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HOUSE OF ASSEMBLY
A-SUBJECT HEADING
D-SUBJECT

Friday, 06 May 2022
The SPEAKER (Hon. D.R. Cregan) took the chair at 11:00 and read prayers.

The SPEAKER: Honourable members, | respectfully acknowledge the traditional
owners of this land upon which the parliament is assembled and the custodians of the sacred
lands of our state.

24th April proceeding
A-SUBJECT HEADING
A1 SUBJECT
LA Subject 1
A-SUBJECT HEADING
A SUBJECT

A Test 2
ANOTHER TESTING COMMITTEE

THE HON. ANDREWS (Mill Park—Premier, Special Minister of State and
Minister for Solar Homes):

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of
foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of
Light, it was the season of Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair,
we had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct to Heaven,
we were all going direct the other way--in short, the period was so far like the present period,
that some of its noisiest authorities insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the
superlative degree of comparison only.

There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain face, on the throne of England;
there were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a fair face, on the throne of France. In
both countries it was clearer than crystal to the lords of the State preserves of loaves and
fishes, that things in general were settled for ever. It was the year of Our Lord one thousand
seven hundred and seventy-five. Spiritual revelations were conceded to England at that
favoured period, as at this. Mrs. Southcott had recently attained her five-and-twentieth
blessed birthday, of whom a prophetic private in the Life Guards had heralded the sublime
appearance by announcing that arrangements were made for the swallowing up of London
and Westminster.

Even the Cock-lane ghost had been laid only a round dozen of years, after rapping out its
messages, as the spirits of this very year last past (supernaturally deficient in originality)
rapped out theirs. Mere messages in the earthly order of events had lately come to the
English Crown and People, from a congress of British subjects in America: which, strange to
relate, have proved more important to the human race than any communications yet received
through any of the chickens of the Cock-lane brood. France, less favoured on the whole as
to matters spiritual than her sister of the shield and trident, rolled with exceeding smoothness
down hill, making paper money and spending it. Under the guidance of her Christian pastors,
she entertained herself, besides, with such humane achievements as sentencing a youth to
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have his hands cut off, his tongue torn out with pincers, and his body burned alive, because
he had not kneeled down in the rain to do honour to a dirty procession of monks which passed
within his view, at a distance of some fifty or sixty yards.

It is likely enough that, rooted in the woods of France and Norway, there were growing trees,
when that sufferer was put to death, already marked by the Woodman, Fate, to come down
and be sawn into boards, to make a certain movable framework with a sack and a knife in it,
terrible in history. It is likely enough that in the rough outhouses of some tillers of the heavy
lands adjacent to Paris, there were sheltered from the weather that very day, rude carts,
bespattered with rustic mire, snuffed about by pigs, and roosted in by poultry, which the
Farmer, Death, had already set apart to be his tumbrils of the Revolution. But that Woodman
and that Farmer, though they work unceasingly, work silently, and no one heard them as they
went about with muffled tread: the rather, forasmuch as to entertain any suspicion that they
were awake, was to be atheistical and traitorous.

In England, there was scarcely an amount of order and protection to justify much national
boasting. Daring burglaries by armed men, and highway robberies, took place in the capital
itself every night; families were publicly cautioned not to go out of town without removing their
furniture to upholsterers’ warehouses for security; the highwayman in the dark was a City
tradesman in the light, and, being recognised and challenged by his fellow-tradesman whom
he stopped in his character of “the Captain,” gallantly shot him through the head and rode
away; the mail was waylaid by seven robbers, and the guard shot three dead, and then got
shot dead himself by the other four, “in consequence of the failure of his ammunition:” after
which the mail was robbed in peace; that magnificent potentate, the Lord Mayor of London,
was made to stand and deliver on Turnham Green, by one highwayman, who despoiled the
illustrious creature in sight of all his retinue; prisoners in London gaols fought battles with
their turnkeys, and the majesty of the law fired blunderbusses in among them, loaded with
rounds of shot and ball; thieves snipped off diamond crosses from the necks of noble lords
at Court drawing-rooms; musketeers went into St. Giles’s, to search for contraband goods,
and the mob fired on the musketeers, and the musketeers fired on the mob, and nobody
thought any of these occurrences much out of the common way. In the midst of them, the
hangman, ever busy and ever worse than useless, was in constant requisition; now, stringing
up long rows of miscellaneous criminals; now, hanging a housebreaker on Saturday who had
been taken on Tuesday; now, burning people in the hand at Newgate by the dozen, and now
burning pamphlets at the door of Westminster Hall; to-day, taking the life of an atrocious
murderer, and to-morrow of a wretched pilferer who had robbed a farmer’s boy of sixpence.

All these things, and a thousand like them, came to pass in and close upon the dear old year
one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five. Environed by them, while the Woodman and
the Farmer worked unheeded, those two of the large jaws, and those other two of the plain
and the fair faces, trod with stir enough, and carried their divine rights with a high hand. Thus
did the year one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five conduct their Greatnesses, and
myriads of small creatures--the creatures of this chronicle among the rest--along the roads
that lay before them.

12th January 2021
A SUBJECT
Test SUb proceeding
MR ANGUS (Swan Hill—Shadow Assistant Minister for Treasury)—

Scepticism is as much the result of knowledge, as knowledge is of scepticism. To be content
with what we at present know, is, for the most part, to shut our ears against conviction; since,
from the very gradual character of our education, we must continually forget, and emancipate
ourselves from, knowledge previously acquired; we must set aside old notions and embrace
fresh ones; and, as we learn, we must be daily unlearning something which it has cost us no
small labour and anxiety to acquire.
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And this difficulty attaches itself more closely to an age in which progress has gained a strong
ascendency over prejudice, and in which persons and things are, day by day, finding their
real level, in lieu of their conventional value. The same principles which have swept away
traditional abuses, and which are making rapid havoc among the revenues of sinecurists,
and stripping the thin, tawdry veil from attractive superstitions, are working as actively in
literature as in society. The credulity of one writer, or the partiality of another, finds as
powerful a touchstone and as wholesome a chastisement in the healthy scepticism of a
temperate class of antagonists, as the dreams of conservatism, or the impostures of pluralist
sinecures in the Church. History and tradition, whether of ancient or comparatively recent
times, are subjected to very different handling from that which the indulgence or credulity of
former ages could allow. Mere statements are jealously watched, and the motives of the
writer form as important an ingredient in the analysis of his history, as the facts he records.
Probability is a powerful and troublesome test; and it is by this troublesome standard that a
large portion of historical evidence is sifted. Consistency is no less pertinacious and exacting
in its demands. In brief, to write a history, we must know more than mere facts. Human nature,
viewed under an introduction of extended experience, is the best help to the criticism of
human history. Historical characters can only be estimated by the standard which human
experience, whether actual or traditionary, has furnished. To form correct views of individuals
we must regard them as forming parts of a great whole—we must measure them by their
relation to the mass of beings by whom they are surrounded; and, in contemplating the
incidents in their lives or condition which tradition has handed down to us, we must rather
consider the general bearing of the whole narrative, than the respective probability of its
details.

It is unfortunate for us, that, of some of the greatest men, we know least, and talk most.
Homer, Socrates, and Shakespere have, perhaps, contributed more to the intellectual
enlightenment of mankind than any other three writers who could be named, and yet the
history of all three has given rise to a boundless ocean of discussion, which has left us little
save the option of choosing which theory or theories we will follow. The personality of
Shakespere is, perhaps, the only thing in which critics will allow us to believe without
controversy; but upon everything else, even down to the authorship of plays, there is more
or less of doubt and uncertainty. Of Socrates we know as little as the contradictions of Plato
and Xenophon will allow us to know. He was one of the _dramatis personae_ in two dramas
as unlike in principles as in style. He appears as the enunciator of opinions as different in
their tone as those of the writers who have handed them down. When we have read Plato
_or_ Xenophon, we think we know something of Socrates; when we have fairly read and

examined both, we feel convinced that we are something worse than ignorant.

It has been an easy, and a popular expedient of late years, to deny the personal or real
existence of men and things whose life and condition were too much for our belief. This
system—which has often comforted the religious sceptic, and substituted the consolations of
Strauss for those of the New Testament—has been of incalculable value to the historical
theorists of the last and present centuries. To question the existence of Alexander the Great,
would be a more excusable act, than to believe in that of Romulus. To deny a fact related in
Herodotus, because it is inconsistent with a theory developed from an Assyrian inscription
which no two scholars read in the same way, is more pardonable, than to believe in the good-
natured old king whom the elegant pen of Florian has idealized—_ Numa Pompilius_.

Scepticism has attained its culminating point with respect to Homer, and the state of our
Homeric knowledge may be described as a free permission to believe any theory, provided
we throw overboard all written tradition, concerning the author or authors of the lliad and
Odyssey. What few authorities exist on the subject, are summarily dismissed, although the
arguments appear to run in a circle. “This cannot be true, because it is not true; and that is
not true, because it cannot be true.” Such seems to be the style, in which testimony upon
testimony, statement upon statement, is consigned to denial and oblivion.

Itis, however, unfortunate that the professed biographies of Homer are partly forgeries, partly
freaks of ingenuity and imagination, in which truth is the requisite most wanting. Before taking
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a brief review of the Homeric theory in its present conditions, some notice must be taken of
the treatise on the Life of Homer which has been attributed to Herodotus.

According to this document, the city of Cumae in AEolia was, at an early period, the seat of
frequent immigrations from various parts of Greece. Among the immigrants was Menapolus,
the son of Ilthagenes. Although poor, he married, and the result of the union was a girl named
Critheis. The girl was left an orphan at an early age, under the guardianship of Cleanax, of
Argos. It is to the indiscretion of this maiden that we “are indebted for so much happiness.”
Homer was the first fruit of her juvenile frailty, and received the name of Melesigenes from
having been born near the river Meles in Boeotia, whither Critheis had been transported in
order to save her reputation.



