belvedere above Florence, which afterwards travelled to the Guggenheim Museum SoHo (New York). After 15 years working in Italy, in 1997 I moved back to Australia, to take up a position in exhibition management at Sydney’s Museum of Contemporary Art. To this position I brought the professional networks and the knowledge of the Italian contemporary art world developed during my many years of involvement with European and Italian artists, curators and critics. The cultural intersection that can occur between contemporary artists in Australia and Italy is ongoing.

				* * *

				The reasons why certain Australian artists have chosen to live and work in Italy rather than Australia are rarely straightforward and invariably personal; therefore, generalisation is problematic. Beyond their Australian nationality, and the frequent travelling they undertake for their work, it can be observed that the artists have little in common with each other. They move in separate circles and rarely cross paths professionally. I have chosen to identify a group of very different artists who currently, and variously, live and work in Italy: Jeffrey Smart; Stephen Roach; Tony Clark, and the collective A Constructed World (ACW) that comprises two artists, Jacqueline Riva and Geoff Lowe.

				Jeffrey Smart

				Jeffrey Smart is widely acclaimed as one of Australia’s greatest living painters. In writing about him for the present context, I wish to acknowledge the work of Barry Pearce, Curator of Australian Art at the Art Gallery of New South Wales, and author of a well-written and insightful monograph on Smart.8 Pearce describes Smart’s enjoyment of his life of over 30 years at his home – Posticcia Nuova near Pieve a Presciano, not far from Arezzo – and how the painter is ‘drawn by qualities both spiritual and material [...] the simple pleasures of the landscape, the food and proximity to the highest measures of European culture’. He describes ‘the constant reminder of a profound tradition of art, sublime landscapes of antiquity that defy a modernist reading […] and a social network that must be managed, year in, year out through the seasons.’ But ‘the epicentre of Smart’s existence is his studio. Ultimately all the pleasures and intrigues of these distractions are secondary to the routine he has established there, at the hub of his practice as a painter’ (Pearce 2005, 11–23).

				According to Pearce, Jeffrey Smart could not have found a better environment to inspire his practice than that at Posticcia Nuova – close to the masterpieces of Piero della Francesca, whose meticulous realism has been a point of reference for the artist. It is perhaps more accurate to cite Piero as a reassurance for Smart, as distinct from an influence. The subject of La Baracca (2003) is found near Smart’s home on the road to Arezzo. It is an abandoned shack; the artist was interested in the old Volkswagen stored there. He first made a drawing at the site, and then a watercolour, as he does for many of his paintings. When reflecting on the process of painting La Baracca, Smart has noted that the latitude as well as the time of day are vital for his work; also that he always prefers a side light, that of early morning or late afternoon. He says he favours Italy ‘because usually it is not a windy country’; he favours winter light when it is ‘clear and not hazy’. Through preliminary studies Smart can examine those aspects of a subject that first engaged him, and work them into his canvases (Pearce 2005, 7).


				Stephen Roach

				A photographic artist who has been living and working in Italy for more than 25 years, Stephen Roach grew up in Sydney in the 1950s and 1960s, and began to exhibit his photography as early as 1978. In 1979 he left Australia to live in Japan, and then The Netherlands. Finally in 1982 he moved to Milan, where he worked from a studio located in the very centre of the city, on the seventh floor of a building overlooking the Galleria Vittorio Emanuele II.

				Stephen Roach married Fabrizia Baldeserra; they now have two teenage daughters. He lives and works in the countryside near Castellina in Chianti, and recently dug his roots into the Tuscan subsoil by investing in, and renovating, a sixteenth-century stone farmhouse with a tower. The family moved from Milan to the Chianti region in 1987. Roach notes that the move to the country with a young family was tough; that it took him several years to successfully bring the experience into his artwork. He set up his studio in an old stone barn without heating, and at times it was so cold, and he needed to wear so many layers of clothing, that he could not bend his arms to work.

				Stephen Roach has always presented his photographic work in series that he prefers to develop slowly, sometimes taking years to complete. His approach is open and easy-going yet thorough; he explores themes and subjects in everyday life, always strongly felt, that relate to his personal situation. The people photographed have invariably been friends or family. His work includes elements from the sensuous to the psychological; from beauty to disquietude; from narrative to cinema; from dream and enchantment to the totally ordinary. Often he juxtaposes two or three contrasting images within the same frame – such as a detail of a fresco contrasting with a clear sky taken through an archway – thus bringing into correspondence themes of culture versus nature, interior and exterior, high and low.

				Commissioned projects also formed part of Stephen Roach’s body of work. In 1999, for example, he was invited to work in an area between Caserta and Naples where beautiful historic villas have been left in a state of abandonment. The villas are threatened with destruction because of housing redevelopment, which is often linked to underworld land deals. Roach’s series of 15 works, Baroccocontinuo (1999), and an exhibition, set out to raise awareness of the magnificent legacy at stake. Dronero (2001) is another project commissioned by an arts organisation in Piedmont. Roach photographed the small baroque city of Dronero, his series of 20 photographs being shown as part of a series of exhibitions called Landscapes/Paesaggi.9

				Tony Clark

				Tony Clark is an Australian painter who has lived for much of his life in Italy. He grew up in Rome’s outer suburb of EUR and attended school in Rome. We first met in 1984, when Clark was working on a series of paintings titled Sacro-Idyllic landscapes, which feature classical temples located in imagined landscapes. Painted in browns, pinks and blues, the landscapes are reminiscent of neoclassical scenes in Europe. Over a career spanning nearly three decades, Clark has exhibited widely in Australia and Europe. A major retrospective exhibition of his work, Tony Clark – Public and Private Paintings 1982–1998, was held at Melbourne’s Museum of Modern Art at Heide in 1998, and his work was included in Documenta IX in 1992 and the 1995 Australian Perspecta.

				In 1999 Tony Clark purchased a house just a three-minute walk from the cathedral, in the heart of Syracuse, on the island of Ortygia. He first visited Sicily in 1975 and has spent part of each year there since 1996. According to Clark, Syracuse has had a distinctive influence on his work, especially because ‘the upside of being relatively isolated is that you are less inhibited about your work, you are less “answerable” to anyone or any perceived “spirit of the times”’.10 He adds that ‘in Siracusa you can choose the zeit of your geist, and at present I am happy for that to be around 1693, the time of the earthquake that devastated Southern Sicily.’ For Clark, the broader experience of Sicily has been a very positive and stimulating encounter. Although Syracuse has been described as ‘the New York of the ancient world’, it is now a small Sicilian city making the transition from quaint baroque relic to full-blown resort. Clark says it is the ‘historical’ town par excellence and its citizens live that history in daily and domestic life. For over 2000 years there has been a house on the spot where he now lives.11

				Tony Clark chooses his subjects from a broad range of art history; from so-called ‘low’ genres such as the decorative arts, and the imagery of popular cult figures – including his friend Nick Cave – to the ‘higher’ genre of formal portraiture, exemplified by his portrait Peter Porter (2004).

				The portrait of Peter Porter was commissioned by the National Portrait Gallery in Canberra, which was actively seeking to work with artists who were not necessarily associated with portraiture. Tony Clark was very keen to pursue his recent interest in the genre – he had begun with a portrait of King Charles I. He says:

				Rather than choosing a personality I thought at the time that I would choose from a range of occupations – as found in ancient Roman portraiture – occupations such as philosopher, boxer, actor [...] and poet. So Andrew Sayers, Magda Keaney and I settled on the poet Peter Porter. He agreed, and we met in his flat in London and we talked a lot. I really liked him, especially for the fact that having left Australia 50 years ago he still hadn’t quite ‘got over it!’ He was great. I did some sketches, which were not very useful; took some photos which were ok, and went off and painted the picture.12

				Clark has mentioned that on a formal level the portrait relates to his Jasperware series, images intended as representations of hypothetical sculptures. The portrait of Peter Porter and those he has done since, including self-portraits, are intended to connect with the tradition of the decorative architectural mask. The colour scheme is comprised of the pink, blue, raw sienna and black that the artist has used exclusively since 2002.13

				Clark travels a great deal, preferring to work unattached, unencumbered. He spends several months of the year in Syracuse, alternating time in Germany or London with visits to Australia.

				A Constructed World

				A Constructed World(ACW) is a collaboration between two Australian artists, Jacqueline Riva and Geoff Lowe, who made their base in Turin in 2003. When the artists arrived in Turin they had no contacts, and knew no-one. Moreover, they found a dearth of artist-run spaces. They worked from their apartment, and, together with curator Charlotte Laubard, initiated a series of events – meetings with interaction and performance – which they ironically titled More Fools in Town (MFIT). The artists describe MFIT as an impulsive, low-tech, hi-energy project that seeks a wider audience. So far they have organised six editions of this work, bringing together work by artists from Australia, China, USA, Italy, France and UK. The idea is to have an artist from afar – from Australia, or China, for instance – exhibiting with someone from much closer to their home – Milan or Turin. MFIT provides an opportunity to invite and meet other artists and people to ‘explore informality together with strangers’.14

				Since 2003 the artists comprising ACW have attracted an astonishing amount of critical attention in Italy, and they continue to be very active there. Their work has been represented in exhibitions such as the Emergency Biennale  (touring 2005–07), Tirana Biennale (2003) – for which the artists of ACW were chosen to represent Italy – and in On Air: video in onda dall’Italia organised in 2004 at the Galleria Comunale d’Arte Contemporanea di Monfalcone, an exhibition which also toured. Earlier on they participated in Arte all’Arte organised by Galleria Continua in San Gimignano (2000). They have held two solo shows at Careof space in Milan, two at Centro per arte Isola, Milan, and have been included in exhibitions in Turin, in Bologna, and in the municipality of Berchidda, Sardegna. In 2007 they presented an exhibition at N.O. Gallery curated by Ilaria Bonacossa, held in four private apartments around Milan. Together with the apartment hosts, they selected the works, performances and events, collectively entitled Schifanoia. In 2007 they held a major solo show at the Australian Centre for Contemporary Art in Melbourne. Their work was selected for inclusion in the exhibition Green Washing at the Fondazione Sandretto Re Rebaudengo in Turin in February 2008 and as a major project at CAPC Musée d’Art Contemporain de Bordeaux in August 2008.

				The practice of Jacqueline Riva and Geoff Lowe thrives on energetic collaboration and participation; on working with one another, and with other artists, situations and contexts. It can take the form of live events – such as performances and live or online discussions – as well as painting, video, drawing and interactive artwork. Riva and Lowe have also facilitated and presented workshops and laboratories at Bergamo’s Cararra Academy, and, in Turin, at the Academia Albertina, and the Fondazione Sandretto Re Rebaudengo. Inviting communication and connection around the world, the artists build and manage websites and blogspots. SPEECH web magazine is another ongoing project encompassed by ACW. Since 2005 this forum has been publishing reviews, interviews, texts and comments, enthusiastically seeking contributions and widespread engagement.

				Jacqueline Riva and Geoff Lowe declare that no matter how long they remain in Italy, they continue to be called ‘gli australiani’ – ‘the Australians’. They find that it has been an interesting part of their research, consciousness and practice to live tra and fra – among and between – different worlds. They enjoy the openness and warmth with which they and their work have been received; the art world they move in has consistently welcomed them. Though more recently they have been working intermittently in Paris, they continue to consider Turin to be a home base.

				Endnotes

				1	Anna Schwartz, email correspondence with the author, October 2007.

				2	Further information on international studios can be found on the website of the Australia Council for the Arts, http://www.ozco.gov.au.

				3	Recipients of Visual Arts Board artist-in-residence grants for Il Paretaio were as follows. In 1982, Graham Blondel; Jutta Feddersen; Janet Laurence. In 1983, Pollyxenia Joannou; Mary Moore and Ted Snell; Janine Burke, Elizabeth Gower and John Neeson. In 1984, Domenico De Clario; Augustine Dall’Ava and Anthony Pryor. In 1985, Jonathan Cockburn; Ann Thomson. In 1986, Janenne Eaton. In 1987, Angela Cavalieri; Clive Murray-White; Rosslynd Piggot. In 1988, Craig Gough; Heather Durrough; Anton Hassell and Georgina Hilditch. In 1989, Stephen Birch; Jillian Kempson; Stephanie Valentin. In 1990, Andrew Wright-Smith; Tony Clark, Michael Graf and Joanne Ritson.

				4	For example, the work of Janet Laurence was exhibited in a group show at Galleria Schema (Florence) in 1983; Domenico De Clario held a solo show at Galleria Lillo, Mestre (Venice) in May 1984; Augustine Dall’Ava and Tony Pryor exhibited Due Scultori Australiani at Galleria Schema from late 1984 to early 1985; Domenico De Clario performed a sound work during Oh, De Pisis! – a group exhibition held at Il Paretaio in the summer of 1985 that included works by international and Italian artists. Works by Tony Clark, Janenne Eaton and Janet Laurence were exhibited in Milan for Arte Fiera 1986 in Tutti Frutti, a project featuring Australian and Italian artists and designers.

				5	Janet Laurence presented two solo shows in 1983 following her residency at Il Paretaio: Toiana at South Australia’s Adelaide Festival Gallery, and The Madonna in the Stone has a Memory at Melbourne University Gallery. For further information, see http://www.ShermanGalleries.com.au.

				6	Domenico De Clario, email correspondence with the author, 23 January 2008.

				7	Rosslynd Piggott, email correspondence with the author, 22 January 2008.

				8	See Pearce (2005), which was published on the occasion of a major exhibition of work by Jeffrey Smart held at the Art Gallery of New South Wales, Sydney, from 25 September to 15 December 2005.

				9	For further information and images see http://www.stephenroach.com.

				10	Tony Clark, email correspondence with the author, September 2005.

				11	Tony Clark, email correspondence with the author, September 2005.

				12	Tony Clark, email correspondence with the author, 24 November 2007.

				13	Tony Clark, email correspondence with the author, 24 November 2007.

				14	Jacqueline Riva and Geoff Lowe (ACW), email correspondence with the author, between September 2005 and November 2007.

				References

				A Constructed World. [Jacqueline Riva + Geoff Lowe]. 2004. ‘More fools in town’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://mfit.blogspot.com/.

				A Constructed World. [Jacqueline Riva + Geoff Lowe]. 2005. ‘SPEECH: A site for reviews interviews, projects and your comments’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://speech2012.blogspot.com.

				A Constructed World. [Jacqueline Riva + Geoff Lowe]. 2007. ‘aconstructedworld’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://www.aconstructedworld.com.

				Andrea Meislin Gallery. 2007. ‘Stephen Roach’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://www.andreameislin.com/index.php?mode=artists&object_id=88.

				Art Gallery of New South Wales. 2007. ‘Australian Art. Paintings. Jeffrey Smart’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://collection.artgallery.nsw.gov.au/collection/search.do?field-1=user_sym_42&keyword-1=Jeffrey+Smart&sort=user_sym_34&bool-1=AND&field-0=user_sym_41&value-0=2&dept=australian%2Fpaintings&search=australian%2Fpaintings%2Fsearch.

				Australian Galleries. 2007. ‘Jeffrey Smart’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://www.australiangalleries.com.au/ag/artist/jeffrey_smart/.

				Conny Dietzschold Gallery. 2007. ‘Stephen Roach’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://www.artnet.com/Galleries/Artists_detail.asp?G=&gid=310&which=&aid=162327&ViewArtistBy=online&rta=http://www.artnet.com.

				Pearce, Barry. 2005. Jeffrey Smart. Sydney: The Beagle Press.

				Roach, Stephen. 2007. ‘Stephen Roach photo/graphy’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://www.stephenroach.com.

				Roslyn Oxley9 Gallery. 2007. ‘Tony Clark artist profile’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://www.roslynoxley9.com.au/artists/9/Tony_Clark/profile/.

				Seippel Gallery Köln. 2007. ‘Tony Clark’. Accessed September–November 2007. Available from: http://www.seippel.eu/cologne/clark.php.

				
                
			


  
  			
				
  				    [image: ]
                    

             

			
                Figure 10.1: Jeffrey Smart, La Baracca (2003)

				Watercolour, 27.5 x 38cm.

				Private collection

				© Jeffrey Smart
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                Figure 10.2: Stephen Roach, Float (2005)

				C type digital print (edition of 10), circa 50 x 140cm.

				Collection of Peter Klein, Germany

				© Stephen Roach
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				Figure 10.3: Tony Clark, Peter Porter (2004)

				Synthetic polymer paint and permanent marker on canvas.

				National Portrait Gallery, Canberra. Purchased with funds from the Basil Bressler Bequest 2004.

				© National Portrait Gallery, Canberra
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				Figure 10.4: A Constructed World (Jacqueline Riva + Geoff Lowe), Come Vuoi (2004)

				Installation, part of the exhibition Campo Neutro #1 (curated by Roberto Pinto), Assab One, Milan.

				© A Constructed World (Jacqueline Riva + Geoff Lowe)
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				Figure 10.5: A Constructed World (Jacqueline Riva + Geoff Lowe),  Leviathan (2006)

				Still from a dvd loop, shown in Increase Your Uncertainty, Australian Centre for  Contemporary Art, Melbourne, also Schifanoia N.O. Gallery, and private venues, 

				Milan 2007.

				© A Constructed World (Jacqueline Riva + Geoff Lowe)
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				Chapter 11

			

			
				Donald Friend: An Australian artist’s affair with Italy

				Ian Britain

				Ian Britain is a senior research associate of the School of Historical Studies at The University of Melbourne. He is the author of Fabianism and Culture: A Study in British Socialism and the Arts 1884–1918 (1982, republished 2005) and Once an Australian: Journeys with Barry Humphries, Clive James, Germaine Greer and Robert Hughes (1997). With Brenda Niall he co-edited The Oxford Book of Australian Schooldays (1997). He edited the literary journal Meanjin between 2001 and 2008. Currently he is researching and writing a biography of Donald Friend, following Friend’s footsteps in Italy and Asia.

				‘All I want is love, sex, money’, Donald Friend announced in his diary during a visit to Italy in 1950, when he was nearing his 35th birthday.1 For dauntless cheek, you may think, as well as ruthless simplicity, this is beaten only by the Beatles’ refrain a decade or so later: ‘Money, that’s what I want.’ At hardly any stage in his life did Friend ever want for money, sex or love. By the general measure of such things – if we take it, say, from Philip Larkin’s rueful belief that ‘sexual intercourse began in 1963’, just before ‘the Beatles’ first LP’ – Friend was extraordinarily privileged for his time, and enviably precocious.

				Of the youthful Donald, at least, it would be hard to surpass, in succinctness and accuracy, Jane Austen’s famous description of her 20-year-old Regency diva, Emma Woodhouse: ‘handsome, clever and rich, with a comfortable home and happy disposition’. So the description kicks off, though the real, subtle kick is in the words that immediately follow: ‘seemed to unite some of the best blessings of existence’. Seemed…? Some…?

				On the verge of middle age at the time of his European travels in the early 1950s, Friend may have recognised himself all too well in this ambiguous description. Here he is in London at the end of 1952: ‘I spent the evening alone at home, feeling a bit blue, and reading Jane Austen, which is not my favourite occupation’2 – perhaps because it made him bluer, though it’s interesting that he persists enough to call it an occupation.

				The more endowed we are with nature’s, or culture’s, blessings, the more precarious they may appear to us, especially as we age, and the more unappeasable our hunger for them may become. Friend was the scion of a gilded caste in twentieth-century Australia but his experiences as an adolescent of the 1930s Depression – relatively limited as his exposure to this was – taught him not to trust in the security or stability of this world. He was the second of four children born to a prosperous grazier father and a highly cultivated socialite mother. His father ran two large properties in rural New South Wales, while his mother, who hailed from a dynasty of fine art auctioneers in Sydney, presided over a salon of musicians, singers and others of an aesthetic bent at her spacious, stylish flat in Double Bay. The flat had to be given up in 1931 (Donald’s mother was threatened with insolvency) and Donald was taken out of his current school, Sydney Grammar (he’d earlier been at Cranbrook and Tudor House), and packed off with his brothers to one of the family properties, Glendon, near Moree.

				‘The end of the rich pampered life,’ he labelled this period more than 50 years later,3 somewhat over-dramatising the situation, but faithfully registering the sense of sudden deprivation. At Glendon he was expected to join in the hard, ceaseless work of running the property, mustering and castrating sheep among other menial and domestic tasks that previously a team of servants and hired hands had performed. Some of these employees were retained, however, and his indulgent mother saw to it that Donald had a studio on the homestead, where he could retreat to paint and draw, carve, design fabrics and ruminate in the diary he’d begun keeping at Cranbrook a few years earlier.

				Following his sexual initiation with an alluring itinerant worker from Thailand – which threatened to cause a family crisis4 – he ran away from the property, with his mother’s complicity, and fetched up in northern Queensland and the Torres Straits Islands, where he lingered for a couple of years before coming back to Sydney to attend the classes of émigré artist Antonio Dattilo-Rubbo. It was the start of a pattern in Friend’s life that was soon to expand to a global, a truly ‘transnational’, scale: a pattern of escape and return, as one might sum it up, except that each of these components at every stage involved for him an advance in self-exploration or self-confrontation. They were never merely forms of escapism or retreat.

				You can see the resoluteness of this process from some of the earliest entries in Friend’s dairies, when he was just 14, and as the Depression was making its first visible dents in Australian daily life: ‘I have lately studied myself,’ hedeclared in September 1929, and ‘the reward of my studies is this – I am in a state of being gay, longing to leave this horrible political tangle of Australia’. A state of optimism, he means (there’s no conscious sexual connotation to these words; he wasn’t as precocious as that). A state of complacency, if not selfishness, may also be detectable; his obliviousness to the ‘tangle’ elsewhere in the world is certainly naive, if understandable in one so young and so cosseted up to that time. But that’s not to diminish the extraordinary steeliness and scale of his ambitions:

				I long to travel on the Continent, and meet the gaiety in Paris, of great and untalented persons. At other times I am greatly impressed by pure beauty […]. Each new phase leaves some small expression or trait in my soul […].

				Arthur Benjamin [the composer] […] proposed that I should journey to England with him! He shall introduce me, and I shall seriously take up painting and drawing of which I am so fond […]. Perhaps this day shall put an absolutely new light on my life.5

				In 1931, confined to Glendon and deprived of what aesthetic consolations Sydney life had once offered him, he observed: ‘Australia is a very beautiful country, and full of adventure. But it is not the land of an artist, no, not this uneducated and new land for me.’6 By the mid 1930s Donald was already on the way to realising his ambition and had moved to London. There he enrolled at the Westminster Art School, found a gallery for his works and publicly exhibited them for the first time in a group, then a solo, show. He also made his first forays on the Continent, fell in love with another alluring ‘exotic’ (this time a young Nigerian called Ladipo), travelled to West Africa, where he started drafting a book on rituals and arts of the Yoruba people, and then, following the outbreak of the Second World War, decided to come back home. His first one-man exhibition in Australia was held at the Macquarie Galleries in Sydney in 1942, just before he enlisted in the Australian Infantry Forces.

				No great success as a soldier, by his own confession, he nevertheless made those confessions the basis of his first success as a writer, with the publication of extracts from his wartime diaries in 1943, when he was still just 28. And his consummate talents as a figurative draughtsman were sufficiently recognised for him to be appointed an official war artist a couple of years later. In this capacity he served in New Guinea and parts of Indonesia in the last year of the war, significantly noting at one point, when based on Morotai in the Moluccas, how ‘all tropic islands are alike. The jungle is international.’7

				Beguiling as the tropics remained for him throughout his life, there’s a hint of ennui in that epithet ‘international’. (Friend would not have been a friend of the homogenising tendencies that we now call globalisation.) The transnational scale of his ambitions for himself, and the pattern of escape and return necessary to the self – necessary, that is, if the self were to be extended, properly fuelled and duly tested – were succinctly captured in a diary entry made a couple years earlier, while he was still doing his army training in Australia:

				Life’s not long enough to do all the things I want to. For immediate consideration after the war I want to do a lot of painting, publish the Disasters [his title, after Goya, for his wartime diaries], finish off my book on the Yoruba, spend a while in Tahiti. Then I must return to Africa. After that Europe, Spain, Greece, France. Then places like Cambodia and the Celebes. Then probably back here again to remind the world I’m alive, since there is no joy in creating unless one can be confirmed in what one has done by the approval of people who understand.8

				It’s a sign of his maturity that he can now accept Australia as an important token of ‘the world’, or at least of the world that matters to him as an artist.

				As it turned out, on being demobilised in 1946, Friend retained an attachment to the now legendary community of artists and bohemians at Merioola House in Sydney. However, his home town could not be expected to contain him for long stretches and, while offering him sufficient stimuli and challenges, it also contained too many of the world’s distractions. ‘The sooner I leave the better’, he confided in his diary at the end of August 1947. ‘Here I don’t work enough, or seriously enough. They are right, it seems, the people who say my work is frivolous. Certainly, it lacks depth.’9

				The creative self must be opened to scrutiny and challenge once again; so, after making an extended return visit to his friends in the Torres Strait Islands, Friend sought out a new horizon. He opted to settle in a former gold town, Hill End, near Bathurst in New South Wales with Donald Murray, his close friend and occasional lover for more than a decade. The comforts and challenges of a home in a new place, of a relatively stable relationship, and of burgeoning recognition in a profession of his choice, were not to be scorned; neither were they ever enough for Donald Friend. Within a couple of years, he’d left Australia again for Europe, and it was there and then we find him compiling that list of abiding ‘wants’ in his life: love, sex, money. If we read on, this turns out to be not quite as brutally definitive as he first avers – not quite ‘all’. In the next breath he supplements and elaborates on those basic items with: ‘Work and a good place in the country and friends. In other words, Attilio [his current beloved, of whom more later], painting, bank account, Hill End with Donald Murray’.10

				In one sense these may represent, if not pretty standard home thoughts from abroad, then the dilemmas of expatriates or transnationals everywhere: perpetually divided within, gnawingly conscious of missing someone, or some place, all of the time, wherever they are. Yet Friend was more than usually resourceful – for all that he claimed of his lack of resources – in mitigating any such dilemma and turning it to creative effect. Among past and present Australian expatriates it would seem difficult to name any that was more ‘transnational’ than he.11 There was that first, youthful foray in Europe; the Nigerian venture at the end of the 1930s, and his spells in New Guinea and Indonesia as war artist. Following his return visit to Europe in the early 1950s, a quickly hatched trip to Ceylon (as it then was) in 1957 turned into a five-year stay. Then there were jaunts in Africa, Europe, the Middle East and South East Asia in the mid 1960s that prefaced a decade-or-longer commitment to Bali. And all of these journeys were punctuated by long return trips to Australia, where he was also to return for the last decade of his life.

				Much of this travelling was done long before the jet age made global commuting a routine exercise. Friend turned himself into what we might call a serial expatriate, and as remarkable as the restlessness in him that his toings-and-froings reflects are the speed and ease with which he adapted himself to each destination. Well, more than just adapted. Clive James has recently saluted Friend’s generation of Australian artists and their capacity to submit to another country, another culture – ‘the big secret of learning anything’, as James contends.12 Friend, it needs to be added, was exceptional in this company for his multiple, and successive, ‘submissions’ – and perhaps, too, for the readiness and passion of his periodic ‘re-submissions’ to his homeland. Just as I’ve found little real evidence in him of the fear, shame, guilt or other forms of a tortured self-consciousness with which homosexual men of that generation are customarily associated, so I’ve found nothing in him of that ‘condition of Australian cultural self-hatred’, that ‘self-tortured relationship with the rest of the world’, by which a recent British reviewer of Peter Carey’s novels is still inclined to characterise the Australian sense of identity (Wood 2006).

				It’s become a bit of a cliché – cheap comfort for us lesser mortals – to point out those insecurities that lurk beneath the confident front of this or that celebrity. With Donald Friend, I’m interested, rather, in the inner core of confidence that lies beneath the vaunted anxieties and protested deprivations. What impelled and sustained his elaborate trajectories – this ceaseless, radiant embrace of the world?

				To answer such questions comprehensively would require a full-scale biography (on which I am only just embarking). But we can get a clear enough sense of his imperatives by focusing on the relatively, seemingly, brief period of Friend’s ‘submission’ to Italy after the end of the Second World War: relative, that is, to the length of time spent there by so many of his fellow Australians, artists or otherwise, and to his own protracted tarrying in Asian climes; seemingly, because the time he physically spent on Italian soil – I calculate this to be no more than about a year and a half, broken up and mainly spread over a four-year period between 1949 and 1953 – gives no idea of the pervasiveness of its allure for him, long after he left but also before he even arrived. It’s fitting, I think, that it should be this milieu, at what turned out to be the mid point of his life, which prompted his ruminations on what he most wanted out of life. It didn’t satisfy all those wants – for such a compulsive transnational no one country or culture could – but it did help crystallise for him (as it does for us) their range, complexity and interdependence.

				Friend’s initial, instinctive attraction to Italy can be traced back as far as his childhood and schooling in Sydney, and perhaps especially to his artistic apprenticeship under the charismatic Datillo-Rubbo. Bearing out another of Clive James’s generalisations about Australian expatriate artists, that they often ‘discovered Europe before [they] got there’ (James 1989, 37–38), Friend wrote in his diary on beholding Florence in 1949:

				It’s fantastically beautiful – every house, every street shows something admirable, something one has known about as long as one was conscious of art. I feel sick and lonely but at last a place that pours over me the richness of the civilisation I need.13

				The feeling of loneliness here alludes to other needs consonant with those basic ‘wants’ he articulated elsewhere; and in these departments of love and sex you could say that his engagement with Italy resulted in a kind of marriage that survived for many years after he left. Given the speedy and continuing succession of ‘infidelities’ on both sides, marriage may be too strong a word. But certainly, the intimacy he forged with the young Ischian fisherman and diver, Attilio Guarracino, on the second of his four visits to Italy, proved to be one of the most sustained (and sustaining) relationships of Friend’s life. Winning him away from fellow painter Jeffrey Smart, Friend managed to pack Guarracino off to Australia before he returned there himself. Many battles lay ahead in Australia, not so much with Smart as with Guarracino, whose main sexual interest was clearly in women, for all the emotional (and occasionally physical) generosity he could extend to his own sex. But – if often at a considerable geographical distance – Guarracino remained as attentive a friend of Friend’s as the latter’s own prickly personality allowed. Guarracino continues to live on in Australia, some several years after Friend’s death, and has just married for a third time.

				At Portofino, on the first of his postwar visits to Italy, Friend relished ‘the beauty of the place […] the coloured houses clustered round a tiny piazza […] and villas, bright pink set in gardens on the steep olive-covered slopes’. Yet, never one to idealise any place in Italy – even Florence, as it turned out – he was soon complaining that ‘This is too pretty and picturesque, too much of a decoration. And the people are simple, aloof […]. My thoughts cannot turn away from love and my need of love’.14 Yet once he had moved to Florence he soon found love, or thought he had, in the arms of young Rolando, who came to model for him: ‘a boy of seventeen, with a good figure’ as he described him.15 The second of his visits to Italy was dominated by his passion for Guarracino and the battle over this youth that he waged with Jeffrey Smart. On the third of his visits to Italy – with Guarracino now safely installed in Australia, though not entirely out of Smart’s orbit if we can believe Smart’s own version in his memoir (Smart 1996, 285–286; 303–304) – Friend allowed himself temporarily to fall for the charms of yet another young and obliging model, Rosario.

				Was this Friend’s real attraction to Italy, or, subsequently, to any foreign place far from the conventions and constrictions of his native land? Christopher Isherwood in his autobiography took mischievous pleasure in puncturing any exalted explanations for his own continental cavortings in the 1930s: ‘For Christopher’, he famously insisted, ‘Berlin meant boys’ (Isherwood 1977, 10). And of Donald Friend and his adventures in Italy in the 1950s one might easily (too easily) conclude the same, from various sorts of testimony, including some of his own.

				In the first flush of his passion for Guarracino, Friend reflects: ‘I am become a sentimental pederast.’16 (Hazardous, potentially inflammatory words in today’s moral climate, unmoved as it is by any appeal to the classical lineage of this disposition; so one needs to remember that when Friend first met him this ‘boy’ was an 18-year-old, and in Guarracino’s case an extraordinarily mature and savvy one.) It was a few days after this declaration that Friend made his more general confession: ‘All I want is love, sex, money.’ More than a decade and a half later, back in Australia, and when his passion for Guarracino (by now married to the first of his wives) had mellowed into a rich friendship, Friend found himself:

				[R]ather bogged down in a sort of contentment […]. One wonders, is one’s personal view of geography entirely coloured by sexual fantasies? I suppose so. The world outside one’s own particular location sometimes seems to promise to be one vast sodatic zone.17

				Our age’s now almost unconscious immersion in Freudian psychoanalytic theory, or its vulgarised forms, has encouraged us to view sexual impulses as somehow in conflict with, or at the bottom of, seemingly more ‘civilised’, cultural imperatives. No less an authority on Australian literary life in its cosmopolitan contexts than David Marr, the biographer of Patrick White, confidently pronounced on a television history of homosexuality in Australia that up to his own generation, at least, battalions of expatriate gays, from whatever walks of life, had left their homeland for no other reason than to assuage their sexual thirsts, for which they could be prosecuted if they stayed at home. Forget any cover story such as cultural enrichment. These pink-blooded Aussie blokes were checking out the rest of the world for ‘roots’ – Marr’s own word, and he didn’t mean the ancestral variety.18

				There’s probably a lot of truth in such pronouncements, which might also be applicable to these young men’s more red-blooded brothers or blue-stockinged sisters or whatever other brands of expat there’ve been. And, of course, it’s hard to be less than blunt on TV documentaries, or your point is missed. The beauty of a diary as a form of historical record is that you can be as blunt as you like or you need, but you also have the space for more leisured, more nuanced reflection, and for all manner of retrospective qualifications or corrections. These may not be truer than first impressions or spontaneously-made judgments but they complicate the picture in interesting and challenging ways. I recommend Donald Friend’s diaries of his brief encounter with Italy for its capacity, in so small a compass, to abet but also to challenge the notion that sexual urges underlie all other imperatives, including aesthetic ones. There are numerous passages in these diaries that suggest a much more complicated and dynamic interaction between the sexual and the aesthetic.

				You’ll remember how Friend immediately qualifies his basic wish-list of love, sex and money with other items: work, friends, Guarracino, painting, and so on. The drawing of the young Guarracino that adorns the jacket of the third volume of his published diaries is a testimony to the power of sex as an artistic muse – but may it not also suggest the power of an aesthetic object as a sexual turn-on? Friend’s observations on his other, more transient, Italian lovers suggests something of the same dialectic. Here he is cataloguing the charms of Rolando on just the second day that the boy came to model for him: ‘Good humour, and the largest member I have ever seen, which waggles when he coughs. I am tremendously pleased about it all – boy, waggle, drawings and every detail of my present life, the good life of the artist.’19 The focus of Rosario’s interest for Friend was located elsewhere on the boy’s body but the nature of the interest was similarly complex: ‘I am happy with Rosario, and enchanted with him. His face expresses the whole person – half innocent, yet savage, a little cunning, and not very intelligent, but extremely affectionate. And young enough (seventeen) to be bossed about a bit. And certainly perfect to draw.’20

				Prompted by reading Bernard Berenson’s Italian Painters of the Renaissance, and frustrated by its lack of any explanation for why artists do what they do, Friend was happy to supply his own: ‘Cock, cunt and spaghetti I think would cover the field’. A reversion, you might think, to the blunt, unillusioned fundamentalism of Christopher Isherwood, David Marr, and Friend himself in certain moods. Except for this teasing rider – that cock and cunt ‘provide the painter with the only means of comprehending his fellow beings from within’.21 There’s still the possibility that this is just a wry anatomical joke, but I think it’s also a reflection on his own motivations and on the difficulty, when observing these, of making any rigid divisions between the aesthetic and the sexual.

				Friend was apt to disdain artists in whom he could detect such divisions more clearly. Christopher, or his kind, were among them – not Isherwood as such, but his chief pal from the old Berlin days, W. H. Auden, who was living in Ischia with his American partner and fellow writer, Chester Kallman, around the time Friend arrived on the island. From Friend’s account, you might get the impression they’d just moved from one fleshpot to another: ‘God knows how these creatures write poetry: it would seem from their talk that they give themselves day and night without cease to promiscuous sex with the local boys and think of nothing else’.22

				However accurate or fair this may be as an account of the Auden ménage, what’s significant is the yearning it evinces in Friend for something more: an extra dimension to the wanderlust of the artist, though not just an optional add-on. Friend would be the last to condemn either wandering or lusting as long as he felt that each was somehow integrally combined with the development of the creative self. He once remarked in a filmed interview: ‘art’s not really a hobby, you know, that’s if you’re really going to be a painter. It’s the whole thing, it’s yourself, it’s self-recognition’.23 It would be tempting to say of him what his great friend, fellow painter, fellow wanderer and temporarily (very temporarily) bedfellow, Margaret Olley, said of herself in a recent interview: ‘Art was my big love affair’ (Hawley 2005). Except that in Friend’s case at least, that would still make too much of a separation between art and sexual love when, for him, at their best and truest they were inextricably fused. His sojourn in Italy provided him with some of those best and truest moments.

				Endnotes

				1	13 April 1950; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 70).

				2	23 December 1952; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 177).

				3	1 January 1983; see Friend (2001–2006b, IV, 577).

				4	See Friend (1994, 49–52; 57–61; 97).

				5	September 20 and 21 September 1929; see Friend (2001–2006a, 7–8).

				6	5 July 1931; see Friend (2001–2006a, 47).

				7	27 May 1945; see Friend (2001–2006b, II, 247).

				8	5 October 1943; see Friend (2001–2006a, 304–305).

				9	31 August 1947; see Friend (2001–2006b, II, 540).

				10	13 April 1950; see Friend (2001–2006b, II, 70).

				11	See, for example Britain (1997).

				12	Clive James, ‘How the Australian Painters Came Home’, lecture to The National Trust, Sydney, 27 June 2006; see James (2006) – that is, the shortened, published version of this lecture.

				13	3 June 1949; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 12).

				14	12 May 1949; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 9).

				15	22 June 1949; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 16).

				16	10 April 1950; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 70).

				17	28 October 1966; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 643).

				18	The television documentary is that written and directed by Con Anemogiannis, The Hidden History of Homosexual Australia, made in 2004, produced by Fortian Productions in association with SBS Independent.

				19	22 June 1949; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 16).

				20	14 March 1952; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 135).

				21	11 May 1952; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 141).

				22	10 January 1950; see Friend (2001–2006b, III, 51).

				23	Archive footage reproduced in ‘Artist Donald Friend’s original diaries on display’, The 7.30 Report, ABC TV, 14 November 2006.
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				Figure 11.1: Donald Friend, The Studio, Florence 1949 (1949)

				Ink and wash on paper. 30 x 47cms.

				Private collection

				© The owner
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				Drawing on Italian art
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				Entering through the Porto di Lido, the mail ship Orsova then made her way around the island before taking a right and sailing down the Canale della Giudecca. With the monastery of San Giorgio Maggiore to starboard, she negotiated the rush hour traffic that was criss-crossing the Bacino di San Marco and, as I recall, parked just one or two stops up from the Arsenale. On that early August morning in 1962 I was a cabin boy on my first trip to sea, and Venice was my first foreign port. Over the next few years I would return to Italy, though not to Venice. Naples became the regular port of call to take on our ship’s human cargo of immigrants bound for Australia.

				By the late 1970s I was both an artist and a teacher living and working in Australia, and Italy had become a place to be experienced only through libraries and art museums. During and immediately following art school, I was well aware of painting’s premature ‘death’ and had become intrigued by its first resurrection in the guise of New Figuration. By the 1980s, I was responding with enthusiasm to painting’s brief ‘return’, and had developed a curiosity about contemporary Italian art and the notion of Arte Cifra with its borrowings and symbolic encoding of objects, figures and signs. Continuing at the back of my mind, however, was the ongoing question of how not only painting, but also figurative narrative traditions within painting, could continue to engage the contemporary world.

				In September of 1999 I had the good fortune to return to Italy, but this time as an Australia Council artist-in-residence at the British School at Rome. If my intention had been to look at ‘painting proper’, then Madrid rather than Rome would have been a more appropriate destination; and for contemporary art, London, Düsseldorf or New York. However, my interest at that time was directed towards the Italian medieval world. I was about to become a tomb raider.

				During the three-month period of my residency at the British School at Rome I investigated mosaics, medieval frescoes and carvings. I inspected manuscripts and tapestries in museums, and secured invitations to accompany historians and archaeologists on their field trips; of these, it was Tarquinia’s Etruscan tombs that proved the most fertile for my work. During that Roman autumn I speculated on future paintings and in my studio at the British School I began to build large mixed media drawings shaped by a variety of graphic methods and iconographic quotations – and at last, a new chorus of voices began to emerge.

				Favoured sites for study have included: Rome’s basilicas of San Clemente, Santa Prassede, and Santissimi Quattro Coronati and, further north, Florence’s Baptistery ceiling, and the Museum of San Marco with the remarkable frescoes by Fra Angelico. The Collegiate Church of San Gimignano with its New Testament cycle of frescos by Simone Martini, and corresponding Old Testament cycle by the Sienese painter Bartolo di Fredi, as well as the mad allusion to Dante in the depiction of hell by Taddeo di Bartolo, also captured my attention and imagination. I will add Fra Filippo Lippi and Agnolo Gaddi, not only because I admire their work, but because major frescoes by both artists can be seen in the Duomo of Prato, which was one street from my apartment when I lived in that town. Also, let’s not forget Giotto in Padua and Assisi, Duccio in Siena and, of course, Piero della Francesca.

				Many twentieth-century artists have taken a deep interest in fourteenth- and early fifteenth-century Italian painting, including many of my favourites. The English visionary painter Stanley Spencer (1891–1959) translated biblical events into the everyday in endless paintings of his Hampshire village of Cookham. The influence of Giotto’s frescoes for the Scrovegni Chapel in Padua is clearly evidenced in Spencer’s interior design of the Sandham Memorial Chapel (c.1927–29), in the village of Burghclere, but also in the cycle of works that he completed for the chapel. The American modernist painter Philip Guston (1913–80), one-time resident artist at the American Academy in Rome, had a lifelong attachment to Piero della Francesca; for over 25 years he kept two postcards depicting Piero’s works – The Baptism of Christ (National Gallery, London, c.1452), and The Flagellation (Galleria Nazionale delle Marche, Urbino, c.1460) – on his kitchen wall. Guston’s text-based painting Pantheon (1973) is a homage to the Italians Masaccio, Piero, Giotto, Giovanni Battista Tiepolo and to the twentieth-century surrealist painter Giorgio de Chirico.

				More recently the British sculptor Anthony Caro (born 1924) has been in ‘conversation’ with the late medieval Sienese painter Duccio di Buoninsegna. This encounter has led to a remarkable body of sculptural works titled Duccio Variations, completed between 1999 and 2000, which begins with a transcription of Duccio’s The Annunciation (National Gallery, London, c.1311), a fragment from the two-sided Maestà altarpiece (Museo dell’Opera Metropolitana, Siena, 1308–11). Like Guston and Caro, my interest in these early Italian images is secular. I am completely taken by their directness and immediacy; by the arrangement of their precise compositions, particularly the mathematical structures of Piero della Francesca – everything has its place. Even when detail is depicted, it is never allowed to interrupt or undermine the overall design. I am also interested in the ways in which these early Italians imply depth in what appears to be a shallow pictorial field. The colour – now faded – is decorative at its best, and the sheer economy of execution can be breathtaking. For all their adherence to biblical narrative, I believe that many of these works transcend their story and retain a mystery that relates to painting itself, and not in a technical or formal sense but to the poetics of painting.

				My fascination for the past that led to the Rome residency has subsequently been fuelled by annual visits to the Monash Centre in Prato, permitting me to ‘scavenge at will’. If I were to sum up my current practice as a painter I would first have to acknowledge that my work draws upon what some theorists now call ‘modernist narrativity’. However, this is imbued by a desire to retrieve the image, and to harness it with an individual vision and experience of the world, somewhere between what is seen and the imagination; to a poetic dimension, I hope. It is not my intention to express thoughts about what my paintings depict, but to incite thought by means of what and how they depict.

				In these pictorial contrivances, and to accompany my cast of characters, I employ a range of iconographic motifs that may, if one wishes, be considered clues, and each motif has its role to play. They are there to intensify or deepen the riddle – and for that matter the content – but they may also play an ornamental role as ‘costume jewellery’. Therefore a parrot, a hare, a flower, or a plant may appear: at times invented, on other occasions quoted from medieval manuscripts, frescoes or even a popular cartoon that may have been the catalyst for the work. As soon as these little quotations are positioned into a new context the original meaning is altered but not necessarily lost. One could say that the resultant ‘space’ between these quotations and the new context is where the meaning is to be found or, at times, allowed to go into hiding.

				For example, the snail depicted in the painting titled Sleuth is a quotation from the mosaic apse of the Basilica di San Clemente in Rome. Further, the colour blue in this work is there as my little homage to Piero della Francesca’s use of lapis lazuli blue.

				A current project, apart from painting, is to revisit my ‘Italian’ wall drawings first made in Rome, and test the possibility of constructing a pleasure garden in neon light – the snail titled Momento and depicted here is a pilot study and was exhibited in the 2005 group exhibition Academici in Rome. Certain writers on my work have attempted to pick out an autobiographical presence in my paintings. I would agree that there is some similarity or facial likeness between the characters depicted in my painting and myself – possibly when I was younger, and more conceited – but the intention is to create a psychological narrative rather than an autobiographical dimension.

				I have always felt a strong allegiance to and admiration for paintings with a certain stillness; in painting, I don’t like noise. In your mind’s eye, consider the remarkable simplicity and silence of Fra Angelico’s frescoes painted in the cells of the San Marco monastery. Most recently I have been emptying out my paintings – no vulgar brush strokes and no detail to distract – just gently modulated pigment to activate flat shapes of colour. I want the visual response to my new paintings to be rapid, if possible, after which the viewer, should he or she wish, can invest further time in unpacking the content, or in discovering the paintings’ secrets. By seeking this pictorial suddenness, formally speaking my aim is to avoid the ‘expressionistic’, and to privilege instead the flatness of the painting’s surface. When I need to imply pictorial space or volume, this can be achieved by the shallow modelling of forms that in part derives from my interest in and affection for medieval fresco painting. This intent is also in keeping with contemporary painting practice; it addresses the limits and limitations of the canvas as I consciously fasten all elements of the image to the regular shape of the picture support. A reading of the resultant work functions vertically and horizontally – not ‘in’ or ‘out’ – and such a reading not only acknowledges but includes the act of painting as subject.
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				Figure 12.1: Anthology (1999)

				Mixed media drawing. 111 x 137cm.

				Private collection

				© Euan Heng
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				Figure 12.2 Sleuth (2000)

				Oil on linen. 137 x 132cm.

				Private collection
© Euan Heng 
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				Figure 12.3: Momento (2005)

				Neon. 18 x 37.5cm.

				Collection of the artist

				© Euan Heng
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				Figure 12.4 e is for elephant (2007)

				Neon installation, RMIT Project Space.

				Private collection

				© Euan Heng
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				Figure 12.5 Magician (2006–07)

				Oil on linen. 198.5 x 92cm.

				Private collection

				© Euan Heng
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				Figure 12.6 What have you found? (2004)

				Oil on linen. 214 x 61cm.

				Collection of the artist

				© Euan Heng
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    Chapter 13 – Vignette

    Rinascimento through a contemporary lens

    Jo-Anne Duggan

    Jo-Anne Duggan is a Research Fellow at Victoria University in Melbourne. Her early studies of Italian art and symbolism developed into an enduring fascination with Italy’s historic visual and material culture. She has frequently travelled to Italy to undertake photographic investigations and research, initially for her doctoral thesis on the contemporary experience of the Renaissance in Italian museums, and more recently to explore the historic residences and civic institutions. Duggan’s artistic career has evolved through more than 30 solo and group exhibitions in Australia and internationally. As a scholar and photomedia artist she has long been associated with the arts, and has lectured at a number of universities in critical theory, visual art and culture, art history, photomedia and visual communication. Duggan has been the recipient of a number of awards; she has held residencies in Florence and Prato, and an Australia Council residency in Milan.

    Since my formative years in suburban classrooms in Australia, where I studied tiny, colour-separated reproductions of historic Italian art in textbooks, I have been seduced by Italy. The country’s influence on my work and my life, especially over the past 15 years, has been profound, developing not only my artistic and aesthetic awareness but also my sense of self in relation to the world.

    As a photomedia artist my practice has been shaped in both conscious and unconscious ways by a passion for Quattrocento and Cinquecento imagery. The symbolism, composition and use of colour and light by artists like Lorenzo Lotto and Caravaggio I have continually found intriguing and sensual. Something in their historicity and ‘Italianicity’ – to borrow a term from Roland Barthes (1985, 23) – offered a form of escape, a liminality that I have often sought in art. Renaissance painting in particular held considerable sway over my early artistic creations, and eventually gave way to a deeper interest in the humanist ideals of beauty, taste, history and the exploration of ‘self’. Furthermore, the rise of the artist; the birth of the museum; the use of the camera obscura; the introduction of optical perspective that has in essence influenced our contemporary ways of seeing – these are among the many significant ideas associated with the Renaissance that persistently surface in my own art-making. While the minutiae of dates and historic facts are rarely evident in my images, the knowledge of Italy’s visual culture and its development has contributed immeasurably to the construction of each of my exhibitions.

    Through travelling and working in Italy my scholarly and artistic projects came to focus on the wider framework for viewing art, rather than on the Renaissance works themselves; indeed, it is Italy that provides the greater context for the experience of art. The immense wealth of visual culture that remains in the country represents a phenomenal art entity encompassing much more than the linear presentation of artworks in museums. In Italy, the viewing experience is not an engagement with singular objects, but is governed and enriched by the intricate and interwoven conditions of place and culture, with historic backdrops that have been constructed over centuries; rebuilt or restored, or variously left to go to ruin. Many of the frescoes and sculptures that remain in situ continue to belong to the rituals of everyday life, kept in circulation through centuries of lived experience in the civic buildings, piazze, palaces, cathedrals and churches. In their original surroundings these works do not need the qualification of the museum to remain in the eye of the public. Caravaggio’s paintings in chapels in the Roman churches of Santa Maria del Popolo or San Luigi dei Francesi, for example, never cease to draw the adulation of an unending stream of visitors.

    Before the Museum and Impossible Gaze

    As my examination of contextual frameworks evolved, the historic museums of Italy became infinitely compelling. Enamoured of the visual saturation and the extravagant decoration of these once private palazzi, I have spent much time wandering the corridors, salons and bed chambers that resonate with traces of past lives. These inspiring places have been the focus of my exhibitions Before the Museum (2000–02) and Impossible Gaze (2002–05). These exhibitions consist of large-scale, colour photographic images that have been exhibited a number of times in both Australia and Italy. This work investigates the experience of Italian museums and the multitude of histories – the histories, that is, of the art, the museums themselves, and of the viewers – that collide in the context of viewing Renaissance art. The images convey the complexity of these viewing environments, an intense experience formed at the intersection of cultures, histories, the past and the present, art and the subjectivity of the viewer’s own gaze. In creating this work, the personal, physical, cerebral, sensorial and temporal experiences of art were central to my concerns. In a peculiar act of doubling – and situated firmly within a postmodern tradition – I was making art about the experience of viewing it.

    The history, architecture and decoration of the museums where I have photographed – the Doria Pamphili and Barberini Palaces in Rome, and the Pitti Palace, Palazzo Vecchio, Galleria degli Uffizi, Museo di San Marco and Museo Nazionale del Bargello in Florence – are as significant in the creation of the viewer’s experience as the great artworks they hold. The imposing architecture, with sumptuous interiors integrated into the fabric of the modern museum, provides a visual extravaganza and a privileged place for viewing art. Having undergone centuries of renovations and redecoration, these architectural spaces are ‘consumed’ simultaneously with the collections they house, contributing to, if not defining, the viewer’s visual and visceral engagement. Here historic artworks are continuously interwoven with preceding and succeeding styles of furniture, furnishings and ornamentation, reaffirming that each period is neither a break with the past nor a single entity, but part of a continuum that is embodied by its surroundings. The changes from one artist to another, and from one period to the next, mark a social and artistic continuity of inseparable pasts that reflect the discernment of successive generations of art collectors.

    Within the baroque interiors of the Pitti Palace, for example, no artwork or object in the Galleria Palatina and Royal Apartments is afforded any separate space for contemplation; each is immersed in the decoration. In these rooms the visitor is surrounded, with no cornerstone left unadorned: every inch of wall, floor and ceiling space is crammed with ornamentation – so different to the austerity that is characteristic of postmodern tastes. Curved and triangular pediments cover the doorways, windows and niches, and console tables interrupt the composition of frescoes, while the vaulted ceilings and architectural elements are barely distinguishable from their trompe l’oeil replications. The devotional paintings and portraits, with their recurring putti (cupids) and flowing robes, are in deep gilded frames surrounded by marble fireplaces and sumptuous tapestries. Decorative floral swags, acanthus leaves and shells echo the furniture legs, the backs of chairs and their armrests, while the heavy drapes once hung to conserve warmth now serve as a reminder of former daily habitation.

    With its richly layered textures, and patterns on every surface, this visually overwhelming environment is an extension of a medieval aesthetic, the horror vacui. The phrase means a ‘fear of empty spaces’, as Ernst Gombrich (1979, 80) explains, referring to the ‘urge which drives the decorator to go on filling any resultant void’. A particular aesthetic style, horror vacui leaves no architectural space free of design, decoration or ornament. In the Pitti Palace, the painted grotesques of earlier periods are accompanied by Renaissance tapestries, baroque silk wall coverings and mannerist paintings. Mirrors are skilfully placed to reflect endless repetitions of symbolic, religious and allegorical motifs. Gombrich (1979, 80) adds that with ‘this method of successive enrichment or elaboration […] maybe the term amor infiniti, the love of the infinite, would be a more fitting description’.

    Both the artworks and adornment of this environment are the pre-mechanised, the unique and the handcrafted, all of which contribute to the sense of aura and authenticity that has been so debated by authors from Walter Benjamin to contemporary theorists like Susan Stewart and Celeste Olaquaiga. Although Benjamin (1969, 220) was in favour of the disintegration of the aura associated with original artworks, he commented that ‘even the most perfect reproduction of a work of art is lacking in one element: its presence in time and space, its unique existence at the place where it happens to be’. Here Benjamin confirms the significance of the contextualising space. Museums such as the Pitti, impregnated with history, intensify the viewer’s experience of art and foster the sense of authenticity. Even though the works may not have been originally intended for the Pitti, and its interiors are not completely original, a ‘unique existence’ remains. The relationship between the artwork and its physical location is a palpable, ‘authenticating’, and ‘auratic’ context.

    Throughout these museums the colour of pigment and fabric, the textures of lustrous gilding and threadbare seams, the inevitable wear and obvious repairs, weave an intricate pattern of individuals, culture, craftsmanship and history. Every handcarved acanthus leaf and every stitch of brocade; the fabric-covered walls and extravagant frames and paintings with their warped panels; the over-painting, pentimenti (visible second thoughts), sgraffito (incised ornamentation), brushstrokes and gilding, their surface texture and restorations – all immortalise the architects of these interiors, and are evidence of those who have cared for them through the centuries. The details of chipped furniture – upholstery that is worn and cracked; stains and frayed edges – signal that time has helped ‘author’ appearances. Inscribed with the weight of the past, these decorative surfaces speak implicitly of the humanity that created them.

    The work I have undertaken in Italy is situated within an international tradition of contemporary artists who photograph inside cultural institutions. Sophie Calle, Karen Knorr, Candida Höfer and Thomas Struth have all produced significant bodies of work that scrutinise cultural institutions and draw on the framework of the museum as a source for critical analysis and inspiration. Significantly, these artists share a postwar European background and education, and all are producing work from inside a landscape of cultural establishments. These facts, I would suggest, manifest themselves in a particular sensibility in their art, one that expresses an intimacy with the museums and history of Europe. My work is quite different, reflecting my visuality and perception as a postcolonial artist geographically removed from the cultural centres of Europe, and originating from a place where the very idea of the museum is constantly undergoing scrutiny and restructure.

    In the art of the above-mentioned photographers, who are working within their own European-ness, there is a sense of ‘the insider’. For me, however, there is an ‘otherness’ that sustains my fascination with a historic European aesthetic. Working outside a European tradition grants me boundless opportunity to re-interpret historic Italian culture, and portray it with a pervading sense of wonder and curiosity. Filled with veneration, my images – their photographic framing and angle of view – brand me as an outsider. They are a sign of my identity, representing my vision as different to that of artists who have been exposed to the ruins of antiquity and the masterpieces of the Renaissance for endless generations.

    My work in Italian museums has been enriched by all manner of scholars, curators, historians, museologists, conservators, art handlers, guides and guards, who have expressed to me their views on topics as diverse as dust and politics. The same work has led me through embassies and cultural institutions, universities and Italian bureaucracies, in order to undertake some extraordinary photographic expeditions in the grand galleries of Florence and Rome. I have had the great privilege to work in museums outside their normal opening hours, allowing me the experience of strolling through these awe-inspiring spaces unfettered by either time or crowds. To be alone with the artworks I once knew only in reproduction was an incomparable experience of art ‘in the flesh’.

    Sites of Convergence

    Continuing my work in Italy, I have more recently turned my photographic gaze on the interior spaces of other forms of public architecture. Still focused on the contextualising elements that are intrinsic to the formation of experience, the exhibition titled Sites of Convergence (2006–08) is concerned with places designed for public assembly: town halls, colleges, chapels and boarding schools. Neither strictly private nor open for public access, these are places of social interaction, living spaces used by the local population for the rituals of daily life. Amidst this architecture, the town’s inhabitants interact; they develop as individuals and grow as a community. Such buildings, containing testimony to the centuries of their continual use, have housed, educated, employed, married, fed or slept countless individuals. Implicit within them is a myriad of integrated histories; of personalities, politics, actions and knowledges that filled the lives of those who have occupied these now archaic spaces.

    The initial part of this project was photographed in the Tuscan town of Prato, in the interiors of the monastery of San Niccolò, the Cicognini College, and the Palazzo Comunale. Prato is an ancient yet distinctly modern community, complex and culturally diverse. With a history that extends back to the Etruscans, the town has suffered and recovered from famine, epidemics, pillage and war. From its earliest centuries of wool trading to the major textile industry of today, Prato – like all cities – has experienced various levels of wealth and urban expansion. These centuries of change and development are evident in the art and architecture layered throughout the historic centre, which is a maze of medieval tower houses, Gothic churches and Renaissance and neoclassical palaces.

    Time and history are deeply and irrevocably embedded in the interiors I have photographed. The grandiose proportions of Renaissance architecture, the sumptuous eighteenth-century frescoes and nineteenth-century furniture stippled with fragments of modernisation and present-day life and tastes, reflect the constancy of Prato’s history, and that of Italy in the wider sense. The symbols of religiosity and nationhood, often incongruously juxtaposed with contemporary culture, serve to emphasise the intricate layers of time and the social relations that eternally converge. No doubt the visual culture of these architectural contexts is etched into the fabric of innumerable lives. On a more general level my work in Italy is concerned with the complexities not only of historic architecture but of ‘place’ in general and with the human relationship to it. The physical presence of places – beyond bricks and mortar – and their pasts hold an infinite capacity for influencing and shaping both the culture of communities and individual identities today, as well as those of future generations.

    It is Italy in its entirety, so concentrated with a history, culture and humanity beyond my own lived experience, that continues to sustain my fascination. Even though the Italian landscape and the country’s culture are familiar to many Australians, I continue to find myself enticed by their beauty and confounded by the power of time that is concentrated in the original cobbled streets and the ancient olive groves. Everything, from the sculpted countryside to the rocky outcrops of hillside towns, embodies continuity. In Italy I am stirred by the sensorial comprehension of belonging to something greater than myself and much larger than my known world. I am fortunate that working as a visual artist allows me to explore this very liminal experience, and to express my concerns with an Italian visual aesthetic that I find breath-takingly inspiring.
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    Figure 13.1: Before the Museum #1 (2000)

    Origin: Galleria Palatina, Palazzo Pitti

    C-type photograph. 100 x 150cm.
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    Figure 13.2: Before the Museum #2 (2000)

    Origin: Galleria Doria Pamphilj

    C-type photograph. 100 x 150cm.
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    Figure 13.3: Impossible Gaze #1 (2002)

    Origin: Room II – Sala del Trono [Throne Room], Appartamenti Reali, Palazzo Pitti

    C-type photograph. 100 x 125cm.
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    Figure 13.4: Impossible Gaze #2 (2002)

    Origin: Room L – The Carrand Room, Museo Nazionale del Bargello

    C-type photograph. 100 x 125cm.
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    Figure 13.5: Impossible Gaze #15 (2002)

    Origin: Room X – Appartamento del Re [King’s Bedroom], Appartamenti Reali, Palazzo Pitti

    C-type photograph. 100 x 125cm.

    © Jo-Anne Duggan 

    

  

  
     [image: ] 

  

  
    Figure 13.6: Impossible Gaze #4 (2002)

    Origin: Room 5-6 – International Gothic (Detail: Lorenzo Monaco, Coronation of the Virgin, 1414), Galleria degli Uffizi

    C-type photograph. 100 x 125cm.
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    Figure 13.7: Impossible Gaze #3 (2002)

    Origin: Room XII – The Red Room, Appartamento del Re [King’s Bedroom], Appartamenti Reali, Palazzo Pitti

    C-type photograph. 100 x 125cm.
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    Figure 13.8: Sites of Convergence: Nourishment #1 (2006)

    C-type photograph. 100 x 125cm.
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    Figure 13.9: Sites of Convergence: Scholarship #1 (2006)

    C-type photograph. 100 x 125cm.
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    Figure 13.10: Sites of Convergence: Administration #1 (2006)

    C-type photograph. 100 x 125cm.
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				Australian clergy in Italy after VaticanII

				Peter Howard

				Peter Howard lectures in the School of Historical Studies at Monash University. He arrived in Rome in the hot August of 1985 and resided for a time at the Collegio San Colombano, before moving to Florence, where for long periods over nearly 15 years he enjoyed the hospitality of the parish of Santa Maria a Cintoia (1986–98). He has been a Fellow of the European University Institute at Fiesole (1988–89) and the Istituto per le Scienze Religiose, Bologna (1999), as well as a Fellow (2000–01) and Visiting Professor (2007) at the Harvard University Center for Italian Renaissance Studies (Villa I Tatti). He is also a member of the comitato scientifico of the Centro di Documentazione del Movimento Ecumenico Italiano, based in Livorno. Until 2000, he was a priest of the Catholic Archdiocese of Melbourne, lectured in church history at Catholic Theological College (1986–98), and was Dean of Studies and a member of the formation staff at Corpus Christi College, Clayton (1993–96).

				The following contribution seeks to highlight the complexity of the relationship between the Australian Catholic Church and Rome by examining some of the forces which have shaped Australian Catholicism over the past 40 years.1 I do this by examining the experience of student priests who went to Rome for study, and what this meant for the development of the local Church, that is, the Catholic Church in Australia. These student priests are the young men who wrote ‘per motivo religioso’ – ‘for religious reasons’, on their permessi di soggiorno (residence permits) to account for the four years which they spent in Rome at the college where generations of promising Australian seminarians had lived and studied: the Urban College and University of Propaganda Fide, more generally known as ‘Prop’.

				The story is not without drama since it involves tracing differing interpretations of the Second Vatican Council, or Vatican II (1961–65) – an event that signalled a seismic shift in the Catholic world – and what these interpretations have meant for the practice of Catholic faith in a country far from Rome.2 How Rome was to figure in the life of Australian Catholics, and how the Australian hierarchy was to figure in Rome, became the focus of the ecclesio-political agenda in Australia during the decades from the late 1960s onwards.

				The changes occurring in the Australian Church can be gauged by contrasting the late 1990s with the 1960s. In November 1998 all the then bishops of Australia travelled to Rome to attend a special synod for the bishops of Oceania (22 November–12 December), convened by Pope John Paul II.3 In all, 117 bishops from Australasia and the Pacific met with the pope and officials of the Vatican. The Australian bishops spoke with a distinctive voice and spirit, many of them wishing to re-mould the Vatican’s views on a range of issues, the better to address local pastoral exigencies.4 The Australian bishops initially felt that the dialogue had been a useful exercise, but this view changed quickly. The Statement of Conclusions published two days after the close of the meeting led many of them to believe that Vatican officials had already formed a distorted picture of the vitality of the Church in Australia, especially when it was learned that the Statement of Conclusions had been written prior to the synod itself (Rummery 2001; Power 2004). The bishops were caught between loyalty to Rome and loyalty to the local Church.5 This tension between the conclusions of the Roman authorities and the concerns of the local bishops highlights a complex undercurrent in Australian Catholicism that still persists. Moreover, this undercurrent spills over more generally into politics and civic life in a way that affects not only the Catholic population of the country.6

				The interventions of the Australian bishops in 1998 at the Synod of Oceania illustrates the considerable maturing of the Australian Catholic Church since the 1960s, when the Australian bishops were, arguably, so much in the Roman mould that they had virtually nothing to say during the sessions at the Second Vatican Council. This is the view about the bishops of Australia in the 1960s put forward by John Molony. In 1969 he published The Roman Mould of the Australian Catholic Church in order to tell Australian Catholics ‘what they were getting’ in 1968 (Molony 1969). ‘What they were getting’ was more of the same: Rome! Molony argued that in the late nineteenth century the Irish bishops who led the Australian Church were themselves products of ‘an Irish Church undergoing a thorough Romanization at the hands of prelates trained in Rome, oriented to Rome, and consciously seeking to shape the Church both in Ireland and Australia in the Roman mould’ (1).7 More provocatively, he extrapolated from his argument to observe that ‘The Australian Church has no spirit, no liturgy and no law that is not almost entirely Roman’ (1). Though Molony’s focus was on the period 1846–78, he saw the shaping of Australian Catholicism in those days as reaching an apogee in 1967 with the appointment of Rome-educated and trained Australians to the archiepiscopal sees of Canberra and Melbourne: Thomas Cahill and James Knox respectively. At the same time, priests who underwent preparation for priesthood in Rome were being appointed to key positions in dioceses and Australian episcopal committees. The premise underpinning Molony’s thesis is that bishops, themselves trained in Rome, sent Australian clergy to Italy to have them enculturated by education and experience into a particular outlook on Catholicism, so much so that there was no framework for new ideas, or even criticism: their outlook was to be traditional and essentially conservative. They were already in the Roman mould, and Rome articulated all that they themselves would have wanted to say.8

				The view of 1968 and the years that have followed now looks far more complex. Writing so close to the event, Molony did not notice the impact of the Second Vatican Council on some young Australian clergy then studying in Rome. These young men were learning new ways of thinking theologically, especially in terms of ecclesiology and liturgy. In the period 1970–96 and beyond, this new thinking would spill over into a renewal of clerical and theological education. Moreover, within a few years of the publication of Molony’s book (specifically, in 1976), Australia ceased to be defined as a ‘missionary country’. The latter change allowed for and strengthened alternative views and practices which had been developing for nearly a decade.

				Propaganda Fide and the Australian Church

				To varying degrees, the Italian people and culture have shaped the lives of seminarians and priests who have spent time in Italy. Yet the ways in which ‘Rome’ – in all the senses that the word implies ecclesiastically – figures in the lives of the priests who trained in that city counts most for the shape of Catholicism in Australia. The word ‘Rome’ can be narrow or capacious. It can imply a restricted and restrictive curial view of the world; it can embrace an ecumenical view (the word ‘catholic’, after all, means ‘universal’, ‘all-embracing’). As the latter, Rome was the urbs terrarum – the capital city of all lands. From this perspective, Propaganda Fide, established in the immediate post-Tridentine period, and coinciding with European colonial expansion, aimed to ensure the Roman shape of religion in mission lands. Australia was no exception, for in Rome’s view it was still a missionary country; as such, Australia came under the responsibility not of the Congregation for Bishops but rather of the Congregatio de Propaganda Fide (the Sacred Congregation for the Propagation of the Faith) until March 1976, when it was deemed to have adequate funds and personnel to be self-sufficient.

				Since the early seventeenth century, the Congregation for the Propagation of the Faith had its own college for preparing students from mission countries for priesthood. To this end, the Urban College ‘de Propaganda Fide’ (named after Pope Urban VIII) had faculties of philosophy and theology, and daily routines of study, worship and recreation. From the very beginning the College had a teaching arm and the right to confer the title of doctor.9 In 1962, on the eve of the Second Vatican Council, Propaganda Fide became the Pontifical Urban University, and during the 1960s the university and residential college were separate institutions, though located only 20 metres apart. Colonial bishops were allocated a certain number of places per year, and for Australian bishops, this meant sending young men who had shown themselves to be the brightest and most promising students during their early years of training in provincial seminaries. For this reason, Prop was regarded as ‘a school for bishops’ – a training ground for future Australian bishops. These future bishops (so the argument goes) were cast inevitably, therefore, in the Roman mould; clergy trained in Rome would always speak with a Roman voice. Although the aim of Prop had always been to train priests with a supra-national rather than a national outlook, the institution’s stance was inevitably Roman and ensured that the centre would always dominate the periphery.10 Such an outlook was inculcated in the postwar period by Monsignor Felice Cenci, the College’s rector between 1947 and 1970, through so-called autoformazione, literally ‘self-formation’. According to the program of autoformazione, seminarians were required to work at understanding and structuring their own character (Molony 2004, 177; 191). As part of life at the residential college, each year students were divided into a number of ‘cameratas’: groups of between 15 and 30 students drawn from different countries and year levels, with Italian as the common language. Students from the same nations, regions or language groupings were permitted to mix together socially only for a brief period once a week, on Sundays after lunch. The Australians met as a group known popularly as the ‘Aussie Rec’; this term embraced Australians, New Zealanders, Tongans and Fijians. Interestingly, the Australians were refused permission to play cricket as their recreation, ‘on the grounds that they should only engage in sports in which all students could participate’ (O’Grady 1970, 8).

				Whilst the system at Prop aimed to instil a Rome-centred orientation amongst the clergy who studied there, what this meant in practice varied greatly. Twenty-five years after his book on the Roman mould of the Australian Church, Molony writes: ‘Imperceptibly, but decisively, I became part of the first group with whom the system succeeded. For good and for ill, I became a Roman’ (Molony 2004, 169). Yet the career of Molony’s own confrère at Propaganda Fide in the late 1940s, Frank Little, provides another perspective on the supposedly inevitable Romanisation of future Australian bishops, and shows the limits of the thesis. Little went on to write a doctoral dissertation in a crucial area of ecumenism, on the eucharistic sacrifice according to leading Anglican theologians of the twentieth century (Little 1953). Once he became archbishop of Melbourne in the mid 1970s, Little pursued ecumenical issues in a way that was well ahead of his contemporary bishops in Australia. He exhibited courageous independence of mind on the issue of the third rite of reconciliation (often rather crudely referred to as ‘forgiveness on mass’, rather than individual self-denunciation), as well as ‘life-centred’ and therefore local (rather than overtly doctrinal) catechesis in primary and secondary schools, despite strong pressure to the contrary from Rome. In many ways Little revealed that he was not in the Roman mould, and, when in Rome for his regular ad limina visits to provide an account of his stewardship of his diocese, he was always willing to endure the browbeating of curial officials.11 Like many bishops at the Synod on Oceania, he was perpetually conflicted between loyalty to Rome and the needs of the local Church.

				To take a slightly later example, Frank Carroll, former archbishop of Canberra-Goulburn and past president of the Australian Catholic Bishops’ Conference, studied for a doctorate of Canon Law at the Pontifical Urban University from 1961 to 1964. His thesis on the development of Episcopal Conferences was published in 1965, the year in which the Second Vatican Council ended; it took a step further the implications of the council’s theology of collegiality for the local national Churches across the world, and implied a devolution of authority and the possibility of the integration of local faith and culture. The study had practical consequences for the style of Carroll’s leadership, and for the way he involved laity and clergy in developing the direction and structures of his diocese. On his initiative, an Archdiocesan Synod, ‘Coming home in Christ’ – the first in Australia since the Second Vatican Council – was held in Canberra in 1989.12 In the same vein, when addressing the 1988 National Catholic Education Conference, Carroll asserted that ‘Catholic Education must be at home in Australia […] faith and culture must be integrated’ (Carroll 1989, 30. The emphasis on ‘at home’ is Carroll’s).

				Acceptance of Molony’s premise that ‘bishops make the Church’ does not necessarily mean that there was only a single Roman mould and that it produced bishops who spoke univocally. The examples of Little and Carroll demonstrate that preparation for priesthood in Rome did not necessarily preclude the sort of intellectual and spiritual vision required by the times. There were priests already ‘waiting in the wings’ to take up the challenge of a post-Vatican II Church as bishops. Though trained in Rome, they did not necessarily share a narrowly Rome-centred vision of ecclesiastical polity. The 1970s and 1980s offered a unique challenge to those who understood the urgency of integrating a faith that was Roman Catholic with the local culture of their home dioceses. The nature of that challenge is strikingly illustrated by the experiences of Australian seminarians in Rome in the late 1960s.

				The ‘Propaganda Fide affair’ – between Rome and home

				Rome in the 1960s witnessed a revolution comparable to any of the social and political upheavals and cultural phenomena with which that period is generally associated, such as student protests across the world; the escalation of the Vietnam War and intensified public opposition; the assassination of John F. Kennedy, and only a few years later, that of his brother Robert; the civil rights movement and the assassination of Martin Luther King; The Female Eunuch and sexual liberation, to name but a few. For Catholics, the fulcrum, however, was the Second Vatican Council (and no doubt, in the Anglophone world at least, the encyclical Humanae vitae). Summoned in 1959 by Pope John XXIII, Vatican II was held by many to usher in a new beginning (‘a new pentecost’) for the Church, especially with its decrees on the nature of the Church and an emphasis on collegiality between bishops and pope, the role of the laity and the vernacularisation of the liturgy. Different, contrasting views of Vatican II have percolated through the Catholic Church in Australia as a result of its varied impact on the Australian clergy who were sent to Rome to study during the defining decade of the 1960s.

				If Molony’s group at Propaganda Fide was the first for whom the system of autoformazione was successful, then the priests who sailed home to Australia from Rome in 1967–68 were arguably the last. Two of these priests were George Pell and Peter Brock (though George Pell detoured to Oxford for doctoral studies).13 Pell’s experiences are made available in the biography written by Brisbane journalist Tess Livingstone (2002). Brock’s autobiography draws on some 70 letters, saved by his parents, which he wrote during his time in Rome (Brock 2001,19).

				Australian priests in Rome in the 1960s inhabited an ecclesiastical world in sudden transition – the most rapid aftermath of any council in history (O’Malley 1988, 15–18). The first part of the Second Vatican Council was characterised by the excitement of what was happening in the city, as prelates and their advisers flocked there from all parts of the world. Though the formal deliberations were held behind closed doors and in commissions and subcommittees, the hammering out of the ideas occurred at informal gatherings scattered across Rome. Intellectual currents that had been developing in theological circles for decades were being brought to the centre. Pell and Brock arrived before the final sessions of the council met, and left Rome after it closed in 1965, in 1967 and 1968 respectively. Both were caught up in its excitement and were profoundly influenced by it. Pell recalls that ‘as a young priest ordained immediately after the Second Vatican Council [he was] deeply committed to its liberal reforms’ (Livingstone 2002, 47).14 Brock, a talented musician who was awarded the Medal of the Order of Australia in 1998 for his services to choral music, was drawn along by the spirit of Vatican II. This he took with him on the road, as it were, as he travelled across the country in his position as the Executive Officer of the National Commission for Clergy Life and Ministry (an appointment of the Australian Catholic Bishops Conference), visiting the clergy in every diocese, and looking to their welfare and development – a sensitive, onerous task at the best of times.

				Destined for Propaganda Fide, Terry Curtin was one of 20 Australian and New Zealander seminarians who landed in Naples in 1967; only one of his confrères remained with him by 1971.15 The distance of two years from the close of the Second Vatican Council had bred a new set of expectations which would lead Australasian seminarians to protest against the formation program of Propaganda Fide and its lack of responsiveness to the council’s decree on the formation of future priests (Optatam totius). This 1967 boatload of new arrivals in Rome was judged to be a ‘critical’ bunch by Brock. This certainly comes through in Curtin’s letters, nearly 80 in number, written to his father and to Tony, his brother.16 They are candid. They reflect the tensions of Curtin’s own reading of his times, and the experience of the aftermath of Vatican II which was so linked to his own formation. Compared with Pell’s reminiscences and Brock’s correspondence, Curtin’s letters have a critical and analytical edge. Moreover, they are extensive, detailed and systematic – each one is numbered. There is also a maturity about them. As Brock points out, the seminarians who went on to Rome from Corpus Christi College, then at Werribee in Victoria, were two years older than those of their counterparts from the seminary at Springwood in New South Wales. In addition, they had already begun to taste the changes in theology encouraged by Vatican II.

				Pell and Brock were caught midstream by the changes taking place around them in Rome; the new stood in sharp contrast to the old. But Pell and Brock seemed less troubled by the disjunction than those Australians who arrived in Rome in 1967, when indeed Pell and Brock were on the cusp of leaving. (This may indeed be why Brock judged the arrivals to be ‘a critical bunch’.) It could be argued that whilst Pell and Brock appreciated the excitement of the new, it is not clear how deeply, at the time, they appropriated the new approaches, nor how fully they recognised the epistemological contradictions inherent in the new and the old. For instance, according to Brock (2001, 53), Monsignor Giovanni Vodopivec (who taught at the Pontifical Urban University and was on Vatican II’s preparatory subcommission on ‘sacred scripture in the Church’) said: ‘Throw away the textbook we’ve used for two months. Forget everything I’ve said so far. Now, at last, let’s begin to talk about the church!’ Then there were those who thought that nothing more could be said about the Church – that the theology had always been in place and was not open to development. For instance, Pell recalls how another professor, the eminent Monsignor Antonio Piolanti – in Pell’s view ‘a centrist at heart’ – ‘was aghast at moves by the Vatican Council to give individual bishops more authority in their dioceses, so promoting collegiality […]. Because to say Roman is to say Apostolic’ (Livingstone 2002, 46). This last phrase equates Rome with the tradition of the Apostles, and with the implicit inviolability of the Vatican’s structures and processes.

				With the appointment of the young Carlo Molari as Piolanti’s assistant, the conflicting theological views to which Pell, Brock and fellow seminarians of this period were exposed became more self-evident. Molari’s approach to theology was worlds away from Piolanti’s. Brock wrote home:

				[Molari’s] approach to what was happening in the world and in the church was so different [to Piolanti’s]. So were his teaching methods […]. He began the course by asking us questions, not rhetorical questions, but soliciting answers from the hall. What are the novelists in your countries writing about? What are your films about? How are your traditional and tribal practices changing? […] What do people in your society want from life? What do you want from life? What do you want to avoid in life? What do you fear? What do you want to run away from? What do you want to be saved from? […] Molari’s didactic method in all his courses was the same – don’t begin the course until there is a consensus that the course is important and worth studying. He was a wonderful teacher (Brock 2001, 97–98).

				Pell, too, recalls Molari’s charisma: ‘He was a very exciting lecturer, I certainly liked his enthusiasm and ambition to speak to contemporary people’ (Livingstone 2002,48).

				While Pell and Brock seemed to accept the old with the new, Curtin’s group of Australian seminarians in Rome found such reconciliation difficult. The 1967 arrivals had high expectations that those developments in the sacred sciences which underpinned Vatican II should be flowing through into their studies; they believed that the theological institutes of Rome should be at the forefront in implementing the council’s decrees and the theology that underpinned them. But this was not always the case. For instance, in 21 July 1969 Curtin, in the course of commenting on his examination results, mentions to his brother Tony that the Australian students had been singled out for not attending the lectures on Scripture: ‘all absolutely terrible with none of the modern developments as [the professor] denies them all’. The problem was structural. The professor in question had been at the university since before the Second World War, and as Curtin notes, according to the Italian system, once someone became ‘Professor Ordinarius’ he could hold that position as long as he wished.

				By contrast with the group of seminarians on the cusp of departure in 1967, from the outset, the group arriving in the same year was being inducted into an entirely new theological method. Although developed over several decades before the Second Vatican Council, this method only came to the fore during the sessions of the council. The resultant new outlook made it more difficult to accommodate an older approach which tended to view theology as predicated upon philosophical systems and historically generated problems. The latter view remained important; however, after Vatican II, theology as an intellectual discipline was based on an articulation of context, and geared to effective communication. This shift was profoundly important for a missionary institute such as Propoganda Fide. What had become crucial, as Curtin’s letters reveal, was not just the content of theology, but also the conception of theology as a discipline, and the method by which this discipline was pursued. Molari’s approach to teaching embodied a theological method called by Marie-Dominique Chenu OP pierres d’attentes. Chenu was a key figure behind the council’s controversial decree on the Church in the Modern World (Gaudium et spes). Pierres d’attente – referring to the toothing stones jutting out from a wall in order to mesh with eventual additions – required the Church to scrutinise contemporary social and cultural movements for signs of aspirations to the spiritual; it was to these aspirations that the message about Christ should be addressed.17

				Such an approach historicises and enculturates theology; it is the approach aligned with the Italian word given currency in 1961 by Pope John XXIII: aggiornamento. To understand this word and its implications was and is to grasp the significance of the meaning of Vatican II for the Churches of different countries. In choosing aggiornamento rather than restaurata (restoration) or renovatio (renovation) or even reforma (reform), John XXIII drew upon a philosophical distinction that allowed a courageous pastoral leader to seek to renew the image of the Church according to the needs of the times, while observing fundamental continuity: Curtin expressed the notion as ‘a re-presentation and development of […] underlying truth’ in a letter that proceeds to narrate the tensions being experienced by the Australian seminarians at Prop.18 The young Curtin’s understanding of the term aggiornamento is much more sophisticated than the popular translation – ‘updating’ – and shows that he is cognisant of the Aristotelian distinction between matter and form upon which John XXIII had predicated his use of the term. Curtin was astute enough to know that the sort of approach to pastoral practice envisaged by John XXIII, and the theological method imparted by Molari, were fundamental to the priestly vocation to which he aspired. Towards the end of the same letter Curtin refers to the ‘irrelevant sermon’ given by a priest to a crowd of young people. It ‘had nothing to do with his hearers’ lives’. Curtin recognised the futility of addressing youth in a way that did not attend to their issues – their pierres d’attentes.19 Such critical recognition by Curtin’s generation in Rome would lead to events dubbed the ‘Propaganda Fide affair’ by expatriate Australian journalist Desmond O’Grady (O’Grady 1970, 7).

				The ‘Propaganda Fide affair’ centred on the College’s response, or rather lack of response, to a new awareness flowing from the Second Vatican Council and its implications for the formation of the students in their journey to ordination. More precisely, the theological education to which the Australians were exposed by Prop’s theological faculty was sharply at odds with the type of personal formation they were experiencing at Prop’s residential college. For the Australian seminarians, the camerata system and autoformazione no longer furthered the institution’s ‘intention of sending out missionaries adequately formed for the tasks that will be theirs’.20 The emphasis was on external conformity, with scant attention to interior disposition and motivation.21 In the light of the new vistas and pastoral and spiritual challenges being opened up by their theological studies, the Australians, at least, perceived their preparation for priesthood to be more and more inappropriate. They were acutely aware that the university was adopting the approaches and emphases of Vatican II. The university’s very method of embarking on its program of reform followed the same kind of process as the Second Vatican Council; the university administration had called for reports from students themselves.22 Such procedures only served to highlight the unresponsiveness of the superiors at Propaganda Fide to the type of formation of future priests outlined by the Vatican II documents: ‘Within the college things are not happy and the superiors’ solution seems only a repetition of what was said in the past, a large part of which is the cause of present discontent and an ever-increasing wave of criticism’.23

				Perceiving the inability of the College’s superiors to act in response to their dissatisfaction, the Australians met and elected a committee which was to prepare a document to be sent directly to the cardinal responsible for the College – Cardinal Agagianian, Prefect of the Congregation for the Propagation of the Faith. Curtin confides in a letter to his father that this step – going over the superiors’ heads directly to ‘Piazza di Spagna’ (the headquarters of the Congregation of the Propagation of the Faith) – was ‘unprecedented’, but explains that it was ‘certainly not without cause’. He and his fellow seminarians believed that they could not leave the situation as it was since ‘things [were] only worsening’. Curtin cautions his father: ‘This is of course private news at the moment, as it could be misunderstood if it got outside’.24

				But the private news did not remain private for long. On 24 April 1969 the front page of the Sydney Morning Herald carried the headline: ‘Trainee priests revolt reported’ (Anonymous 1969a). Two days later, the same newspaper announced on page five: ‘Rome college revolt denied by official’.25 Probably these headlines underpin Patrick O’Farrell’s dismissive reference to the event – in his revised edition of The Catholic Church in Australia – as ‘a revolt against excessive and rigid discipline’ (O’Farrell 1977, 418). But the situation at Prop and the Australians’ response to it was much more subtle and complex than O’Farrell allows.

				The complexity is well caught by Curtin’s account to his father. His perspective on ‘things at Prop’ is that of an insider. At the same time it is measured and thoughtful, quite self-consciously so. The letter begun on 17 February was not resumed until 17 March. For such a regular and diligent correspondent as Curtin, this ‘unprecedented interval’ itself underscores just how absorbing of time and energy the situation at Prop had become. Curtin’s slowness to write was deliberate. He refrained from simply reporting ‘something other than just what happened last week’. He took time to reflect on and evaluate the events that were unfolding and in which he was an active participant. As a result of his decision to wait until he had time to ‘really sit down and write’, this letter is even more reflective and analytical than any other he wrote. Indeed, Curtin’s month of silence reflects the degree to which he and his fellow Australian seminarians felt that Prop’s superiors were out of touch with post-conciliar seminary requirements and with student thinking.26 The letter provides a chronology of the events, explanatory commentary from the students’ perspective, and includes a copy of the document that had been sent by the ‘Australian Rec’ – bearing 43 signatures – to the cardinal in charge of the College, Cardinal Agagianian.27

				In the view of the Australasian students, Prop ‘did not seem to be achieving its aim of formation of the students towards their future ministry’. There was ‘a certain air of malaise among students prompted by the feeling that dialogue with the superiors was ineffective and so useless’.28 This mood had led to a series of meetings of the Australian and New Zealand students from late January into early February, to discuss ‘the situation of the College’.29 Curtin and his Australian confrères had considered working through their bishops, who had all been apprised of conditions at the College. But the bishops were ‘not at hand’ to render any practical assistance. Archbishop Knox of Melbourne, however, had told them ‘to do what [they thought] fit, although [Curtin adds] at that stage it was not thought of going to the top’.

				The document prepared by the Australian seminarians prompted an immediate response from Agagianian. Curtin’s letter indicates that he thought that the cardinal was on the side of the authors of the document, though other sources indicate that this may not necessarily have been the case.30 In any event, Agagianian appointed a member of his staff, Father John Manning, an American Maryknoll priest, to follow up each of the signatories to the document. Curtin reports favourably on his 40-minute interview, and, like the others, he found Father Manning ‘very open’ while ‘at the same time evaluating both us and our replies’. Manning told some students, at the end of their interviews, that ‘their actions were more than justified and long overdue’ (O’Grady 1970, 9). However, initially the other students at Prop resented the Australasian initiative, and feared that ‘the Australians might be putting forward their own view to the exclusion of others’.

				At the end of June and the end of the academic year, 10 of the signatories returned to Australia for ‘a period of reflection’. By November 1969 nothing much had changed. When visiting at the start of November, Archbishop Knox refused to be drawn into any discussion about the situation at the College. By contrast, Cardinal Gilroy (Sydney) and Archbishop Cahill (Canberra-Goulburn), ‘were very concerned to hear how their students were faring and what difficulties there were in the College for them’.31

				The level of angst and frustration experienced by this group of Australians in Rome is reflected in their contribution to the gift which the seminarians presented to Monsignor Cenci on the occasion of his retirement as rector: an album of photographs of each of the College’s national groupings.32 In June 1970, the Aussie Rec gathered with their canine mascot in front of a camera (see Figure 14.1). What the rector made of this highly stylised image can only be speculated upon, especially since, on his own admission, he professed not to understand the Australians (O’Grady 1970, 8).

				Would Cenci have been impressed by his seminarians’ fidelity to the papacy, as shown by the prominence of the papal flag? Or was he perhaps annoyed by the national sentiment expressed by the Australian and New Zealand flags that flanked the papal flag, a sentiment underlined by muted reference to the slouch hats of the Anzacs? Perhaps he thought that the students’ attire – the traditional but progressively less paraded red-trimmed and black soutane of the College (the design of which was mythically attributed to Michelangelo) – proclaimed that they were now falling into line, and that the brief period of turbulence was over. Did he imagine favourably their commitment to prayer and study represented by the tomes and breviaries in the hands of several students? (There is not one modern volume in sight.) Did the obvious symbols of the sports-loving youth from ‘down-under’ – tennis rackets, hockey sticks and table tennis bats – blind him to what was missing: cricket bats, signifying his legendary refusal to grant permission for the game in the College on account of its national exclusiveness! Perhaps the pipe between the lips of one student struck a note of discord: smoking was forbidden in the College on pain of expulsion. But then – he may have thought – the photo was a set piece, like the annual plays for which the Aussie Rec was justly famous, and so the pipe was perhaps just a stage prop. Would Cenci have mused that the 20 faces might well have been 30 if 10 of the group had not been sent home after the protest of the previous year?33 And the dog? He certainly would not have imagined that life at Prop could ever be considered ‘a dog’s life’. In short, would Cenci have seen the photo as a visual extension of the document sent to the cardinal more than a year previously, and therefore a protest at the College’s incomprehension of modern young men’s religious aspirations and desire to serve others (O’Grady 1970, 8)?34 Perhaps not, though he is reported to have opined: ‘I thought the Australians were my friends’. This said, his reputedly saintly disposition would no doubt have countenanced only the most positive of readings. Whatever impact the protagonists expected their gift to have, there was, nonetheless, a recognition amongst them that Cenci had once been an innovative rector; was a spiritual priest who had ‘outlived his time’, and that it was a pity that he was not able to retire ‘before having to face a situation that he was unable to handle’ (one student quoted by O’Grady 1970, 8).

				The seminarians’ sense of the changing times, and of being ‘out of time’ in Prop, is reflected by their choice of play for the annual production in 1970: John Osborne’s 1961 drama, Luther. The choice bears an unusual Australian connection: Luther’s pine – the tree from which Luther ostensibly looked out on St Peter’s when he visited Rome in the fateful summer of 1510 – had stood in the grounds of the College, and marked the place where the Aussie Rec had gathered until the late 1940s; that is, until the Cardinal Prefect ordered the tree felled (Molony 2004, 168). The program for the Australasian Society’s production of Luther, cyclostyled in-house, is prefaced by a comment clearly intended to reflect the tumult of the day: ‘Its performance here in 1970 bears an added relevance considering the swift and radically altered attitudes towards Luther which have taken place in these few years. Osborne may yet stimulate prejudices, as the intellect finds itself waylaid by emotions. Still, Luther would enjoy that… ’. For the last group of Australians to study at Prop these sentences reflect the intellectual maelstrom in which they found themselves, and the emotional gamut, as well as perceived prejudices, to which they were exposed, in these most exciting, yet very difficult, times.

				* * *

				The consequences of the ‘Propaganda Fide affair’ were several, the most significant being that Australian seminarians were no longer sent to Rome, even though the Australian bishops had committed funds to a new building program at Prop only five years earlier. The Province of Victoria and Tasmania (along with the other dioceses) terminated its traditional association with Prop. Cardinal James Knox, heading the Trustees of the Provincial seminary, Corpus Christi College, appointed non-Roman clergy to set up a new seminary and theological college in the light of Vatican II decrees and subsequent documents on the preparation of future priests. Interestingly, the model of formation that was adopted for a newly relocated Corpus Christi College bore a striking resemblance to one of ‘the streams of thought’ identified by Curtin as emerging from discussions in those early months of 1969. One of these ‘streams’ stressed each seminarian’s personal responsibility to his own vocation, which meant that ‘the system of permissions’ be replaced ‘by the student deciding himself then informing the necessary people’; that students live in groups of ‘8–10 at the most, not 20–36’, and that liturgy be experienced in these groups, ‘except for certain days when the community should be together as a whole, like Sundays’.35

				As a consequence, the advent of Cardinal Knox and then his successor in Melbourne, Archbishop Frank Little, marked the end, for a time, of priests trained in the Roman mould. Some of the priests of the archdiocese were encouraged to pursue undergraduate and graduate work at Melbourne University. The new system of formation at the purpose-built seminary – Corpus Christi College at Clayton, Victoria – at least initially incorporated studies towards a Bachelor of Arts degree at Monash University.

				Even so this development did not mean the end of Australian clergy in Italy. Archbishop Little, in particular, was keen to foster intellectual and spiritual leadership. Therefore in 1985 there were some 11 priests of the archdiocese – several who had known the tumult of Prop in the late 60s – undertaking postgraduate studies in Italy, generally at the Gregorian University, and living in various colleges around Rome. Other priests were sent to pursue doctoral studies in northern Europe, the United States, and Canada. Such policies engendered a sense of intellectual vigor in the local Church. But as the style of Catholicism in Melbourne changed under the city’s next archbishop, George Pell, so too did the relationship with Roman education alter once more. Some promising seminarians were sent to Rome, as of old, to study for licentiates in theology before ordination. Corpus Christi College was again relocated and ‘reformed’ to a style of autoformazione reminiscent of Prop under Cenci. Priests who had been pursuing graduate studies beyond Rome were required to take a further degree or diploma from a Roman university.

				Time spent in Italy by Australian seminarians and priests has had a varied and complex impact on the development of Australian Catholicism. Some priests returned to Australia and felt again at home. Others returned, but felt exiled from ‘the Eternal City’, and sought to impose the faith of their Rome, in the narrow sense, on their flock. They felt their real home and their destiny to lie in Rome. The ways in which different clergy have worked their way through the Australia-Rome nexus have borne implications beyond the realm of the private; they have affected profoundly the vision of Roman Catholicism that was, and continues to be, played out in the minutiae of pastoral ministry and the daily lives of Australian Catholics.

				Italy, and, above all, Rome will always figure strongly in the Church of Australia. How Rome influences Church life, though, is a matter of extreme complexity; for Australian Catholics – lay, religious and clerical – Rome is a place of pilgrimage, be it in fact or in the heart, to the tomb and chair of St Peter and beginnings of the worldwide faith. There is continuity and difference. As Rome is distant from the shores of Lake Galilee which Jesus knew, so Australia is situated a long way from the Rome of the Vatican. Rome, and all it symbolises, works its way variously into the lives of believers.

				Endnotes

				1	This essay is the prelude to a fuller, prosopographical study, which will examine ‘who was studying what’ in Rome during a crucial 50 year period in relation to the positions individuals came to hold in the Australian Catholic Church, and their influence on it today. I am grateful to Bill Kent and his committee for the invitation to speak at the 2005 symposium in Prato and the opportunity which it has given me to think about one important aspect of my own life in the context of Australian-Italian religious culture. The project has become engrossing, and complex, opening up a new area for long-term research. I am extremely grateful to Rev Dr Terence Curtin for entrusting me with the correspondence that spans his time as a student in Rome. In addition, he has allowed me to reproduce the photograph that accompanies this essay. Responsibility for the contextualisation and interpretation of this material is, however, mine alone.

				2	Framing such a study demands an articulation of how one thinks about the event of the Second Vatican Council itself, its documents and its role in the life and, indeed, history of the Church. This has come especially to the fore with the completion of the formidable five-volume The History of Vatican II (Alberigo and Komonchak 1995–2006). Alberigo and his collaborators at the Istituto per le Scienze Religiose, view the council as different to any which had preceded, marking a new beginning. This understanding has been contested. A counter interpretation, backed by Cardinal Ruini, Vicar of the diocese of Rome and president of the Italian Bishops’ Conference, has been given academic credibility by Bishop Agostino Marchetto. Marchetto – a Church historian – collected a selection of his own writings under the title Il Concilio Ecumenico Vaticano II. Contrappunto per la sua storia (Marchetto 2005). Speaking when launching this book, Ruini ‘definitively scraps the interpretations of the last Council as a rupture and a “new beginning” for the Church, and […] calls for its history to be written at last, not from a partisan stance, but “according to the truth”’ (Magister 2005). Interestingly, it was Paul VI who addressed the Second Vatican Council about the post-conciliar phase: ‘From now on aggiornamento will mean for us an enlightened insight into the Council’s spirit and a faithful application of the norms it has set forth in such a felicitous and holy manner’ (quoted by Rush 2004, ix).

				I follow the moderate view, well expressed by John O’Malley SJ: the Second Vatican Council was an ‘event’ in the social science meaning of the word (O’Malley 2006, 71): there was a ‘before’ and an ‘after’; things changed. I should point out that in the first half of 1999 I was extended academic hospitality by the Istituto per le Scienze Religiose, and experienced at first hand the gravitas and rigor of its scholarly endeavours.

				3	In ecclesiastical terms Oceania is defined as encompassing Australia, New Zealand, Papua New Guinea and the Solomon Islands, and most Pacific islands.

				4	It could almost be said that they spoke with ‘distinctive voices’ since each bishop was given eight minutes in which to address the synod. Some of the topics were controversial. The 1998 synod for the bishops of Oceania proved to be a unique event, because the synods of other continents, with their proportionately larger number of bishops, could accommodate representative voices only.

				5	The useful conceptual framework offered by William Christian (1981).

				6	Even if present-day Australians (including those who have no memory of ‘the split’) consider themselves part of a secular, post-enlightenment society, the advent of Tony Abbott and Kevin Andrews in Australian politics – especially when these were ministers in the Howard Government – with their speeches on the relationship between public office, government policy and their Catholic faith, must have given thoughtful Australians pause, if only to ask: what is each minister’s version of Catholic faith? And what does it imply for the long-term development of Australia in terms of policy and, indeed, the fundamental nature of community in Australia?

				7	This counters the view of O’Farrell (1977), and became a debate between Molony (1969) and O’Farrell. See now Campion (2007).

				8	A telling anecdote from the History of Vatican II supports Molony’s point: to the open-ended letter sent at the behest of the pope to all bishops requesting proposals for the conciliar agenda, Thomas McCabe, Bishop of Wollongong, ‘took six months to reply in six lines that he had almost nothing to suggest’ (Alberigo and Komonchak 1995–2006, I, 99). Australian bishops hardly rate a mention in the five volume History of Vatican II.

				9	See the bull of Urban VIII, Immortalis Dei Filius, 1627.

				10	For this view see Alberigo (1988), Prodi (1982, 249–293), Cochrane (1988, 106–164). Compare Fenlon (1992). See also O’Malley (2000, 78–91).

				11	The meaning of ad limina is ‘to the threshold’, so a bishop’s visit is to the threshold of the apostles Peter and Paul, and includes a meeting with the pope.

				12	A second synod, concluded in 2004, was launched in October 2001.

				13	Note: since I presented my paper at the 2005 Prato symposium Peter Brock has left the active ministry.

				14	Pell’s words come from a paper that he delivered at Boston University in 1991. Livingstone (2002, 47) comments: ‘Over time, the liberal outlook of his student days has given way to a more pragmatic conservatism’.

				15	Curtin was for a long time Head of the School of Theology (Victoria) within the Australian Catholic University (1992–2002), and is now Master of Catholic Theological College (2003–), where he urbanely manages the conflicting hermeneutics that have been the aftermath of Vatican II. Curtin went on to complete doctoral studies at the Gregorian University. His thesis examined the theological issues surrounding the use of historical criticism by Catholic biblical scholars in the period 1958 to 1983.

				16	The letters are unpublished; they span the period 1968 to 1971. As indicated in note 1 above, Curtin has generously made the letters available for the present study.

				17	This approach came to the fore in the Archdiocese of Melbourne in the late 1970s and 1980s in the resourcing of liturgy, catechesis and pastoral practice, especially through the efforts of Rev Dr Frank O’Loughlin, who had been a seminarian at Prop, and who later pursued this very theme in his doctoral work under the direction of Molari, from 1972 to 1975.

				18	Curtin, letter dated 17 February 1969.

				19	In general, Curtin’s letters show him to have appropriated the ‘incarnational’ ‘in-the-world’ approach to theology that underpinned Vatican II, and which came to be associated with the great theologians of the twentieth century who attempted a positive engagement with modern intellectual and cultural movements; figures such as Marie-Dominique Chenu, Bernard Lonergan, Karl Rahner, and Edward Schillebeeckx.

				20	Curtin, letter dated 24 January 1969.

				21	Molony (2004).

				22	Curtin, letter dated 17 February 1969.

				23	Curtin, letter dated 24 January 1969.

				24	Curtin, letter dated 24 January 1969.

				25	As a consequence of the timing of the news, the only version of the happenings at Prop that reached the press was that of the College authorities, thus minimising an event which ‘raised questions about the form of the Australian Church’s relationship with Rome’ (O’Grady 1970, 7).

				26	One of the three vice-rectors was Australian-born Dr Patrick Dougherty.

				27	There were five abstentions ‘for various reasons’.

				28	Curtin, letter dated 17 February.

				29	As well as Cenci, there were three vice-rectors: an Indian of the Malabar-Syrian rite; a mainland Chinese, attached to an Australian diocese he had never seen; and Father Patrick Dougherty of Sydney (O’Grady 1970, 9).

				30	‘There are reports from good sources that Cardinal Agagianian wanted to expel all the signatories but that Cenci had argued their grievances should be examined’ (O’Grady 1970, 9).

				31	Curtin, letter dated 12 November 1969.

				32	‘The situation following the letter and the interviews was that Cenci announced his resignation but stayed in office for the whole of the next year. Whenever changes were suggested to him the answer was that this would have to wait until the new rector arrived. As a result morale sank very low and the Aussie students did not handle it well’ (Curtin to Peter Howard, private correspondence, 15 February 2008).

				33	‘My memory says that no one was ‘sent home’. I don’t think anyone went home in this way, rather they decided that they would return home themselves. […] I think O’Grady may have dramatised things more than is warranted’ (Curtin to Peter Howard, private correspondence, 15 February 2008).

				34	This sentence paraphrases Peter Donoughue, one of the seminarians who returned to Australia.

				35	Curtin, letter dated 17 February 1969.
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				Figure 14.1: Australian and New Zealand seminarians at Propaganda Fide, Rome, June 1970.

				Terry Curtin is pictured seated front row, right. This photograph was presented to Monsignor Felice Cenci on the occasion of his retirement as rector of Propaganda Fide, as part of an album of photographs of each of the College’s national groupings.
Photograph courtesy of Terry Curtin
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				Chapter 15 – Vignette

				Rome: My two cities

				Mark Coleridge

				Mark Coleridge was born in Melbourne in 1948 and educated at St Kevin’s College and The University of Melbourne. He studied for the priesthood at Corpus Christi College and was ordained for the Archdiocese of Melbourne in 1974. Between 1980–84 he studied at the Pontifical Biblical Institute in Rome before returning to teach biblical studies at Catholic Theological College, Melbourne. In 1988, Coleridge returned to the Pontifical Biblical Institute to pursue doctoral studies, which he completed in 1991. After a term as Master of Catholic Theological College, he served from 1997–2002 in the Vatican as an official of the Secretariat of State. He was appointed Auxiliary Bishop of Melbourne in 2002, and Archbishop of Canberra and Goulburn in 2006. He is a member of the Pontifical Council for Culture and the Chair of the Roman Missal Editorial Committee of the International Commission for English in the Liturgy.

				There is a tale told of a French penseur who for years agonised over who or what he was. One day, flushed with long-awaited insight, he awoke to exclaim, ‘Eh voilà! Moi, je suis pluriel!’ The same might be said of the city which over the years has become my second home, the city of Rome. It is plural.

				On and off I have lived in Rome for about 13 years, and in some ways I am now more at home there than in my native Melbourne. Home is always home of course, but I have known a special kind of vivacity in Rome which at times makes me feel more alive there and in some sense more myself. Not that I have any illusions about the place. It can be the most frustrating and infuriating place I know. It can be quite unlivable, where Melbourne claims to be the world’s most livable city, though I am never too sure what that means. But beyond all its horrors Rome has an extraordinary and enduring vivacity. Part of that is a fantastically diverse ecosystem, which is why the city is always plural. There is not one Rome; there are many Romes, too many for any one lifetime to explore and know.

				The first Rome I knew was Roma studentesca, or the student’s Rome. As a young priest, I was sent to study at the Pontifical Biblical Institute in the early 1980s. I arrived on a stinking hot afternoon in late July, on my own and speaking hardly a word of Italian. However, my first task was to learn some German, so I jumped on a train heading north. I decided to stop in Bologna on the way. I made a mistake in Bologna la grassa, fat Bologna, famed for its gastronomy, by ordering from the menu a dish the name of which I did not recognise – I thought it best to be daring. I was presented with a plate of kidneys, and could not eat a single one, since I gag on offal. This was a considerable spur to learning to translate an Italian menu at least, which I have managed to do rather well over the years. But my first day in Bologna was one of horror when the railway station was blown up, killing many scores of people. These were the anni di piombo, the so-called ‘years of lead’, and for a simple Melbournian it was all a shock to the system. The dark heart of Italy showed itself, and this was the first of many moments when I was forced beyond a shallow enchantment with la bell’Italia of the travelogues.

				Returning to Rome after two months in Germany, I settled into what was to be my home, the Collegio San Colombano just near the Australian Embassy. It was my first experience of an international community, and at first I found it exhilarating. In fact, when I look back across my Roman years, one of the best things has been the experience of Rome as a crossroads. It was once the urbs orbis, and in many ways it still is. This is partly because the city hosts two diplomatic corps – one to Italy and the other to the Holy See – and a number of international organisations. But the omnipresence of the Catholic Church – mainly priests and religious from around the globe – is another huge factor in this. As an Australian, I had grown up at the end of the line. No-one really comes through Melbourne: it tends to be a terminus. But everyone pours through Rome, which remains one of the world’s great crossroads. And I came to see that, temperamentally, I was better suited to life at the crossroads than to life at the terminus.

				Each day, I bustled off to the Pontifical Biblical Institute, or the Biblicum; even the number 58 bus seemed interesting and exciting. Never had my body space been so constantly and blithely invaded, but that was part of the deal. Everything seemed alluring: the people, the buildings, the monuments. The one exception was the lectures. I had come to the Biblicum with no Greek or Hebrew, which meant that I had to spend the first year learning the biblical languages. To do only this for an entire year at the age of 30 was tough, and I began to feel the pinch.

				I had arrived in Rome on the crest of a wave, sure that I would go from strength to strength. But this was not the case. Stripped of the supports and buffers of home, the pressure began to tell. Boring work at the Biblicum, difficult relationships in the house, hopelessly inadequate Italian and the alienation which that brings: for the first time in my life, I felt myself floundering. I can see now that all this was the end of adolescence and the beginning of adulthood. For the first time, I had to come to terms with the prospect of failure, which was compounded by the sense that here in Rome I should be having the time of my life. Well, it was the time of my life, but not the kind of time I had expected. It was confusing and painful, but it was also a turning point. Looking back to those days, I am conscious that it is not just a matter of how much time you spend in a place that creates the bond, but the depth of the experiences you have there. If Rome has in some sense become ‘my city’ it is in large part because there I have lived some of the more decisive moments of my life.

				One decision I took was to go to a parish to say mass on a Sunday, since this was something I found myself missing much more than I had expected. So off I went each Sunday to the parish of San Luigi Gonzaga in the fashionable district of Parioli to regale the faithful with my still-execrable Italian. But I was told I was simpatico, and despite the initial agonies I came to feel part of the place. I was even asked to be the Balou, the leader, of the parish pack of lupetti (cubs of both genders). This meant that I was the law-giver of the jungle, having to offer edifying thoughts to unruly 10-year-old Romans in an Italian that they could scarcely understand. I was not a good Balou. I also worked with the young people of the parish and came to appreciate the grace and vivacity of young Romans. I came to know the priests of the parish and was struck by how different priestly life was in Rome compared to anything I had known in Melbourne. In all of this, I began to feel I was living in the real world rather than in some academic bubble. I began to feel that Rome was home.

				For Roma studentesca, the Vatican was always the shimmering horizon on the other side of the Tiber River. It cast an aura but was not really part of our daily world. In 1981 I crossed the river to meet the young Pope John Paul II for the first time, little knowing how intertwined our lives would later become. I remember the sense of awe as we made our way up to the third loggia of the Apostolic Palace, around the bend and into the papal apartment. It was a wonderland. We were ushered into the pope’s private chapel where the pontiff himself knelt in prayer. I had to close my eyes to stop gawking. After mass, we met him briefly, and I can remember being surprised that he was only as tall as I am; I had thought him much taller. He asked what I was studying, and I told him the Bible. He replied that he too was a student. ‘Ah yes, Holy Father,’ I replied, ‘but you are a philosopher’. The pope smiled.

				By the time I finished those four years in Rome, I felt quite different – and in many ways I was. I had stopped smoking; I had lost weight and got fit again; I had started wearing glasses; I had learnt a swag of new languages. But through it all I had become a Roman. I had entered a world in which every stone is a story and where the ghosts of the pasts are never dead. That world had become my own. It was immensely invigorating to feel a part, however tiny, of that never-ending story, to swim with the surging tide of history. I packed my bag, stuffed with memories good and bad, knowing that I would be back. I knew that my life would be lived between two worlds, and that home would never quite be home as it was. But I did not imagine then that, when I did return to Rome, I would enter a world I did not know.

				The second Rome I entered some years later was Roma curiale, the world of the Vatican to the west of the Tiber River. Oltretevere was another planet, and I was already well into my 40s when I landed. I had been asked to do a five-year stint in the First Section of the Secretariat of State, which is really the private office of the pope. The secretariat had been after an Australian for some time, and I seemed to some of the wise to have the skills and experience required. After much uncertainty, I said yes to the offer and packed my bags once again.

				For almost five years I lived and worked in the gilded cage of the Vatican. I lived in the Casa Santa Marta, where the cardinals stay during the conclave, and I worked on the third loggia of the Apostolic Palace where I had crept in awe all those years before as I went to morning mass with the pope. What I discovered in the Vatican was a world where nothing is quite what it seems to be. For instance, a world where everyone is called monsignore can seem very patrician. Yet in a world where everyone is monsignore, no-one is really monsignore: it is a strangely demotic world. As one old hand said of the Vatican, ‘Anche i gatti sono monsignori’ – ‘Even the cats are monsignors’.

				It is a world where things can move excruciatingly slowly, because, as they say, the Vatican thinks in centuries. But it is also a world where things can move like lightning when the need arises. That is one advantage of a hierarchical universe where decisions are made on high and delivered to subordinates for implementation. This kind of hierarchical world, touched only lightly by the Reformation and Enlightenment, can seem stifling to an Australian. It certainly did to me at first. Everyone has a title and everyone a uniform. There is even a kind of choreography when it comes to getting in or out of a lift. If a cardinal or bishop wants to enter or exit, then I make way for him, no matter what contortions may be required. Yet for all that this seemed stifling at first, I came to see that there is something strangely liberating in a world where you know your place. You are not expected to re-negotiate your position in the scheme of things from day to day; you simply take your allotted place, title and uniform and await the call to assume a higher role. Once I accepted the logic of that, and the humility which it requires, then I felt more at my ease in such a world.

				The fact that everyone has a title rather than a name gives the Vatican a great impersonality. This can seem cold-hearted and humanly sterile. But I came to see that its purpose is different. This is a world where you are made to feel a very small part of a vast mystery. This is true of everyone, from the pope to the humblest official. The architecture itself reinforces this sense of things. Each morning, I would walk out of Casa Santa Marta to be confronted by St Peter’s Basilica, the sight of which nearly bowled me over. Then making my way to my office in the Borgia Tower (set between the Sistine Chapel and the Belvedere Courtyard), the architecture and art conveyed the same sense that you are a very small part of a vast mystery. This does not mean that you are insignificant or worthless – on the contrary, it makes you feel rather grand. But here was the truth of the Catholic understanding of the human being before God: very small but very grand. It was humbling but not at all humiliating; it was exhilarating but never inflating.

				I came to see too that this was a culture which was not really Italian at its core. It seemed to me to have roots which reached back to the culture of ancient Rome, baptising much that was admirable in the world of the Empire. Through the centuries, that deep substratum has acquired a heavy Italian overlay, but the gravitas found in the Vatican is reminiscent of another time and another culture. Certainly it is a world where nothing is forgotten, where things that happened centuries ago can seem like events of last week. At my desk in the Borgia Tower, I felt myself to be a denizen of the palace of memories, with my office in fact sitting directly above the kilometres of the Vatican Archive.

				Yet it is a world which is no museum. I was amazed at the flow of information through the office, information not only about the Church but also about the world and what was really going on. The Holy See is not just a window on the sleepless pageant of the Catholic Church around the world. It is also a window, and one of the most remarkable, on to the state of the world as it really is. This is because the flow of information comes not only from the papal nuncios, but also from the grassroots of the Church, with the vast network which that implies, a network not even the greatest empire could match. It seemed to me that if the Holy See makes a wrong decision, it is not because of a lack of information; it might even at times be because of an excess of information. Much of this information concerns crises both in the world and in the Church; and each day brought a bundle of crises. Indeed, the Holy See is really about ceaseless crisis management.

				When i superiori, one’s superiors, rise in the morning, their question is not, ‘Will there be a crisis today?’ but rather, ‘Which will be the first of the crises this day brings?’ That is, I think, why they tend to adopt a kind of Olympian detachment, a calm in the face of catastrophe, which can seem a little cool-nosed or cold-hearted. But without that detachment, they would go mad. It is simply for the sake of survival.

				I remember when the American secretary of state, Madeleine Albright, came to visit the Holy See. She was asked why she bothered, given that it seemed like visiting an ecclesiastical Disneyland. She replied simply, ‘There’s a lot of wisdom up there’; and this from a top official of the Clinton administration whose relations with the Holy See were strained. She was right: there is a lot of wisdom ‘up there’. It comes from deep memory; it comes from being in touch with the world as it really is; it comes not from national self-interest but from the humanism which, in my view, is born from the gospel of Christ. It is a wisdom which does not rush to judgment, but which believes that there are always aspects of situations and problems which we have not yet seen or considered. It is a wisdom which insists that we keep turning the prism in the belief that each new turn will yield new and unexpected light. It is a wisdom which insists that things are seldom as they seem at first sight and that only God sees things whole.

				That world and its wisdom can seem a far cry from the plains of West Footscray where, when I wrote the present vignette, I had pitched my tent. But these days I carry that world within, so it is always close at hand. From here, I look back on the Romes I have known as a great metaphor of Italy and perhaps of the world. Italy, they say, has been unified, but that is a largely mythic claim or a statement in the optative mood. Italy is still plural. But so too is the world, with all its diversity and fragmentation. And yet a certain unity is undeniable. Here I begin to sound like a theologian expounding the mystery of the Trinity. And perhaps in telling my little tale of Rome I am somehow touching the Trinity as it has taken flesh among us. I like to think so, however true it is that some of my darkest days have been in Rome. That is why I look back now and say, ‘It was the best of times and the worst of times’; it is the best of places and the worst of places. It is home.
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				Chapter 16 – Vignette

				Rediscovering Rome

				Antonio Pagliaro

				Antonio Pagliaro was born in Melbourne. After schooling at Xavier College, he completed studies in Classics and Italian at The University of Melbourne (BA Honours; MA). He was awarded an Italian-Australian government exchange scholarship and completed postgraduate studies in Rome at La Sapienza. During a study period in the 1980s, he re-discovered a copy of Raffaello Carboni’s lost poem Gilburnia at a bookstand on Via del Corso; in 1993 he published a new edition of the work, with commentary and English translation. Pagliaro’s research has also focused on the correspondence of Swiss-Italian miners during the Australian gold rush, and on various areas of Italian literature. He is at present collaborating on an English language edition of the letters written by Margherita Datini to her husband Francesco, the well-known merchant of Prato, during the period 1384–1410.

				My parents met on a passenger ship of the Lloyd Sabaudo line bound for Australia some time around 1930. My mother, Patricia, was born in Melbourne of an Australian pioneering family in 1907. She had a keen interest in Italy and had taken Italian lessons in the 1920s with Elvira Nibbi, the wife of the Italian writer and bookshop owner Gino Nibbi, who had recently arrived in Melbourne. My father, Silvio, was Italian and the ship’s medical doctor. After corresponding with Silvio for a while, my mother accepted his proposal of marriage, and travelled to Italy. My parents were married there in 1932, and stayed in Italy until 1937, when they decided to take their two sons Piero and Giuseppe (Beppo) to Australia. On arrival, my father set up a medical practice in Melbourne; he started practice at 33 Collins Street. By the time his third son, Andrea, was born in August 1940, Italy was at war and my father had been interned as an enemy alien. He was accompanied by guards from Loveday, South Australia, to Melbourne’s Mercy Hospital to see my mother and the baby. Presumably a sense of mischief – alluding to an unlikely Italian victory – led him to give Andrea ‘Vittorio’ as a second name. On the way back to South Australia the guards got thoroughly drunk and drove their truck off the road. My father had to hold their rifles while they resolved the situation. After a very tedious stay of 40 months and much letter writing he was released from internment at the end of 1943 and ordered to work at the Austin Hospital in Heidelberg. More children followed: Maria in 1944; Antonio (that’s me) in 1945; Lorenzo in 1946; Teresa in 1950.

				My two eldest brothers had started life as Italian speakers. However, according to the science of the era, the stuttering which had affected the eldest, Piero, might have been caused by bilingualism. Therefore, we of the post-internment generation grew up as English monolinguals. My parents spoke to each other in Italian – particularly if they did not want us to understand – and to us in English. But in postwar Australia there was no place for foreign languages in public, so we children shrank and were embarrassed when our father spoke loudly with his strong accent (though he used a vocabulary that was probably far wider than that of his interlocutors); or when he insisted, quite irrationally, that it was his right at the greengrocer’s to choose the fruit, since he was paying for it. So we grew up in Melbourne speaking English and going to respectable schools where we were tolerated, despite our defect of obviously being Italian. In our last years of school we of the younger generation also began Italian lessons, for one hour a week each, in Wattle Road Hawthorn. These were taught by our mother’s teacher Elvira Nibbi, who prepared us for the intermediate, leaving and matriculation exams. She was a charming woman, and for me the long and incomplete path towards comprehending Italy and Italians really began then.

				After leaving school, I chose to study geology, but I had a catastrophic year in Science and was excluded from the Faculty. In the meantime, the asthma brought on by my father’s past as a heavy smoker, which had been tormenting him for three or four years, eventually caused damage to his circulation, as indeed he had foreseen. He was taken by ambulance to hospital one night in September 1963, and operated on for thrombosis. On that occasion he was brought back from the brink, but he died the following March, aged 63. For the rest of that year I worked as a laboratory assistant in the Biochemistry Department at Melbourne University, and as a labourer for the Forestry Commission. Then I enrolled in an Arts degree, combining Classics and Italian.

				My time as an Arts student was a very enjoyable period in my life. Students were treated with great respect in tutorials. In the Classics Department we were addressed as ‘Mister’ and ‘Miss’. Such respectfulness was a great motivating force for me, and gave me the deluded impression that every comment I offered in tutorials would be a grand contribution to Knowledge. Graduation came four years later, and then enrolment for an MA in Classics. My mind turned to the future.

				In the pre-computer era, the departmental noticeboard provided essential information, and served as a meeting place, enhancing inter-student contact. It was even a place for declarations of love, as testified by the lipstick kiss planted on a notice beside the signature of one Classics lecturer. Uninspiring blank spaces on the noticeboard were filled with posters from overseas universities. The attractions of overseas study were enhanced in these posters by an eye-catching graphic style: a line in red perhaps, or the use of italics, suggested novelty – even transgression.

				I eschewed the attractions of Alberta and North Carolina, McMaster and Dublin. I had a preconceived image of the English as frigid and unwelcoming, so the prospect of study there was not appealing. My attention was drawn by a poster for the Scuola Normale di Pisa. My intention was to combine my interests in Greek and Italian through a study of Southern Italian dialects. So I applied for a government exchange scholarship to Italy. The scholarship consisted of one return shipboard passage and an allowance of 100,000 lire per month.

				My application was successful, so I proceeded to the Italian Consulate, then gathered together the required documents. Having inevitably taken their instructions too lightly, my return visit did not bring all to fruition. Italian bureaucracy was far more exacting than an ingenuous postgraduate student could imagine. I had to procure more documents and photos, then other ones. No short cuts here: an official university transcript is a worthless proof when another piece of paper – the degree itself – has been specified. However, eventually all seemed ready.

				When I had recovered from a farewell party organised by a generous friend, I passed by the Consulate to collect my ticket. Despite its precision in other areas, unfortunately the staff had forgotten to book my passage! So I busied myself for another three weeks awaiting the next ship to Italy. At Melbourne University I focused on my MA thesis in the Baillieu Library, trying to avoid those who confronted me with the question ‘What are you doing here?’ It felt somewhat compromising to have a farewell party and then fail to disappear.

				Eventually I departed on the Angelina Lauro. Its passengers consisted of many Italian emigrants returning home after years of hard work, and an equal number of nurses and typists bound for temporary jobs in London. After we left Perth, an announcement was made that propeller repairs were needed, so we would not be disembarking at our destination, Naples, but at Southampton instead. The announcement caused some lively scenes on board, but no change in the captain’s plans. A long crossing of the Indian Ocean was required, as the Suez Canal was filled with ships stranded and sunken because of the Israeli-Egyptian war. The sea was shrouded in mist; the horizon was never visible. Tourist class accommodation was almost entirely sealed from the outside world and enshrouded in its own suffocating fog of cigarette smoke. I looked longingly at the lengthy open decks of First Class and decided in desperation to transfer, whatever the cost. In fact, it cost very little! Just 20,000 lire (about A$30.00 at the time) gave me a four-berth cabin all to myself, the possibility of walking outside and, I should add, the company of some very congenial young Australian graduates from Adelaide. After two more brief stops, just six hours each in Cape Town and Tenerife, we pressed ahead straight to Southampton. Surprisingly, while we were leaving the ship in Southampton, other passengers were already waiting to board; the ship was reloaded in a hurry with English passengers, mainly emigrants I imagine, and set sail while its ejected passengers were still awaiting their transport via alternative means to sunny Italy.

				At the Ministero degli Esteri in Rome I was told that the Scuola Normale di Pisa was out of the question, since its quota of students had been filled. I decided to stay in Rome; after obtaining the necessary approvals, I attempted to enrol in Italian studies at the University of Rome, La Sapienza. As a foreign student, to begin my chosen course I needed permission from Natalino Sapegno, the head of the Istituto di Filologia Italiana – also the famous editor of Dante. He seemed to be impossible to locate. After searching several times in vain, I was advised by a doorkeeper to come early in the morning, about 8 o’clock, on the following day. I did so, but missed Professor Sapegno again. I had a brief discussion with a very open and cordial Arrigo Castellani (whose works on early Tuscan dialectology had accompanied me in the third and fourth years of my studies). He suggested I write to Sapegno in order to arrange an appointment. I did so, but on returning days later no reply or acknowledgement had come. At this point I thought to take a nostalgic wander through the Istituto di Filologia Classica. A group of young graduates I met there were welcoming and friendly; a few were interested in Hellenistic poetry, and impressed to learn that my MA supervisor was K. J. McKay, whose work was well known to them. These students told me they were organising additional seminars for their postgraduate Diploma di perfezionamento and invited me to join them. I accepted with relief.

				On arrival in Rome I had contacted the Marino family. Immediately I was invited to their home, and received like a long-lost son. Filiberto Marino and his wife Antiope had been my father’s friends since the early 1920s, when he, still a medical student, had sat up in their house night after night nursing their first infant child, who had been born with a fatal respiratory defect. As she recounted this story Antiope was overcome, and wept. The friendship had continued and, after my father had somewhat unconventionally married an Australian, ‘la signora Patrizia’, the two families had lived as neighbours for a time in Via Flaminia. When very young, my two elder brothers and the Marino children had played together. Then my parents had decided to move to Australia. In their conversations Filiberto and Antiope reconstructed the era and my parents’ lives in Italy one piece at a time. I began to understand how all those aspects of my father’s lively character which were unusual – or unappreciated – from an Australian perspective took on an utterly different meaning in Italy. His humour and word play, as well as his warm-hearted concern for others, could only have reached their full expression and appreciation in the Italian language and environment. Lucilla Marino, daughter of Filiberto and Antiope, told me of her father’s response when he heard after the war that Silvio had been interned: Filiberto had retreated silently to his study and locked the door behind him, overwhelmed with emotion.

				I was able to stay with the Marino family for several days, but they were now old and frail. Filiberto guided me through the accommodation advertisements of the Rome daily, Il Messaggero. He recommended the centre of Rome. I suspect he saw it as an opportunity for me to live the life of la Bohème, as he had done before the Great War.

				I found accommodation in a pensione in Via del Boschetto, a narrow street in the historical centre off Via Nazionale. Among my fellow boarders was Umberto, a clerk employed by the State. He was wealthy enough to have a small black and white television in his room, which he spent most evenings watching. Pier Angelo and Saro shared a room; they were artists who spent their days selling paintings in Piazza Navona. Oscar was a well-off Uruguayan student enrolled at the Rome film school. There was also a university tutor in philosophy, who was a friend of the poet Sandro Penna. The atmosphere in the pensione was not altogether pleasant as mealtimes were marked by insistent and tedious criticisms by Umberto of homosexuals. He wandered into the tutor’s room and had his worst suspicions confirmed by finding pornographic male images in magazines there.

				One day Sandro Penna rang the pensione. He wanted to leave a message and I did not catch his name so asked him to repeat it. Colin McCormick, head of the Italian Department at Melbourne University, was certainly a lover of Italian poetry; moreover, the most famous contemporary poets were included in the undergraduate syllabus at that time, but I had never heard mention of Penna and his homoerotic verse.

				‘I am the famous poet Sandro Penna.’

				I was unimpressed. ‘Who says you are famous? Do Montale and Saba agree?’

				‘Of course. Montale, Saba, everyone.’

				‘Who publishes you?’

				‘Mondadori of course.’

				

				Poetry also marked the life of another of my fellow tenants. Paolo Prestigiacomo was in the last months of his compulsory military service. He had taken a room to use occasionally when he had free moments, so that he could change into civilian clothes and frequent literary circles. Certainly a short military haircut and checked sports jacket gave him the air of being anything but a cultivator of the muses. He was delighted to find a potential reader and presented me with a volume of verse he had just published, Relitti del mare. His literary career was slowly starting to develop. He had a poem or two accepted for publication in the literary journal Nuovi Argomenti founded by Alberto Carrocci, Alberto Moravia, and Pier Paolo Pasolini; he had made the acquaintance of the elderly writer Aldo Palazzeschi (formerly a poet of Futurism) who graciously received Paolo in his home one day. Afterwards I heard every detail of this exciting encounter.

				Our landlady at the pensione, Signora Morosi, cooked us two modest meals a day. Like most people in this category, she was a major practitioner of petty economies. The evening meal was a single meagre dish together with some bread rolls, if there were any left over from lunch. The light globes in each room were probably about 25 watts and rendered reading at night a difficult enterprise. Pier Angelo, who needed to maintain the production line of impressionist-style flower paintings for American tourists at Piazza Navona, overcame the problem by purchasing himself a globe which might have lit a tennis court. If the Signora knocked at his door to collect the rent or do the cleaning, he had to play for time while juggling a hot light and replacing it with the standard issue. One night Signora Morosi’s hungry tenants raided the fridge, so she had it fitted with a large chain and padlock. The phone was also fitted with a lock so that it could be used for incoming calls only. Early in summer I caught a train to Munich to meet my cousin. On my return I found the Signora in a state. While she had been away, someone had cunningly made a series of reverse charge calls to the pensione from Germany – and she was convinced it was me. However, as I pointed out regretfully, there was no-one left at the pensione during summer whom I knew or could have wanted to ring.

				From Via del Boschetto it was a short bus ride to the Università degli Studi di Roma. The atmosphere at the university was one of continuous tension. Dozens of carabinieri (military police) sat in the back of trucks near the university gate – just past the conveniently located anti-rabies inoculation centre – ready to intervene with their batons in the event of over-lively protest. Now and then groups of students would congregate on the steps of the Facoltà di Lettere, prepared for demonstrations or scuffles with their political opponents. The classrooms inside were liberally daubed with slogans in red paint extolling Chairman Mao, Che Guevara, Fidel Castro, Lenin and other revolutionary heroes, or calling for the liberation of Pietro Valpreda who had been in jail for some time awaiting trial for the 1969 Piazza Fontana bombing.

				Special postgraduate seminars were offered at the request of the students I had met. Ettore Paratore taught several on Latin literature; Cesare Questa taught on the exotic (to me impenetrable) field of Plautine metrics, and Augusto Campana offered classes on the study of codices. Campana had an immense reputation in his field. Rather than joining the Fascist party – which had been a prerequisite for a university position – he had spent the years of Fascism in the Vatican library acquiring an unparalleled knowledge of its manuscripts. At the Istituto di Filologia Classica he showed his strength of character in another way. At around 8pm during his seminars the caretaker of the Istituto would begin turning off the lights, in preparation for locking up and going home. Campana took absolutely no notice. Eventually the lights would be turned off for minutes at a time, but this made no difference. If Campana had something to say it was going to be said, and he certainly would not yield for any trivial reason. Ettore Paratore, author of a large history of Latin literature, had an encyclopaedic knowledge of his field, though he also frequently published articles on Italian and other modern European literatures. While we delivered seminar papers, he would sit on the edge of the chair, listening apparently with the greatest interest and attention. Paratore was no friend of student revolution, but was renowned for having once set a passage from Mao’s popular Little Red Book – necessary reading for university students of the ’60s and ’70s – for translation into Latin.

				Classes in Byzantine Greek literature were taught to a small group of about 15 students by Professore Giuseppe Schirò. Slowly we read through the Chronicle of Ioannina – that is to say, he read. And whereas in my undergraduate classes in Melbourne we had been encouraged to discuss interpretations of texts, and dissent from them, Giuseppe Schirò was an elderly deliverer of Truth ex cathedra. I remember a fellow student asking whether a particular passage might be construed in a different manner from that enunciated. Schirò was shocked. ‘No’, he said, ‘I have read this passage and reflected’ – ‘Ho riflettuto.’ Quite simply, there was no discussion. On another occasion he stepped into the classroom while we sat around the table – and again he was sorely grieved: ‘I have been teaching for many years at this university. Today for the first time the class has not stood up when I entered the room.’ It seemed curious that while violent protest raged in the university and in the streets of Rome, none of my fellow students seemed even slightly inclined to utter the ’70s Italian equivalent of ‘Get real!’ But of course these students needed to survive oral exams, and to progress through the Italian educational system by accumulating as many potential allies or ‘santi in paradiso’ – ‘saints in Paradise’ – as possible, in order to strengthen their chances for whatever opportunity might present itself in their future lives.

				However, where the lecture theatre was large or where anonymity was guaranteed, occasionally some students came with protest in mind, depending on the real or imagined political view of the lecturer. I remember a particular class taught by the romance philologist Professor Aurelio Roncaglia, when a young man walked slowly and noisily down the steps of the lecture theatre, and exited through the door in an equally rowdy manner. The illustrious scholar did not seem to have understood that protestors are not usually enrolled in the courses they interrupt. ‘If that person presents himself at the exam, I’ll send him away’ – ‘gli dico che se ne vada’, Roncaglia said to us fairly pointlessly, though he probably believed that he had struck a blow for academia.

				Enrolment itself still took many months and numerous queues at the university offices. About a year after arriving in Rome I finally encountered the famous and elusive Natalino Sapegno, because one of his roles was to vet foreign students for their knowledge of Italian. About a dozen of us gathered in his study, and sat around on armchairs and sofas while he signed a few forms stating that our Italian was adequate – and that was that.

				Among the most welcoming of academics was Enrico Rossi, a professor of Greek. He had spent some time at Oxford University, and his pipe and tweed jacket certainly evoked English academia. At times he went to dinner with his students, and even invited a fair number of us to his house one evening – most unlike any other professor I met in Rome. Professor Rossi also organised various seminars with visiting academics. At one of these, after I had been in Italy only a couple of months, I met again a fellow student from Melbourne, Frances Muecke. This proved a lucky meeting for me, as at that time I knew hardly anything about Rome. Frances guided me around the backstreets near Piazza Navona, and introduced me to Palazzo della Cancelleria and other renowned buildings when my appreciation of architectural styles was non-existent.

				Most of my study, however, took place in specialist libraries: in the German Archaeological Institute off Via Veneto, or at the American Academy, which is set in verdant gardens on the Janiculum Hill. Lucilla Marino was deputy librarian at the American Academy: intelligent, witty and cultured, and with a wide range of friends in academia, she and her friends were part of an exceptional generation which had graduated from a leading classical liceo (secondary college) in Rome. At least once a week I enjoyed dinner at Lucilla’s house, and met there numerous interesting and highly intelligent personalities, most from academia, some from politics. It was a unique experience. We engaged in intense arguments and discussion far into the night, and I learnt far more about Italian life, politics and language than would have been possible anywhere else.

				Of course each of the libraries had their illustrious elderly scholars. Amongst these at the American Academy was Gisela Richter, formerly curator of antiquities at New York’s Metropolitan Museum. She had chosen her favourite spot in the Academy library, and if she found it rashly occupied by a stranger she did not hesitate to exceed her authority, asking them to move on. Occasionally Dale Trendall, the renowned expert in ancient pottery, would visit Rome from Australia, and Miss Richter would arrange a little reception for scholars ‘to meet Mr Trendall’. A couple of years later, shortly before her death, she wrote a fascinating, brief account of her early years; it was printed as a small booklet, and illustrated with family photos. I saw photocopies of it at the time. But after her death it became apparent that Miss Richter had thought the better of this self-indulgence and no copies were to be found in her library.

				One of the great advantages of living in Rome was the accessibility of literature; that is, all of the European classics were available in paperback editions, and frequently in parallel texts. The works of T. S. Eliot were cheaper in Italy than Australia. I was living just a short walk away from the Rome Opera where ‘lateral’ seats could be obtained for only 400 lire (about A$0.80 cents). It cost even less to go to classic film showings at the Farnese cinema in Campo dei Fiori.

				As summer progressed, the thick walls of the pensione gradually warmed up and maintained the heat in our rooms throughout the night, as might a baker’s oven. I longed for space, privacy and the possibility of choosing the size of my meals. Clean air was another desideratum. In those days, when the centre of Rome was open to all cars, a regular event was total gridlock for a couple of hours at a time, providing an extraordinary combination of noise from horns and dense clouds of black fumes. Consulting Il Messaggero, I discovered a suitable flat for rent. On speaking to the shady accountant who was looking after the matter, it became clear that he was leasing out an undeclared property belonging to an unnamed member of parliament. I was pronounced an acceptable tenant. So after paying a large deposit, I moved out to a little way beyond the Vatican, off Via Baldo degli Ubaldi. Here the fresh breezes blew in summer evenings. Here was liberty and privacy. Here, with the Presbyterian Women’s Cookery Book (sent by my kind mother), I began my undistinguished culinary career: tuna with breadcrumbs; fish fingers; frozen peas.

				Knowing that I was seeking work as an English tutor, my fellow students suggested to Professor Campana that he employ me on a temporary basis to teach English to students of Classics, to enable them to read works of English scholarship. After an interview, in which he ascertained that I did indeed know English, classes began. I made a couple of very good friends among these students and finally my social life began to flourish. About a year after arriving in Italy I finished my MA thesis for Melbourne University; after about two years I completed my Diploma di perfezionamento for the University of Rome. Eventually the time came to choose between staying in Italy or returning. The desire to be with my family prevailed. Therefore with Gianni, Lucilla’s friend and a cancelliere (chancellor) of the courts, I went on what promised to be a formidable mission – the attempt to recoup my deposit on the flat. It remains an enduring joy to recollect how the smile on the face of the accountant froze when he opened his door and saw that I was not alone. Every reason he gave as to why the deposit could not be repaid in full, as well as every claim of additional expenses, were skilfully countered by Gianni, who himself managed a condominium and proved himself a genius in mental arithmetic. Within a few days I had spent that money too – then I flew back to Melbourne.

				I was offered some part-time tutoring in the Italian Department at Melbourne University, and enrolled in a PhD. With its vast empty streets and enormous sky, Melbourne still seemed a sluggish city, yet some improvements were clearly evident. With the advent of Gough Whitlam’s prime ministership a cultural revolution had taken place; multiculturalism was on the move and it was no longer outrageous to speak in a foreign language in public. Even so, keeping in touch with Italian events via just one medium, my subscription to L’Espresso, was a difficult task in the pre-electronic age, and it was a frustrating process trying to follow events through the years of the Red Brigades, the kidnap of Aldo Moro and the rise and fall of Bettino Craxi. However, in the era of cheap airfares it was still possible to return to Italy in the summer every year and benefit from some semblance of contact. Now of course, it has become even simpler. My work as a lecturer keeps me in touch with Italy and my family’s friendship with the Marino family continues – which naturally says more about them and my father than anyone else.
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				Chapter 17 – Vignette

				‘Unevenly buried’: A personal topography of Rome

				Cynthia Troup

				Cynthia Troup lived in Palermo and Florence for several periods during her childhood and school years. In 1995 she received an inaugural Australian Foundation for Studies in Italy award, which made possible the commencement of historical research in Rome. Her publications include scholarly articles in Italian Studies – several on the cult of Santa Francesca Romana – as well as essays and interviews in the fields of contemporary art and music. As a founding member of the arts company Aphids, Troup also writes for performance. She has taught at Monash University and The University of Melbourne, and has held writer’s residencies at Queen’s College Tower Studio (Melbourne, 2003), at Les Bains: Connective (Brussels, 2004), and at Bundanon (Southern NSW, 2007).

				In 1955 Carlo Levi wrote a jubilant essay for La Nuova Stampa about the ‘festival’ or feast of the Epiphany in Rome. Setting the scene for his evocation of Piazza Navona on that occasion, he reminded his readers in Turin of ‘the age-old agrarian nature of [Rome] – a city of shepherds buried beneath a city of soldiers, in turn buried beneath a city of lawyers, buried beneath a city of priests, buried beneath a city of artisans and shopkeepers, buried beneath a city of bureaucrats, buried, in its turn, under who can say what other city’ (Levi 2005, 28).1

				Levi’s mid century depiction of Rome’s hard-wearing, rural quality accords with my mother’s memories of her Roman holiday at that time. I can say that, 40 years later, in 1995 when Lamberto Dini was briefly prime minister of Italy, I found Rome to be a city of all those former inhabitants, still there or unevenly buried, and a city of myriad immigrants and refugees. On most ordinary days I moved past bus drivers, security guards, porters and library clerks, and my destination would have me mingle with tourists and travellers, tourists and pilgrims, monks and nuns, more tourists, students, scholars and artists. Meanwhile, already in conscientious anticipation of the Jubilee year, Rome was being excavated, restored, and reconstructed as a city of more tourists and pilgrims, priests and nuns. Nostalgic neglect was becoming unthinkable; the city government of Rome had commissioned its first website. Disenchantment was the tone for any talk of Italian politics, but some enthusiasm was acceptable for municipal affairs, and for the Greens Party mayor of Rome, Francesco Rutelli.

				Perhaps a self-conscious attention to history as part of today’s lived, architectural landscape characterises all Italian cities and towns. Of course in Rome the spectacular emphasis on archaeological layers can threaten to defeat the effort to interrogate the past – can burden any attempt with melancholy. Yet the same observable layers might fire the historical imagination so intensely that it feels able to become only swifter and sharper in its powers. By Rome’s wealth of celebrated evidence of the past, I became more than ever sensitised to history as a palimpsest, and more than ever acutely aware of the erasure and overwriting of this palimpsest as dynamic processes at once deliberate and accidental. Living in Rome as a scholar undoubtedly helped to affirm – and complicate – my vocation as a historian. I was hardly the first to feel this – amongst others, Edward Gibbon famously did so – yet to me this sensation came still as a revelation.

				In 1995 I was 26 years old. I was returning to Italy, but this time to live in Rome. Since childhood my sisters and I had spoken Italian: at our Catholic primary school in Melbourne we had been part of Miss Tossi’s Saturday Italian class. Now an adult, I had certainly travelled alone before, and yet it was in Rome that I first rented on my own account, and resided by myself. For four months my experience of living in that city for the purposes of scholarly research was heightened by this new experience of solitude and self-reliance. I remember the absolute fascination of realising, at a particular moment, that in Rome I knew no-one. I knew of people; wasn’t isolated. In the months before my departure, I had carefully created a notebook for listing useful contacts: all kinds of good people had been recommended to me. Even so, I didn’t exist to any of them, when – after the flurry and exertion of finding somewhere to live; of locating the closest market, supermarket, laundrette and photocopy shop; of working out the surrounding bus routes and landmarks – at that slowed-down instant and inside Via San Calepodio 36, suddenly I noticed my solitude. There was no dramatic consequence. It was as though noticing from afar. Then I had an impression of hearing more through the ground-floor walls of my apartment block: ambulances and cars, children, televisions, the scraping of plates. This leafy, hillside suburb of Monteverde seemed a little less contained.

				Is Rome known as a friendly city? Probably it’s too illustrious and categorically self-assured to seek such a reputation. Yet I don’t recall an occasion when I was afraid of lingering alone in centro – the historic centre – or in Trastevere, or before the gleaming solemnity of the view from Piazza Garibaldi. Overall, I didn’t feel my anonymity, foreignness, or impermanent residence in Rome to be shameful. At least in its breadth and density, the old centre of the city can protect as well as tolerate these matters of status. And amidst a crowd – surrounded by smart ladies in glossy fur coats, milling about the courtyard of some proud palace after an evening concert; or turning from the bus stop into the flashy, fragrant clatter of a gran caffè on a weekday morning; or, indeed, on a clear night near one of the fountains in Piazza Navona, when groups in the restaurants are becoming boisterous, and the racks of watercolours have been left unattended, and the cards of the tarot readers are turning fast – anonymity can be felt as a delight in being alive in a setting of such imperturbable grandeur. There, paradoxically, as so well elaborated by Levi, being unknown and without company can give a sense of connectedness to all the fury, sound and motion of human life.

				If this feeling can be had anywhere, I became susceptible to it in Rome. I indulged in becoming susceptible: at the bookseller Feltrinelli in Largo Argentina, opposite the bus interchange and four Republican temples, Oxford paperbacks cost 8,000 lire. I began Henry James’ The Portrait of a Lady, eating market cherries still warm from their box in the sun.

				* * *

				My research in Rome was focused on the fifteenth-century cult of a female Roman saint. I was introduced to Saint Frances of Rome, or Santa Francesca Romana, in Melbourne, by Ian Robertson in his sedate brown office at Melbourne University. And in Melbourne, perhaps understandably, my intellectual enthusiasm for this subject was sometimes modified by doubts about its demonstrable relevance to – well, to the sound and motion of my decidedly secular Australian life.

				These doubts about relevance were superseded in Rome by continual anxieties about the distinction, for my academic purposes, between the substance of the contemporary cult and the proper materials for historical research. I see these days that in Rome I experienced almost immediately an obscure ‘crisis of contact’ with my subject. The enduring and obvious socio-religious prestige of Santa Francesca intimidated me terribly; I inferred that it was dangerous to ask questions about such an iconic figure and heritage, out aloud, as it were, in a female foreigner’s accent. A reverent pilgrimage to the Saint’s holy shrine and convent was hardly the journey planned, but often this was assumed to be the premise, or the proper premise, of my inquiry. How to avoid giving an impression of polite respect which could not be confused with one of devotion? I lacked the sophistication; the requisite sense of humour, too. Predictably I wanted to avoid giving offence, and desired to please.

				So in Rome my first formal efforts as a cultural historian were fraught with a kind of secret torment: they were made especially wary and hesitant by the inmost question ‘what do you believe?’ – a dogmatic variant of the existential ‘who are you anyway?’ Now I can name these misgivings, but then I believed that my investigation should be something confinable to the thinking, analytical mind. This ‘crisis of contact’ might be traced to the week of my arrival in Rome, and my initial visit to the Basilica di Santa Francesca Romana ‘al foro’ – ‘beside the forum’. By name, by site, and by the array of memorials within, this basilica presents as yet another Rome in microcosm: every vista and every surface emphasises some unique, unbroken association with the cities of pagan goddesses, emperors, apostles and popes; miraculous madonnas; noble families; cardinal patrons and protectors; great mosaicists, sculptors, painters and architects; clergy, blessed holy figures and saints. Early on a Thursday morning in May I descended into the nineteenth-century crypt, where Santa Francesca’s white-veiled skeleton lies displayed in a casket of copper and glass. I was unprepared for the chilly magnificence of this arrangement – for the ugly, immersive complexity of the whole church interior. In its silent grandeur I found no resonance with my study so far.

				Otherwise my creeping panic might be traced to the following Wednesday, when I was received at the Congregation of Oblates founded by Santa Francesca at the Tor de’ Specchi. The main street-side walls of the monastery extend more than half a block down Via Teatro di Marcello, as it curves south from the Campidoglio and Piazza d’Aracoeli. Months before, la Madre, Paola Vecchi the Mother Superior, had replied to my letter of enquiry from Melbourne with a few lines handwritten on a tissue-thin page. Our appointment was for three o’clock in the afternoon, and she was waiting for me, as indicated by the nun who acted as porter, across a wide, bright courtyard, through glazed doors, and up two flights of marble stairs. I wore a plain dress, and tiptoed. The stairwell smelled of floor wax and washed cement.

				Back then I described Madre Paola’s appearance as that of ‘a fairytale nun’; the skin of her hands and cheeks was pink and soft. Seated opposite her in a dim, first-floor parlour, I breathed an air more rarefied than I had ever experienced before, while our interview took the form of an extremely courteous catechism. Madre Paola nodded gently as I spoke. I mentioned the archive of the Tor de’ Specchi, as had my letter. Madre Paola suggested that the Vatican Library was rich in materials ‘with which to begin’. She was, and remained, utterly inscrutable. Nevertheless I had grasped at once that in the Tor de’ Specchi all time and space were strenuously charged with the presence and example of the foundress. Social and cultural history were of interest as a complement to faith. And what did I believe?

				After so many months of Latin reading lessons, paleography and preliminary study I was hardly unprepared intellectually for these encounters. However, I hadn’t anticipated their personal impact, and sensory, theatrical effect. A reaction to the ideological atmosphere of the basilica and the Tor de’ Specchi collided and then colluded with my lack of self-confidence. Apparently all of those cities, still there or unevenly buried, had been converted to a perfect faith in Santa Francesca. Rome challenged me positively to define the nature of my passion for the discipline that had held my scholarly attention, and sustained my curiosity, since at least my undergraduate years. Circumstances demanded as well that I learn to allow space for the role of personality, feelings – intuitions – in this practice of history.

				In September Ian Robertson arrived in Rome to pursue his own research until the next February. He’d booked a serviced flat in Vicolo Moroni, around the corner from the Ponte Sisto. He would stroll – or so he had planned – across the fifteenth-century bridge to shop in the Campo dei Fiori, but the Ponte Sisto was under restoration. I vividly remember him from that period, walking from his so-called Residence in Trastevere to the Vatican in the early morning, strikingly dignified in his long, dark overcoat. It was Ian’s habit to categorise himself as a ‘Catholic agnostic’. Amongst friends and former students he enjoyed rehearsing this half-ironic, complex, fastidious self-description, which was, I think, a way of positively defining his ethos as a historian of Renaissance Italy, popes and civic governments. On excursions together, say, to San Giovanni in Laterano, or to the Sancta Sanctorum, he impressed me as careful to avoid pre-empting the experience with words, despite his erudition. Crowds or no crowds, in the vicinity of Rome’s historical topography and faced with any memorial or mythified place, Ian’s response was a combination of pleasure and downright awe. Re-reading Levi’s essay on the Epiphany, somehow, the writer’s willingness to be disarmed by observation reminds me of Ian in Rome.

				* * *

				From 1992, the Rome of librarians and library clerks was collaboratively re-oriented towards the virtual centre of the Unione Romana Biblioteche Scientifiche (URBS) online catalogue. Nowadays this database involves some 15 libraries, notably those of national academies and universities; it provides links to the online catalogues of nine further libraries, including that of the Vatican. Irreducible in its fabric, however, the Rome of librarians and library clerks persists as a massive, sprawling, sumptuous domain; haphazard, well-disguised – a city of exclusive citadels, almost. Its geography and protocols required that I develop my physical stamina for the shifting, miscellaneous business of research, as much as my mental stamina.

				Naturally, long before Madre Paola’s bidding, I had intended to avail myself of the Vatican Library and Archive, unfathomable as they are. For this I would catch the number 115 bus in Monteverde, which pitches down the Passeggiata del Gianicolo to Santo Spirito in Sassia. I sought out other materials in the library of the Libera Università Maria Santissima Assunta, located between the Vatican and Castel Sant’Angelo; in the library of the École Française de Rome, unsuspected below the famous entablature of the Farnese Palace; in the hagiographical collections of the Vallicelliana (Rome’s first public library), and in the Istituto Storico Italiano per il Medioevo at Piazza dell’Orologio – both beside the Chiesa Nuova, and part of the baroque convent so well-known to music history. For the detail of its card catalogue I often had recourse to the Biblioteca dell’Istituto Nazionale di Archeologia e Storia dell’Arte, also hidden away behind the carved doors of Palazzo Venezia. I recall the Biblioteca di Storia della Medicina as a poky grey room off the Viale dell’Università, north-east of the main railway station, where, improbably, I came upon a cache of articles on the healing miracles of Santa Francesca. The Biblioteca Nazionale Centrale is in the same area: its monotonous austerity cannot be overestimated. Nor can the serenity of the American Academy library, with its several floors of open stacks. The American Academy was within walking distance of my apartment, uphill towards the crest of the Gianicolo.

				Not all of these institutions belonged or belong to the URBS network. Day to day, each diligently preserves the singular conceit of its origins; each reading room is superintended to preserve its own degree of purposeful silence. Mostly I gained admission after some alarmingly slow administrative procedure, potentially a morning’s work. I’ve kept the assorted tessere d’ammissione – documents of admission – that resulted from this work: a dozen or so cardboard cards, hand-typed, stamped and signed. Tiny staples attach passport-sized photos of me at 26. Anecdotally these tessere could signify patience, or intellectual energy, yet I see their creases and frayed corners in terms of the body; its own diligence and exertions – the relentless legwork connoted by my city of libraries.

				In part by triumphalist design, Rome’s renowned thoroughfares and landmarks – and the distances between them – can be brutal in their monumentality. Unsurprisingly, there were those days when my trip to some place of research proved fruitless, arduous, exhausting. I won’t forget traipsing down Via del Corso one hot July afternoon, having decided to avoid the sweaty crush of the bus. I tripped on the footpath, a stumble really, but instead of regaining my balance, I crawled to the kerb, and sat there, hunched over with my feet in the gutter, sobbing like a child – oh, about the ancient grime of ‘Civilisation’; all the swarming pedestrians and hurtling traffic of the world; the smoke and sirens beating the interminable length of the street!

				The dreary, pinching headaches that I suffered were surely due to traffic pollution. Pollution and other environmental issues were especially topical since Mayor Rutelli had been promising no less than an ‘ecological renaissance’ for Rome, beginning in 1992. But the luck of my address, my neighbourhood, gave me a place of genuine respite: in Monteverde, behind the American Academy, sprawls the largest public park in Rome, the Villa Doria Pamphilj, or Belrespiro (a name meaning, more or less, ‘breathe well’). Inside this park, with its lake, and grassland, and handsome rows of umbrella pines, all the built and populous Romes can recede from the lungs and mind.

				Inside this park, between sunrise and sunset, it seems possible to rediscover the agrarian Rome that Levi perceived in Piazza Navona on the feast of the Epiphany. As it happens, when he wrote his essay ‘The solitude of Rome’ the grounds of Villa Doria Pamphilj were not open to the public. I would roam these grounds during 1995 to become aware again that ‘the machine-made sounds of the city’ could still willingly ‘give way’, in certain flourishing corners, ‘to the cries of animals and the rustling of leaves’ that Levi was so alive to.2 Pounded as well by birds’ wings, soccer balls, joggers on the gravel paths, the light, fresh air of Belrespiro will absorb and disperse everything; every ordinary or less ordinary reverberation.

				Endnotes

				1	Titled ‘La solitudine di Roma’, the essay was published in La Nuova Stampa on 8 January 1955.

				2	See Levi (2005, 27): ‘Indeed we might say that festivals, at least the major festivals, in Rome, are resonant and atmospheric and are celebrated by noise and in the air. They are, in the final analysis, country festivals and so, suddenly, and all at once, the city returns to what it was before the dawn of history: countryside and forest; and the machine-made sounds of the city give way to the cries of animals and the rustling of leaves’.
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				Part five: Encountering Italy

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 18

			

			
				Elusive landscapes: Australians and ‘the Italian garden’

				Jane Drakard

				Jane Drakard is a historian working at Monash University. She migrated to Australia from the UK in 1977, and has gardened in Australia and on the north coast of Scotland. Her professional expertise is in Asian history and she is the author of several books on the history of Sumatra. She has made a number of extended visits to Italy over the past 10 years, and lived for a year in the neighborhood of Santo Spirito in Florence.

				Gardening is not always the relaxing activity that some suppose. To garden is to know greed (not to speak of envy and sloth). Garden greed extends beyond the lust for new plants, encompassing the search for horticultural information and, importantly, for ideas about the use of space. In this respect the current vogue for Italian gardens is nothing new. Gardeners and landowners have long sought to understand and imitate something of the particular qualities of Italian landscapes and the way in which these have been integrated into Italian garden design. Italy itself has often been compared to a garden paradise, and the major European gardening styles have all been influenced, at least in part, by the great Italian Renaissance gardens, which were themselves conceived as a return to classical ideals. This influence finds expression even in contemporary Australian suburban gardens with their turn to formality and to what are often described as ‘Italianate’ styles.1

				Australian garden designers, like so many others, speak of this influence when referring to their own garden ethos. Australia’s best known twentieth-century garden writer, Edna Walling (1895–1973), wrote of the relevance of Italian models for Australian gardens.

				There is little doubt that as we advance in the designing of our garden in Australia, we shall derive more and more inspiration from the old gardens of Italy [...]. The chief elements of the Italian garden – stone, water and trees – are most appropriate to the conditions governing the construction of gardens in Australia (quoted in Forsyth 2006,191).

				Paul Bangay, a contemporary interpreter, has also described the influence of Italy on his Australian work:

				I discovered that most of the Florentine gardens shared an important characteristic: their plantings were limited to a small number of species. [...] All these plants are hardy and well suited to the Tuscan environment, which is not dissimilar to that of many parts of Australia. As a result these species, particularly in combination, have formed the basis of my planting schemes in Australia (Bangay 1996,12).

				Both these Australian authors recognise the simplicity of the elements used to compose Italian gardens, but they have drawn on the tradition in different ways. Walling’s gardens represented a search for what we might call natural landscapes; she excelled in the art of creating mystery. Her gardens, with their clever use of light, stonework, pathways and changes of level, remind us of the groves so beloved of classical authors, rather than the formal or Italianate garden. Bangay, on the other hand, is a new exponent of the defined garden and, in commissions for Australian clients, has created highly structured formal gardens, including clever use of water and repetitive planting drawn from a limited palette in ways which recall both Italian and French gardens.

				This tension between formality and ‘nature’ is helpful in thinking about the wider impact of Italian landscapes and garden styles. Questions of cultural influence and borrowing are rarely straightforward. Garden cultures do not evolve in isolation, and the very process of influence or translation is seldom based on simple difference, but depends rather on those slivers of commonality which help us to see and appreciate something new. In the 1980s Australian participants in a symposium held on the subject of Australians in Tuscany struggled with just this question of like and unlike, referring to the similarities and differences in climate, landscape and light between Australia and Italy (Prampolini and Hubert 1993). Similarly, in her beautifully written Remembered Gardens, which charts the gradual evolution of an Australian garden style, Holly Kerr Forsyth (2006, 176) considers ‘what makes an Australian garden’, concluding that it is the ‘quality of the light which distinguishes the landscape absolutely from gardens of the northern hemisphere’.

				Moreover, as Claudia Lazzaro (2001, 32) reminds us, the idea of ‘the Italian garden’ is itself a construct, rather than a homogenous tradition. Italian regional landscapes, climate and flora are diverse, and have been subject to a variety of influences over time, not least the influence of French and English ideas. Numerous authors have described, for example, the fashion for romantic gardens, the so-called giardino inglese – the English garden – which became popular in Italy in the early nineteenth century. Examples can be found in Florence, such as the Giardino Torrigiani and the Giardino Corsi (or Annalena), and as far south as the Giardino Inglese in Palermo. More recently, and in a different context, we can look to the work of Cecil Pinsent (1884–1963) and Geoffrey Scott (1884–1929). Both Englishmen were employed by Mary Berenson to work on the garden of Villa I Tatti at Ponte a Mensola in the early years of the twentieth century, and went on, especially in Pinsent’s case, to create some of Tuscany’s most famous formal ‘Renaissance’ style gardens, including La Foce in the Val d’Orcia and the Villa Medici at Fiesole. While the inspiration in these cases was Italian, the interpretation was a restatement, seen through the eyes of outsiders, who had absorbed the tradition and re-embedded it in Italy, in many instances for wealthy foreign clients.

				Indeed, according to Lazzaro (2001, 36) the use of the term ‘formal’ to identify Italian and French styles:

				only came into use after the advent of the English landscape garden [in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries] to distinguish two fundamentally different garden styles: the formal and the informal or artificially ‘natural’ which eschewed the symmetry, regularity, and order of the formal garden for the curvilinear, irregular and illusion of nature without art.

				This dialogue, between what Lazarro views as fundamentally different notions of the relationship between art and nature, is expressed in the differences between the work of Walling and Bangay, and can also be detected in much earlier English responses to Italian landscapes. The English gentleman enthusiasts, who visited Italian villas and gardens as part of their Grand Tour in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, were particularly fascinated by the way in which Italian landscapes combined gardens and rural cultivation, what Alexander Pope described in a marvellous phrase as the capacity to ‘call in the country’. Italy was seen as the garden of the world with a fecund landscape over which Renaissance villas enjoyed ‘fine prospects’ as recommended by the great humanist Alberti. This link between ‘villa and vigna’ gave Italian gardens a mythical allure which recalled the ancient world, and appealed particularly to an English taste for the natural, the grove, as well as the exotic – represented by oranges and other fruits which could barely be cultivated on the sceptred isle (Dixon Hunt 1986, 38).

				It is still the same today, as we borrow and adapt. The Italian garden is once again an inspiration and new books on the subject abound while old stalwarts are reprinted. Australian gardens increasingly reflect both strands of influence – the formal and the ‘natural’. Period cottages in the suburbs are flanked with formal box parterres setting off iceberg roses, while drought-hardy Mediterranean species are increasingly available in Australian nurseries. The water-wise message in Australia spoke first to advocates of indigenous ‘native’ gardens, itself a complex concept, but style- and water-conscious contemporary gardeners now also look to succulents and grey-leaved perennials from southern Europe and beyond which are often arranged in naturalised settings. As Edna Walling so presciently remarked: ‘It is really rather amazing that we have copies of the English style rather than Spanish and Italian, because in this climate, protection from hot winds is essential to civilised living’ (Walling 1980, 82).

				Yet borrow and copy as we might there are, I think, elements of ‘the Italian garden’ style which lie beyond mimicry and fashion. Standing in the famous gardens of the Villa Gamberaia in Settignano outside Florence, even with the knowledge that the design owes much to the influence of former non-Italian owners, it is hard not to feel that one is experiencing something essential – a genius of place and perception – which is particular to the art of Italian landscape design. The garden at Gamberaia encloses and holds the viewer within reflected patterns of green symmetry, while at the same time drawing awareness out to the ancient olive groves, the vigna, and to the hazy prospect of Florence beyond. The effect induces a sense of perfect calm, an experience which even such hardened aesthetes as Harold Acton and Bernard Berenson have described as haunting the imagination.

				But what of Australian gardeners in Italy? How have Australians gardening in Italy responded to the weight of this long tradition, and to what extent might Australian gardeners have a contribution to make to Italian garden practice?

				The best known Australian to have gardened in Italy is surely the author Germaine Greer, who lived near Cortona in the 1970s and early 1980s. Greer once made a distinction between her first encounters with Britain and with Italy. While London was known to her from books, Italy was familiar from painting: ‘there was tremendous recognition when I arrived’ (Zeroni 1982). Greer’s garden interests, including a talent for plant propagation, have attracted little attention from biographers, although she has written widely about gardening in her newspaper columns, in her humorous collection of garden essays, The Revolting Garden (Blight 1979), and in a recently edited monograph, Poems for Gardeners (Greer 2003). Garden-minded readers will also notice that knowledgeable observations about plants, both wild and cultivated, feature prominently in her writing.

				Greer herself has referred only briefly to her house and garden in Tuscany, remarking in 2004 that ‘I loved that house so much that I have been able to survive the loss of it only by sternly forbidding myself to think about it, let alone write about it’ (Greer 2004). Nevertheless, in Daddy, We Hardly Knew You she described the setting: ‘My house sits on the side of a great basin of luminous air, surrounded by low hills that look like huge people sleeping under blankets’. In that volume Cortona is the heart’s home from which Greer embarks on the painful quest that drives the narrative. Early in the book, a description of the wintry Tuscan landscape provides the reader with a framework for understanding the difficulties of the journey ahead, and conveys something of Greer’s response to the landscape.

				The next morning I went down from my golden mountain into the valley of the mist to change money. It was like making Dante’s journey in reverse, from the peak of the paradiso terrestre to the Inferno. Below in pianura there was no horizon, no light or shade, only a damp, bleak cold in which objects loomed and vanished as my hire car rolled by. Rags of frost hung motionless on the trees and great drops slid down the bare branches like tears, to splat on my tiny windscreen. [...] In sheltered spots I could see the white rime lying thick on the ground. Above the cold stream the air was echoing and clear: below there was a muffled not-quite silence, like breathing under blankets.

				The bank robbed me badly (Greer 1989,21).

				Gardening, Greer remarks elsewhere in the same work, ‘is a good defence against memory, for it is all in the future’. While Greer has chosen, for the most part, not to look back, her garden is remembered by others. The Australian artist Jeffrey Smart has provided the best published description.

				Germaine’s house was at the end of a long, long road going up an unspoilt valley. Once at her house you could see for miles, and you could have been in Africa or Australia – no sign of habitation. Germaine had a most splendid and scholarly rose garden, as well as a kitchen garden. It is a joy to eat her fresh home-grown vegetables and meat spiced with her own herbs.

				As well as an eclectic herb garden, behind her house she had a small ‘laboratory’. Here she made tinctures and medicines, which I am sure were very efficacious (Smart 1996,420).

				At one stage Greer even produced medicinal plants on a commercial basis, supplying orris root (iris), lavender, camomile, mistletoe and rue for homeopathic industries (Zeroni 1982).

				Smart himself is also the owner of a fine garden at his home, Posticcia Nuova, near Arezzo. The garden, which is largely the creation of Smart’s partner, Ermes De Zan, was recently illustrated in Tuscany, Artists, Gardens by Mariella Sgaravatti (2004). It is described there as a ‘collector’s garden’, and as being unusual in Tuscany on account of the very large range of temperate-climate shrubs and other plants that are cultivated. The garden is both very beautiful and romantic in style. The house has a prospect of the surrounding country, but the formal areas give way to an incline behind the house which is laid out in the style of a cool and restful woodland garden with rhododendrons, ferns, hidden paths and naturalised planting – owing something perhaps to the tradition of the giardino inglese. Over time Smart and De Zan have purchased the lands which once belonged to the property, and De Zan has ‘restored Posticcia Nuova to what it was 250 years ago, a working farm’ (Smart 1996, 453).

				On a different scale and in a different key is the garden of the Australian Carmelite sisters at Tavarnelle in the Val di Pesa. The sisters moved from their mother convent at Kew in Melbourne in the early 1980s at the invitation of the Archbishop of Florence and established a community in the old, abandoned Carmelite monastery at Morrocco, near Tavarnelle. The seven sisters, who live an enclosed life of prayer, are all keen gardeners – by necessity, as well as for pleasure. Parts of the garden are given over to the cultivation of vegetables, and there has been a continuous work, much of it undertaken by the sisters themselves, of renovation and building. One of the means by which the sisters support themselves is through the manufacture of creams and soaps using home-grown products.

				The internal cloister of the monastery is the preserve of the sisters and, rather than a spare contemplative courtyard, we find at Tavarnelle a riot of colour and a domestic garden space. The sisters grow roses, crepe myrtle, Bergenia and numerous pots of Fuchsia. Each has particular responsibilities for garden tasks, which are fitted in to the spaces of their monastic schedule. Like all gardeners they find that there is never enough time to get everything done, but gardening is clearly a great joy and satisfaction nevertheless. Sister Jerome has responsibility for the cloister, and graciously consented to being photographed among the flowers in late autumn 2005.

				There must be many other Australian gardeners who are cultivating Italian soil, but the Australian garden which appears, thus far, to have had the greatest influence on local Italian garden culture is Venzano, the garden established just south of Volterra by the landscape designer and geologist, Don Leevers, and the respected botanical artist Lindsay Megarrity. Between 1986 and 2007, Leevers and Megarrity not only created a beautiful garden in a very short space of time, but established a nursery and garden design business with an impressive list of Italian clients. The garden at Venzano, now in new hands, is a magically photogenic combination of rustic and formal styles. Stone from the site has been used to create frameworks and vistas in the garden, along with the extensive use of bay hedging. The garden is designed to create a sense of intimacy and peace, yet a series of terraces and pathways offer pleasing views at every turn and call in the Volterran countryside.

				The important point to make about Venzano in the present context, however, concerns the range of aromatic and drought-hardy perennials which Leevers and Megaritty exhibited in the garden and sold in the nursery. In this sense they not only perpetuated the cultivation of medicinal plants which would have been found in the monastery garden (just as Greer once did at Cortona, and as the Carmelite sisters still do at Tavarnelle); they also quite consciously introduced new plant varieties into the local garden culture, in some cases persuading gardeners to employ species such as Cistus, which grow naturally in Italy, but would not normally be considered garden plants.

				Venzano has become increasingly well known. A beautifully illustrated book about the garden has been published by Stephanie Donaldson (2001), and the garden has been included in Gardens of Florence and Tuscany: A Complete Guide (Pozzana 2001). In 2002 an article in Britain’s The Daily Telegraph described the nursery Il Vivaio Giardino di Venzano as ‘an inspiration for many local gardeners’ through its popularisation and propagation of a wide range of scented plants, including its own cultivars. The same article also identified a developing interest in Italy, represented in specialist plant fairs and nurseries, in a wider range of herbaceous plants, especially the drought resistant aromatics which were once considered to be wayside weeds (Anonymous 2002).

				The garden at Venzano demonstrates how these predominantly grey-leaved, flowering species, can be combined in a looser fashion within the formality and precision of an ‘Italian’ garden plan. While Leevers and Megarrity no longer run the nursery, Il Vivaio Giardino di Venzano, their revival of the crumbling monastery and the creation of an exquisite dry-climate garden there has clearly contributed elements of an Australian vision to Italian garden thinking. The Italian garden guide mentioned above describes Leevers and Megarrity as Australians who designed Venzano ‘with refined British taste’, but such a designation of garden style along national lines is increasingly difficult to sustain. The aesthetic and ecological principles which inform the garden at Venzano are also exhibited in an increasing range of beautiful gardens and nurseries worldwide, from Piet Oudolf’s work in the Netherlands and beyond, to Herenswood, the Digger’s Club garden at Dromana in Victoria, and to David Glenn’s dramatic dry garden at Lambley at Ascot, also in Victoria.

				The great and historic gardens, such as Gamberaia, will continue to move and enchant us; but, closer to the ground, fresh visions of landscape are emerging in which ‘Australian’ and ‘Italian’ styles uncover a shared vocabulary and develop a new language of expression.

				Endnote

				1	Special thanks are due to the owners of the gardens I visited in the course of preparing this essay. I am also grateful to Bill Kent and Ros Pesman for the opportunity to present this paper at the ‘Australians in Italy’ symposium in October 2005, and to all the staff at the Monash University Centre in Prato who helped to make that event such a success.
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				Figure 18.1: The water parterre at Villa Gamberaia, Settignano.
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				Figure 18.2: Looking in, and looking out over the vigna and Settignano, from the walled terrace of Villa Gamberaia, Settignano.

				© 2007 Jane Drakard
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				Figure 18.3: The cloister garden at Chiesa di S. Maria del Carmine al Morrocco, Tavarnelle Val di Pesa.
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				Figure 18.4: Sister Jerome in the cloister at Tavarnelle.

				© 2005 Jane Drakard
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				Figure 18.5: Structure in the garden at Venzano, Volterra.
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				Figure 18.6: Calling in the country, Venzano, Volterra.
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				Figure 18.7: Drought-resistant and aromatic plants at Venzano, Volterra.

				© 2005 Jane Drakard
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				Figure 18.8: The Dry Garden at Lambley, Ascot, Victoria.

				© 2007 Jane Drakard
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				Educational tourism – cultural landscapes

				Chris Wood

				Chris Wood is the founder and director of Australians Studying Abroad (ASA). He is an associate of the History Department, Monash University. He has taught at The University of Melbourne, Monash University and LaTrobe University, and for the Rhode Island School of Design. He has published two books, on Australian architectural history and on travel (1992), and over 40 articles on tourism theory, heritage and the arts. He has also co-scripted and narrated two documentary films on Tuscan history. His photographs are published in over 150 books, as well as many journals and newspapers, including The New York Times and The Guardian. He is currently working on the second grant awarded to ASA and its university partners by the Australian Research Council. Since founding ASA in 1977 he has led over 120 tours to Europe, the Middle East, North Africa, the USA and Asia for both Australians and Americans.

				Educational tourism to Italy, a background

				A survey by the Monash University Centre for Australian Studies and Australians Studying Abroad identified over 400 outbound special interest tours being offered in 2005 by Australian tour companies, universities, schools and individuals. These covered many disciplines in undergraduate education, public education, and professional development, as well as hobbies such as painting, creative writing and photography. In 2005 up to 8000 Australian school children, undergraduates, professionals, and enthusiasts departed Australia on special interest tour programs – many of these to Italy. In 1975 probably fewer than 10 such programs existed. Since the largest group of special interest travellers constitutes well-educated retirees, programs will continue to proliferate in the future, as baby boomers seek stimulating retirement activity.

				Most ‘special interest’ tour programs might be called ‘educative’ in a broad sense to differentiate them from ‘tourism products’ (such as adventure tourism) whose primary concerns are not cerebral, and to differentiate them from those forms of tourism often dubbed by the specialist travel community as ‘commodity’, ‘package’ or ‘mass’ tourism. Nevertheless, my specific focus here is educational tourism and the way in which it developed in Australia – at first largely during tours to Italy conceived and organised by Australians Studying Abroad, the company I founded some 20 years ago (Wood 1992b).

				Clearly histories of European travel abound, and there is much discussion concerning destination, but the history and theory of Australian educational tourism have received little scholarly attention. Tourism academics, meanwhile, tend to focus on quantitative traveller surveys; few treat tourists as individuals. The behavioural, cognitive and epistemological aspects of tourism have largely been ignored. Comparisons between educational tourism and home-based campus teaching are scarce. Although there is very little theoretical writing on educational tourism, organisations running overseas education programs seem to share certain implicit assumptions about ‘what they are doing’ (Staiff 2001). These ideas have evolved through the practice of organising and teaching on tours; they have been shaped by travel history, and by discourse on the meaning of ‘place’; on the history of peoples, and on the themes of identity, tradition, custom and ritual. Indeed, the development of educational tourism has been a meandering intellectual journey, which nevertheless parallels in interesting ways recent scholarly interest in historical geography; world history; the history of objects, identity and collective memory; spatial history, and ethnogenesis. This parallelism has probably resulted from the pervasiveness of modern tourism. In addition, the forces of globalisation, and the resultant compression of space and time (Kern 2005), have also enabled scholars to travel more easily and encouraged them to look beyond texts for new kinds of evidence. Meanwhile ontologists have been exploring the central role of a phenomenology of ‘place’ in shaping identity (Casey 1993; 1997; 2001a; 2001b).

				Italy’s powerful visual culture has profoundly influenced the civilisation, manners and collective memory of Europeans, and their travel interests (Brewer 1997, 206). Anglophones have long been among the keenest of Italophiles. The Grand Tour to Italy laid the foundations of modern educational tourism, inspiring early American university courses abroad (Towner 1985; 1996). Educational group travel developed earlier than package tourism, which was a postwar phenomenon. Drawing on the rich tradition of educational tourism, and on the strength of Italy’s cultural heritage, Australian educational travel evolved and matured during the 1970s. Because educational travel largely concerns ‘seeing’, the pioneering disciplines were consequently art history, architectural history and archaeology. The Western Australian Institute of Technology (‘W.A.I.T. Abroad’) and the Royal Melbourne Institute of Technology began study tours in the mid 1970s. In 1976 LaTrobe University organised a three month tour from Greece to London for some 230 students from all Melbourne tertiary institutions. Australians Studying Abroad (ASA) began in 1977 from this project. Early ASA programs took place during university vacations and complemented art history curricula. An Australian version of the North American student year abroad system was envisaged, but in the 1970s equity issues confounded these plans, and so ASA initiated public programs. Within the university sector, educational tourism subsequently emerged once more in the 1980s: Sydney University Continuing Education, Alumni Travel, and Wollongong University’s Odyssey Travel were formed in the 1980s and 1990s. Also in the 1990s Monash University’s History Department and the School of Fine Arts at The University of Melbourne commenced intensive courses abroad in Italy.

				The first ASA tours focused on the Western visual tradition and on continuity in art history, using young scholars resident in Europe to give lectures and lead site visits dealing with period-specific styles in Rome, Florence, Venice and Paris. Distinguished guest lecturers included Joan Barclay Lloyd, Marilyn Perry, Christine Smith, Joseph Connors and Neil MacGregor, who provided specialised expertise, while Australian group leaders established and kept intact the overall conceptual framework of each course. This balance between specialist material and a general overview persists in ASA tours. If Australian educational tourism grew not from mass tourism but through the contributions of such Australian and overseas academics who organised and taught on tours, it has also been nurtured by the ideas of an impressive and eclectic range of novelists, philosophers, critics, commentators and scholars; a list too long to enumerate here. Educational travel did not evolve because practitioners read the work of authors as diverse, say, as Benedict Anderson, Michael Baxandall and Giuseppe Tomasi di Lampedusa, and then applied the authors’ ideas to designing and running tours. This would be far too linear and tidy a proposition. In a sector that has stumbled toward its present shape, perceptions and half-formed theories developed ‘on the road’ have gained form and clarity, and have been enriched by the discovery of apposite authors and texts. Such, in this writer’s experience, has been the highly experimental nature of educational tourism’s development.

				The multifaceted nature of educational tourism

				Mass tourism (or service tourism) is a vast, intricate, and extremely diverse global industry concerned primarily with the provision of services such as accommodation and transport. It shows little interest in quality of information; indeed, it often treats information as a commodity (Wood 1992a). By contrast, educational tourism is concerned principally with subject matter (Wood 2001). This difference – seldom noted by theorists – is simple yet deeply significant. Mass tourism frequently stereotypes people and their practices, tending to rely on anachronistic images culled from sources such as imperial propaganda (Cannadine 1983, 156), or on nineteenth-century images of nations as primordial and perennial entities (Hitchins 2005, 44ff). Mass tourism also conveys the significance of photographable monuments (Jenkins 2003, 306) through ‘landmark statements’. Educational tourism, on the other hand, attempts to set regions, precincts, monuments, rituals and customs in their religious, social, political, aesthetic, and historical contexts. Australian educational tours visiting Siena, for example, began in the late 1970s to interpret that famous late medieval city’s historic fabric through the frescoes Allegory of Good Government; Allegory of Bad Government, and Effects of Good Government on Town and Country by Ambrogio Lorenzetti (c. 1290–1348), located in the town hall. A focus on these images was part of an attempt to show how the communal government sought to shape and give symbolic meaning to Siena’s urbanism, architectural styles, and even to the construction materials of buildings.

				Educational tourism also differs fundamentally from knowledge acquisition on a university campus. Whereas training in a tertiary discipline, for example, requires the acquisition of specific, specialised, assessable aptitudes, educational tourism eschews precise goals and entreats individuals to test their particular experience of the world by confronting it with the spatial and temporal vastness and complexity of larger realities. To educate travellers is to cultivate in them the desire to know and understand more. ‘Educated traveller’ is therefore an oxymoron, and good educational tours face a conundrum: to succeed, the path that such tours present to knowledge and understanding must be without end. This consideration, of course, diametrically opposes educational tourism to commodity tourism which sells ‘product’ that by definition must be ‘complete’ to satisfy its market.

				Educational tourism’s unique and essential quality is that it is a reflexive process of apprehending the nature of ‘being in the world’, which is a moral aim. It cannot be otherwise because travellers journey ‘elsewhere’, beyond parochial spatial and intellectual confines, exploring the peculiar epistemological relationship of specifics to universals. This helps to explain, in part, why educational tourism was shaped by travel to Italy. Italy’s attraction to Europeans has evolved, on the one hand, from sensual encounters (as exemplified in the novels of E. M. Forster and Thomas Mann), and on the other, from awareness of journeying beyond specifics to apprehend universals (Pemble 1996). Encounters with Italian art, wine, fashion, cuisine and music may enchant in specific ways. But with its deep imperial roots and its creation of a universal Church, Italian culture has shaped perhaps countless western cultural norms and concepts. On account of its geographical location, Italy has served as a crossroads in European and wider world history. A city such as Rome shaped western urbanistic values; Florence produced ‘global’ cultural heroes like Michelangelo and Leonardo da Vinci. Adding to the country’s attractions, Italians value their cultural heritage in unique ways, and, on the surface at least, Italian civic life appears seamlessly linked to its past (Putnam et al. 1993).

				When describing the activities of ASA in 1999, Amira K. Bennison of Cambridge University gave a clear idea of that which educational tourism in a larger sense seeks to be, and to achieve:

				Australians Studying Abroad programs visit numerous countries to explore a varied range of themes from contemporary art and literature to the evolution of regional or national cultures over many centuries. All tours share a belief that learning is as much an act of imagination and experience as a garnering of information based on the assumption that an intimate relationship exists between geography, history and culture. ASA tours aim to give participants unique insights into different cultural traditions by travelling to the places where each tradition evolved, and tracing how climate, geography, demography and politics interact to create specific types of art and culture. The physical experience of different landscapes, environments and peoples with their myriad colours and scents is the first step to understanding different cultures. ASA tours ask their participants to go a step further and use the present in combination with artefacts from the past to imagine the march of history or the context of a particular literary or artistic genre. By travelling within specific countries or regions through varied urban and rural landscapes, many tours trace the routes of trade, demographic movement, and cultural exchange, thus giving tour participants the opportunity to become part of the drama themselves. Group leaders and lecturers accompany each tour to help participants to interpret the cities, monuments and landscapes through which they pass and the customs, rituals and performances they witness by means of a combination of evening lectures; gallery and museum tours; performances and site visits. On many tours local guest lecturers provide additional insights into their region or a particular aspect of its culture.

				Although teachers of visual disciplines first organised tours, educational tourism has become increasingly interdisciplinary, multifaceted and inclusive, and now attempts to synthesise knowledge rather than pursue the aims and methodologies of any one specialism or subject. It differs fundamentally from at least some scholarly research in presenting regions, countries, provinces, cities and landscapes in all their diversity. Nevertheless, to shape its narratives educational tourism must draw upon scholarship in various disciplines, which involves an understanding of scholarly methodologies, and respect for the rigorous standards of formal scholarship.

				In the case of ASA, this interdisciplinary approach evolved particularly on tours to Italy. Influential works in the field of Renaissance studies such as Rab Hatfield’s article on the confraternity of the Magi (Hatfield 1970), and Painting and Experience in Fifteenth Century Italy by Michael Baxandall (1972); later Italian urban histories such as Rome, Profile of a City, 312–1308 by Richard Krautheimer (1980), and the Laterza series La città nella storia d’Italia and, latterly, studies of city and countryside by Denis Cosgrove and Daniels (1988; 1993), Vito Fumagalli (1994; 2007) and Chiara Frugoni (1991), have progressively enabled tour lecturers to adopt an interdisciplinary approach to the breadth and intricacy of Italian urban and landscape history.

				Although practitioners of educational tourism use scholarly texts to prepare tours, and most tour participants read to prepare for programs, when travellers confront places and human practices ‘on the spot’ they learn primarily by decoding what they see, hear, smell and touch – not by reading a text in situ. Tour lecturers must therefore assist their listeners to analyse these sensations. The long-standing Anglo-Saxon awareness that Italy educated the senses (Brewer 1997, 206) honed this approach. More specifically, Italians’ subtle and pervasive use of gesture in contemporary civic life and social ritual; the meanings conveyed by gesture and comportment, and their deep continuity with the past as revealed in historic descriptions and handbooks of manners (Martines 1979, 94ff; Wilson 2005, 139–140), have led educational tours to explore the interconnected meanings of space, form and social activity in Italian life, past and present.

				The past in the present, identity, reflexivity

				Travellers inevitably experience the past through the lens of the present. Educational tourism therefore differs from many specialised university courses that aim to teach the history of specific periods in order to train students in specialised methodologies and skills. Whereas a campus-based course on Renaissance Florence does not deal with the city in the eighteenth, nineteenth or twentieth centuries, educational tours to Florence confront travellers with streetscapes and buildings of widely varying ages, alongside contemporary objects, signage and activity. It is impossible to ignore these layers and juxtapositions, but who would wish to do so on an educational tour? Educational tourism, like the discipline of world history (Mazlish 2005), does not focus on the past per se but on the relation of the past to the present, and thus on the travellers’ place in the world – for place links the past to the present (Malpas 1999). As illustrated by the following examples, what might be deemed interference by a student of a particular period becomes a virtue for educational tourism.

				Australian historian David Garrioch has written of attempting to peel off layers of modern noise in old European cities in order to explore the semiotic meanings of traditional sounds  such as the toll of bells (Garrioch 2003). An educational tour – equally interested in lost sounds and the original significance of those that survive with ‘thinned out’ meanings – would not, however, attempt to bypass contemporary noise but endeavour to hear the past through the present. The Moroccan city of Fes, for instance, can be fruitfully ‘listened to’ in this way: before the advent of amplified recordings, religious space in Fes was demarcated by the sound range of calls to prayer from neighbourhood mosques that defined the socio-religious territories of kinship, merchant and artisan groups. Nowadays, the overlap of amplified recordings has created new sound geographies in that city, as in many Islamic cities.

				To pursue a detailed understanding of the interrelationships between past and present was the purpose of ASA’s film documentary project Two Tales of Tuscany (Broadbent et al. 1995), which developed through the experience of taking tours to Italy over many years. This work examines the history of Tuscany through the evolution of one great building, the villa-palace of Montegufoni in the Val di Pesa on the Via Volterrana. Beginning as an eleventh-century stronghold of the feudal Ormani family, this building complex became a Renaissance and baroque villa belonging to the Florentine Acciaiuoli family, only to be transformed into the Tuscan retreat of the English Sitwell family in the early twentieth century. At present the villa-palace serves as holiday apartments. Two Tales of Tuscany offers a rich appreciation of this transformation, its context, and the layered evidence for it.

				In addition to questions of place, educational tourism seeks to explore questions of identity through Benedict Anderson’s concept of imagined communities (Anderson 1983), and by a resolute insistence that identities change over time; that they change according to occasion, and according to the observer and the observed. Reflecting in 2001 on his book The Tourist Gaze, John Urry (1990) noted that whereas in 1990 he had treated objects of tourists’ gaze as static, since that time globalisation has vanquished stasis, and travellers now journey in a constantly shifting, reflexive, world (Urry 2001). If perhaps things have become faster since 1990, ASA had already learned vividly before then – especially through reflexive interactions with Italians – that identity is never a static object of the gaze. Italian imagined communities change constantly according to situations: depending on the context, they can be a family or street; a neighbourhood or a city; one part of ‘Italy’ as opposed to another, as when northerners call southerners arabi (arabs), and are in turn described as tedeschi (Germans). Such a kaleidoscope of meanings exists in part because travellers constitute actors on the ‘occasion’ in which community is imagined. A nineteenth-century scholarly traveller such as John Addington Symonds (1840–1893), for example, was never sure if the Italians he met were being themselves or acting in a way they believed themselves expected to behave (Pemble 1987, 263ff).

				Further to identity, the open-ended process of exploring the nature of ‘being in the world’ can be enriched by exploring the suppositions, sensations and deductions of earlier travellers. This again involves reflexivity, between people, places, the past and the present, and the particular and the universal. Villas in the Florentine countryside and Palladian houses in the Veneto speak to modern travellers of the inspiration their builders had derived from reading the Latin authors Vitruvius and Vergil. They speak as well of the symbiotic relation of the city to the country in Italian history, and simultaneously of the appropriation by Grand Tourists of a great cultural ideal through their engagement with Italy. As John Pemble (1996) has argued, Venice itself stands for a place that became an idea largely through travel. Past travellers’ reactions, of course, were often ambivalent and inconsistent. Matthew Arnold (1822–1888) famously stated that ‘Italy is Life’, while others of his era deplored its decadence and depravity. Many visitors were entranced by Italy’s historic environment but avoided the company of Italians. Reading about these past ambiguities helps modern travellers to evaluate their own behaviour, and to understand  their experiences of their tour more fully.

				During educational tours, reflexivity, and a focus on process, foster a certain meandering narrative rhythm. Quite unlike a well-run campus-based course, tour commentaries tend to ramble from topic to topic. There is a synergy between this meandering and the uneven rhythms of a journey itself. This often anarchic process educates the traveller in the complex ways described above, but can also provoke the tour leaders and teachers themselves to develop new ideas and novel juxtapositions of fact and concept. A number of scholars who have taught in ASA programs have observed that the experience led them to take up fresh directions for research. In brief, travel to ‘elsewhere’, can lead to the leaps of perception and imagination that Arthur Koestler believed to be the root of creativity (Koestler 1964).

				As educational tourism has grown and diversified from the 1970s onwards, a new theoretical framework has been required to account for the encounters it affords – and to describe the distinctive emphasis it gives to the layering of civilisations, cultures and transformations through time. Throughout its history ASA has sought to create such a conceptual framework, ‘on the job’ so to speak; in the mid to late 1980s, efforts in this area were further stimulated when the company’s model of educational tourism, which I have sought to describe here, was used as a basis for cultural tourism policies generated in Australia by state and federal governments, and overseas. Now it is possible to speak of conceptual frameworks for places (Wood 1992a) and of a theory of cultural landscapes (Staiff 2001). This theory was conceived, born and raised on Italian educational tourism programs that sought fresh perspectives on travellers’ diverse encounters and interactions with other peoples, thoughts, images, objects, times and places.

				Case in point: Sicily, a cultural landscape of the imagination

				The following account takes ASA’s approach to educational tourism, as explained above, to describe and reflect upon a perennially popular Sicilian tradition, that of puppetry.

				Situated close to North Africa halfway between Gibraltar and the Levant, throughout its history Sicily has thereby attracted invaders who have markedly shaped its cultural landscapes. The Muslims are considered by many to have benefited the island; the Spaniards exploited it with burdensome taxes (Backman 1995, 91). Sicily’s poor were also oppressed by the island aristocracy – by the mid nineteenth century, the aristocracy’s oppressive need for wealth wrought social and ecological disaster. The celebrated novel The Leopard by Giuseppe Tomasi di Lampedusa (first published in 1958) dramatically describes Sicilian aristocratic life at the time of the Risorgimento. Indeed Sicily’s geographical landscapes and fascinating polyglot culture have inspired a number of Italy’s greatest writers.

				Turning left at Via del Corso opposite the cathedral of Palermo we enter a tiny alley. It is 6 o’clock in the evening in early December; soft, isolated lamps shine in the dimness. A large open door reveals a smallish room, its walls brightly lit and hung with riotously coloured paintings of knights and dragons. Signora Argento offers us a glass of sweet Sicilian wine and we seat ourselves. Her husband Vincenzo tells his family history; his great-grandfather established their company, the Opera dei Pupi di Vincenzo Argento e Figli. He then retreats behind a curtain with his sons and daughter.

				Cunning Rainaldo and cross-eyed Orlando – comrades-in-arms – have lost their hearts, their friendship, and their sense of purpose to Angelica, who often wears the feather headdress of an American Indian (Pasqualino n.d., 4; 1989, fig. 19). She is actually a princess of Cathay, with magical powers, and has come to France on the pretext of finding a husband, but with the hidden intention of killing knights (Croce 2003, 62). On their way to Paris to be married, Orlando and Angelica, who kiss with smacking lips in the Sicilian mode, encounter Rainaldo. He challenges Orlando for Angelica’s affections. In a glade of unconvincing trees, the two knights trade threats and insults: the inflated meanings and strident, assertive tones of these exchanges accent their knightly status (Buonanno 1990, 327). At last, haughty altercation exhausted, they resort to combat. Iron swords crash furiously though ineffectually against tin armour. The long plumes on their helmets whip wildly as the swing of their swords transmits rhythms through their arms and shoulders to their heads. Evenly matched, they will undoubtedly wear themselves out.

				Enter Malagigi, cousin of Orlando and Rainaldo, whose name was Onofrio before he was adopted by the great magician Merlin (Croce 2003, 70). Malagigi carries Merlin’s sword; Merlin taught Malagigi his trade, and Malagigi is now the most powerful of magicians, having defeated the Muslim magus, Tuttofuoco. Malagigi realises that Rainaldo and Orlando will bring disaster upon themselves, so he summons Nacalone, one of the many devils he commands. Nacalone is livid red, his hair singed by the fires of hell. He has horns and so resembles Pan, except that he also has wings that sound like great winds when they flap (Croce 2003, 71). Malagigi instructs Nacalone to scare Angelica so she will flee to Charlemagne in Paris.

				The great Frankish king sits in his fairytale court arrayed with a mélange of motifs from the Renaissance, the baroque, and the comedie française (Pasqualino 1989, 80–83). His fury is regal. How can his two champions lose sight of their quest to kill as many Muslims as possible? Charlemagne threatens to throw Angelica into prison if she will not tell him where her suitors are fighting. When finally she tells him, he incarcerates her anyway for diverting the knights’ attention. Knowing how to manipulate his none-too-intelligent warriors, Charlemagne summons the lovesick pair and offers the hand of Angelica to whomever can kill and maim the largest number of unbelievers. Purpose remembered, the protagonists join battle with a motley crew of growling giants, hissing dragons and squealing janissaries. Of course Rainaldo and Orlando do not understand Islam. They simply hack their way through the enemy in a battle made uneven by the manipulations of their Christian creator. He pulls invisible strings and Orlando’s cleaving sword cuts neatly across a Muslim, slicing him in two. The ‘bastard’ wails and his guts roll out on the ground. The guts are made from multicoloured streamers.

				Victory comes as broken Moors pile up around our heroes. Rainaldo and Orlando each retire to court to claim Angelica’s hand. She is there, a somewhat facile creature whose dolly-bird demeanour underlines the idiocy of their misplaced passion. An argument ensues about who has butchered more of the infidel. Their scores are even. And anyway, the whole escapade is a sham because, as Charlemagne reminds them, they are both already married and their obsession is inappropriate. The imperious king throws Angelica back into prison (he also seems to have an eye for the princess). She later escapes and eventually marries a lowly page of King Dardanello, called Medoro.

				This episode belongs to a vast, predictable cycle that was played out each year by Charlemagne’s court (Buonanno 1990, 324). Until quite recently at least, every incident was entirely credible to audiences, who invariably interjected. So real were its protagonists that now and then someone would get too wound up in its tragi-comedy. Once, for example, an audience member bought a traitor puppet after a performance, hanged it from a tree, and blew it to bits with a shotgun. He was so infuriated when the traitor reappeared next evening that he rioted and broke up proceedings (Pasqualino, n.d., 7).

				After the show, Signor Vincenzo introduces us to the characters as if they are his children. Everyone is related to everyone, like a huge Sicilian extended family. He explains the characters’ virtues with pride and their faults with indulgence. Each puppet is ‘he’ or ‘she’, never ‘it’.

				Puppetry was imported to Sicily from Naples in the early nineteenth century, and with it the garish colours of French popular theatre. In Catania, Sicilian marionettes reach a metre in height and support themselves on non-articulating legs because they are so heavy. The marionettes of Palermo are slightly smaller and lighter, and have articulated legs: in Catania, therefore, people call Palermitans ‘crawlers’. Strings guide some body parts of the Sicilian puppets, but heads and sword arms are steered by iron bars, enabling the knights to draw and swing their swords. The puppeteer twists the puppet’s head bar which makes the character walk by setting up a rhythm through its body that swings its legs. As its head turns left its right leg steps out, which fuels jokes in mainland Italy about the way Sicilians walk. This method of making puppets walk, Vincenzo boasts, was invented by his great-grandfather.

				In Naples, the puppeteers’ stories were often about mafiosi. The Sicilian epic of Charlemagne is possibly a mix of half-remembered sections of the Song of Roland (Orlando in Italian) and the practice of public storytelling believed to have descended from medieval Sicily (Pasqualino 1989, 21). Peripatetic storytellers wandered the island’s small villages telling the stories of medieval knights. Storytelling died out but the tales were preserved in the exploits of tin-armoured puppets in tiny backstreet theatres. This was once a ‘people’s theatre’, and although protagonists were real to the naïve and credulous, innocence masked an undercurrent of incisive derision. Peppered through the narrative were scurrilous off-the-cuff asides about the corruption of the government and the peccadilloes of the princelings who exploited the people.

				Sicilian puppetry is undoubtedly a chaotic mix of anachronisms (Buonanno 1990). It can exemplify the way in which – despite often vague commonplaces about the contributions of successive invaders to Sicilian history – Sicilian life is flavoured by the presence of memory manifest in the cultural landscape. So in Sicily, a traveller may encounter encouragement to ponder the nature of memory without worrying too much about the accuracy of any one historical ‘truth’.
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				Chapter 20 – Vignette

				Carrara: Landscape of stone

				Alison Leitch

				Alison Leitch teaches in sociology at Sydney’s Macquarie University, and has a PhD in social anthropology from the University of Sydney. She has held teaching positions at the University of Texas in Austin; the University of California in Santa Cruz; New York University and Columbia University in New York. Her first fieldwork project in the marble quarries of Carrara was funded by the inaugural Frederick May Foundation scholarship for study in Italy in 1986. She has returned regularly to Carrara over the last 20 years, working on a variety of projects that includes recent research on the Slow Food movement, as well as collaborations with photographers and sound artists. She is currently working on a book of interviews with women sculptors living in Carrara.

				In the late 1980s, when I travelled to Italy to begin work for my doctoral dissertation, the anthropology of Europe was regarded as a rather marginal field in Australian anthropology. There had been a brief flowering of interest in some of the debates emerging in the late 1950s and 1960s over comparative models of modernisation and development in so-called ‘peasant economies’ within Southern Europe; specifically in Spain, Italy and Greece. However, in reality the main areas of ethnographic expertise and intellectual debate centered on regions of geographic proximity and national interest, such as Aboriginal Australia, Melanesia and South-East Asia. Moreover, a certain kind of ethos around the necessity for hardship in fieldwork prevailed. In my undergraduate training at Sydney University, I had learned that the test of a real anthropologist was to live in a remote area of the world, preferably surrounded by swamps, rainforest or other difficult terrain, and to be subjected to the constant threat of life-threatening diseases or other calamities. Indeed, I recall how terribly impressed we all were when, during one memorable undergraduate lecture, our brave professor was unable to continue, suddenly struck down with a bout of sweating – the onset, apparently, of a malaria attack. This was living proof of a real ethnographer, one who actually bore the scars of fieldwork on his body! And judging by the number of quips I received about how clever I had been to conceptualise a project located within just a few hours of Florence’s shoe shops, it became clear to me that I was going to have go to some lengths to prove my own credentials as an ethnographer.

				If I were honest, my desire to do fieldwork in Italy was not just motivated by intellectual interests, though these were certainly important. I had been inspired by a relatively new body of work that united ethnographic approaches to culture with the study of history. I was also passionate about labour history. Like anthropology, labour history had opened me up to imagining alternate realities and different ways of seeing the world. I was the product of an upbringing in a provincial country town, followed by student life in Sydney’s 1970s counterculture, where all kinds of social experiments in group living, including food coops and collective bookshops were the norm. Therefore, I had become intrigued with other historical examples of utopian thought and radical imaginaries. But probably more than anything else, the time that I had already spent in Italy during the early 1980s, years before I began my PhD research, was fundamental. I wanted an excuse to return to a place where I had earlier adventured – which I had found so emotionally and sensually thrilling.

				My first Italian sojourn had begun with a year of rugged country living in an old farmhouse with no running water, but a great deal of conviviality, on the outskirts of Empoli, in western Tuscany. It was in this house that I first learned about the social rituals of cooking and eating in Italy; the pleasure of social gatherings; the words of Tuscan folk songs; the use of the passato remoto – the past historic tense – and the magical effect of fireflies illuminating the fields of grain on a late summer’s night. Once, on a train journey up the Tuscan coast toward Genoa, I became entranced by the sight of the sheer, white-flecked Apuane Mountains rising suddenly out of the coastal plain. With their jagged profile glistening in the faint pink evening glow, the mountain range was truly spectacular. As so often happens in the shared compartments typical of many old Italian trains, a conversation ensued. Noting my enchantment, a Sienese woman commented on the fact that what appeared to be snow was in reality marble dust, and, gesticulating dramatically, she announced, ‘That’s where the anarchists live’. Some months after this conversation, I had the opportunity to attend the annual anarchist May Day parade, which, in Carrara, commemorates the long history of libertarian socialism within local as well as international labour movements. In retrospect, it was perhaps this event, with its rich celebratory traditions, that later inspired me to undertake research into the history of local radical labour politics and the lives of workers in the marble quarries.

				I returned to Carrara in 1986 armed with notebooks, pens, a few key texts and a portable Olivetti typewriter! With the help of some old contacts, I eventually settled in Gragnana, a small village located on a winding back-road just outside the main marble valley. Though I was filled with excitement at the prospect of the work ahead, I also felt nervous, daunted by the task of gaining access to the obvious signs of life behind what seemed like impenetrable doors. Nor was I overly impressed with the visual aspect of the village. It seemed drab and dilapidated, quite unlike the well-kept medieval villages in other parts of Tuscany that I had been used to. Wandering around the maze of alleyways and passages that pass for streets, I often felt dismayed when my attempts at friendly greetings met with hard stares. While my immediate neighbours were extremely hospitable, inviting me in to eat or to watch television with them in the evenings, others looked askance, asking in the third person, ‘Ma chi è questa figliola?’ – ‘But who is this girl?’ I began to feel that the dire predictions of my friends in Carrara that I would not survive the reputed toughness of the Gragnanini would be fulfilled. I was reminded, too, of the marble plaque embedded in the gatehouse of the Fabricotti Villa I had seen on the way to Gragnana. It warned: ‘Badi agli affari tuoi e non ti impicciare degli altri’ – ‘Mind your own business and don’t stick your nose into that of others’.

				One incident, early on, shook my confidence. It was a bitterly cold winter evening some months into my stay and I had just managed to stoke up the wood fire in the tiny living room of my apartment to the point where I was able to finally sit down, relax and begin reading. An hour or so later, I heard a terrible commotion outside my window. Then there was a crash in the apartment above. I had been told that the man who lived there was a bit of a drunkard. I was not to worry, as he was harmless, but prone to strange kinds of behaviour, such as shouting through the window at neighbours when he was in a rage. Apparently, some women in the village held this man in great disdain. Not only had he abused his wife while she was alive but now she was dead, he contritely went to put flowers on her grave every Sunday. That night, I imagined that my neighbour had imbibed one whiskey too many and so, even though I felt the building rock a little, unperturbed, I continued with my novel, eventually dozing off to sleep. The next morning when I went for my morning coffee in the local bar, Maria, the feisty 70-year-old proprietress, asked, ‘Did the earthquake frighten you?’ Here was a calamity that I had entirely missed. What kind of ethnographer was I? Why hadn’t I seized this opportunity to get to know people in the village better? I began to strongly doubt my powers of observation.

				Gradually, with time, I began to be seen as more of a permanent resident who was becoming incorporated into my neighbours’ kinship networks, and I was included in the easy banter – indeed, often ribald conversations – that characterised communication between women in the village. One of my first and enduring impressions was the way in which villagers communicated with each other, shouting inside their homes and outside in the street, relaying messages between houses through adjacent windows. ‘Affacciati!’ – ‘Come to the window!’ was the way in which my closest neighbour called  me to share a morning coffee at her house. In the late afternoon and evenings, the noise level increased as men drinking wine and playing cards in the numerous bars and political clubs in the village hurled insults and jokes, slapped each other, and pounded tables while winning a particularly good hand of briscola (an Italian card game). Memories of life and work in past generations were also often expressed through references to particular sounds: the clinking of hobnailed boots on cobblestones, as men marched through the village on their way to work in the early hours of the morning; the songs that women sang while doing their housework. Here, in this place saturated with memories, even the sounds of modern industrial technologies triggered the spontaneous recollection of earlier ways of working: the soft hissing of the helicoidal wires passing overhead; the metallic reverberation of hundreds of chisels and hammers hitting against stone; the work chants sung by teams of men struggling to move huge blocks of marble by hand and rope.

				As in the other surrounding marble villages, nostalgia for the past was articulated through stories about the absence of such familiar sounds. Katerina, the wife of a retired quarry worker who is now in her early ‘80s, was a close neighbour in Gragnana whom I quite often visited in the evenings after dinner. She and her daughter Eliana, who lived next door to me, were members of a close-knit shepherding family; several generations of this family still lived in the village. Once, in the middle of a conversation over coffee in her house, Katerina movingly recalled the sounds of her youth. The teams of men walking to work ‘used to sing’, Katerina remembered. ‘At four in the morning you used to hear the sound of people going by in the street. You used to hear the sound of their boots. Now you hear the bus, that’s all. But before they used to sing stornelli when you went to bed. But now! The women used to sing while they did their work. But now! Who sings any more!’ (Stornelli refers to a type of improvised song, often on satirical or romantic themes, that takes the form of a verbal duel between singers.)

				During the first few months, I spent much of my time familiarising myself with the mountain landscape. Sometimes I walked for miles in dense forests of chestnut trees; I explored paths that women told me they had once taken looking for firewood and charcoal. I became fascinated with the abundance of wild foods I could gather, such as spring asparagus, edible weeds and berries, as well as an extraordinary variety of mushrooms, including the prized porcini. Higher up in the mountain pastures, occasionally I came across one of the few remaining shepherds who were still spending their summers making delicate sheep’s milk cheese to sell in local markets. From Campo Cecina – close to the summit of Mount Sagro, with its spectacular view down into the sea beyond – I could scarcely distinguish the quarries almost hidden under vast rivers of white rubble. At this distance they seemed mysterious and out of reach, accessible only to small trucks able to negotiate the narrow quarry roads; roads with notorious hairpin bends. Eventually, with the help of my neighbours – often the wives of quarry workers – I was able to spend many days closely observing work practices in several quarries. Commenting on my dusty boots as I returned home at the end of the day, people in the village gleefully even began calling me the ‘Madonna dei Cavatori’ – ‘quarry worker’s Madonna’, a nickname that also playfully resonated with the anticlerical traditions of the area.

				As I travelled around the area collecting histories of work and stories of domestic life, I slowly came to understand this compelling world of marble. When I left Carrara, I continued to think and write about these experiences and the ways in which quarry workers had been represented in historical texts. A thesis was eventually produced (Leitch 1993) as well as articles in academic journals (Leitch 1996; 2000; 2003a). Years later, I returned to work on other projects: a soundscape (Leitch et al. 2003); collaborations with photographers (Leitch 1999; 2003b), as well as new work on the politics of ‘endangered foods’, and visual representations of work. But for the ethnographer, the people who inhabit these texts have a living counterpart in the world. These people – the quarry workers and their families – with whom I lived 20 years ago are always in my imagination. While the physical landscape never ceases to move me – the scale of the mountains, the quality of white light, the translucence and patterning of the stone, the sculptural forms shaped by the action of human labour – this is a storied place, a dwelling place dense with the memories of lived relationships and quickened emotions. Its visual power derives as much from its evocation of human presence and embodied histories as from its unique geology. And while the stories of life and work I collected so many years ago are so clearly embedded in this place, now my own life’s journey has also become part of this extraordinary landscape of stone.
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				Chapter 21 – Vignette

				Imagining and experiencing Italy in the 1980s and 1990s

				Camilla Russell

				Camilla Russell began studying Italian as a child in Melbourne. She first went to Italy in 1994–95, where she lived for 12 months studying and researching at Pisa University. In 1998 Russell was awarded the Newman College Archbishop Mannix Travelling Scholarship, which enabled her to commence doctoral studies at Royal Holloway, University of London. Several awards took her to Italy for research, including a British School at Rome Award (1999) and a Gladys Krieble Delmas Foundation Award for study in Venice (2000). Russell is the author of Giulia Gonzaga and the Religious Controversies of Sixteenth-Century Italy (Brepols, 2006), as well as a number of articles on late Renaissance and early modern Italian history. She has taught at The University of Melbourne and at Monash University. Now based in Britain, she lectured at London University’s Queen Mary in 2006–07; she is currently Lecturer in European History at Newcastle University.

				A few months ago, I was asked a question by a British academic colleague about my field of research: ‘One thing that puzzles me is: why the Italian Renaissance? How does someone from the antipodes, from Melbourne, come to study the history of Italy during the Renaissance? It’s not an obvious path to me, and I would be interested to hear how you arrived at it.’ What follows goes some way towards answering that question – by describing my formative encounters with Italy, first as a young student imagining Italy in Melbourne in the 1980s, and then as a junior scholar experiencing Italy in the mid 1990s.

				There was nothing unusual about studying Italian in the Melbourne of the 1980s. It was an obvious language of choice at primary and secondary schools, especially the Catholic schools that I attended. From the age of eight, I was taught Italian by the children of the first generation of Italian Australians who had settled in large numbers in Melbourne after the Second World War. At secondary school, I realised that a happy by-product of my language studies was the chance to encounter Italian culture: opera, art, history, gastronomy, design, and fashion, all subjects that appealed to a young girl hungry for culture.

				I well remember my first contact with Melbourne’s ‘Italy’. At the age of 15 my Italian class set off on a school excursion to Carlton’s Lygon Street, the Italian community’s hub, right next to Melbourne University. To get there, a substantial mental, if not physical, journey was required. From the monocultural, middle-class bayside suburbs where I lived and went to school, we traversed the Yarra River, that great Melbourne boundary that marks north from south, and many other social and cultural identities as well. We landed in a new and tantalising world. I thought that I had arrived in heaven when we were shown (and smelled for ourselves) how coffee beans are ground; when we sampled gelato, and walked past cafes with names like Tiamo, Donnini, and L’Università.

				A few years later, and not by coincidence, I was back in Lygon Street and Carlton, this time as a Bachelor of Arts student. I chose Melbourne University as much for its proximity to the Tiamo cafe as for its academic reputation. Here I encountered for the first time Boccaccio, Dante, 1970s Italian feminism, Dario Fo and Luigi Pirandello. Germaine Greer wrote once of how, as a young woman in Melbourne, she sat on trams reading foreign literature in the hope of striking up a conversation with someone interesting and exotic. I adopted a similar strategy, sitting in Carlton’s cafes, studiously reading my Italian novels, their titles prominently displayed, in the hope of encountering someone who spoke Italian or, even better, who was Italian. It was in Carlton, too, that I took my first steps towards travelling to Italy. Without knowing how I would afford it and with what purpose I might travel there (a mere holiday was out of the question), I went to the bookshop on Elgin Street and bought The Rough Guide to Tuscany and Umbria. My purchase represented a grand statement of intent to turn my wish into something more concrete.

				On graduating with a degree in Italian and History, and having written an honours thesis about the religious situation in Italy at the time of the Lutheran Reformation, I dipped my toe into the troubled waters of the early 1990s job market. The economy was in recession and I was alarmed at the lack of interesting job opportunities. And so with my Rough Guide as my inspiration, I decided instead to work at any odd job to save for travel to Italy, with a view to continuing my scholarly interests. My Melbourne supervisor, Barry Collett, put me in touch with Professor Adriano Prosperi, Italy’s leading expert in early modern Italian history. Quite remarkably, in hindsight – but consistent with his generous character – Prosperi agreed to oversee my study and research at Italy’s ancient and distinguished university at Pisa. And so began the second phase of my encounter with Italy.

				My first impressions of the country formed on the plane from Rome as it began its descent into Pisa. From the window, I saw a series of ugly smokestacks. They were very high and billowing smoke, and there seemed to be a great number of them. ‘Oh no!’ I thought, ‘They talk about the Leaning Tower of Pisa, but no one ever mentions the smokestacks that surround it! I’ve been duped! The fabled beauty of Italy is a hoax!’ But we kept flying, and didn’t land near the smokestacks. Instead, suddenly, there emerged a scene of dazzling beauty: against a backdrop of beautiful hills and mountains there, framed by the plane window, was the delightful, compact, and burnt amber-coloured medieval city of Pisa, with the Arno River proudly running through its centre. On the edge of the old city was the distinctive green lawn of the Campo dei Miracoli, punctuated by its complex of luminous white buildings. For a moment, and as the side of the plane on which I was sitting tilted towards earth, the famous Leaning Tower, cathedral, and baptistery came into focus.

				In Pisa, I shared a house on the Via Rigattieri, one street removed from the Arno, right in the heart of the city. I recall that my five flat mates, none of them Tuscan, maintained a general suspicion towards local food, especially Tuscany’s infamous (according to most Italians) unsalted bread. So we ate mainly the delicious cuisines of Calabria and Campania. Our meals seemed to emit the warmth of the south: herbs, tomato sauce, oil, cured meats, salted fish, and lemons. Each lunchtime, we watched The Bold and the Beautiful on television – dubbed into Italian of course. Once it concluded, it was time to do the mountain of dishes. It was generally felt among the members of our household that the Australian was not equipped to wash the dishes as thoroughly as her flatmates (especially at the rinsing stage), which happily meant that I was assigned to dryingup duties. 

				The cultural clash that resulted in my leaving Via Rigattieri was played out around food and language. First, I was not contributing to the cost of eating. This was painfully embarrassing for me, since I tried almost every day to push money into the hands of my flatmates as my contribution to the food, but the money was always refused. I didn’t know what to do. Much later, it was explained to me by sympathetic friends that money was too vulgar an offering, and that my share needed to be made in kind: that is, with foodstuffs. But I didn’t know what to buy, since there was a general wariness about Tuscan food, and even more worry about the kind of food that might be procured by an Australian! The second problem was language. One day, one of my flatmates blurted out that I wasn’t learning Italian quickly enough. I was mortified. I called an emergency meeting with my Pisan friend Valentina, and we sat together on the walls of the Arno while I cried. Valentina proposed two solutions: henceforth, we would speak only Italian between ourselves (we had been ‘cheating’ by speaking in English: hers was perfect from a year spent at the University of St Andrews); also, we would find another house for me, since, as she admitted, ‘I can’t understand what those girls are saying either.’

				Ensconced in my new house a few streets away in Via Sant’Apollonia, my bedroom window afforded a magnificent view of the Borgo Stretto (the main street of Pisa). On Sunday afternoons, I lazily watched tourists loitering at the foot of my window, unsure of the right way to the Leaning Tower. I never called out; I was too afraid of startling them. This was a house very much to my liking. It was quite potty: it had a shower that never worked, which was a shame, since that was the main reason why I decided to live there. The kitchen had no heater, and so we came up with the dangerous solution of turning on the gas oven and leaving it open to warm the room. My housemates were as eccentric as the house, but equally likeable. One was a hippy from the north; another was a delightful woman from the Basilicata region with a penchant for pasta served in a sauce of cream and peas, which she ate contentedly almost every day. Yet another, Francesca, who became one of my closest friends, was not without her culinary peculiarities: once, she cooked me strawberry risotto. It was among the mixed collection of young women in this abode that I became happy. At the same time, I finally became fluent in Italian, and understood that happiness is a key to effective learning.

				I observed so many things during my year in Pisa: the manic, collective rush home for lunch just before one o’clock each day; the importance of bella figura (that is, of making a good impression) and of having quality accessories; the infinite time it can take to discuss methods of buying, preparing, and cooking food. Then there was the sound of a lone motorino, motor scooter, in the middle of the night; it seemed to me that it could be heard approaching all the way from Florence, until at last the high-pitched motor zoomed past, almost bursting my eardrums. I will never forget, too, the distinctive sound of clinking cups and saucers, and the exquisite aroma of Italian espresso coffee from the bar across the street wafting through my bedroom window first thing in the morning.

				I learnt, as well, about the everyday paradoxes of Italian political and religious identities: one friend, Chiara, lived in a part of Tuscany where every road is named after a communist hero – Via Marx and Via Lenin are favourites – while those same streets played host to a multitude of ancient and much-loved churches and tabernacles. I observed, too, the weight of Italy’s remarkable and magnificent history, which seemed to be worn lightly, even stylishly (if such a thing is possible), but never with indifference or disrespect: I recall a woman and her grandson stepping into the quiet interior of my favourite church in Pisa, the eleventh-century San Frediano, complete with ancient Roman columns. The little boy stopped, took in his surroundings, and whispered in awe and genuine appreciation, ‘che bello!’ – ‘how beautiful!’

				In the course of those 12 months in the mid 1990s, I came to know in greater detail both the unprepossessing ‘smokestack’ aspect of life in Italy, and the achingly beautiful side that can be conjured up by the mere mention of the word ‘Italy’. While I had achieved what I set out to accomplish during my stay – acquiring fluency in Italian, and mastery of the historical sources and technical skills necessary for my postgraduate studies – I also became a beginner in the study of Italian mores. I learnt to produce a fine bruschetta, and how to mimic the distinctive Roman accent. What, then, made me, an Australian, decide to study the Renaissance in Italy? I am still, perhaps, not quite sure. But what I do know is that without Melbourne, without the image of Italy I absorbed there, there would have been no ‘real’ Italian experiences for me, no dedication on my part to the academic study of Italy’s past.
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				Chapter 22

			

			
				Reflections and refractions: An Italian perspective on Australian Studies

				Lorenzo Perrona

				Lorenzo Perrona is completing a doctorat at the Université de Lausanne (Switzerland); he is a graduate of the Università di Genova. In the late 1980s Perrona was editor for one of the piccoli editori enlivening the publishing scene, the Genoese publisher Costa and Nolan. Under the Australian-European Awards Program, in 1994 Perrona undertook research at Melbourne’s La Trobe University on the presence of Italian theatre in Australia. Since 2002 he has been director of the cultural association Lacunae and the film culture event Sguardi australiani in Genoa and Camogli. He edited and translated the novel Wild Cat Falling by Mudrooroo for the Florentine publisher Le Lettere, and has contributed articles to volumes on Australian indigenous culture (2003; 2007).

				I would like to begin with an observation – somewhat obvious perhaps, but necessary – regarding that which is understood in Europe by ‘Australian Studies’.1  According to the German Association for Australian Studies, active since 1989 and a promoter of Australian Studies in German-speaking countries, ‘Australia is an attractive and modern country with roots in Europe; it is the home of people from many different cultural backgrounds, and has a cultural tradition reaching back many thousands of years’. Australian Studies, the German Association continues, has a research methodology that is essentially interdisciplinary and encompasses an impressively wide range of research fields, namely: Anthropology, Architecture, Ethnology, Biology, Film and Television, Geography, History, Art and Music, Language and Literature, Medicine, Nature Studies, Politics, Social Sciences, Tourism and Economics (Association for Australian Studies 2005). This definition points to Australian Studies as a modified version of Cultural Studies, or perhaps even the adaptation of Cultural Studies to the specific Australian context. (One of Australia’s most original scholars, Paul Carter (1987), has devised the concept of ‘spatial history’ precisely thanks to an interdisciplinary methodological approach suited to the Australian situation).

				In Italy, however, early interest in Australian culture was largely literary. As is well known, Bernard Hickey brought Australian literature to the attention of the Italian academic world with his activities in Rome and Venice in the 1960s. The success of his approach can be attributed to the fact that it was perfectly in tune with the Italian academic world of the time. This was a world in which literary criticism was, after Benedetto Croce, influenced for the most part by critical methodologies like those of the historicism of Walter Binni, or the stylistic analysis of Gianfranco Contini, on whom the influence of structuralism (Cesare Segre, Maria Corti, Dante Isella) was making itself felt. Hickey’s first work, Aspects of Alienation in James Joyce and Patrick White (Hickey 1971), was effective precisely because it treated the work of Joyce and White on equal terms, identifying common elements – still significant today – such as the alienation of the individual without a homeland. In so doing, Hickey’s work elevated the discussion of Australian literature to a new and higher level. In successive studies Hickey moved on to other genres, editing an anthology of modern Australian poetry, Da Slessor a Dransfield, poesia australiana moderna (Hickey 1977), before producing the anthology of short fiction Lines of implication: Australian Short Fiction from Lawson to Palmer. (Hickey 1984). Hickey’s formulation remains a significant thread in the Italian approach to Australian literature: the tendency to privilege literary works, and a sensitive ability to analyse them in terms of their historical and stylistic worth.

				Sergio Perosa and Claudio Gorlier established the Italian Society for Australian Studies (SISA) in Venice in the 1970s. Yet it was not until the early 1980s, when Italian scholars of English studies began to turn their attention towards the literary production of non-European countries, that interest in Australian literature began markedly to increase. Amongst these scholars one should mention Claudio Gorlier at Turin University (as evidenced, for example, by the volumes of the periodical Africa, America, Asia, Australia published between 1985 and 2002); Paolo Bertinetti, a specialist in English theatre who made a foray into contemporary Australian theatre (Bertinetti 1982), and Itala Vivan at the University of Milan. Given, however, that their main area of research was that of English language literature in its entirety, these scholars were not in a position to explore specifically Australian themes in depth. Instead, they promoted initiatives, solicited funding and encouraged and guided students and researchers. Furthermore, they also actively publicised and reviewed Australian books in important Italian dailies (Gorlier in La Stampa and Tuttolibri; Vivan in La Repubblica).

				The 1988 Australian Bicentenary of European Settlement gave a strong impetus to initiatives favouring research on Australia, including activities outside Australia itself. Here I should like to note the significance of multicultural policies for the promotion of an image of Australian culture that was neither monolithic nor static, but instead multistranded, complex and lively – an image which was promptly welcomed in Europe. Such a welcome serves to highlight more broadly that each society’s commitment to promoting and validating its own heritage through its cultural policy remains vitally important for the maintenance of cultural relations between distant and diverse places.

				Just a year after the Australian Bicentenary, in 1989, the European Association for Studies on Australia (EASA) was established, bringing together a number of European universities under the guidance of its first chairperson, Giovanna Capone. A teacher of English literature at the University of Bologna, Capone was the scholar who ushered in a new phase in Australian studies at the beginning of the 1990s when she established the Centro Studi sulla Letteratura Australiana (Centre for the Study of Australian Literature). Capone’s way of looking at Australia emphasised ‘recognition’ and ‘history’ as essential aspects of reflection and contextualisation. In her introduction to the collection Australia and Italy: Contributions to Intellectual Life, she wrote of the necessity of ‘re-entering a context with a new and more conscious direction. And this is something more than a chapter in cultural history: it is a vital act’ (Capone 1989, 6). The volume European Perspectives: Contemporary Essays on Australian Literature edited by Capone (et al. 1991), assembles contributions by a wide variety of European scholars; it represents a significant contribution to Australian Studies, and bears witness to the early 1990s as a time of considerable dynamism in the field.

				The focus on literatures hitherto neglected created the need for new and broader methodological and critical approaches. This is exactly what occurred in Bologna with the work carried out by Silvia Albertazzi; along with her research into Indian literature, Albertazzi focused on authors such as David Malouf, Peter Carey and Janette Turner Hospital. Together with colleagues with interests in English, French, Spanish and Portugese literature, she also began to plan a research centre dedicated entirely to the study of the literatures of ex-European colonies. The problem of choosing the correct terminology for this project was significant. How were these diverse literatures to be collectively defined: as postcolonial literatures; emerging or new literatures; minor or minority literatures? Inevitably these were all Eurocentric terms. To avoid them, a neologism, omeoglotte, was coined in Bologna. Whilst thus far it has no English equivalent, omeoglotte is used to refer to literary production that occurred outside of Europe in languages similar to, but not exactly the same as, those spoken in Europe – the versions of English spoken outside of Britain; the variations of French used in Africa and the Caribbean; the Spanish of the Americas; the Portugese of Brazil, Angola and Mozambique. As such, the research centre became known as the Centro Studi sulle Letterature Omeoglotte dei Paesi Extra-Europei (Centro Studi sulle Letterature Omeoglotte dei Paesi Extra-Europei 2005). Since 1996 this organisation has promoted a series of conferences and exchanges, some of which – specifically thanks to the efforts of Sheila Downing Riboldi and Matteo Baraldi – have been dedicated entirely to Australia. For example, in 2001 Bill Ashcroft and Remo Ceserani organised a day centred on the themes of Australian postmodernism and postcolonialism.

				Such important initiatives highlighted the need to update and enhance Italian cultural debates with the thinking and methods offered by Postcolonial Studies, which had been all but ignored in Italy until the mid 1990s, and continue even today to remain relatively neglected there. With this in mind, it is worth noting that the diffusion of Australian Studies amongst Italian scholars represented for them an entrée into international critical debate in the area. Examples of influential publications include the volume co-edited by Silvia Albertazzi, Abbecedario postcoloniale. Dieci voci per un lessico della postcolonialità (Albertazzi et al. 2001), which, as indicated by the title, clearly responded to a felt need for a ‘Postcolonial Primer’, and also Lo sguardo dell’Altro. Le letterature postcoloniali (Albertazzi 2000). The approach informed by Postcolonial Studies developed in disciplinary spheres focused on extra-European literatures and comparative literary studies, as exemplified by the vast corpus of work edited by Armando Gnisci – a scholar of comparative literatures from La Sapienza in Rome – published by Meltemi. The Italian approach generally appears to be characterised by the application of a postcolonial methodology to foreign literatures and cultures rather than by a renewed analysis of the specific Italian and European situation, as if Italy itself did not have a colonial history, either in Europe, the Mediterranean or Africa. On this point one should see, amongst others, the somewhat polemical review by Gnisci (2001) of Albertazzi’s book Lo sguardo dell’altro.

				Methodological developments were supported and enhanced by practical new ideas, such as the online journal Le Simplegadi, under the direction of Antonella Riem-Natali (et al. 2005) from the University of Udine. The journal’s advisory board includes, amongst others, Armando Gnisci, Veronica Brady from the University of Western Australia, and Paolo Bartoloni from the University of Sydney. Therefore, it well represents an ongoing collaboration between scholars from Australia and Italy.

				Through the 1990s the the Centro Studi sulle Letterature Omeoglotte dei Paesi Extra-Europei in Bologna was not alone in working in the field of Australian Studies, although it should be said that it did enjoy specially close ties with Australia. Bernard Hickey had moved to Lecce, but continued to be active in the field, and research groups focusing on so-called postcolonial literatures also sprang up in a number of other univerities. In Turin, a group of researchers headed by Claudio Gorlier and Paolo Bertinetti produced a miscellaneous volume of essays called Cross-Cultural Voices: Investigations into the Post-Colonial (Gorlier and Zoppi 1997); the chapters ‘Australian literature’ and ‘New Zealand literature’ written by Bertinetti appeared in Franco Marenco’s Storia della civiltà letteraria inglese (Bertinetti 1996). Carmen Concilio, also from the group of scholars in Turin, published her essay ‘The magic of language in the novels of Patrick White and David Malouf’, in ‘Magic Realism’ and Contemporary Literatures in English (Concilio 1999). In Rome, Agostino Lombardo edited the collection Verso gli antipodi. Le nuove letterature di lingua inglese: India, Australia, Nuova Zelanda, which included an essay on Australian literature by Lilla Maria Crisafulli (Crisafulli Jones 1995); Lombardo also edited Il romanzo dell’attore with an essay by Floriana Perna on Peter Carey (Perna 2005). Maria Panarello from the University of Messina followed a similar line of literary analysis with her work on the Australian novel, referring to those of Patrick White as well as Picnic at Hanging Rock by Joan Lindsay (Panarello 1996a; 1996b; 1996c).

				These scholars developed new methodologies by adopting novel techniques of analysis; more particularly, they distinguished themselves from the majority of the Italian cultural establishment by taking as a starting point ideas offered by Postcolonial Studies (especially through the writings of Homi K. Bhabha and Gayatri Chakravorty Spivak), or those of deconstructionist thought or Feminist Studies. They continue today to follow highly specific lines of inquiry, avoiding sweeping generalisations and preferring an exactness of interpretation, analysis and contextualisation. Themes of particular interest to them include multi-ethnicity; the intercultural; identity issues; minorities. If the literary work itself remains central – the literary is still the defining characteristic of the Italian approach to Australian culture – then such interdisciplinarity takes the discussion into the realm of Australian Studies. Along these lines Floriana Perna has turned her attention to the themes of otherness, aboriginality, historical rewriting, reconciliation and female identity in the context of Australian literature. She has raised the problem of identity in the work of Bruce Chatwin (Perna 1998), and, by examining the idea of national identity in the narratives of Peter Carey (Perna 2000), her perspective has widened, becoming oriented towards Australian society more generally. Luisa Percopo at the University of Cagliari has concerned herself with images of identity in antipodean urban landscapes (Percopo 2007a), and with the Australia’s self-proclaimed national identity (Percopo 2006; 2007b), thereby entering into the lively and on-going national debate on the subject. With regard to the perennial question of national identity, it is worth mentioning a particular volume by Federico Boni, a scholar of the sociology of communications from the Faculty of Political Science at the University of Milan, who has analysed ways in which the Italian media constructed and reconstructed certain traits of Australian identity during the 2000 Olympics (Boni 2003).

				Evidently in recent years Australian Studies has achieved the status of a discipline in its own right. Within this field, the position held by Italian scholars is by now well established; the Italian scholars enjoy an equal footing in their dialogue with Australian colleagues, and this allows them to make critical and significant contributions. Several examples of work of particular importance come to mind. The first regards the historical research conducted by Gerardo Papalia, who has studied the diplomatic relations that existed between Italy and Australia during the fascist period. He uses a postcolonial approach to enquire into the emigration of Italians to Australia, while at the same time remaining sensitive to sociological issues and cultural history (Papalia 2004). The second example is a volume that goes very much against the grain with respect to dominant views in Australia regarding the literary production of Mudrooroo. Edited by Annalisa Oboe (2003) from the University of Padua, Mongrel Signatures: Reflections on the Work of Mudrooroo gathers together contributions by both Italians and Australians, namely Clare Archer-Lean; Maureen Clark; Graziella Englaro; Eva Rask Knudsen; Ruby Langford Ginibi; Maggie Nolan; Wendy Pearson; Lorenzo Perrona; Cassandra Pybus; Adam Shoemaker and Gerry Turcotte. From a strictly Italian and European point of view – one that privileges ‘writing’ – Oboe takes the opportunity to keep open the discussion of Mudrooroo’s oeuvre, emphasising the characteristics and value of his work. She identifies any ‘cut and dried’ reading of the text – whether from a moral or political viewpoint – as evidence of the reemergence of a conception of identity that can only be described as essentialist: ‘It appears more fruitful to investigate how Mudrooroo’s writing restages the drama of subjectivity in terms of “articulation” rather than “authentication”’, she observes, ‘and also to ask how we are to read his works after 1996, since the consequences of the accusations on the author, on his texts, and on the cultural scenario of Aboriginal arts and studies, cannot be ignored and must somehow be addressed’ (Oboe 2003, xi).

				The work of Franca Tamisari at the University of Sydney and the University of Venice can be cited as another innovative contribution to the discussion of Australian indigenous culture. Tamisari uses an anthropological approach in combination with performance theory; thanks to her considerable first-hand knowledge of the Australian situation, and to a wide range of experience, Tamisari analyses the theatrical and social meanings of Yolngu dance. In Tamisari’s words: ‘Yolngu dancing embodies statements about being-in-the-world and being-with-others and, from a performance perspective based on participation, explores the sensuous and affective nature of intercorporeality. By focusing on virtuosity and the practice of the “curse of compliments”, the meaning of Yolngu dancing is between the steps, between the performers and other participants in a ceremony – in the empathic space one enters through dancing’ (Tamisari 2000b). Tamisari is also attentive to the interrelationships between politics and aesthetics, positioning indigenous artists in the context of contemporary art, as demonstrated in the article ‘Performance come “fare”: contro-appropriazione e resistenza nell’arte indigena australiana’ (Tamisari 2006), which tackles the subject of success and its implications in aboriginal art.

				Finally, in the area of Cinema Studies, I wish to note the work of Silvana Tuccio on the artistic figure of Giorgio Mangiamele, the film director who represented Australia at the Cannes Film Festival in 1965. Tuccio decisively frees Mangiamele from the category of the marginalised, a category he occupied throughout his life. She sheds light on his creative journey, showing this to be of extraordinary importance, not only because it parallels and interprets the 1950s and 1960s (the years that saw a huge influx of ‘new Australians’ from Southern Europe), but because it provides a stylistic and poetic base for later directors who felt the need to construct a ‘real and sincere’ image of Australia through cinema.

				According to Tuccio, the power behind Mangiamele’s language lies in his agility and capacity to transform the streets of Carlton – Melbourne’s ‘Italian quarter’, where throughout the 1950s the various Italian languages could be heard – into the location of a different scene, that of a movie set. In this context Mangiamele creates a setting and a world where his ‘voice’ – his self-definition, his poetics and his history – transform the reality that surrounds him, giving everything its own dignity while at the same time expressing what is intolerable; that is, the negation of origins and identity (Tuccio 2005, 105).

				One can say by way of conclusion that an Italian perspective on Australian Studies does exist and that, in its depth and breadth, this perspective is certainly capable of enriching Australian critical debate. Further, it is possible to say that the Italian approach has changed; far less dominated by literary analysis, it has become more interdisciplinary in nature, just as the broad charter of Australian Studies envisages. It will be interesting to see how the Australian academic world will come to consider this Italian contribution in future decades; it will be equally intriguing to see how Australian cultural policy towards Europe and Italy might develop in the future.

				At the same time it is also necessary to ask to what extent the content, questions and methodologies evident in the Australian context are relevant to the Italian cultural scene. The updating of critical methodologies in Italy from the 1970s onwards came about as a result of contact with extra-European literature. Since then, those Italian scholars who take an interest in Australian culture do so because there they find themes – and potential solutions to problems – that the Italian establishment might these days have begun to consider, but have not explored in depth: themes such as interculturality, hybridity, identity and minority cultures. The activities of these Italian academics may therefore be described as avant-garde, in the sense that they aim to affirm the existence of alternative cultures in the face of one produced by the processes of globalisation; processes often influenced by neocolonialist forces.

				Such stimulus to a concrete comparison between cultures and societies reminds us once again of the constructive and formative nature of cultural exchanges. It also reminds us how much exchanges help even distant cultures to tune into one other, at those times, too, when they may seem to haved ceased listening to one other, or when they may appear to be becoming insular. And the possibility of ceasing to listen, and of becoming insular, could be equally an Italian and an Australian problem.
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				Chapter 23

			

			
				Australian cinema in Italy: Sguardi australiani

				Silvana Tuccio

				In Italy, the country of her birth, Silvana Tuccio founded the cultural association Lacunae (2002), and has been artistic director of the film culture event Sguardi australiani in Genoa and Camogli from 2002 to 2006. Tuccio wrote her honours thesis on the cinema of Pier Paolo Pasolini, and is currently completing a PhD at The University of Melbourne on the cinema of Giorgio Mangiamele. She has published several articles on Australian contemporary cinema, and edited the book Sguardi australiani: idee, immaginari e cinema degli antipodi (2005).

				More than a festival, a feast of visual art dedicated to a cinema tradition that is alive and full of surprises. Representing it [… are] important Australian filmmakers, beginning with artist Tracey Moffatt who will inaugurate the festival with two of her works from the ’90s: the short film Night Cries and the feature Bedevil (Vittadini 2005).

				For the third consecutive year Sguardi australiani returns to Camogli, screening films from Australia […]. New for 2004 the section DOC with an overview of documentary productions […]. The retrospective is dedicated to the Italo-Australian Giorgio Mangiamele. The programme is online on the official website (Cinecittà 2004).

				The quotations serve to introduce Sguardi australiani, a series of film and cultural festivals that I established in Italy from 2002 onwards, as part of a project to invent Australianness in another place.1 Inventing Australianness in a ‘foreign’ context is a process that provokes and displaces one’s personal experience of having lived in Australia.

				In the summer of 2001, in Italy, I started thinking about an event, a festival, that might challenge our understanding of the Australian experience. The notion of the ‘gaze’ entered into my thinking about the project and provided a title for the festival, Sguardi australiani. In Italian the word for ‘gaze’ is ‘sguardo’, and in the plural ‘sguardi’, hence ‘multiple gazes’.2 When one thinks of the gaze, the question arises – ‘to whom does the gaze belong?’ The film viewer’s gaze falls upon the world of the filmic space, just as that of a relocated person falls upon a new landscape. The film viewer, however, is engaged in a viewing experience determined by the filmmaker, and by the entire apparatus of the filmmaking process. The viewer is aware that an operation is taking place, and that it is invisible. The gaze, therefore, belongs to the filmmaker who is looking at and representing a particular fictional reality, which the viewer follows, intrigued.

				The first Sguardi australiani took place at the end of June 2002 in the city of Genoa. Sguardi australiani was conceived with the intention of bringing attention to the Australian experience through short films made by a number of Australian filmmakers. The aim was to take the audience’s experience beyond stereotypes, delving under the surface of glossy pictures to suggest new ways of perceiving Australia. The specific title of the inaugural Sguardi australiani was ‘Visioni urbane: cortometraggi e registi che raccontano la metropoli e la lontananza’ (‘Urban Visions: Short films and filmmakers on the metropolis and distance’) because it felt important to talk about the artists who had created the specific works selected. The themes that year were ‘the metropolis’ – highlighting the fact that Australia is a highly urbanised country – and ‘distance’, because the spatial element is a characteristic of the Australian experience, both physical distance and metaphorical distance. Metaphorical distance can be interpreted as distance from homelands; distance from classical European, Asian and Indigenous histories; distance caused and created by travel, displacement, relocation.

				Both the narrative element in cinema, and the short film form in particular, were important in the 2002 festival, which focused, therefore, on the need to tell stories about the Australian experience. The goal was to reveal a multiplicity of experiences, and to explore states of living in the suburbs; to explore the transformation of displacement from which a notion of identity – or a multiplicity of identities – existing in the Australian urban context might be extrapolated:

				The need for identity turns into a search for identity, the need for belonging turns into a search for a cultural territory where one is free to narrate oneself, acknowledge multiple identities and explore one’s past, origins, acknowledge the experience of passage and ‘create’ a discourse that connects the individual with his/her experience and connects place to a culture. Representation is that which then allows one to surface from the sensation of ‘non-belonging’ and overcome the feelings of oppression in remaining ‘un-narrated’ (Tuccio 2002,7).

				Early in 2002, I had taken the opportunity to visit Melbourne, and began searching film archives and video libraries in order to create a selection of films for the program of the proposed film culture event. A process of reconstruction began to take place as I sought to determine who had made films that inspired an examination of Australia from a perspective representing facets otherwise hidden or invisible. In searching the archives, I rediscovered the films of Giorgio Mangiamele (1926–2001), which I had previously seen at a rare screening in the early 1980s at the Italian Institute of Culture in Melbourne. Giorgio Mangiamele’s short film The Spag (1961) was included in the first edition of Sguardi australiani. Subsequently a retrospective dedicated to the cinematic and photographic work of Giorgio Mangiamele was presented as part of Sguardi australiani in 2004 and at the event Mangiamele/Melbourne in Catania, Sicily, in 2005.

				Thirteen filmmakers were included in the 2002 Sguardi australiani: Richard Lowenstein; Luigi Acquisto; Teck Tan; Ana Kokkinos; Geoffrey Wright; Giorgio Mangiamele; Jane Manning; Darlene Johnson; Richard Frankland; Franco Di Chiera; Ivan Sen; Tracey Moffatt and Cate Shortland. Their respective short films presented dramas of a population struggling to be reconciled with the impact of exile and strangeness of place, and seeking to integrate journeys across time and place with the Australian present. All of the 13 films comprising the inaugural festival resonate with themes that remain of importance to Australian contemporary reality.

				Each of the films makes evident the distance from a point of origin, such as a childhood, or a cultural milieu that once existed. The work of memory is not only that of remembering the past, but also concerns how to live with the past as a daily presence – as must the person in exile, who may use memory as an instrument of survival. Memory harbours all that we wish to forget; it is useful, then, to master its mechanisms. This is seen in the film by Ana Kokkinos, Antamosi (1991), and in Dust (1999) directed by Ivan Sen. It is seen perhaps most strikingly in Richard Frankland’s No Way to Forget (1996) – where the trauma of the past is inherited across generations3 – and in Richard Lowenstein’s documentary of 1979, Evictions.

				Franco Di Chiera’s short film La Scala Lo Scalone (1984) suggests ways of accommodating personal history that take into account the peculiarities of language, family life and individual sensibilities. As Di Chiera has stated in an interview:

				If you tell stories from the heart they do not have to be categorized in terms of how Australian they are. When I made La Scala Lo Scalone, it was not just about me being Italian, it was also about the loss of innocence, about my mother dying […]. It also had a gay sensibility and it dealt with the fact that I was raised a Catholic and came from a working-class background (Tuccio 2006, 135).

				In the film Dust (1999) by Ivan Sen, the land of belonging is beneath one’s feet, but the culture that once drew sustenance from that land is far away in time. A dust storm uncovers a field of skeletons; it is the site of a massacre.4 The young people in Dust perceive a disparity in their contemporary existence, and as the Elder begins narrating and delving into past events, it becomes evident that the future is to be reconstructed. In Two Bob Mermaid (1996) by Darlene Johnson, maintaining one’s integrity in the face of apartheid-like politics in Australia in the 1950s is an option that young people might take towards the preservation of a sense of self.

				Inner city or suburban places provide contexts for stories in which struggle and foreignness are played out. In his story of a boy’s attempts at cultural belonging, The Spag (1961), Giorgio Mangiamele brings to life Melbourne’s inner suburb of Carlton, providing an encounter with the urban morphology in the early 1960s – the streetscape, the people, the colours and shadows, the vehicles.5 Geoffrey Wright takes the viewer inside the historic Melbourne City Baths. The swimming pool is the backdrop to the short film Arrivederci Roma (1979), a drama that at its centre portrays a youth marked as ‘foreigner’. Spaventapasseri (1986) includes compelling images of wide, barren industrial landscapes juxtaposed with intimate backyards. Jane Manning takes us inside a home workshop of a family of Vietnamese background in Delivery Day (2000), while Teck Tan introduces us to a hybrid family in the affluent Sydney suburbs with The Family Spirit (1996), and Cate Shortland to the intimacy of Japanese youth at Bondi Beach with Flowergirl (1999).

				By contrast, Tracey Moffatt transports her audience into an artificial landscape, where all that we might imagine to be ‘real’, organic, endemic, is in fact artificial – a construction. Moffatt suggests that ‘History’ as presented might be read from another point of view, even rewritten. With Night Cries (1990) Moffatt has created one of Australia’s exceptional and iconic films. The fourth festival of Sguardi australiani in 2005 was dedicated to the work of Tracey Moffatt, screening her two celebrated films over one evening: Bedevil (1993) and Night Cries (1990).

				Following the research in Australia, on my return to Italy in 2002, the project was taking shape and dates and venues were fixed. The films that made up Visioni urbani: cortometraggi e registi che raccontano la metropoli e la lontanza screened over three days in the summer of 2002 in the state-of-the-art cinema Cineplex, adjacent to the old port of Genoa. In summer, every Italian city has its festival season, and while the films of Sguardi australiani were screening during the warm nights, other festivals were taking place in the old port and in the historic centre of Genoa.6

				When I began to pursue the idea of creating Sguardi australiani, and began curatorial work on the project, Australia – and more specifically the Australian experience – quickly became issues that demanded exploration, or approfondimento as Italians say. A desire to create an intersection between notions of Australia held by Italians in Italy, and the images that Sguardi australiani could present to an Italian audience, was linked to my increasing concern to view Australia’s contemporary history from the point of view of those inhabiting Australia’s shores. As a result, the first festival of Sguardi australiani elaborated on the themes of cultural and experiential diversity. It appears as if an ‘official history’ exists, and that all those histories outside of this are ‘other’; not Australian. If this is the case, who can claim the stories of people who have lived and worked in Australia, people for the most part tolerated within the midst of society but deemed ‘other’ by mainstream representation?7 Can this ‘other’ claim its historical significance? Iain Chambers writes:

				For the recognition of other histories, of other people, languages and sounds, of other ways of dwelling in the same space that have been consigned to the shadows, obliterated by the bright light of the unswerving beam of ‘progress’, also invokes the recognition of their place, however obscured and repressed, in the very constitution of our own histories and culture; in our national and individual identities, in our psychic and social selves (Chambers 1996, 49).

				In the European context of Italy, the screening of the films that made up Sguardi australiani has generated questions concerning the Australian outlook or gaze. The gaze might be linked to story and voice, needing creative translation. In a society such as Australia, characterised by cultural diversity, the challenge becomes to see whether the gaze originating from this milieu might find a creative foothold; to discover if such a diversity of stories (histories) and experiences might be acknowledged, and if images from the realms of the invisible and voiceless might be given the opportunity to proliferate. A feature film has yet to be made that delves into the nature of hybrid cultural experience in the hearts and homes of the metropolis, whether it be Melbourne, Sydney, Perth or Alice Springs. The experience of hybridity defies categorisation: ‘migrant’, ‘refugee’, ‘ethnic’, ‘aboriginal’ are bureaucratic terms that rob fellow beings of their human status, especially where the balance of power in relation to an imagined ‘other’ is at stake. Hybridity is a typical aspect of the Australian sense of self and is therefore a local Australian story.

				That first program of Sguardi australiani, ‘Visioni urbane: cortometraggi e registi che raccontano la metropoli e la lontananza’ was able to tour to different Italian cities, including Prato, Rome, Milan, Crotone and Chieti. The sheer effort of mounting the initiative with limited resources made another such undertaking seem unimaginable. And yet, following months of waiting for possible funding, a second Sguardi australiani was to take place in 2003, and subsequently a third, fourth and fifth festival under the same rubric.

				Sguardi australiani: Koori Australia was dedicated to Australian filmmakers of indigenous culture. The films screened were Ivan Sen’s first feature film Beneath Clouds (2002); Darlene Johnson’s documentary on David Gulpilil, One Red Blood (2002); several short films, and 13 short animation films from the Aboriginal Nations Dreaming series. The screenings took place in Camogli, a seaside village on the Ligurian coast (not far from Genoa), in a piazza overlooking the small port with its gaily painted fishing boats. The screen was set up on a stage, the lamplights were turned off. A seven minute medley of performances by Bangarra Dance Theatre opened the event, which captivated the audience.

				The third Sguardi australiani in 2004 was ambitious. Titled Face of Australia, an attempt was made to interact with Camogli by making use of the village’s very varied surroundings. The natural curve of the passeggiata mare, the promenade with the seashore on one side and the brightly painted buildings on the other, allows the sweeping gaze to encompass the Cenobio dei Dogi and cliffs of the Portofino Promontory, as well as the rear of the local basilica and its attendant structures. Hence an exhibition of photographs running in a continuous loop was projected onto the buildings of the passeggiata mare. The main screen was set up in Piazza Colombo overlooking the port, and the second screen on the Terrazza Lido above the sea; here documentaries were screened and conversations took place. In sum, Face of Australia expanded on the concepts of culture and the image by programming sections dedicated to film, photography, music and conversation.

				The 2004 screenings included short films, feature length films, archival films and documentaries. Face of Australia also presented a retrospective dedicated to the Italian-Australian director Giorgio Mangiamele, whose feature film Clay (1964) opened the festival. There were nine Film Australia documentaries, and archival films including Albert Falzon’s Morning of the Earth (1979). The photographic exhibition presented the series Emotional Striptease by Christian Bumbarra Thompson, while the section on sounds featured the project Merola Matrix, produced by Zo, Centro Culture Contemporanee. Merola Matrix is the work of Hugo Race on the sounds and song of the traditional Neapolitan singer Mario Merola; the video element of Merola Matrix was created by the KinoKi collective, and was projected on the façade of a building behind the stage. Hugo Race performed together with Marta Collica and Cesare Basile. According to television journalist Sergio Farinelli: ‘In piazza Colombo the high point of the event Sguardi australiani 3 was the concert installation of Merola Matrix, an experimental mix between the heartrending music of [Neapolitan] dramatic theatre and the liquid, hypnotic sounds of Race and friends’.8

				Hugo Race and Marta Collica would play again at Sguardi australiani with a new musical project, Dark Summer, in 2005. The semi-acoustic live concert followed the screenings of Night Cries and Bedevil. The setting was Palazzo Ducale in the heart of Genoa, surrounded by the colonnades of the inner courtyard. In this very particular context, the lounge bars and soaring cityscapes of underground Melbourne were evoked. Race is an Australian artist living and working in Italy, whose imagination effects transpositions in time and place, creating a unique connection and crossing between cultures.

				The fifth Sguardi australiani took place within the colonnades of Palazzo Ducale, focusing once again on issues pertinent to Australian indigenous history and experience. These included the Stolen Generations in Beyond Sorry (2003); land ownership and community in Trespass (2002), and the condition of youth in remote Australia in Bush Bikes (2002) and in the web-tv series Us Mob (2004). The films were directed by filmmaker, lawyer and human rights advocate David Vadiveloo.

				In April 2005, the event Mangiamele/Melbourne took place in the second major Sicilian city, Catania, Giorgio Mangiamele’s place of birth. Photographs taken by Giorgio Mangiamele were exhibited alongside the films. Mangiamele/Melbourne was organised in collaboration with Sergio Zinna, director of Zo, Centro Culture Contemporanee, and film curator Ivano Mistretta. Through the cinematic work of Giorgio Mangiamele, the Australian imaginary might be said to have found itself reinvented (Tuccio 2005b). Sguardi australiani has been interested in single auteurs since its inception, placing the figure and vision of the artist alongside the filmic product. A focus on Giorgio Mangiamele’s cinematic and photographic work, and thus a reconsideration of his oeuvre, seemed appropriate in this context. In an article titled ‘Nemo propheta’, it was reported at the time that:

				Giorgio Mangiamele was discovered last night at Centro Culture Contemporanee, Zo, in Catania, the city in which the photographer and film director from Melbourne was born and from which he emigrated in the 1950s to become, along with Tim Burstall and Terry Donovan, a forerunner of the new ‘aussie cinema’. Screened were the shorts The Brothers (’58), The Spag (’61), 99% (’63) and the feature length film Clay (’64), which had been at Cannes. Also presented was the documentary Il Cinema di mio padre, an interview with Claudia Mangiamele by Silvana Tuccio, curator of the memorable evening. An article on the work of Giorgio Mangiamele is due out in the volume Sguardi australiani (Anonymous 2005, 16)

				The volume referred to, Sguardi australiani: idee, immaginari e cinema degli antipodi (Tuccio 2005a), was produced in collaboration with the publisher Le Mani and launched at the Monash University Centre in Prato in July 2005. It includes contributions on Australian cinema by scholars and film industry professionals, and a preface from the film critic Stefano della Casa.

				Whilst principally dedicated to film, the Sguardi australiani festivals have also been about people and conversations. A series of special events engaging with intellectuals and artists has accompanied each event. At the first, the round table ‘Memoria, Lontananze, Metropoli: il cinema in Australia’ (‘Memory, Distance and the Metropolis: Cinema in Australia’), featured Franco Di Chiera as guest speaker, presenting his experience in the film industry and discussing the theme of cultural representation on the screen (Tuccio 2006). In Genoa in 2003, a round table on the theme ‘On the Road’ was organised, featuring guest speakers Marcello Danovaro (Biennale Europea Riviste Culturali), Lorenzo Perrona (Lacunae), Gerardo Papalia (University of Pavia) and Renato Cuocolo (Iraa Theatre). In one section of the third Sguardi australiani, there were conversations that included Glendyn Ivin (director of the 2003 short film Cracker Bag) in discussion with Lorenzo Perrona (standing in for film critic Stefano della Casa); Christian Bumbarra Thompson speaking with art critic Viana Conti, and Hugo Race in conversation with the editor of the Italian edition of Rolling Stone magazine, Carlo Antonelli. During Sguardi australiani 4, the work of Tracey Moffatt was discussed in a panel comprising Lorenzo Perrona and art critics Emmanuele de Cecco and Alice Cantaluppi. On this occasion, the Minister for Culture in the Genoese city government presented both Hugo Race and Tracey Moffatt with a book of aerial photographs of the city and its coastline. Finally, on a warm summer day in a bookshop in Rome, Professor Barbara Creed took part in a conversation event focused on her article ‘Epurare il nero: Jedda e le “generazioni rubate”’, which appears in the volume Sguardi australiani: idee, immaginari e cinema degli antipodi (Tuccio 2005a; Creed 2005).

				* * *

				Cinema, the visual image and music have been the three points of focus with which Sguardi australiani has attempted to reinvent a notion of Australia. The challenge taken up by the successive festivals has been to promote insight through film and through the commitment, the impegno, of artists.9 Meeting this challenge has involved highlighting the movement towards inclusion as opposed to exclusion (of voice, point of view, history) within the Australian sphere; it has involved emphasising, too, the space available for minority experience as part of the larger community’s cultural patrimony, and thus acknowledging the claim of different social minorities to a vibrant existence in the public domain. The exchange of points of view, experience and knowledge is a way of ‘taking stock of oneself’, a way ‘di confrontarsi’; in other words, a way of enriching the bases on which a culturally literate society might develop, through the participation of all.10

				Created in and for a foreign context, Sguardi australiani promised the possibility of bringing into existence a ‘gaze’ that permitted a description and representation of the Australian imaginary. Offering an abundance of cultural events throughout any given year, Italy was a most suitable place to endeavour to strive for excellence, especially in content, and to seek to engage with other cultural traditions and contemporary artistic expression.11 Within this ambience, Sguardi australiani has found a reason to be. It has been a memorable experience to see the posters of the festival events everywhere on billboards, and, especially, to witness the alacrity with which people in very different parts of Italy have screened, enjoyed and been stimulated by Australian film.

				Endnotes

				1	See the website http://www.lacunae.it for programming details and a selection of press clippings related to the five Sguardi australiani festivals, which have been as follows: Visioni Urbane: cortometraggi e registi che raccontano la metropoli e la lontananza (Genova 2002); Koori Australia (Camogli 2003); Face of Australia (Camogli 2004); Mangiamele/Melbourne (Catania 2005); Film & Sounds nella Notte (Genova 2005); Diritti sovraumani, cinema di verità (Genova 2006).

				The Sguardi australiani experience has involved several institutions, beginning with ARCI Liguria which co-organised and promoted the first festival in 2002. (Arci is the association that promotes Associations as an integral part of society. Each regione in Italy has an Arci body, which promotes and provides services to Associations.) Shortly afterwards, the Associazione Culturale Lacunae was founded, and has since managed the project. Amongst the institutions which have lent their patronage to the respective events have been: Monash University’s Centre in Prato under the direction of Professor Bill Kent; the Regione Liguria; the Australian Embassy in Rome; the Ministero degli Affari Esteri; the Ministero per i Beni e le Attività Culturali; Amnesty International (Italy). The National Film and Sound Archive and Film Australia are amongst the Australian institutions which have collaborated. Finally, Lorenzo Perrona managed much of the organisation and was artistic director for Film & Sounds nella Notte (2005) and the festival of 2006, Diritti sovraumani. The graphic design for the Sguardi australiani publicity material was created by Harta Design of Genoa; the first poster by Harta was selected to be part of the publicity archive in Genoa. Harta also produced the catalogues for the first three festivals. The poster and publicity material for the fourth and fifth Sguardi australiani were the work of the Slovakian artist Magda Stanova.

				2	In Italy the word ‘sguardi’ or its singular ‘sguardo’ has become quite common in titles of various cultural events.

				3	See the discussion of trauma in Kaplan (2005).

				4	There are massacre sites located across the Australian continent; many of the conflicts are documented. For a discussion of Dust, Night Cries, No Way to Forget and Two Bob Mermaid see Tuccio (2007).

				5	As I explained in an interview broadcast by SBS Radio Italian Language Program on the occasion of Sguardi australiani: Face of Australia, July 2004.

				6	The Porto Antico was renovated for the Colombiade in 1992 (project Renzo Piano); the adjoining centro storico of Genoa is the largest in Europe.

				7	With the exception of rare cases where a kind of ‘canonisation’ has taken place, and the foreignness of the name is transcended by the status of the personality and his or her contribution to Australian society.

				8	Sergio Farinelli, Rai Tre, TGR Liguria, 24 July 2004.

				9	In this context, ‘impegno’ refers to the commitment, vision and interplay of artistic and social engagement.

				10	The nuances in the use of ‘confrontarsi’ refer to the understanding of both oneself and the ‘other’ that might be arrived at through study, contact or dialogue with another culture (between cultures), or another point of view (between individuals).

				11	Organised by a multitude of associations and foundations, museums, galleries, and so forth, and supported by institutions and through corporate sponsorship.
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				Figure 23.1: Poster for Sguardi australiani 4, September 2005, Genoa.
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				Chapter 24 – Vignette

				Remembering Bernard Hickey

				Brian Matthews

				Brian Matthews is Honorary Professor of English at Flinders University where he taught for many years. He was several times visiting lecturer in Australian literature at the University of Venice, and inaugurated Australian literature at the Urbino Summer School for Literatures in English in 1978. He was Distinguished Visiting Professor at the University of Trento (1989), Visiting Professor at the University of Lecce (1999, 2000) and at the University of Bologna (2001). He is presently involved in the establishment of the Centre for Australian Studies in the Mediterranean at Lecce. He was Fulbright Scholar in Residence at the University of Oregon (1986), Professor of Australian Studies at London University (1993–96) and held Flinders University’s first Personal Chair in English. As a writer he has won the Victorian, NSW and Queensland Premiers’ Literary Awards, the Gold Medal of The Australian Literature Society, and, jointly, the John Hetherington Bicentennial Biography Prize.

				It all began with a letter – ‘out of the blue’ as we say – liberally plastered with large Italian stamps to speed its international journey away from one of the western world’s more labyrinthine postal systems and hand-written in generous, flowing, characters. The writer was one Bernard Hickey, a lecturer at Ca’ Foscari – the University of Venice. I had never heard of him or Ca’ Foscari, and had it not been for some indefinably attractive quality in the tone of what was otherwise a rather amazing request, I might have dropped the letter in the bin. All I had to do for this B. Hickey was choose, photocopy, and airmail to him articles and essays on a range of Australian poets, novelists and short story writers. My own comments would be welcome, as well as anything I had myself written on any Australian writer. If it was true, as he had heard from his ‘spies’, that I would be publishing a book on Henry Lawson later that year, he would welcome a copy for the small reference library he was accumulating.

				The year was 1972. I was a lecturer at Flinders University and had just established Australian literature as one of the course offerings of the English department. It was news of this that apparently had prompted my mysterious correspondent to make contact. He explained in his letter that he was doing the same thing at Ca’ Foscari – setting up a course in Australian literature – but with greater difficulty and not much support from anyone, though he had hopes of some eventual funding from Australian sources. I remember standing in the middle of my office holding this letter, re-reading it, marvelling at its breezy, sassy assumptions, its inspired vagueness, its suggestion of a rather mad underlying narrative being made up on the run by an eccentric Aussie academic in Venice. Venice! The last place on earth, surely, for the campfire voices and broad vernacular of Lawson’s characters, or Furphy’s Nosey Alf, who regarded Italy as one of them old ‘wore-out countries’. Was it a hoax? There were plenty of people around the halls of academe in those days who were not happy to see Australian literature on the cultural and curricular horizon. Was this an elaborate attempt at ridicule?

				Haunted by doubts, I nevertheless doggedly gathered together a broad range of material that the distant and faceless B. Hickey might be interested in and would, I hoped, find useful, and dutifully airmailed them to his exotic Venetian address. A couple of weeks later, he replied. This time all the stops were out. The just-beneath-the-surface dynamism and curtailed eccentricity of his first letter was now a burst of ebullience and gratitude so spontaneous that I felt ashamed to have ever doubted him. Our correspondence was born, and for the next two years I regularly sent him the latest critical works, news, gossip and a few actual books. When, in 1974, I embarked on my first-ever study leave based at the University of Exeter in Devon, my pen pal, B. Hickey of Ca’ Foscari, Venice, arranged for me to make an officially funded, six-week teaching visit to his now burgeoning – but still financially fragile – Australian literature class in December of that year. The odd, long-distance prologue to our friendship was about to turn into Chapter One of a long and fruitful story.

				When I arrived he was waiting, as promised, at boat stop 14 in the shadow of Santa Maria della Salute: a rotund, slightly gnome-like figure with a shock of just-greying hair, and a huge smile that managed to appear both joyous and mischievous. I was about to meet Bernard Hickey for the first time. The encounter would change my life.

				My job was to teach for a term in the Australian literature course he had founded and, to begin with, personally funded at Ca’ Foscari. He presented me with a timetable that would have kept a whole department flat out for months, and we got down to work – although I was disconcerted to find him on edge, tense, a condition that I would soon discover was wholly uncharacteristic of him.

				Slowly, over several pleasant dinners at the end of some rigorous classroom days, the truth emerged. The Sirocco – one of the more notorious of Mediterranean winds – had made an unseasonable appearance and was causing him agonising sinusitis. And the Australia Council, which had been providing critical financial support, seemed to be threatening to pull the plug. Since the Council was funding my visit, he told me, I would be required to write a report on the work going on at Ca’ Foscari, and on that report would probably depend the future of the whole enterprise. Such was my first, but not remotely my last, experience of a Hickey bombshell.

				But all was well. Within a few days I realised that the Prof, as I ever after called him, long before he attained that distinction, was a brilliant teacher whose students adored him; that the courses were exceptional, especially given the difficulties of language, acquiring texts and finding reference material; that my impossible schedule transformed itself into a demanding but comfortable rhythm by virtue of subtle metamorphoses known only to Italians; and that Hickey himself was a cornucopia of ideas, allusions, amazing erudition, innovation, cheek, daring and sheer old-fashioned pzazz.

				In Venice he was an institution. When we walked through the Venetian campi, or along a canal or a rio terra, he would be greeted constantly by passers-by and shopkeepers standing at their doorways. Waiters and chefs would call out from their restaurants and pizzerias, ‘Buongiorno Professore!’ Bar-keepers would wave him in for a drink – a grappa or un’ombra di bianco – and since Hickey almost never refused any of these invitations, the long walk after work from Ca’ Foscari to his apartment in Dorsoduro might begin in sober, end-of-the-day, gravity and end riotously with friends tagging along and a dinner in some favourite trattoria.

				Once, when my friend and colleague Syd Harrex and I were travelling with Hickey by train to a conference in Frankfurt, an Irishman who was heading for a conference of ophthalmologists in Basel came into our compartment by mistake. Within minutes Hickey had captivated him with his blarney, his apparent familiarity with the world of ophthalmology and his massive if uncontrollably quixotic range of reference. The Irishman joined us in a few drinks, swapped anecdotes and ideas with Hickey, declared him ‘a scholar and a gentleman’ and then, discovering he had missed his stop and was on his way to Mannheim, settled down happily for more talk and laughter.

				Following the Frankfurt conference, we travelled to Venice to give lectures and tutorials for Hickey at Ca’ Foscari. During this visit, Syd and I realised that we would be there for an important event – Bernard Hickey’s 50th birthday. We decided we would take him out for a memorable dinner but, because Hickey knew the ground so well, we suggested that he name the restaurant. Typically, he had another idea. We would take turns to give directions! So, when we emerged from the door of 161 Calle Lanza in the last light of evening, I said, ‘Left’, and we turned to the left. At the next intersection of alley ways, Syd said, ‘Left again’, and we turned left. Then, in his turn, Hickey said, ‘Straight ahead’, and so we proceeded ‘su e zo per i ponti’ – along canals, up and down bridges, this way, that way. Our method, Hickey assured us, would guarantee a complete randomness and bring us into completely new Venetian territory. It certainly did that. Before very long neither Syd nor I had any idea where we were. At a certain point – dictated by me because it was my turn – we chose a canal path at random and agreed that Syd would pick the first trattoria or restaurant that took his fancy. The one he finally fixed on was empty. The proprietor was sitting down the back reading the paper. When we walked in he looked up, paused an instant and then, putting down his paper, shouted with great joy, ‘Ah, Professor Hickey! Where have you been for so long?’

				To this day I don’t know where we ended up that night, and a riotous birthday celebration, with the usual excellent meal that Hickey’s presence always ensured in no matter how humble a venue, meant we took little notice of directions as we navigated our way back to Dorsoduro. If nothing else, we had proved Hickey’s legendary ubiquity: everyone knew him and greeted him with pleasure.

				If any test were needed to establish Hickey’s uncanny ability to lead, motivate and inspire, it came when his attainment of a Professorship took him to Lecce – about as far away from Venice as he could be and still stay on the peninsula. He conquered Lecce and became as dazzling an institution and cultural hero in that city as ever he had been in Venice. He died there, at the end of July 2007, aged 76, within months of having realised another of his dreams – the establishment of a Centre for Australian Studies in the Mediterranean, to which he donated his library of 7000 books.

				Bernard Hickey devoted his life to the cause of Australian literature and Australian culture in Europe, often at the cost of great personal sacrifice. He was known, loved and profoundly respected wherever Australian writing and literary culture were studied and wherever Australian writers and academics gathered. His nurturing influence on the whole field was prodigious. His astonishing energy; his capacity to encourage in ways that excited students and colleagues; his sharp wit; his totally infectious joy and ebullience; his philosophical attitude to – though never meek acceptance of – the vagaries of fate, circumstance and bureaucracy, and perhaps above all his determination to celebrate his Australian heritage, all marked him out as exceptional – a force for good and for excellence.

				Bernard’s bubbling, tumbling, conversational style was studded with quotations – erudite, wide-ranging, comic, ironic – from literature, the Bible and folklore. So it is fitting for Shakespeare’s Mark Antony to have the last word: ‘His life was gentle; and the elements/So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up/And say to all the world: “This was a man”’.
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				Figure 24.1: Bernard Hickey and Felice Montrone, Santa Maria di Leuca, Lecce, July 2006.

				© Miranda Montrone
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				Part seven: Italian Australians returning

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 25

			

			
				Italian Australians in Italy

				Loretta Baldassar

				Loretta Baldassar is Associate Professor in the discipline of Anthropology and Sociology, School of Social and Cultural Studies, at the University of Western Australia. She has published widely on Italian-Australian migration and more recently on transnational family relationships. She was born in Perth to Italian migrant parents and has travelled to Italy many times to visit her extended family and undertake anthropological fieldwork. She is currently Chair of the Australasian Centre for Italian Studies.

				This essay focuses on ‘the other Italy’: the Italy peopled neither by Renaissance artists or Risorgimento heroes, nor by the Australians who study them. My journey was not to Florence or Rome and the venerable institutions of Villa I Tatti or the British School at Rome but to the Italy of the migrants, specifically to those regions that suffered la miseria, the wretchedness, which fuelled migration as ‘the only hope’ for a better future. I set out in the late 1980s as an anthropology student – and a second generation Italian Australian – to study the continuing connections between individuals, families and communities in both countries. My research began in the cities of Perth and Kalamunda1 in Western Australia and led me to the province of Treviso and, in particular, to the pre-alpine town of San Fior in the north-eastern region of the Veneto, where I lived for two years. I later spent several months gathering comparative data in the port city of Fremantle, Western Australia, and in the coastal towns of Torrenova and Sant’Agata di Militello in the province of Messina, Sicily.

				In Italy, for the most part, I immersed myself in the worlds of the locals. I had limited interactions with tertiary institutions, although it is pertinent to mention one memorable encounter with an Italian professor who greeted my research topic with the comment: ‘Ah… the anthropologist comes home to study!’ The notion of ‘home’ is to be read here in the context of the discipline of anthropology; that is, in sharp contrast to the traditional field-site located ‘away’ with the ‘natives’. As a young Australian, I was completely confused by this statement for I was certain I had been headed in the opposite direction: to the ‘subalterns’ of that far away ‘other’ Italy. Such tensions between ‘home’ and ‘away’, ‘us’ and ‘other’, belonging and identity, have characterised my studies ever since.

				It is fair to ask whether Italian migrants warrant a place in a volume about Australians in Italy – after all, aren’t they the ‘real’ Italians? My fieldwork reveals in no uncertain terms something of the turmoil of identity and belonging that migration inevitably brings. Of the estimated 360,000 Italians who migrated to Australia between 1947 and 1976, approximately 25 per cent repatriated (Castles 1992, 42). The return rate for the migrants of the period 1922 to 1940 was much higher, at 42.5 per cent (Price 1963, 11). And of those who chose to settle in Australia, almost all – including their Australian-born children – returned to their homeland for visits, or at least planned to. In this essay I discuss the relationship of each of these groups to Italy and argue that repatriates and visitors alike approach Italy (and are received there) in some measure as Australians.

				The discussion below also includes another group, one virtually unknown in the literature on Italian migration. My difficulty in deciding how to name its members indicates how precarious their sense of belonging can be. I am referring to the second generation, but not to those living in Australia; rather, to those who returned ‘home’ to Italy. How do we define this generation; as repatriates, as Italian-Australian migrants or, indeed, as Australians – all of which they are? Born in Australia to Italian migrant parents, or arriving in Australia as young children, members of this group spent a considerable part of their childhood in Australia.2 Interestingly, my research so far indicates that members of this second generation group are more likely to refer to their return to Italy as having been ‘taken back’; by contrast, their counterparts who still live in Australia tend to describe their return as a ‘going back’. Instead of the mixture of reunion, reconciliation, pilgrimage and tourism that characterises the return visits of Italian Australians, whatever their generation, the Australian returnees I interviewed describe battles of integration into an alien and often inhospitable society – the classic migrant’s story – but in a place that was supposed to be their home.

				The key context in which to locate the drama of the Italian Australian in Italy must be found in ‘popular’ Italian perceptions of Australia and Australians. Here we find a curious and ironic inversion. Perhaps most Australians mentioned in Ros Pesman’s essay, for example, people she describes as guided by ‘Victorian British middle class’ values and prejudices (Pesman 2008, 1.6), regarded the ‘real’ Italians they encountered as inferior. Yet the descendants of these same ‘real’ Italians, most notably those from the developing and newly wealthy Veneto from the 1970s onwards, judged repatriate, returning and visiting Italian Australians to be inferior; that is, to have been contaminated by the ‘land of primitives, serpents and desert’ from which they hailed. No doubt much of this characterisation of Australia by Italians was informed by the leitmotiv of competition that colours the relationships between migrants and their non-migrant kin. However, it is also evident in the comments of the Italian professor about my chosen field of study; according to him, I had come from the quintessential anthropological field-site – remote and marginal Australia, home of the Aborigine.

				Repatriation: returns and transformation

				Repatriation rates were much higher for migrants from the northern and central regions of Italy than for those from the south, reflecting the degree of industrial development and possibilities for resettlement available in different parts of Italy (Thompson 1980, xix). Between 1960 and 1969 there were 8450 arrivals from the Veneto and 6023 ‘remigrations’, a staggering 71.3 per cent return rate. The proportion for the same period for Sicily was 19.7 per cent of a total emigration of 23, 291 (Thompson 1980, 231). Whether these were in fact permanent repatriations or temporary visits is unknown. Yet it is clear that wherever they were headed, and at whatever period, most Italian-Australian visitors and would-be returnees to Italy arrived cashed up and eager to establish themselves handsomely – create a fine sistemazione – back home. Laden with expensive gifts that symbolised their financial achievements, validated their sacrifices and hard work, and proved their migration had been a success, many anticipated a kind of hero’s welcome, or at least the feast offered a prodigal’s return.

				Reunions with non-migrant parenti e paesani (kin and fellow townsmen or villagers), those left behind to struggle with limited opportunities and the pressures of ageing parents, were characterised by a mix of emotions. There was unending joy in the embrace of long-lost siblings and in the first-time meetings between grandparents and grandchildren. There was a deep sense of the mutual obligation between family and community. This was expressed by the exchange of remittances and packages, one of the economic strategies adopted by households spread across space and time. Nevertheless, there were often also resentments and rivalries on both sides: on one hand about having been left behind and on the other at having felt forced to leave. The two sides of the ensuing symbolic competition were played out in a battle over culture and identity, being and belonging.

				The migrants discovered untold irritation in the challenges of outdated plumbing, old-fashioned mores, ubiquitous gossip and the locals’ seeming inability to form queues. Women and children in particular complained bitterly about the constant surveillance and gossipy restrictions placed on their behaviour. There were stricter divisions between the genders and gender roles, with men doing far less to assist in the home. Parents lost a certain autonomous control over their children as extended family living arrangements gave relatives direct access to the children.

				To the stay-behinds the migrants could appear quite alien, given their questionable clothes, strange speech and new customs; they had become americani (of which the worst kind was the rich americani, too quick to show off their dollars). The non-migrants found the women’s behaviour to be too liberal, individualistic and even selfish; they were disapproving of the children’s inability to speak the local dialect, and judged their knowledge of standard Italian to be snobbish and inappropriate. In the face of the apparent affronts to their status, their standard of living and traditions, the locals missed few opportunities to emphasise the fact that they were the embodiment of the very ‘centre’ of civilisation. They had never left and had always guarded the hearth and home, defence of which, after all, was the motivation and meaning behind the migrants’ struggle.

				It was into this world and these perceptions that returning migrants (particularly in the industrialising north) wandered, usually unsuspectingly, only to experience some degree of disillusionment and disappointment. Suddenly, and deeply disconcertingly, the migrants realised that others labelled them australiani. More disturbingly, though, they found themselves – for the first time in their lives – thinking of Australia as home. As a consequence of this rejection or questioning of their italianità (their Italianness), many discovered their Australianness; indeed, second generation repatriates embraced their Australianness.

				Here we uncover migration’s fundamental process: transformation. Already, through their difficult and painful experience of settlement in Australia, the migrants had been transformed from kinsmen and townsmen (people with local loyalties to family and community), into Italians. Throughout the period of mass Italian immigration, Australian migration policy required migrants with limited financial resources to be sponsored; Italian policy, too, required the acquisition of an Atto di richiamo (sponsorship form) before departure. Both policies encouraged chain migration. As a result, large numbers of people from the same town came to live in Australia. Several factors conspired, then, to produce relatively high levels of residential and occupational segregation from the wider community. Italian migrants did not represent a cross-section of the Australian labour market and were relegated to the lower end of the economic ladder. In the face of relatively high levels of prejudice and hostility from the local population, based largely on the economic threat they were perceived to pose to the labouring classes, migrants banded together for moral and practical support. In addition, Italians could claim the dubious honour of being amongst the first groups of ‘non-white’ migrants to be welcomed as permanent settlers. Despite their official acceptance in what was then a very white, ‘Anglo’ Australia, Italians were often feared and criticised as morally licentious, dangerous and untrustworthy. In this troubled context of assimilationist Australia, migrants from the length and breadth of the Italian peninsula found themselves collectively baptised ‘Italians’, though before their arrival they would have felt themselves to have little in common. Overall, the regional and provincial divisions of the Old World mattered far less and became much more flexible in the New.

				Transformed into ‘Italians’ and to a large part constrained within this identity in Australia, the first generation set about ‘preserving’ such ‘Italianness’ through the invention of quintessential Italian-Australian traditions (like the grand Italian wedding with copious bridesmaids wearing lots of gold jewellery).3 Hearts and minds were focused on Italy, the homeland, and every effort was made to return there. These circumstances simply added to the shock when, on returning to Italy, migrants were obliged to confront just how different from the locals they had become. Their ensuing experiences of Italy varied widely, as demonstrated by the following case studies and migrant voices.

				Returning to San Fior and to Sant’Agata

				I’ll begin with some snapshot auto-ethnography. My father migrated to Perth in 1956 from Tarzo, a small rural town not far from San Fior. His is a common enough story, with hard work at its core. Beginning with the ‘dirty and dangerous’ jobs that ‘Aussies didn’t want to do’, like felling trees and clearing bush in remote country, he graduated to building and demolition sites in the city, before eventually buying a suburban corner store of the type that opens from dawn to dusk seven days a week. He was no stranger to the perspectives and prejudices of White Australia. He built up a notion, like many of his paesani – particularly when faced with the apparent emancipation of his daughters – that Italy represented all things good and Australia all things bad. It took him 20 years to garner the resources needed to take his family back to Italy on an extended visit. The shock he experienced on discovering just how Australian he had become was matched only by the shock that I felt when, on our second visit a decade later (by which time I had become a young adult), I overheard him singing the praises of Australia to his brothers and old friends at the local bar. Until that moment, I had never in my life heard him say anything remotely positive about Australia, and yet here he was, passionately defending it as both a great place to live and a great place in which to raise children!

				It was on this visit that I experienced my own transformation, a kind of rite de passage common to others of my generation. I gained some fluency in the language and knowledge of the culture, developing as well strong attachments to people and locations. I experienced something of what life was like there, such that I was identified (both there and in Australia) as having become ‘more Italian’. But identities have many facets and my right to belong in Italy was contested by the town councillor of Tarzo: ‘So you’ve come to discover America, have you?’ he sneered at my request for citizenship; ‘Why did your father ever migrate if you want to become an Italian citizen?’ These two caustic comments, which upset me greatly at first, were an insight into Italian perspectives on returning migrants.

				If this kind of contestation was a bitter pill for me, it was even harder to swallow for the first generation. One man, Antonio Brescacin (Toni), made one of the earliest return visits to San Fior in 1956. He can be credited with having sponsored ‘half the town’ to migrate to Perth. Having helped so many people to access increased opportunities, Toni was well known and well respected in the town. Keen to show off the spoils of his adventures, he returned to Italy with his Holden car; since it was too large to fit into most of the streets in the town, he parked it in the central piazza to be admired by all. The car made a huge impression. At the time, only the local doctor owned a little car, while most people walked or rode bikes.

				By contrast, when Toni visited subsequently in 1974, the locals had begun to enjoy the effects of the miracolo Veneto, the Veneto Region’s economic miracle, and were ready to contest the merits of migration; ‘Why do you live there, when America is now here?’ This sentiment renders migration meaningless and presents an enormous challenge to those labour migrants, like Toni, who decided to settle in Australia and thus forsake their original promise to return home. Elsewhere I have argued that for the majority of San Fioresi repatriation was expected; it was an obligation (Baldassar 2001). Forfeiting repatriation could only be excused by significant economic success and the promise of future opportunities for children. Contemplating his Australian-born daughter’s decision to live in Italy, Toni confided; ‘siamo stati fregati’ – ‘we’ve been ripped off (or duped)’ – as if all his many sacrifices had been in vain. Not entirely ‘at home’ in either place, migrants like Toni are often destined to a continuing round of visits, seeking always to be at home, which somehow seems always to be in the place that they are not.

				Toni can take some solace in the experiences of the most recent, albeit very few, migrants to Perth from Treviso, who are fleeing what they call the ‘troppo benessere’ (excessive affluence) of the Veneto. Searching for a sea change and healthier pace of life, these new arrivals bemoan the materialism that wealth has brought to their ancestral homes. These rare contemporary Italian-Australian migrants can appreciate Toni’s decision to remain in Australia; some of his paesani in Italy think he’s just too stubborn to ‘come home’, considering this stubbornness a kind of admission that he was wrong to leave. People such as Toni find that a general lack of awareness about the important role migration played in Italy’s economic development is almost as difficult to bear as the scant regard afforded to visiting migrants by the younger Italian generations. ‘They just couldn’t be bothered about us’, complained Toni’s son, Steven, who went on to say:

				Whenever anyone visits Perth, we just go all out and organise a big deal, lots of parties, sightseeing, you name it. The best example is how I had to get my old uncle to take me skiing because my cousins couldn’t be bothered. It would be like your old man taking your young cousin to the beach in Perth instead of you… 

				Biagio Cicirello from Sant’Agata in Sicily has a modest sistemazione in Fremantle and the ability to afford to visit his birthplace; unlike Toni Brescacin he continues to enjoy his status in Italy as a successful townsman. Sant’Agata is now far from the depressed state it was in when Biagio first left its shores in 1954, yet it has not enjoyed anything like the economic development of San Fior, or Fremantle for that matter. Dotted across the countryside and towns of Sicily are the impressive (by local standards) case australiane, americane, tedesche, Australian, American and German homes; that is, houses built with emigrant wealth and with the generous dimensions to match. In Sicily the value of migration remains strong, although those locals who chose to migrate to closer destinations like Germany, Switzerland and northern Italy are considered to have made better choices than those who went to ‘the other side of the world’. Australian migrants cannot afford nearly as many return visits as their European counterparts. However, the relatively unsullied status of the migrant in southern Italy is still no protection against challenges to returnees’ right to belong. Returning migrant women, in particular, find the moral and gender codes oppressive and restrictive. For example, Biagio’s Australian-born daughter Gianna left Australia aged 21, believing herself to be a ‘real Italian’. On arrival in her father’s home town she discovered that, in her words: ‘Mate, there are different types of Italians!’ Gianna and her three Italian-Australian girlfriends (myself included) caused some serious consternation among the locals because of a propensity for travelling ‘on their own’, for having coffee in bars and talking to young men they didn’t know, and for swimming in the sea ‘after lunch’. ‘It’s a nice place to visit, but I wouldn’t want to live there’, was Gianna’s final assessment of her ancestral home.

				These various examples of the rather fraught relationship between Italian-Australian visitors and Italian locals provide some insight into the experience of the returnees who chose to re-establish themselves in Italy. For the San Fioresi repatriates, there seem to have been few rewards for meeting their moral obligation to return home; ‘They said we were asleep and should wake up’ explained one repatriate when describing his futile attempts to form a queue at the post office and bank. ‘They thought we had sunstroke’, recalls another. After a decade or so in Perth, and despite having resettled in Italy for over 40 years, many repatriates still do not quite feel entirely at home in San Fior. One woman continues to miss what she summed up simply as the ‘pure freedom’ of Australia: ‘you could wear whatever you wanted, people weren’t looking at you from top to toe all the time. Here, they are too much when it comes to dress; you can’t wear open-toe shoes in winter and you can’t wear dark colours in summer, it’s just too much’. Her daughter laughs at this comment, remembering only too well her mother’s complaints about her so-called ‘Aussie’ dress style when they lived in Australia until she was 13: ‘I was never properly dressed, as far as she was concerned, never Italian enough. And yet, when we got back here, even Mum thought it was over the top… My grandmother forbade me to wear certain shoes in public, like thongs, and tracksuit pants were strictly for the bedroom!’

				‘Italy through Australian-Italian eyes’

				The frustration and sense of alienation experienced by repatriates inspired a group of returned migrants to form the Associazione Nazionale Emigrati ed Ex emigrati in Australia (ANEA) in 1976.4 This organisation has headquarters in Padua and caters to the interests and welfare of migrants, including repatriated migrants, on the assumption that, according to its founder, Aldo Lorigiola, ‘once a migrant, always a migrant’. Aldo spent over 13 years in Australia, and his own account of ANEA appears below in this volume (Lorigiola 2010).

				In the major work on Italian return migration from Australia, Australia through Italian Eyes, Stephanie Thompson (1980) does not overtly describe the repatriates as a group separate from their former townspeople who did not migrate overseas. Nonetheless, she does note that without exception ‘readapting to life back in Italy was not automatic’ (210). Thompson’s book could have been equally aptly titled ‘Italy through Australian-Italian eyes’. The difficulties associated with resettlement and, in particular, the tendency for the experience of repatriation to be underestimated if not completely ignored, make ANEA a significant source of support for returnees. The association acts as a lobby group which, for example, successfully mobilised Australian-Italian associations in 2000 to pressure the Australian government into reforming its policies concerning dual citizenship (Lorigiola 1987, 49–72). ANEA also plays an important mediating and mentoring role on migration issues relvant to both the Italian and the Australian governments. Its strong involvement in the bilateral agreement on matters of social security between Australia and Italy in 1985 is further evidence of its potential for political clout. As well as this kind of advocacy, the association provides a base of sociability for repatriates. Thus ANEA enables them to share their very real sense of nostalgia for the places of their migration, including Australia, a land where many spent – in the words of one member, Fabio Fabbian –‘their entire youth and the best years of their lives’. Fabio lived in Australia for 12 years before returning to his native Padua. His son Damian was born in Melbourne, and the whole family feels a strong connection with Australia. They have visited on several occasions, and Fabio’s active involvement in ANEA is inspired by his love for Australia.

				The second generation repatriates, like Damian Fabbian, probably had some of the toughest experiences of integration, and it is questionable whether even an association such as ANEA is attuned to their particular needs. Those in this second generation group to whom I have spoken, who often returned to Italy in the delicate and difficult pre and early teenage years, felt abandoned in a school system that was poorly equipped to support them. Viewed and treated as stranieri (foreigners), they struggled with limited language ability in pedagogical systems uninformed by the multicultural perspectives common today. ‘I cried a lot, really a lot’ recalls Perth-born Lisa Favero, who returned to Italy as an eight-year-old. Having Italian parents, Italian ancestry and hence a strong family connection to the place did not seem to facilitate belonging: ‘people just saw you as a foreigner, it didn’t matter if you could speak Italian or not, or if you had Italian parents, you were just a foreigner to them’. ‘English lessons were the worst’, explained Lisa’s older sister Teresa:

				You’d think that [English] would have been my best subject, that the teacher might have made some use of me to help her, but no, no, no, the opposite in fact. She was mortified if I ever dared to correct her pronunciation or vocabulary … and you know kids, they blurt out the right word when they hear a mistake, what do you expect! She made my life hell.

				Simone Bianchi5 recounts similar experiences; his school teachers in Italy discouraged him from speaking English. Simone was born in Italy to an Italian father and an Australian mother, and it is notable that he has always felt a sense of belonging to both places. Simone’s family undertook several visits ‘home’ to Australia while he was growing up in the Veneto, and he recalls that:

				Australia was an invisible country. It was a place which all the people I knew, knew nothing or next to nothing about... Australia always felt like… it was in a separate world… it was sort of somewhere where we had to go to and no-one around me except for my mother and very few friends… could help me sort of understand what the country was.

				Simone described what he called ‘the hostility and prejudice’ that his siblings, but especially his mother, suffered on account of being ‘different’ and ‘seen as stranieri’. Fortunately for Simone, he learnt from an early age to ‘pass’ as Italian. Not so lucky his mother, whose accent set her apart, casting her, in the eyes of the local Italians, in a negative light. Even the town priest registered his concerns about the children’s exposure to the English language (so revealing, one suspects, negative perceptions about ‘English ways’). Simone surmises that it was not until his mother moved to live in the more cosmopolitan city of Milan in the 1980s that she felt more accepted.

				Something of the Italian experience of second generation repatriates, or of second generation Australians like Simone, is captured in the often heartfelt struggles surrounding citizenship. Simone Bianchi is very fortunate in that he has been able to hold dual citizenship all his life, a privilege accessible to only some since the relevant laws changed in 1992. As a minor, Simone had been entitled to both passports. Because he turned 18 after 1992, he was not forced to opt for one nationality as had been the requirement in the past. However, he was obliged to attend a special ceremony during which he was to declare his allegiance to Italy:

				even though I had dual citizenship, Italian law is such that I had to, at the age of 18, I had to officially… basically state that I accepted to be an Italian citizen and I was going to abide by all the laws and regulations of Italy. So it was quite an interesting official ceremony in which I had to sort of state that… I became a 100 per cent [Italian] citizen.

				Paradoxically, Simone had to make such a declaration in order to retain his dual citizenship. Had he not done so, he would have become Australian only.

				Not so the Favero sisters who, despite their loss of Australian citizenship (because they turned 18 before 1992), continue to feel Australian, and are dismayed that they are not entitled to dual citizenship. Here the vagaries of citizenship laws are worth noting. For example, I am entitled to dual citizenship because my father renounced his Italian citizenship to become a British subject after my birth. This results in the odd situation by which my father, who was born in Italy, has no access to Italian citizenship, while I, Australian-born, do have it, along with my Australian-Singaporean sons – but not so my siblings, who were born after my father renounced his Italian passport. In sum, as Lisa and Teresa Favero emphatically point out, citizenship (or more precisely the lack of it) is not necessarily a valid measure of identity or belonging.6

				Something of the dramatic changes that have occurred in contemporary Italy are glimpsed through the experiences of young Isaac Finaldi. Born in London in 1995 to an Italian mother and British-Italian father, Isaac lived the first few years of his life in Rome and Florence before moving to Perth with his family in 2003. In 2007 Isaac and his family spent six months in Italy where he attended a local school in Florence. There Isaac found that his ‘Australianness’ was of some modest interest to his classmates; consequently it was something of which he could feel proud. In addition, the relatively large number of immigrant children from North Africa and Asia in the class made Isaac seem much more Italian than foreign, despite his British and Australian identities. Unlike Teresa Favero’s teacher, Isaac’s English teacher appears to have put him ‘to good use’, calling on him and a fellow American student to point out differences in English pronunciation and expression. Isaac explained that his teacher ‘definitely didn’t speak English as a first language’, and it seemed to him that she ‘felt lucky to have someone helping her out’. Isaac, whose Italian is quite fluent, was also often asked to assist the American student who had a limited knowledge of the language.

				As Isaac Finaldi discovered, being Australian in Italy today is more likely to contribute to one’s cultural capital than detract from it. If my trendy young Italian cousins are anything to go by, Australia is now primarily viewed as a prize holiday destination, known for its sun-drenched and pristine beaches, laid-back lifestyle and (thanks probably to the extremely popular Perth supermodel, Megan Gale) beautiful people. This growing interest in Australia is largely a case of ‘too little, too late’ for the migrant generation, many of whom have come to feel more at home in Australia than Italy.

				In conclusion, with the dramatic changes in wealth and economic development over time, along with the increased opportunities for travel and communication between their countries of birth and adoption, Italian Australians today have more access to their ancestral homeland than ever before. A continual sense of belonging and identity, often experienced as feeling torn between two places, is partly due to the greater levels of exchange (on many levels) between both countries. This constant and seemingly ever-growing set of connections can facilitate a deep sense of attachment to both places. For all the disappointment and disillusionment that return can bring – evidenced in the above discussion – the durable social context provided by kin and community ensures that relationships are maintained, despite the distances of time and space and the inherent challenges to belonging that persist. In addition, many Italian migrants harbour profound feelings of connection to country (paese), and they often speak of the need to reinvigorate their senses by simply being in the special places of their youth. Because to see, smell, hear, taste and touch these places seems somehow to soothe the soul, while confirming identities on many levels: local, national and as migrant. If these experiences of Italian-Australian migrants in Italy are any guide, perhaps Australia’s best – if somehow unlikely – ambassadors are its migrants.

				Endnotes

				1	Kalamunda is located in the hills 25 kilometres north-east of Perth.

				2	There are also a number of children with one Australian parent who were born and grew up in Italy but undertook visits ‘home’ to Australia.

				3	Weddings in Italy usually only involve two sponsors (one chosen by the bride and one by the groom).

				4	The association later became known as the Associazione Nazionale Emigrati ex Emigrati Australia e Americhe (ANEA 2008).

				5	Pseudonym used.

				6	The laws have improved, however, since my grandmother’s day. Together with her siblings and their mother, my grandmother lost her Italian citizenship and all associated rights – including a scholarship to study at secondary school – when her father became a British subject in Australia, even though she was living in Italy at the time. It took 12 years before the family was reunited in Australia.
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				Chapter 26 – Vignette

				‘Washing faces, cleansing hearts’: Who am I?

				Luisa Panichi

				Luisa Panichi is Australian-Italian, the daughter of an Italian-Australian father and an Australian mother. She was born in Melbourne in 1967 but has spent most of her adult life in Tuscany. In 1990 she graduated in Arts (BA) from Monash University; during her university years in Melbourne she worked for the Il Globo newspaper and was co-producer of the 3EA SBS youth radio program Giovane Giovane. She has been a Lettore di Lingua Straniera at the University of Pisa since 1991. Also a freelance consultant and lecturer for other universities in Europe, her research interests include Language Awareness, Computer Assisted Language Learning and Pedagogic Design. In 2004 she was nominated Honorary Secretary of the Association for Language Awareness, a UK registered charity for educational purposes. Her first English as a Foreign Language textbook was published in 2005 and in 2007 she graduated from the University of Pisa as Dottore Magistrale in Lingue e Letterature Straniere.

				When I was invited to tell my Italian story as part of the ‘Australians in Italy’ symposium I asked myself ‘What is the relationship between the history of a nation and personal stories?’ Well, I decided to disregard the problem of nationhood, and focus on the theme of personal stories. As a language teacher, translator and educator, it came naturally to me to tackle this theme from a linguistic point of view. First of all, the English words ‘history’ and ‘story’ both translate into Italian as storia. As an English as a Foreign Language (EFL) teacher, one is often at great pains to have students to distinguish between the two. So, what is the difference – or, when does a story become history?

				In the dictionaries one finds that, in English, history and story actually share the same root and are linked to the meaning of ‘see’ and to the words ‘wit’, ‘wise’ and ‘witness’. The main idea that emerges here appears to be that history and story are both accounts of what has been seen and, as such, become what one knows. So, I guess this means that my task is to tell you what I have seen and what I know based on that experience. But what is history, then; what do historians do? It would seem to me that historians are left with the messy business of tidying up the personal, highly subjective, accounts of the storyteller and of turning them into something that can be shared with others and passed on, somehow making them more objective or objectified in the process. In other words, it is the historian’s job to make sense of personal accounts within the framework of a collective body of knowledge or history.

				My quest for identity

				When people ask me what it means to be Australian rather than Italian, or Australian-Italian rather than Italian-Australian, I never know quite what to say. If the truth be known, I do not think of myself in any of these terms – I just think of myself as me. However, at the time I was thinking about my identity in relation to the ‘Australians in Italy’ symposium it happened that the Honourable Marcello Pera, President of the Italian Senate, delivered a speech at the opening of a conference in Rimini on 21 August 2005. Its title was Democrazia è libertà? In difesa dell’Occidente (‘Is democracy freedom? In defence of the West’).1 In this speech he discussed the need for the West, or more specifically Europe, to define its identity as a means of defence against the non-Western world; he depicted multiculturalism as a destructive entity and a threat to Italy’s traditional values. Of course Pera’s words did not go unnoticed in the political arena and many Italian politicians have taken a stance against his position. At a personal level, as an Italian, I felt utterly embarrassed, and as an Australian, or rather a non-European, I felt hurt. The words that attracted the most criticism appeared in Pera’s list of ‘causes for alarm’ in current European civilisation. He said that ‘In Europa si diffonde l’idea relativistica che tutte le culture hanno la stessa dignità etica, nessuna è migliore di un’altra, tutte sono buone e giuste’ (‘The relativistic concept that all cultures share the same ethical dignity, that none is better than another, that all are good and just, is becoming a commonplace in Europe’), adding that ‘In Europa si pratica il multiculturalismo come diritto di identità irriducibile di tutte le comunità, non importa se genera apartheid, risentimenti e terroristi di seconda generazione’ (‘Multiculturalism is practiced in Europe as an unassailable right for all communities to assert their identity, whether it generates apartheid, resentment or second-generation terrorists’). President Pera went on to say that ‘In Europa la popolazione diminuisce, si apre la porta all’immigrazione incontrollata, e si diventa meticci’ (‘In Europe the population is dwindling, we are opening our doors to uncontrolled immigration, and are becoming half-breeds’).

				Although I have Italian citizenship, I am also an extracomunitaria, a non-European citizen, someone from beyond the borders. I suddenly realised that as an Australian I am also perceived as a non-European outsider; in any event I have been perceived as such by a president of the Italian Senate. And it would seem that President Pera has been concerned that someone such as myself might contaminate the pure Italian bloodlines. I am certainly no historian, but does not Italy have at least a 5000 year history of multiculturalism? Was not the Italian peninsula inhabited by different peoples who brought with them different cultures, not to mention different languages? Have not recent scientific discoveries proved that there is no such thing as ‘pure’ blood, that we are all of  mixed blood? And is not Italy the home of campanilismo – local community pride and ancient rivalry between bordering cities, such as Pisa and Lucca, Florence and Siena? Over the last 20 years, Tuscany, for example, has adopted a fierce protectionist policy for its local products. More broadly, the label DOC (Denominazione di origine controllata) and DOP (Denominazione di origine protetta) displayed on wine, olive oil and other produce proclaims that the culture producing certain foodstuffs is only to be found in a particular and limited geographical area. In Tuscany alone there are hundreds of different food-making cultures. How many different cultures in the broader sense are there in all of Italy? What about the Italian social clubs in Australia; the Veneto club, the Apulia Social Club and so forth? Are these not indicative of a strong sense among ‘Italians’ of distinct local cultures and regional diversity? But I am grateful to President Pera for raising these questions because his speech gave me the opportunity for reflection. Indeed, I think it fair to say that identity becomes something we feel we need to talk about when we are confronted with ideas and speech with which we strongly disagree – inevitably we are led to position ourselves in relation to what has been said.

				On the road to Australasia and belonging to the land

				One of the most frequent questions I am asked as an Australian in Italy is ‘What do I miss about Australia?’ Surprisingly for some, what I miss most about Australia is its proximity to Asia. When people ask me about Australia, I talk about Asia. I miss the smells, the colours, the sounds and the shapes of Asia. When I board that plane in Rome, with so many other people heading East, I feel a pang of homesickness and I know that I am heading to Australia, to Australia in Asia. I thus define myself as an Australasian person and I can do so, I believe, because I come from a country where multiculturalism is an inclusive – not an exclusive – reality, and identity is a concept that flourishes in a state of fluidity; a concept that has ‘fuzzy edges’. It is forever changing, never static.

				The realisation of my Asian dimension helps me deal with another aspect of my identity: jetlag, or the state in which my brain becomes disassociated from my body whenever I travel to Australia. For as long as I was limited to thinking about Australia as ‘a European accident in the Pacific’, my brain was unable to fathom the physical and cultural distance between Italy and Australia. Until recently I could never understand how one could fly over all those different cultures, effectively ignore them, open the door of the airplane and be catapulted, unchanged and unscathed, into an imperfect replica of Britain. Now that I have mentally placed Australia in Asia, I am able to see the countries I fly over as a natural progression towards my point of arrival rather than some exotic distraction. I trust that my newly acquired mental landscape will have a positive influence on my biological clock as well.

				One’s geographical location is a profoundly significant aspect of identity and a sense of belonging. The Italians are real maestri, masters, when it comes to connecting with the land (la mia terra), or when asserting their right to identify with the land (il territorio). For many years, as an Australian living in Italy, I felt that I had no right to establish a connection with the land; that one just cannot belong to something to which one has no title. At the same time, when I travelled back to Australia, I felt that because I was not really ‘living’ in that country, I had no rights there, either. I had been dispossessed. However, one day one of my Italian aunties, who lives in the United Kingdom, told me a story:

				When our family was forced to move to this area [Versilia, on the Tuscan coast] during the war to get away from the bombing in La Spezia, we all felt like we were outsiders, we were seen as those ‘who come from the city’. One day as I was walking through one of the many age-old pine forests (a pineta) I shuddered and felt a sense of peace overpower me. I didn’t understand what had happened to me at the time and put my experience down to the natural beauty and peacefulness of the forest itself. Only much later on did I learn that that very pineta had once, many centuries ago, belonged to our family and that what I had experienced was the land reclaiming me.

				As young people often do, I soon forgot about my aunty’s story and got on with my own life. As fate would have it, I ended up in Italy again and many years later found myself horseriding in the Pineta di San Rossore just outside Pisa. The Pineta di San Rossore is a Natural Heritage Park in Italy, and is what is left of the extensive pine tree woodland that once grew along the coast of Tuscany. Needless to say, I too experienced what my aunt had experienced 50 years before. But for me the significance of this experience lay in the new avenues it enabled me to explore. By establishing a spiritual relationship to the land in Italy, I felt I was finally ready to accept my Australian heritage as well. If it is true that you belong to the land and that the land does not belong to you, then I can never lose my connection with the Australian land because I am part of it spiritually and physically, even in absentia. Indeed, the land receives all and repels no-one. Land is multicultural.

				Language isolation and loss

				Another aspect of my identity that caused me much pain (especially in the pre-Internet years) was the lack of exposure not only to English but to the sounds of Australian English; I experienced a sense of losing my language. This state of isolation and perception of loss is, I am sure, something experienced by many who live in a foreign country or culture. In my case, the fact that I was bilingual, or what the linguists call ‘a balanced bilingual’ – a person equally proficient in all areas of both languages – was, in a way, to my disadvantage because I felt that both languages were competing for space in my brain rather than supporting each other.

				Around the time I was experiencing what I would later refer to as ‘the peak of my language isolation’, I came across and read the book My Place by Sally Morgan (1987). My process of healing was triggered by my discovery of the quest for identity which was taking place within indigenous Australia at the time, and by the realisation that there were many ‘full title Australians’ who did not speak English. Very soon I came to the conclusion that English has nothing, or at least very little, to do with being and feeling Australian.

				The last story I want to tell you concerns my experience as a Lettore di Lingua Straniera, a Foreign Language Lecturer, within the Italian university system. The term lettore literally means ‘reader’, and refers to the old custom in Italian universities of using a native speaker to provide students with authentic exposure to the sounds of the foreign language. For centuries lettori were like today’s tape recorders or radios. These days they carry out most of the foreign language teaching within the Italian university system. When I signed my first contract with the University of Pisa in 1991 as a Lettore di Lingua Straniera, the terms of the contract explicitly placed me among the native Italian university teaching staff, whilst stating that I was employed because I was qualified to teach my mother tongue; that is, English.

				In 1994 the University of Pisa (as well many other universities in Italy) altered the contracts of Lettori di Lingua Straniera: we were left to carry out the same functions as listed in our previous contracts (teaching our mother tongue) but our job title was changed to Collaboratore ed Esperto Linguistico (Language Expert and Collaborator). As a result, we were placed outside the career system in which we had been operating – and our pay was reduced. In other words, the fact that we were native speakers of the foreign language we taught disqualified us from university tenure. Nevertheless, the court decision number 688/DS of the Civil Court of Padua dated 16 September 2005 states that the Lettori of the University of Padua are to be reinstated as members of that University’s academic and teaching community, and awards them a substantial pay rise and back-pay. This decision has given us good reason to believe that the tide will turn in Pisa, too.

				As I await intellectual and professional rehabilitation in the Italian courts and in the European Court of Justice in Luxembourg, I can say that colleagues from my country of origin, Australia, have on the occasion of this symposium given me the opportunity to further the process of personal, if not political, healing by providing me with a forum for the telling of a personal drama.

				* * *

				Oh, and one last thing. I was in such an emotional state this morning as I left the house that I forgot to wash my face. Yet now that I have been able to tell my story to an audience, and have experienced empathy face-to-face – human being to human being – washing my face is precisely what I feel like doing. And, believe it or not, I can do it for free!2

				Endnotes

				1	All quotations in Italian have been translated into English by the author.

				2	The title and this closing paragraph refer to the Shared Responsibility Agreement of 2004 negotiated between the remote Aboriginal community of Mulan in Western Australia and the Australian Federal Government, by which the latter offered to provide funding for petrol bowsers in return for a community commitment to wash the faces of all children daily, and to adopt other health measures.
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				Chapter 27 – Vignette

				The returned migrants: The Associazione Nazionale Emigrati ed ex Emigrati in Australia

				Aldo Lorigiola

				Aldo Lorigiola travelled to Australia in 1955 from North America as a member of the Scalabrinian order. He spent over 13 years in Australia closely involved with providing assistance of all kinds to Italian migrants. In 1960 he opened Wollongong’s Sacred Heart Italian Centre, a project supported by donations from his former parishioners in New York; the Centre catered especially for young Italian men who worked in the BHP steelworks, and made available a social club, English language classes, and information on social welfare. In 1964 Lorigiola became the Superior of the Australian province of the Scalabrinians. Also in Australia he established the Federazione Cattolica Italiana, a lay organisation which published the journal Il Messaggero. In Italy in 1976, he helped to found the association now called the Associazione Nazionale Emigrati ed ex Emigrati in Australia e Americhe, of which he is President. He lives in Padua.

				Italian migrants and their children and grandchildren visiting those places where they or their parents and grandparents were born and grew up are a significant Australian presence in Italy. This vignette discusses a particular group of Italian Australians, the migrants who returned to Italy permanently; those who, after some years of residence in Australia, have found their way back to their native towns, cities and regions throughout Italy. Statistics indicate that about 22 per cent of the original Italian migrants leaving Australia between 1960 and 1975 did so at an average age of 36 years, and after some 12 years of residence. These statistics represent 90,000 people, some of whom were naturalised Australians and/or Australian-born. Within this group, my focus is on those who have wished to maintain their ties with Australia and with one other through membership of the Associazione Nazionale Emigrati ed Ex emigrati in Australia (ANEA), the body of which I have been President for many years. These returned migrants might well be described as Australian Italians.

				The above-mentioned return rate of migration is rather high, prompting some in Australia to ask why so many migrants left their adopted land. Was it because the Italian migrants did not like Australia, or did not think it somehow good enough to be where they wanted to settle and spend the rest of their lives? An answer to these questions may be found in the integration process Italian migrants went through while residing in Australia. A decade or so may mean little in the span of a whole life. Yet when those 10 years involve uprooting from one’s native land and undergoing the process of integrating oneself into a new country alongside immigrants from many other places, the decade from, say, 21 to 30 years of age constitutes a sufficient time span during which hearts and souls can change; during which traditional ways of thinking, judging and achieving can be challenged, and feelings of belonging can become complicated. In Australian factories and in pubs, over back fences, on buses and trams, inside and outside churches, time and goodwill have ensured that many migrants have come to think of their experience of Australia as part of the fabric of their existence.

				The migrants were changed by their lives in the now far off and difficult years of assimilation – with its experience of Australian impatience, intolerance and arrogance – and later in those more humane years of multiculturalism, one of Australia’s great achievements. Since 1973, the policy of multiculturalism has led most if not all of Australia’s Italian new citizens to feel a sense of belonging to their new land, and to accept and overcome the challenges posed by recurrent surges of antagonism, surges that I would not, however, define as racism. My reluctance to define them as such is based on my own years in Australia, during which I was closely connected to the saga of Italian migrants who were trying hard to settle down and fulfil their original dreams. My experience led me to believe that the antagonism towards migrants relates more to a difficulty in accepting diversity than to racism as such. My own experience also suggests that Australian institutions, including trade unions, even when they upheld assimilationist policies, have for the most part treated migrants on an equal basis with the long-established population of largely British extraction. It is not my purpose here to further analyse the integration experience of migrants in Australia. The issue has been raised as a necessary introduction to understanding the situation of those Italian migrants who returned to Italy; to understanding them as Australian Italians in Italy.

				Paesani spaesati

				Italian migrants’ reasons for leaving Australia were numerous and not always the result of careful consideration. On many occasions the decision to return to Italy was made on the spur of the moment, when something ‘clicked’ in the individual’s conscious or subconscious mind. Was the cause a fiancée waiting back home, or the need to find a wife in the migrant’s paese (home town); or was it rather the desire to see ageing parents or the attractions of Italy’s economic boom? Whatever the reasons, on their return migrants found themselves in the same old piazza, though now it was surrounded by new building. Or they found themselves in familiar suburbs crowded with people they did not know living in comfortable flats – though as a result of Italy’s rapid development away from its ancient backwardness and poverty, people were crammed into their flats like sardines. Thus in no time, the returned migrants came to realise that they no longer belonged to the old village or district or suburb: they felt like paesani spaesati, an almost untranslatable phrase that means something like ‘uprooted locals’. They were somehow different from their relatives and friends who had never left the paese; there was something obviously foreign and unacceptable about them. So upon returning home, the migrants faced a full-scale cultural confrontation.

				Having taken the decision to stay, the returned migrants hardly imagined how hard the road to re-integration would be; how, as with the road to integration in Australia, it would take time and patience to traverse this road in Italy. Furthermore, the latter path would require energy, much of which had been generously spent elsewhere at a fresher and stronger age. The returned migrants found themselves in a ‘no-man’s-land’ between three cultures: the old culture ‘at home’ in the Italy that they knew well; the more recent Italian experience in which they had taken no part; and the culture of the ‘new world’ they had inhabited, and in many cases come to cherish, in a far distant land. In addition, many such migrants had Australian-born children perhaps old enough to have received their primary school education in Australia. Although some of the returnees could not bear re-integration (or the feeling of being an immigrant in their own original homes), the tens of thousands who wanted to succeed knew what to do, and that was to form little ‘Australias in Italy’ wherever there existed a strong enough group, little Australias that were not intended to be against anything or anybody but were regarded as a means of keeping and bringing to fruition whatever cultural and economic advantages had been acquired made possible by their immigration to Australia.

				By the mid 1970s there were large concentrations of returnees in northern regions of Italy such as Veneto, Friuli-Venezia Giulia, and Trentino, and in the south in Calabria. These people had generally known each other in their initial wanderings around North Queensland, the north and south coasts of New South Wales, Victoria, South Australia and then, in the course of settling in a permanent way, in metropolitan areas, particularly in Sydney, Melbourne and Adelaide. By re-integrating into Italy, these people did not wish to lose the rich personal and community experience they had acquired in Australia: in a sense they wanted to become Australian Italians rather than Italian Australians. Therefore these returnees wanted to group together, and to find leadership; they hoped to preserve and maintain their new identity and to have it accepted into the Italian social fabric, just as they had maintained significant aspects of their earlier identity while residing in Australia.

				The formation of ANEA

				The systematic but modest formation of little Australias in Italy began in 1976 with the foundation of a nonprofit, non political, non religious national association of former migrants in Australia. It was registered as the Associazione Nazionale Emigrati ed Ex emigrati in Australia (ANEA) in Padua on 6 May 1976. Later on the association was officially recognised by the Ministry of Foreign Affairs (DGEAS-1978), the Veneto Region (1983) and the Calabria Region (1985). News of ANEA spread very quickly, mainly by word of mouth, as returnees began meeting for a carefully planned program of cultural, social and recreational activities. These activities now bring members together five or six times a year on a local, provincial and regional level. Once a year, the association organises a national conference attended by between 1500 and 2000 returnees and Italian Australians on vacation in Italy. The conference is designed to bring to the attention of civil institutions in Italy and to Australian diplomats in Italy the many problems that migrants and returnees have experienced. Apart from a National Council, the association is subdivided into branches directed by local boards. Formally established branches have been operating in the provinces of Padua (2), Verona (1), Vicenza (7), Treviso (5), Belluno (1), Trento (1), Pordenone (5), Udine (1), Gorizia (1), Trieste (1), Asti (1), Foligno-Perugia (1), Genga-Ancona (1), Marigliano-Naples (1), Beltiglio-Benevento (1), Catanzaro (8), Cosenza (1) and Reggio Calabria (1). Close  links with Australia are kept very active through branches established in Adelaide, Horsham, Melbourne, Wollongong, Sydney, Townsville and Darwin. The total membership comprises about 9500 people.

				ANEA is financed exclusively from the annual dues and voluntary work of its members, and through their fundraising activities. Major events may be housed in public buildings that are made available by local civil institutions in appreciation of the association’s work. Motivations for maintaining ANEA’s vitality have remained so strong and genuine that lack of finance has never been a serious hindrance. The association publishes a quarterly magazine titled Il Canguro which reports news about ANEA, and wider news about Australia.

				Relations with the Australian Embassy in Rome and the Consulate General in Milan have been close and constant, and ANEA is known and appreciated in Canberra, where its delegations quite often meet with officials to discuss issues of interest to Italian Australians residing in both countries. The association has been an effective lobby group, as exemplified by its role throughout negotiations concerning the social security agreement between Australia and Italy (FaHCSIA 2008).

				The association has helped to keep Australia ‘on the map’ in Italy. In 1988 it went to some trouble to celebrate in Italy the Bicentenary of European settlement in Australia. Meetings were well-planned and attended wherever the association was strong; nearly 3000 people took part in the celebrations. Since its inception the association has taken particular care in promoting and updating courses in Italian public schools on the history of Italian migration, and in assisting teachers by providing material on this theme. Help is freely given to students whose research is focused on Italians in Australia; indeed, research projects on this subject are promoted by the association and are sometimes published at its expense if and when funds are available. ANEA has also created a rich travelling exhibition of photos from the private albums of migrants, which can be mounted at public events.

				I have given a brief sample of the many activities of ANEA. Let me say, however, that in many ways the association’s lobbying encompasses the general situation of all Italian migrants; therefore, it has attracted the attention of Italian migrants in – and returnees from – countries other than Australia. Some years ago, migrants from the USA, Canada and Latin America, particularly from Brazil, petitioned to join the association, in order to create a cohesive push for things that could not be achieved by individual groups. As a result, the word ‘Americhe’ – the Americas – was added to the official title of the association (ANEA 2008). Nevertheless, over 90 per cent of ANEA’s membership in Italy comprises Italian Australians.

				Italian migrants to Australia remain proud of Italy and attached to Australia, while returnees remain loyal to Australia as well as to Italy; both groups wish both countries well. The experiences of migrants and former migrants offer proof that a genuine patriotism can exist that unites feelings of allegiance and loyalty to two or more countries.
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