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nearby London comprehensive school. I
ask her home, she rolls a joint and we
begin to watch the mid-week TV movie …
Comes the Heinz Souperday commercial,
a hurricane fuck, another joint. No feigned
love or hollow promises … A farewell kiss,
and the girl rushes off to finish her
homework.

And can this be the same Richard Neville who, in his
1995 self-indulgent memoirs Hippie Hippie Shake,
referred to partaking of a “cannabis cocktail”,
described himself as a “groupie’s groupie” and
reflected:

We were the cutting edge of the sex
revolution, slashing away at the media,
academia, everyday life. This action
proved something of vital importance, but,
for the life of me, I can’t recall what it was.

Now, at age 62, Richard Neville is criticising Gen
Xers for not objecting to a culture (allegedly)
supportive of booze, porn and so forth and for wanting
to have a good time. It is a matter of do as Richard says
and does – but not as Richard said or did.

“OSCAR’S DAD” AND OTHER BORING
STORIES
If, according to Richard Neville, not much can be
expected of Gen Xers – what about the Y Generation?
You know, the likes of Oscar Humphies – who, as he
is fond of reminding us all, is the son of the even
more famous Barry Humphries. Wacko.

As Media Watch reported last time, Oscar Humphries
commenced his “Oscar’s Date” column in Sunday
Magazine (published each week along with the
Sunday Telegraph in Sydney and the Sunday Herald-
Sun in Melbourne) on 14 March 2004. It
commenced: “Let me introduce myself. My name is
Oscar Humphries. My father is famous. Some of my
friends are famous and, although I’m not famous, it
has been a constant in my life.”

OH told his readers that “Oscar’s Date” would report
any acts of “playing strip Scrabble” and share “the,
um, the ins and outs of my deliciously enviable life”.
Get it? Um. OH also advised that his editor tod him to
“write what you know”. Which may explain the
brevity of “Oscar’s Date”. Anyrate, how is the Y-
Gener going - up until the end of the financial year?

• 21 March OH declares “Australian girls remain a
mystery to me. They are unfamiliar and exotic.
Aussie girls represent pastures new – begging for my
wild, rather English, oats.” There follows certain
reflections on “Australian girls”. They “aren’t afraid
to get their hands dirty”, they’re “unpretentious”,

2004). It seems that Ms Simons enjoys nothing more
than getting dirty in a compost bucket. And,
according to Simons, there is more to compost than
meets the eye. Compost, you see, is sexy. As
Margaret Simons tells it:

Compost is earthy and sexy in both the
literal and metaphorical sense. The smells
of sweet, well-made compost are not
dissimilar to the smells of a bedroom after
sex. It is the smell of the stuff of life.To my
mind, a good composter is likely to be a
good lover – in touch with their sensuality
and aware that sex has nothing to do with
airbrushing and deodorising and shaving
and counsels of supposed perfection. Sex
is animal. It is to do with smells, tastes,
fertility and growth. The same things are
true of compost.

It seems that Margaret Simons has developed a new
line in courting. As in – would you like to come back
to my place and inspect my compost? We’ve heard
about metro-sexuals and retro-sexuals. Thanks to Ms
Simons, compost-sexuals are now also in the news.

RICHARD NEVILLE – NOT PORN AGAIN
While on the subject of sex, the word is that one-time
professional hippie Richard Neville reckons that
today’s Generation Xers (i.e. those born between
1965 and 1980 and their young siblings) are getting
too much of it. Who knows, maybe they are too
compost-focused? In a rant calling on the young to be
radical (Sydney Morning Herald, 3 May 2004) Neville
questioned just what today’s Gen Xers and others
stand for:

Booze, porn, shopping, celebrities and
spectator sport, as far as can be discerned
by community habits. The American
dream in our backyard barbecues, rap on
the airwaves, ever more fluttering flags.
“Hey dude” is replacing “g’day mate”.

Apparently all this is primarily the responsibility of
Gen Xers who decline the opportunity to work at “the
front lines” – preferring, instead, to watch movies “in
the front stalls at their Harvey Norman home
cinema”.

How about that. Richard Neville (born December
1941) is now condemning attachments to mind
altering substances and addictions to sex.

Can this be the very same Richard Neville who, in his
1970 book Play Power, wrote about an encounter with
a 14 year old school girl. The reference is at Page 60
of the Paladin edition of Play Power viz:

I meet a moderately attractive, intelligent,
cherubic fourteen-year-old girl from a

If, according to Richard Neville, not much can be
expected of Gen Xers – what about the Y Generation?

today s Generation Xers (i.e. those born between
1965 and 1980 and their young siblings) are getting
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they have “their feet firmly planted on the ground”.
As in – yawn. In this column, OH reports no action of
the “strip Scrabble” genre. But he advises: “My
charm translates, it transcends social and
geographical divides. Oscar means ‘a good time’ in
any language.” Maybe – but get on with it.

• 28 March OH deplores the term “metrosexual”
but admits that he is “a raving metrosexual”. A
straight one. But he still has his faults: “While I try to
look good, I’m still a man with bad habits who
‘forgets’ to shower and lift the seat occasionally.” But
this self-declared “heterosexual metrosexual”
reports no action on the carnal front – nor any
interest in compost. Alas.

• 4 April OH does not “go to many dinner parties”.
But he did attend one such gig with artist Cressida
Campbell and her husband. At Bronte, no less. OH
confesses that he “would be lying” if he said his “days
were full of appointments and dates”. So, he is
planning his own dinner party with his “friend Tom
Holmes a Court”. What’s on?” Well, OH’s “father,
Barry, makes a mean beef stew” and his “stepmother
Lizzie has written three pasta cook books”. Wow.
There is mention of a “girlfriend” but “we’re just
friends”. Shucks.

• 11 April OH went to “about three ‘parties’ this
week”. There is reference to an unnamed “girlfriend”
and to Tom Holmes a Court. It turns out that these
parties are really “openings”, “launches” or
“previews”. Er, that’s it.

• 18 April OH was once stalked by a male, it
seems, and “one especially spooky ex-girlfriend”. OH
expresses his interest in Supermodel Carmen Kass.
He’s given her his “email address” but she has not
offered one in return. Alas. He knows “she’ll write”
and he is sitting by his laptop “for days” waiting.

• 25 April OH “can’t drive a car” but, in Australia,
“girls expect you to drive”. OH intends to get his
licence. Holmes a Court receives another mention –
to no particular effect. And this time it’s “Tim” not
the Tom Holmes a Court of recent memory. Just as
well OH has editorial advice to write what he knows.
By the way, this “Oscar Date” is another short
column.

• 2 May OH has been to “the opening of Roxy Club
in Parramatta”. No kidding. He took a taxi – at the
cost of $70. How shocking. OH knew no one there.
How sad. He took the bus back home to save money.
Good evening.

• 9 May OH likes having his photo taken. But not
when having lunch with his “father Barry”. Enough
said – too much, really.

• 16 May OH declares “acting is in my blood”. As

if we didn’t know. So is his “father”. As if we didn’t
know. OH opines: “We Humphries are talented
people; and I am no exception”. Yes – but you should
do something. Anything – but preferably strip
Scrabble. OH is hoping that he might get a role on
Neighbours. Stay tuned.

• 23 May OH commences: “I went to Queensland
with my father last week” but the “trip was gloriously
dull”. What’s new? The experience was “perfect and
blissful and not worth reporting”. Nevertheless he
wrote it up in “Oscar’s Date”.

• 30 May The old man takes Oscar to Canberra.
The trip is quite “dull”. Just like “Oscar’s Date”,
really.

• 6 June OH leads off by advising his readers:
“The human body is a beautiful thing; my own is no
exception.” But OH is not entirely comfortable with
his body. Here follows an account of an unpleasant
experience at Ginsberg Bathhouse where he
checked in for a salt scrub. Perhaps OH should have
gone for compost.≥

• 13 June OH tells us: “I’m not crazy.” How
reassuring. There is a reference to a girlfriend (not
named) and lotsa comments on text messaging.

• 20 June OH wants to learn “how to dance
properly” and “how to impress the ladies more than I
already do”. Oh – and OH is dancing with a certain
Zoe Tyron. How about that?

• 27 June OH has been “reborn”. Not before time.
At the Higher Octave Bookshop in Sydney. You know
“rhythmic breathing” followed by “euphoria” and a
feeling of being “close to God”. Fancy that. He
“emerged feeling like a new man, feeling a little like
a virgin, ready to be touched for the very first time”.
And so on.

The essential problem with “Oscar’s Date” is that, so
far, no dates have been reported. For the record: Ms
Kass did not write, Zoe Tyron seems but a dancing
partner and OH’s main social engagements take
place with his father – in such exotic locations as
Brisbane and Canberra. Perhaps OH’s column
should be renamed “Oscar’s Dad”.

VOTING FOR JOHN
Apart from Phillip Adams, the columnists who have
spent much of their time since March 1996 bagging
the Howard government are Robert Manne (in the
Sydney Morning Herald and The Age) and Margo
Kingston (in the Sun-Herald and as editor of
Webdiary), Yet both voted for John Howard in the
March 1996 Federal election.

In the lead-up to the 1998 Federal election, Robert
Manne advised that he had “voted for the Howard


