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A poisoned cup

HEN ARCHBISHOP PETER HOLLINGWORTH was
appointe zovernor-general, we wished him well, but
also asked whether it was proper for a bishop to
accept this position. But for all our reservations, we
could not have anticipated the tragedy in which he
would so soon be cast.

To personal tragedy, the decent response is pity
and awe. But the Governor-General’s predicament
also has public aspects.

When gov.  ument ministers make appointments
to public positions, they try to balance the public
interest with the interests of their party. When the
party agenda is seen to dominate the public interest,
as has been the case with appointments made by
the present government, the offices themselves are
tarnished. The conduct even of the governor-general
is measured by its impact on party politics. It is not
surprising that in discussion of any future republic,
public opinion is so insistent that the president
should not be chosen by politicians.

In such a climate, no more can be expected of
the governor-general than that he will perform his
ceremonial functions correctly. The possibility,
briefly opened by the bearing of Sir William Deane,
that the governor-general might reflect the nation to
itself, is lost. That is not Pcter Hollingworth'’s fault.
He was unfortunate in the times in which he agreed
to serve. Anyone who reflected to the nation our
responsibility in devising the brutal Pacific solution
to the plight of asylum seekers, and in taking part in
the war against Iraq, would need quite extraordinary
moral courage

When Ar ishop Hollingworth accepted his
position, he was confident that his status as Arch-
bishop of Brisbane would not be in conflict with
his new role as head of state. He was mistaken,
but for reasons that no-one anticipated. It is a time
when heads of churches 1 ‘e faced intense scru-
tiny—accused of culpable disregard for the victims
of sexual abuse in their concern to protect the
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interests, officials and reputation of their churches n
Hollingworth’s case, an enquiry initiated by e
Brisbane church found that he had not acted with ¢
care. Public anger about this issue is rightly intense,
and makes it difficult for a governor-general accused
of neglect of duty to perform even the ceremonial
functions of the role. It has proved impossible for
the bishop to leave behind his past when becom g
governor-eeneral.

Arc ishop Hollingworth’s pre cament will
surely mean that it will be a long time before a bishop is
again appointed as governor-general. This exclusion of
bishops from public office is to be welcomed. Because
he is called to be a teacher v hin the church, a
bishop should not accept the office of governor-
general. He has an inalienable :sponsibility to
reflect publicly on the implications of the Gospel in
Australian society.

Archbishop Hollingworth’s advocacy when
with the Brotherhood of St Laurence encouraged =
hope that, as governor-general, ¢ might find ways
of reflecting on moral issues. Even in quiet times,
this hope was never likely to be fulfi d. In the last
two years, when Australian treatment of refugees
and the prosecution of war against Iraq have called
for fearless moral judgment by churches, 2
tensionsbetweentheresponsibilitiesofepiscopalcall-
ing and those of the head of state have become intol-
erable. They were evident when Australian troops
departed to fight in Iraq. The archbishop, present
out of concern for members of his church, wonld
have had to take a moral position on the war. © 2
Governor-General’s p icipation gave legitimacy
to the operation.

That is the tragedy of Archbishop Hollingworth's
tenure in office. He was offered a poisoned cup which
it would have been better to let pass. But it is hard
not to feel sympathy with him in the pain that its
dri ing has brought him and those close to him.

—A rew Hamilton sy
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The other side of mateship

HROUGHOUT Hi$ TIME as prime minister, John
Howard has frequently appealed to notions of core
Australian values—loyalty, a fair go and mateship—in
his efforts to speak to the ordinary Australian. In pursuit
of this cause, he has enlisted the help of Don Bradman
and played soldiers with George W. and Tony Blair.

Howard has sanctified the condition of the
ordinary Australian. But such action usually diminishes
the nature of the subject. Ordinary Australians are proud
of their country, believe themsclves to be fair-minded,
generous (donating to the St V de P, the Sallies, and all
bushfire appeals} and willing to put themselves out for
their mates.

In most instances these notions about Australians
arc truc. We like things to be straightforward: from our
religion to our relationships (with one another and
with other nations) and our politics. We don'’t like hid-
den agendas and we are unforgiving when we feel our
trust in public figures is betrayed. We are keen to repay
the gencrosity of others—Australian men and women
demanded that the government finally get involved in
East Timor and end the violence in 1999. Australians
still hold dear the assistance the East Timorese offered
to our soldiers in WWIL

Yet with the help of the Howard government,
ordinary Australians have let their fears get the
better of them, betraying what was prized in the
first place. The ordinary Australian man and woman
has had his or her fears of ‘funny looking people
arriving in funny little boats’ legitimised. No allow-
ances are made, even for the East Timorese who have
lived among us for over ten years, and contributed
much to their local communitics and the nation.

Australians still cannot come to terms with ‘the
other’. Most Australian politicians know this. (Fraser
and Calwell knew it and deliberately led us in the
opposite direction.] Mr Howard has exploited it. He
has managed to divide Australians over immigration,
reconciliation and the conflict in Iraq. As a nation
we now know much more about how we differ from

one another than about all we have in common. The
ordinary Australian has becn encouraged to be nice
to Ahmed across the street, but to keep him under
surveillance.

Even when Australians do accept others into their
communitics—such as the Afghan people living and
working in Young, NSW—they are never encouraged
to sce such examples as indications of what might
be possible with increased migration. Vibrant, multi-
cultural communitics are regarded as the exception
to the rule. Australians are certainly not encouraged
to translate positive experience of the other in their
midst to their understanding of ‘the other’ in the
world. The lraqi family next door is quite different
from Iraqis living in Iraq.

Australians punish difference. We detain those
who arrive by boat without the necessary papers and
employ those who arrive by air and overstay their visas,
mostly because the latter look and sound like us.

Our hecarts go out to those killed and injured
in the Bali bombings of 2002. Quite rightly we sce
these people as victims of an aggression they neither
provoked nor deserved. Yet we are supposed to believe
that the suffering and loss of the ordinary Iraqi in 2003
is a price they must pay for their freedom. The cost is
one we insisted they bear.

We need more from our leaders. Australians
expect our public officials, elected and appointed,
not only to act in the best intercsts of the office
and our nation, but to advance our community. The
politics of division have been played for too long and
we deserve better. It is not enough for the Coalition
simply to maintain the status quo, the ALP to wait
for a sea change, nor the Greens, Democrats and
independents to campaign on the fringes.

Generosity, a commitment to a fair go and to
one’s mates are qualities that have served us well
when married with strong and honourable leadership.
We have never needed such leadership more than
now. —Marcelle Mogg
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! =ts of error

In his otherwise engaging recview of
Ghassan Hage’s book, Against Paranoid
Nationalism (Eurcka Street, April 2003),
Robert Phiddian suggests that Hage never
mistakes explanation of Palestinian suicide
bombings for justification. We have obviously
read a different book.

In fact, age devotes over 20 pages
of text including endnotes to justifying
Palestinian terrorism. For cxample, he cites
at length (pp128-129} a Canadian author who
argues that there is no moral problem in the
Palestinians’ deliberate killing of civilians.
He also jokes about the possibility that he
as a Lebanese Christian could be involved
in Islamic suicide bombing (pl121). Funny
indeed.

What Hage [and perhaps Phiddian)
doesn’t seem to understand is that progres-
sives have always distinguished betwcen
progressive and recactionary responses to
structural oppression. Progressivere  onses
usc disciplined political strategies to target
the real source of the oppression—whether
capitalism in general, or particular national
or global sources of corporate or military
power. In contrast, reactionary responses
involve scapegoating other groups who are
often equally oppressed, and fail to address
the underlying causes of the oppression.
What this means in practice is that we
don’t tolcratc working-class males who
have been oppressed by class exploitation
in the workplace diverting their anger and
violence towards their female partners in
the home. We don’t condone those who
have been abused by a violent communal
culture cxpressing their frustrations by
physically or sexually abusing their children.
We don’t support those who have lost their
jobs due to a multinational takeover of a
local company turning to Hansonist solu-
tions based on the oppression of Asian
immigrants or Aborigines. And we don't
support members of socially deprived
communities attempting to blame and
exclude illicit drug users and street sex
workers.
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The analogy should be obvious. A
progressive response to Isracli oppression
would target through disciplined collective
political action the major Isracli politi-
cal and military structurcs—thosc groups
in the government, scttlement
movement and army who seek to main-
tain the occupation of the West Bank and
Gaza Strip—responsible for Palestinian
oppression.

Instead, the suicide bombings indis-
criminatingly target Israeli civilians within
the Green Ling, irrespective of their poli-
tical attitudes towards the Palestinians,
their socio-cconomic positions, and their
ethnic/religious backgrounds. They provide
a rationale for further Israeli incursions into
Palcstinian  territory, strengthen Israeli
identification with the nationalist right on
the basis of a perceived fight for survival,
blur the distinction between the territories
occupied in 1967 and Israel itself, and
weaken those Israelis who seek a two-state
solution.

They are a counter-productive and
reactionary response that only scrves to
reinforce the continuing structural oppres-
sion of Palestinians, and they deserve
absolute condemnation.

Isracli

Philip Mendes
Kew, VIC

What’s in a name

At the recent Melbourne Press Club lunch,
world-renowned lawyer Geoffrey Robertson
gave a brilliant address on the role of
journalists in protceting human rights and
of human rights in protecting journalists.
When introducing the event, Neil Mitchell
acknowledged a number of dignitaries
present among the audience of academics,
lawyers and journalists. In his final acknowl-
edgment Dbefore introducing Robertson,
Mitchell said, ‘And welcome to Vijay—I'm
sorry Vijay but your full name is far too
difficult to pronounce.’

Mr Vijayan Venugopal is a lawyer and a
partner in a Kuala Lumpur-based law firm.
He was in Melbourne for the same reason
as Geoffrey Robertson, as a dclegate to the
Commonwealth Law Conference. Mitchell’s
refusal to pronounce the name is more than
simply lazy journalism. It is a sad but all
too prevalent example of the negation of
identity—a concept central to the very issue
on which Robertson was talking. Affirming
and claiming identity is surely a key pillar

on which human rights arc cstablished.
Mitchell’s dismissal of Mr Venugopal's
name scems to belong in another era when
so many people in the West had difficulty in
acknowledging people from ‘other’ places
{my own grandfather changed his name
when moving to England from Europe for
fear of anti-Semitism). Such sloppiness on
Mitchell’s part diminishes the profession
of journalism which, as Robertson outlined
in his address, is uniqucly placed to uphold
and defend human righes whenever they
are threatened.
Peter Davis
Ferntree Gully, VIC
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Holli xgworth’s reckoning

ETER HOLLINGWORTH provides an uncomfortable lesson
in how not to deal with sexual abuse and pacdophilia within
religious establishments. Far more so than most Catholics
would like—it’s too close to home. He is being judged by
different, and higher, standards now in place than when he
was wrestling with the problem. In political terms, however,
that has not been his major vice. Plenty of others have mucked
things up. But political forgivencss involves acknowledement
as much as repentance, and Hollingworth seems to have  cked
the humility and the knack for either.

Hollingworth has put his own interests ahead of that of his
office—in much the same way as, a decade ago, he was putting
the institutional interests of his archdiocese ahcad of his
duties as a pastor. But there was more to it than that. The
trained social worker and able advocate for the poor proved
quickly, as archbishop, that he did not listen, either to his own
counsellors or to his flock. Many of his instincts and judgments
of people were awry.

He seemed to have a knack for alienating many of his
brother bishops, many of his better clergy, and not a few of
the great and good in the archdiocese. This is a factor in his
cnduring his torments with very little support from his own.
He also seems to have been certain he was right—while going
against the advice of those there to help him. He left in place,
albeit on very strict conditions, a minister who had confessed
his paedophilic behaviour. Even now, it appears, he thought he
was making a courageous decision, when it would have been
casy to dispense with the minister to placate a lynch mob. This
moral certainty meant he was taking in only information that
suited his preconceptions, and missing that which did not.
Either that or, as the commission of inquiry hinted, he was
simply lying about his recollections, or reconstructing them.

Hollingworth now claims he got a dud deal, and no
natural justice, from the special inquiry. But at the time, the
complaints were largely in the opposite direction. He was
legally represented, and by aggressive counsel, and he made
many statements to the inquiry. He had the opportunity to
comment on statements made by others that were adverse to
his memory or to his judgment. He was able to comment on
tentative findings. By contrast, the victims of abuse complained
that they had little in the way of protections, including  ainst
defamation writs.

The very way Hollingworth anticipated, then handled,
the findings illustrates his lack of feel. He completely flubbed
the business of acknowledging the harm done by people under

his control, and of apologising to victims and helping them.
Hollingworth apologised for this in advance, as well as after
the findings were handed down. Yet his strategy at the inquiry
involved defending conduct he had apologised for—and now,
it scems, he does not even accept the findings that were made.
It might seem unfair (it certainly does to him) that he is the
scapegoat in a national catharsis for poor management of
institutional abuse. But scarcely anyone has so well played the
role in a way that might make the community consider the
issues and judge them—and him.

This process was largely completed before it emerged that
he had been accused of sexual abuse himself. But even his
handling of that was inept, especially since the allegations
secmed very unlikely. Bad news is never well hidden. He put
the timetable of its emerging in the hands of others, with the
inevitable consequence that it happened at just the wrong
time. George Pell had a better idea, and now has an enhanced

reputation and authority, without even having to
exhaust his copious reserves of humility.

N()w HOLLINGWORTH HAS the active animosity of the
man who appointed him, who has expended more than enough
political capital on his account, who needs an association with
the covering-up or third-hand protection of paedophilia like
a hole in the head, and who is resentful that Hollingworth’s
mismanagement of his situation took all the glory away from
his triumphal procession. Hollingworth is lucky that Howard
has a stubborn streak and a determination not to yield to what
he would call the chattering classes, but now he is at the prime
minister’s mercy.

The irony is that Hollingworth is a good and decent man,
one who has rendered his community and his church some
service, but who got in out of his depth. The charitable will
say that this was when he became archbishop, not Governor-
General.

It is doubtful whether there will be a Royal Commission
into the sexual abuse of children. It might not be a bad thing, if
only to clear the air. Those who pretend that it was once a big
problem, but is now under control, will end up looking sillier
than Peter Hollingworth. Indeed, given the preponderance and
breadth of Catholic institutions over the years, the reckoning
still coming for the Catholic Church in Australia may make
the Hollingworth auto-da-fé seem a picnic.

Jack Waterford is editor-in-chief of the Canberra Times.
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THE INWORT OF THE NFESON REPOR

STUDENT LIFE 1s not the strcam  of
continuous partics, interrupted by the occa-
sional lecture and assignment, that [ was
led to believe. Instead it's hard work study-
ing full-time and working part-time, trying
to lead a balanced life, and to make space
for thosc I carc for. Student life is still life,
full of stress and concern. However, I'm
lucky. Under the current HECS arrange-
ments, ['ve been given an opportunity
to make the most of my gifts and go fur-
ther than my family could have otherwise
afforded. This may not be the case for future
tertiary students.

The Nelson Review was born out of the
Crossroads paper launched by the federal
Minister for Education, Brendan Nelson, in
Junc last year, addressing the critical issuc
of higher education funding. The Nelson
Review will seck to deregulate university
fees as one solution to the funding crisis,
allowing universitics to sct their own fee
levels. This means that the cost of highly
demanded courses in prestigious universi-
tics will increasc. Thus, a gap between the
HECS loan and the actual fee for the course
will open up—a catastrophe for current
school students.

If I had been born a couple of years later,
I'm not sure whether my family or I would
have been able to cover the extra cost. A
futurc student in my financial situation
will be forced to take out a commercial
loan. I'm alrcady looking at a morc than
$20,000 debt by the time I finish. With the
added loan, a student will have all of the
disadvantages of a mortgage without any of
the benefits. Alternatively, the extra costs
may force them to work harder in a menial
job, with a corresponding fall in their stud-
tes and well-being. Education should be
liberating, but future HECS students will
be trapped. If they step out of line once—
fail a subject or decide to move to another
both regular occurrences—they
face the prospect of full fees and all of the
associated stress.

course,

I despair  at people like me are pawns
in a wider political game. The Howard
government is sceking to cover the costs
of its recent follies, and students are casy
targets—stercotyped as loafing around on
government moncey. However, it is sadly
ironic that the Nelson reforms will likely
affect the Idren of Howard’s battlers
the most. That is, the children of fami-
lics that are not quite poor enough to
qualify for welfare, and therefore the extra
scholarships that the government is also
promising, but not wealthy cnough to
find the additional moncy. The base of
Howard’s current popularity, the lower
middle class, is most undermined by these
reforms. Hardly a rich reward for clectoral
loyalty.

Although it is not definite that the
Nelson Review will be enacted, it is due to
be debated in federal parliament in 2004,
to be put into cffect in 2005. It faces a
hostile Scnate, but the strength of this
opposition is proportional to the pressure
put on opposition parties. Hence the current
need for building community awareness
and action.

Education, inguiry and analysis arc the
lifchlood of a dynamic society. Higher
cducation does need more funding, but
denying opportunitics to those who have
the talent and the focus, compared to those
who have the funding, scts a dangerous
precedent. This is a casc of retreating from a
meritocracy into an aristocratic era. Moncy
will determine life paths, and the lives of
current school students will be haunted by
what could have been. I'm angry and
fearful that the Nelson Review will do
nothing morc than frustrate the potential
of the Australian community.

—Godfrey Moase

PEH RISE €38 SARS

AT THE sIGN of peace during Holy

Thursday Mass, 1 bowed to my brother
Jesuits—handshakes and hugs were forbid-
den, as was touching or kissing the cross
during Good Friday services, as is taking
communion from the cup, as is receiv-
ing the host on the tongue, as is going to
confession in confessionals. All of these
changes were ordered by the Bishop of
Toronto to help prevent the spread of

SARS. Catholics were told that their public
health duty is their religious duty—cven if
it meant missing the Easter services.

As of Easter Wednesday, there were 324
confirmed cascs of SARS in Canada, 261
of those in Toronto, and 15 decaths—all in
Toronto.

Since the first death from SARS in
Canada on 5 March, some 10,000 people in
and around Toronto have gone into vol-
untary quarantine in their homes for ten
days, during which time they were moni-
tored twice a day to sce if they developed
symptoms of SARS.

The symptoms could be of anything—
dry cough, muscle aches and pain, short-
ness of breath, fatigue, headaches (most of
us have some of those almost cvery day)—
until the fever of over 38°C develops. While
the first victims of SARS were clderly, it
is now scen to attack people of all ages.
No-one is exactly surc how SARS sprcads
other than by direct close contact with
an affccted person. Close contact means
being within one metre for more than five
minutes with a person who is infectious and
not wearing a mask. Health officials advise
people to wash their hands thoroughly and
often, especially after being out of their
homes.

The UK, Ircland, Australia and New
Zcaland have told their citizens not to
travel to Canada. Malaysia and Libya
have forbidden entry to Canadians. The
US Center for Discase Control has issued
a travel advisory telling people that they
could be in danger if they travel to Toronto,
and tclling them to avoid hospitals if they
do travel there.

The economic and social impact of
these measures has been immense. Large
international conventions have been can-
celled. Tourism is down. Yet health officials
have told people not to be afraid and to
go about their regular business. If they
feel ill they arc told to stay at home and
phone for advice. At first there was no
compensation for missing work and a
number of people lost their jobs while in
quarantine. Now the federal government
has allowed compensation for work misscd
in guarantine. If someone coughs on the
subway, there is a subtle shift of pcople
away from the cougher. Many arc afraid
to go out. But most people accept that
SARS is here to stay. There 1s no panic, but
certainly everyone feels the need to be
extra careful.

Hospitals allow visitors only if the
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Style police

TYLE IS ALWAYS more than skin deep. So as Pope John Paul’s Encyclicals,
the letters addressed to the whole church, have become more distinctive, the
change is more than ornamental. The way in which they are read also changes.

The style of Encyclicals was once objective, carcful, measured and authori-
tative. They were to be taken away, studied and used as a measure. The present
Pope’s letters retain these qualities, but within a tissue of personal reflection
and meditation. So his recently issued On the Eucharist in its Relationship to
the Church looks back on 25 years as Bishop of Rome and 50 years of priesthood.
It is an old man’s letter, drawing on the wisdom and experiences of a lifetime
of commitment.

The large themes of the document are drawn from the patrimony of the
Catholic Church. Church and Eucharist naturally go together. Catholics
commonly describe their participation in the Eucharist as going to church.
Theologians explore the image of the Body of Christ, which refers both to
Eucharist and to Church. The Encylical describes the connections between the
death of Christ, the Eucharist and the church, emphasising the importance of
the public texture of church, ministry and liturgical practices. These themes
arc presented attractively, with a keen eye for their relationship to the torn and
fragmented body of the world.

The letter, however, also has a polemical edge, directed against perceived
tendencies to minimise the distinctive dignity of the priest, to offer and
receive the Eucharist indiscriminately, and to adapt the received liturgy at will.
To these trends, which walk easily across boundaries, the Pope’s response is to
insist on control and sharp edges.

We cannot but read these aspects of the Encyclical in the light of Pope John
Paul’s personal experience and spirituality. He was brought up in the Catholic
society of Poland, was formed as a priest by the war, and as a bishop he engaged
a hostile government in a struggle where disunity and indiscipline were fatal.
The core of his own priestly spirituality is his identification with Christ in his
presidency at the Eucharist. His experience helps shape a rich and distinctive
perspective.

It is a perspective that calls for strongly drawn and patrolled boundaries.
It sits a little uneasily with the life of the Church after the Second Vatican
Council, in which boundaries have been crossed, and the continuities
emphasised between church and world, between the Catholic Church and other
churches, between lay and clerical, between men and women.

At one »int the two perspectives clash notably, when the Pope claims
that the Rerormation churches do not have the full and genuine reality of the
Eucharist because they lack a valid ministry. In Catholic theology it is
unexceptionable to claim that other churches lack the full reality of church and
sacraments. But to claim that their ministers and sacraments are not genuine,
and that thercfore God sees them as fraudulent or totally defective, will seem
incredible to anyone familiar with the inner life of these churches.

The point is that people are now increasingly familiar with the life of other
churches. The familiarity has been a gift, and from its perspective, the control
of boundarics commended by the Encylical will see a holding operation and nnt
a final word.

Andrew Hamilton sy teaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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patient is a child or is on the verge of death.
All elective surgery, clinics and trcatments
are postponed. Health care workers in and
out of hospitals are double-gowned, gloved
and masked, and wcar cye shiclds. They
are working tirelessly and arc in the great-
est danger of contracting the discase.

Churches were packed for Good Friday,
the Easter Vigil and Easter Sunday. But
there was more worry about SARS follow-
ing three announcements: the 14th death
in Toronto from SARS, the closing of part
of Toronto’s largest hospital due to an
infected st  member, and the discovery
over the three days of 12 new cases (me y
hospital workers).

And so it went during the Easter
season in the city o 2 known as Torc o
the good, now known as Toronto the
shunned. —TJohn J. Pungente sj

STRONG CONMMU NI TS
C ARE STHT GOOD TOR BUSINESS
ORPORATE CITIZENSHIP means under-
standing and managing a company’s influence
on its stakeholders and on socicety. The con-
cept has received widespread support from
business, government, community groups
and the popular press. Most recently, Dr
John Hewson, former Liberal Party leader
and now Dean of the Macquarie Graduate
School of Management, has been char -
oning the cause. In a recent column for the
Australian Financial Review {21 March
2003) he wrote: ‘The community has become
tired of irresponsible behaviour in areas like
corporate governance, including payments
to executives; of companies that exploit
our environment to their own particular
benefit; of companies that arc reckless as
to the social impact of their activitics; and
of companies that exploit workers.” The
media has been replete with similar arti s
extolling the benefits to companies and the
broader community of practices such as cor-
porate community involvement, corporate
philanthropy and corporate sustainability.
To those of us active in what can be loosely
calledthe ‘c  »orate citizenship movement’,
the attention has been welcome.

Critics of corporate citizenship—like
P.P.McGuinness {'No cause for businesses
to give away shareholders’ money’, Sydney
Morning Herald, 29 April 03) and Janet
Albrechtsen (‘Corporate credib ty takes
a dive in ratings’, The Australian, 16 April



2003}—have seized on incidents like the
collapse of HIH Insurance to discredit the
notion that companies have stakeholders
other than their sharcholders. They point to
HIH’s donations to charities, to their com-
munity sponsorships, and suggest that their
social responsibility did not save them—
or as Albrechtsen concluded, ‘Directors are
paid to save the company, not the world’.
Sentiments against corporate philanthropy
arc growing. The former High Court judge,
Gerard Brennan, recently said, ‘Virtue con-
sists in the giving of what is one’s own,
not in the giving of asscts that belong
to another’ (i.e., shareholders). But these
views should not be used as evidence in the
casc against corporate citizenship.

It is true that companies like HIH gave
significant sums of moncey to charitable
causes. It is true that such companices were
mismanaged and that standards of corporate
governance were not adhered to. It is also
true that cthical judgment or reasoning
was lax if not absent. Justice Owen’s royal
commission into the HIH collapse correctly
highlighted flaws in the accountability and
transparency of that company’s philanthropic
activitics. Howcver, damning corporate citi-
zenship becausce failed companies like HIH
made charitable donations, and may have
had codes of conduct and corporate govern-
ance on paper but not in practice, is not only
simplistic and naive—it is incorrect.

A key problem with the arguments of
those critical of corporate citizenship is
that they take their cues from outdated
management theories on the role of the firm
in socicty. The ‘Friedmanesque’ mantra
that the ‘business of business is business’
has comec a long way since the 1970s. It
may still rule at business schools like
Chicago, but not at Harvard, Stanford,
Boston, Warwick or Sydney. Directors
may not be paid to save the world, but
they will only save the company if they
can ensure it is cconomically, socially and
environmentally sustainable.

What, then, are some of the main
errors being made by these corporate
citizenship critics? First, they incor-
rectly cquate corporate philanthropy with
corporate citizenship, The former is only
a small tip of the corporate citizenship
pyramid. Firms’ social responsibilitics are
at lcast fourfold and include their cco-
nomic, legal, cthical and philanthropic
activitics and behaviour.

Sccond, the notion of corporate philan-
thropy has changed significantly in the last

decade, and as M.E. Porter and M. Kramer
recently pointed out (Harvard Business
Review, December 2002), strategic cor-
porate philanthropy can improve a firm’s
competitive advantage as well as benefiting
the recipient community. Strategic phi-
lanthropy is about companics giving not
only money, but their time and expertise,
to community organisations through long-
term partnerships.

Third, the critics mistakenly argue
that improving corporatc governance is
unrclated to good corporate citizenship.
In fact, good corporate governance is the
foundation of good citizenship. Imagine if
we argued at an individual level that civic
behaviour has nothing to do with being a
good citizen.

In brief, good corporate citizenship
is about integrating social, cthical, envi-
ronmental, economic and philanthropic

values  into  the decision-making

core

processes of a business. It is only by doing
this that businesses can become truly
sustainable. This may still not prevent
corporate collapses, but it will make busi-
nesses more aware of how intricately linked
they arc to their stakcholders. Engaging
stakcholders in genuine ways can lead to
improvements in financial and socictal
goals. 'Stakcholder engagement’ is not just
a trendy term. It is about factoring into
corporate planning, from the beginning, the
pensioners who lost their superannuation,
the workers who lost their jobs, and the
community organisations that rcceived
donations. Only in this way will thosc peo-
ple not be scen as the unfortunate losers of
corporate mismanagement.

Until recently, corporate citizenship has
been getting good press for good reasons.
It is not a fad, despite the attempts of crit-
ics to portray it as such. Many firms have
recognised that the environment in which
they do business has irrevocably changed.

Their economie, social and environmental
impacts on socicty have grown significantly
and as a conscquence so have their respon-
sibilities. Practices like corporate philan-
thropy arc a small but significant part of
good corporate citizenship.

—Gianni Zappala

SYDINTY S AUTU AN
RACING CARNINVAL

T{E RICHEST race day in Australia is held
at Randwick in the autumn, not Flemington
in the spring. Prize money of $8 million is
underwritten by the San Miguel brewery
whose boss, Edward Cojuangco, had the
satisfaction last year of sccing his colt Don
Eduardo win the AJC Australian Derby.
Having done nothing since, the Don is off
to stud duties. The Derby is one of three
Group One races on the day’s card, along
with Australia’s greatest ‘mile’ handicap,
the Doncaster, and a million-dollar sprint,
The Galaxy.

The Randwick carnival follows that at
Roschill. The latter culminates in the world’s
richest race for two-year-olds, the Golden
Slipper. The other highlight of that day is
the 2400m Group One BMW. Australia’s
hest racehorse, Northerly, came into it
after defeats in his first two runs in Sydney,
but there looked nothing to match him.
Not long after the start, the John Hawkes-
trained Freemason to the front.
Northerly took him on, again and again.
Astonishingly the two went head to head
for the last 1600m of the race. Although at
the post he lunged one last time, Northerly
just lost. The dour Freemason, unplaced
veteran of the last three Mclbourne Cups,
ran a course record to win. The Slipper was
an anticlimax.

Fillics still dominated the Slipper mar-
ket, as did two trainers: Hawkes with
scven of the 16 runners, Gai Watcerhouse
with five. Numbers did not count. The con-
sistent Polar Suceess, owned by nine bat-
tlers who’d cach paid less than $7000 for
a share of her, got the moncey. The first six
home were fillies. Trainer Gracme Roger-
son’s speech took as long as two Melbourne
Cups.

If fillics were superior to colts and no
two-ycar-old scemed top class, what of
the classic generation? Here the news was

went
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SARS and stripes

ITH HORRIFYING SYMMETRY, just as the war on Iraq sidelined the United
Nations and wcakened its power, nature demonstrated why we need such
world bodies. The coronavirus that causes Sudden Acute Respiratory Syndrome
(SARS) has shown how interconnected the world is, and how vulnerable cven
superpowers can be in the face of a contagious discasc.

China has found that keeping quiet costs more in the long run than owning
up. Because of the cover-up, at the end of last year the world lost an opportunity
to nip SARS in the bud. And China is now losing more tourists and investiment
than it ever would have at that time.

The best hope for controlling the discase seems to lic in the development
of a vaccine. The immunc systems of people who have recovered have been
responsive in producing antibodies, and there are several vaccines against
similar viruses in livestock. But the coronaviruses are particularly adept at
mutating, and development of the most simple vaccine would take at least two
or three years’ work. A more sophisticated vaccine could take up to ten years.
All the major vaccine manufacturers have started research already, but will
they end up with a product that is affordable for developing nations? And if the
poor can’t afford it, will the rich be prepared to subsidise them? After all, as long
as SARS is around anywhere, the rich will be at risk. The longer it remains in
the human population, the more time the virus has to mutate into soniething
even nastier.

The careful—and in many cascs very brave—quarantining pursued in places
like Hanoi, Singapore and Toronto seem to have worked and, as Eureka Street
went to press, the discase appeared to be contracting back whence it came. But
many experts think SARS may well end up as endemic in China.

In global terms, we have been relatively lucky with SARS. Tt is not an
airborne infection, and demands fairly close contact to spread. But it is a
warning. Another bird virus capable of infecting humans has been spreading
in Holland. Just before Easter, Dutch authorities were quietly killing millions
of chickens, causing an egg shortage in Europc. The big one would be a new
virulent strain of influenza, of the type that killed more than 20 million people
worldwide in 1918.

The only way we can beat thesc discascs is to work co-operatively. Many
are arguing that the World Health Organisation should be given greater powers
to monitor emerging discases—the right to send inspectors into countries, and
to help regulate their response. The US may well oppose any increase in the
powers of international bodies, but when it comes to health, can countries af-
ford to go it alone?

Certain elements in American society think so. In a bid to stem the global
epidemic of obesity, a recent WHO report recommended limiting our intake of
calories in the form of sugar to less than ten per cent. The powerful US Sugar
Association was incensed, and is threatening tc )bby Congress to suspend the
US contribution to the WHO of morc than $§US400 million.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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also mixed. Helenus had been the best
three-year-old in the spring in Mclbourne,
finishing with a hairsbreadth win in the
Victoria Derby. In Sydney his form was
scratchy, but he managed a scrambling win
in the Roschill Guineas. The Canterbury
Guineas—run at night—had gone to the
good filly Fine Socicty, but that was the
last shot fired in her campaign, When the
classics are won by different horses cach
time, the verdict is not good. On Derby
Day at Randwick it rained, and it kept rain-
ing throughout the carnival. The unma-
jestically-named Clangalang got through
the wet ground, kept to the rails and won
clearly. But will this name resonate in
seasons to come?

Next was the Doncaster. Favourite was
Hawkes’s best horse Lonhro, coming off
some casy wins against weaker opposition.
It struggled into fourth place. The winner
was Waterhouse’s Grand Armee. It won
with contemptuous ease, enjoying the soft
conditions more than all those hehind. This
win gave Waterhouse six out of the last ten
runnings of the Doncaster. One more will
equal the record of her father, T.]. Smith.

Nor was Watcerhouse finished. By the
time the carnival was over, she had trained
five Group One winners in a row. Snowland
won The Galaxy. On a hcavy track Hasna,
third in the Slipper, took the Sires’ Produce
Stakes {usually a race that better indicates
quality to comc). Arlington Road battled to
an unlikely victory in the All Aged Stakes.
In the Oaks, the regally-bred Sunday Joy {by
the fabled Japancse-based and now deceased
sire Sunday Silence out of Joic Denisce),
which had cost one million dollars, beat
the even more expensive yearling purchase
(Waterhouse again}, Shower of Roscs. This
was Sydney after all. Money is meant to
count for more here than elsewhere in
Australia. And yet for all the quality on
show, racing’s heart is still in Mclbourne,
whecre in the spring, the fortunes of those
horses that battled cach other at Rosehill
and Randwick will be showcased again.

—Peter Pierce

This month’s contributors: Godfrey Moase
is an Arts/Law student at Melbourne Uni-
versity; John J. Pungente sj is Dircctor of the
Jesuit Communication Project in Toronto;
Dr Gianni Zappala is the Dircctor and
principal rescarcher of Orfeus Rescarch
{(www.orfeusresearch.com.au); Peter Piet s
most recent book was Australia's Vietnam
War (Texas A & M University Press, 2002).



HEN I was a pie-faced lad of some eight or nine
summers, to paraphrasc the ageless Bertic Wooster, I became
deeply addicted to the pursuit of Cherax destructor, a diligent,
single-minded little crustaccan better known as the yabby.
I would spend long aftcrnoons at a lake in Landcox Park
pitting my wits against some of the more cunning and veteran
destructors. They were cunning and long-lived because genera-
tions of depredation by small boys and girls had taught their
ancestors all they nceded to know about the snares and
tricks that accompanied any innocent-looking lump of meat
slow-motioning across the lake floor. Race memory did the rest.

The lake, as I had remembered it, was huge, with a thickly
wooded island just off the shore. When I went back there a
year ago, [ found the lake was more like a pond and the island
a clump of trees clinging to a pimple of mud. But that’s the
past for you: not just another country but, in remembrance,
invariakly a bigger country. When revisited, the remembered
past shrinks to unheroic proportions and brings down with it
what scemed to be amazing feats. {I was sure, for example, that 1
had never seen such huge, raking dropkicks as were executed by
a kid named Ray McManus at Sacred Heart School, St Kilda, but
when I returnced there a while back I found that the playground
was not much bigger than a suburban backyard. No wonder
the ball kept flying over the fence into a neighbouring house,
spectacularly ¢xacerbating sectarian tensions in the region.)

Anyway, in the matter of Cherax destructor, our preferred
mecthod of attack inclined to the individualist rather than the
tcam approach. Each of us would be armed with a length of
black thread on the end of which we would tie a chunk of meat.
This morsel was tosscd into the deep, perhaps three or four
yards, and then the angler waited, with a quality of patience
not normally associated with small boys, until a tightening of
the thread, and a dragging scnsation accompanying its reeling
in, would signal the presence of a yabby at the other end.

This of coursc was only the beginning. The yabby then
had to be inched towards shore so gently as to allay its vague
suspicion that something aberrant was happening. As a frog
will boil alive because it doesn’t register incremental changes
in temperature, so the yabby will continue to dine while being
hand-over-handed into the shallows where, within rcach of a
crude net, it could be scooped up. A revolving restaurant would
be lost on your average yabby because it wouldn’t notice the
building’s infinitesimal circling.

Unlike the hooked fish, though, the yabby was not captive.
It could let go at any time, and many did. But large numbers

Reeling in the years

of them clung on to be netted—and this is because they are
greedy. Your yabby is a voracious little molluse, and once it
latches onto a tender shred or veiny gristle, it will be separated
from it only by surgical opcration, or the hand of tate.

On one memorable long afternoon at Landcox Park, my
mate Tod and I caught 372 yabbics. We took them home in three
buckets, which we lefe on the back lawn of my house, while we
sought raspberry cordial, pecanut butter and other ministrations
available to the muscle-weary, mentally exhausted yabby pirate.
During our absence an unseen hand, never identified then or

since, but almost certainly that of my young sister,
upended the buckets.

Y—\BBIES HAVE AN uncrring sensc of where the ncarest water is
and, if by chance or misfortune they are abandoned on dry land,
will instantly set off in phalanxes and squads towards creck or
pond, stream, dam or river. Eccentric to the last, however, or per-
haps in paranoid fear of a trecacherous attack from the rear, they
head for safety by travelling backwards. With large claws raised
and snapping and beady black ¢yes pinpointing the dangerous
terrain, they back away in good order. Never was rank retreat
made to look so brave, so strategic, so utterly inevitable.

When our 372 yabbies were granted their unexpected
liberty on the lawn, they immediately scented the Elster Canal
that ran past our back fence and began retreating steadfastly
towards it. My mother, who had been hanging out clothes on
the Hills Hoist and who had noticed nothing untoward, only
became aware of this development when, as it appeared to
her, the entire lawn upped and moved, snapping and stalking,
spidering and clawing—a carpet of brown-bodied, bug-cyed
crustaceans going backwards to glory.

That cpisode, curiously enough, ended my yabbying career
at its apogee. I lost track of them until very recently, when
the backsliding little battler re-entered my life as the essential
ingredient in a varicty of succulent entrées and piquant pasta
sauces, not to mention the sine qua non of a delectable paté. A
sad fate, in a way, for the truculent destructor who, however,
is too ancient, too offbeat, not to have the last word. I will be
surprised if the Armageddon we arc painstakingly preparing for
oursclves does not feature battalions of yabbies backtracking
into the middle distance, claws waving and clicking, convinced
that aggressively peaceful retreat is the height of strategy.

Go Cherax! Go little destructor!

Brian Matthews is a writer and academic.
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Dildrn rooncy

He'ping the hit squads

EOPLE LIVING IN a democratic socicety
should have an unassailable right to refusc
to answer questions that could lead to
others becoming vietims of extrajudicial
murder. This is the core problem with the
ASIO Legislation Amendment (Terrorism)
Bill (2002}, which the Attorney-General,
Daryl Williams, has reintroduced into the
Budget session of the federal parliament.

After members
supported amendments recommended by
a Senate committee, Williams has changed
some of the more obnoxious provisions
of the original bill. But he has refused to
yicld on provisions that allow people to
be held for questioning by ASIO for seven
days and denied acceess even to a lawyer
for the first 48 hours. Yet Williams
concedes that people detained and forced
to answer questions may ‘not then  lves
(be} suspected of terrorist activity, but may

some  government

have information that may be relevant
to ASIO’s investigation into politically
motivated violence!!

To its credit, the Labor Opposition in
Canberra is attempting to limit the bill to
creating a ‘questioning regime’ in which
detention is confined to an initial four
hours. Judicial permission would then be
needed for extensions of no more than two
further blocks of eight hours.

This approach is in marked contrast
to the extraordinary contempt for basic
democratic principles displayed by the
NSW Carr Labor government’s Terrorisin
(Police Powers) Act (2002). The Act explic-
itly says that police bechaviour ‘may not be
challenged, reviewed, quashed or called
into question on any grounds whatsocver
before any court, tribunal, body or person
in any legal proccedings’.

Federal Labor’s much morc moderate

stance on the ASIO bill is based on the
premise that limited questioning regimes
are already in placc for bodics such as the
Australian Securities and Investiment
Commission and various state anti-cor-
ruption bodics. The crucial ditference,
however, is that pcople who answer
questions in the latter cascs have no
rcason to suspect their information will
be used to assassinate anyone. For those
who provide information to ASIO, this is
far from being a paranoid suspicion.
No-one suggests that ASIO, or any other
Australian intclligence or military body,
i$ going to assassinate anyonc. But White
House officials have acknowledged that
President Bush has authorised an extenstve
campaign to assassinate suspected terrorists.
Bush’s last State of the Union Address even
referred indircctly to successes achieved by
this program. The UK’s civil and military
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intelligence services have a long history
of assassination. There are no grounds to
expect that a zealot like the current Labour
PM, Tony Blair, would have called a halt.

ASIO is deeply enmeshed in arrange-
ments for cxchanging information with
its US and UK counterparts, the CIA
and MI5. In these circumstances, anyone
forced to answer questions from ASIO
would be entitled to assume their answers
would be passed on to the CIA and
MI5. If this information pointed to the
whereabouts of alleged terrorists, these
suspects could be executed without the
benefit of a trial.

While ASIO will somctimes gencrate
legitimate questions  about  people  of
direct interest to itself, often it will be
asked to gather information on bchalf
of its overscas counterparts. A typical
example could involve the CIA discover-
ing that somcone who lives in Australia
might know the whereabouts of an alleged
terrorist living in an unknown location in
Europe. ASIO would then be asked to use
its new powers to get an address.

ASIO itself may not cven know how
the information it passcs back will be
used. But the person who is interrogated
in Australia could make a reasonable
guess that answers could lead to an
innocent person being assassinated.

The danger of this occurring is cntirely
plausible. Intelligence information is often
wrong. Identities can be confused, inter-
cepts misconstrued, and informants give
false information about rivals. In one noto-
rious intelligence mistake in Afghanistan, a

CIA “Wanted, Dcad or Alive’ poster carried
a photo purportedly of the Taliban leader,
Mullah Omar. When the terrified person
represented on the poster eventually came
forward, he pointed out that the photo
showed someone with two eyes when Omar
is well known to have only one.

Such mistakes are onc reason police
are not allowed to go around assassinating
people suspected of committing a crime.
There is no excusce for making an exception
in the case of people who commit murder
for political rather than other motives.

Even if ASIO detainees have grounds
for suspicions about a sccond cousin in
Spain, for example, they would be entitled
to object to saying anything that would
facilitate extrajudicial murder. Providing
answers that lead to a suspect being arrested
and given a fair trial is a completely different
matter from providing a tip-off for an
assassination squad.

Courts can make mistakes—as dem-
onstrated by the trial of the Birmingham
Six. But requiring guilt and punishment to
be determined in a court of law certainly
beats the system implicitly endorsed by
the ASIO amendments in which people
can be condemned to death without the
safeguards of a trial.

Obviously, most people would be happy
to provide information about possible terror-
ist activities if they were convinced that no
miscarriage of justice would ensue. Indecd,
existing laws already oblige people to let
the police know if they are aware of a plan
to commit a violent crime, regardless of
whether it constitutes an act of terrorism.

Allowing ASIO to force people to
answer questions may well be justified
where it is clear that the sole purpose of
the interrogation is to obtain information
for purposes that are compatible with
Australian law and values. This would
include gathering information that helped
prevent future terrorist atrocities or, less
idcally, helped catch the perpetrators after
the cvent. But the amendments should
protect all Australians from being forced
to answer questions that could lead to
people  being assassinated by ASIO’s
overseas counterparts.

Even in the most benign circum-
stances, however, there are still problems
with the way the amendments take a large
step towards turning ASIO into a sceret
police force. In the past, many members
of ASIO were proud of the fact that they
lacked the cocreive powers  exercised
by sccret police forces in authoritarian
countries. Unfortunately, changes to the
law in 1986 made it a criminal offence to
name members of ASIO. But the blow to
accountability inherent in such sccrecy
was limited by the fact that ASIO still
could not detain and interrogate people.

This will all change unless the new
ASIO bill is amended to ensure that no
pertinent information can be passed on
to overseas organisations that assassinate
people. The law should never condone
politically motivated murder, whether it
is committed by terrorists or by shadowv
government organisations.

Brian Toohey is a Sydney-based journalist.

Retail therapy

The winner in the Jesuit Publications Raffle will revel in the chance of some serious
retail therapy. But you need to send your tickets in to have a chance. All tickets are due
in by Monday 23 June. The raffle will be drawn on Monday 14 July 2003, and results
published in the Australian, Saturday 19 July 2003.

FIRST PRIZE — A shopping voucher to the value of $7500,
redeemable from Harvey Norman stores throughout Australia

Second Prize — White goods to the value of $2000
Third Prize — Colour TV to the value of $1000
Fourth Prize — Camera to the value of $600
Fifth Prize — $250 worth of books

Permit No. 10249/03

JUNF 2003 FUREKA STREFT 17



r—|
< HOSE  wHO attended the 13th
Commonwealth Law Conference in

Melbourne recently were confronted by
what Professor Hilary Charlesworth calls
Australia’s ‘reluctance about rights’. The
conference was duc to be held in Harare,
but was rescheduled to avoid the turmoil
in Zimbabwe. While rather less serious,
the Melbourne organisers had their own
troubles: the outbreak of SARS and the
fear of repercussions from the war on
terror, which was unfolding as the del-
egates gathered for opening drinks. In
response, security was tight and venues
subject to change at short notice.

It was big business at the Mclbourne
Convention Centre. Registration fees
exceeded one thousand dollars, and a
sit-down lunch was provided cvery day.
Groups of Scots lugging golfclubs could be
spotted escaping in cabs. And everywhere
you looked, it scemed, there was a Chief
Justice talking to an attorney-general or
to one of the conference’s star silks, Geot-
frey Robertson and Cheric Booth.

I assumed Cherie Booth would leave
politics outside the glass doors, and
address the conference from the perspec-
tive of her solid reputation as an anti-
discrimination Q¢ at the London Bar.
I was wrong. Booth publicly embraced
the first-lady role from the start, thank-
ing John Howard for his kind remarks
about her husband’s lcadership in Oper-
ation Iraqi Freedom, and passing on
Tony’s best wishes. (At the last minute,
Howard asked to open the conference
despite not having been invited to do
so.) Booth’s speech on human rights and
the shared values of the Commonwealth
was somewhat coloured by this opening.
But in the best legal tradition, cveryone
looked stonily to the front as if a speech
on the protection of human rights | the
first lady of the defenders-of-democracy
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Rights write-off

coalition—against a backdrop of an illegal
invasion, unsanctioned by the UN—were
quite unproblematic.

True to style, Australia’s Justice
Michael Kirby popped up on cvery second
panel, asking the difficult questions and
cutting through the reserve that marks
most high-level legal gatherings. He
was the one to challenge Cherie Booth's
time-honoured rendition of why there are
so few female judges in Britain—there are
so few good ones to choose from as the
pool is so small. He also challenged the
representative of GlaxoSmithKline, who
denied that patents held by his company
impede Africans’ access to treatment for
HIV-AIDS.

Mohamed Husain of the Law Society
of South Africa gave the figures: 35 mil-
lion people live with HIV in sub-Saharan
Africa. They make up 70 per cent of the
global HIV-infected population. Necarly
five million South Africans are infected
with HIV, and the rate of infection for
blacks is three times that for whites. But
South African President Thabo Mbeki
continues to challenge the link between
HIV and AIDS, insisting that poverty
is the wunderlying cause of reduced
life expectancy. At the same time, his
government’s stated policy is that it works
on the ‘premise’ that HIV causes AIDS.
As Husain pointed out, this conflict has
very real ramifications. The South Afri-
can Finance Minister recently said that
it was a waste of limited resources to
focus on the provision of anti-retrovirals
(ARVs) to HIV-positive people. Rather, he
said, those resources should be directed
to reducing poverty and building schools.

Such an approach has angered those
non-government  organisations  who
believe that, without widespread access to
ARVs, the rates o ission will con-
tinue to soar. One of the most prominent

of those NGOs is the Treatment Action
Collective (TAC), which brought a legal
challenge to the government’s policies
in 2001. The South African governm t
was distributing the drug Nevirapine to
HIV-positive mothers in certain parts
of South Africa. The drug substantially
cuts the rate of transmission of HIV from
mothers to their newborn children, is eas-
ily administered, and was supplied free of
charge to the government by the company
that owned the patent. The TAC argued
that by limiting the program to women
in certain regions, the government was in
breach of the constitution.

One of the most progressive in the
world, the South African constitution states
that everyone has a right to health care,
and imposes obligations on government to
ensure that those rights are realised. The
Constitutional Court agreed with the
TAC that the South African governme: s
failure to distribute the drug to all new
mothers who were HIV-positive was in
breach of those obligations. It ordercd the
government to make the drug available to
all hospitals and clinics in South Africa.

Former ANC activist Albie Sa s
is one of the judges on that court, and
at the Melbourne conference he spoke
eloquently about that decision, and ab t
the earlier landmark decision to require
the state to provide emergency housing
to homeless people. While acknowledg-
ing the economic and social pressures on
the government, Sachs made a passionate
case for the Constitutional Court to play
a role in ensuring that all South Africans

are accorded a minimum level of
I dignity under the constitution.

N THE PECKING ORDER of the Common-
wealth, Australia prides itself not only
on its ¢ it civil and economic star
but also on its commitment to human
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So much to do

WENTY MALE PRISONERS lie side-
by-side, tightly packed together on the
cold cement floor at Kamiti Maximum
Security Prison, 20 kilomctres from the
Kenyan capital, Nairobi. Individual body
shapes, like their backgrounds, are var-
ied, yet each evening they meld into one
indistinguishable human mass.

‘Time to turn,’ yells the warden at
the collection of bodies which, following
orders, roll from left to right in dishevelled
unison.

‘Space in some Kenyan prisons is at
su a premium that if one prisoner turns
while sleeping, all must turn,’” explains

)
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Kenyan human rights activist Kang’ethe
Mungai. He is a man who speaks from
experience.

In 1986, as a member of a movement
agitating for democratic multi-party rule,
Mungai was arrested and charged with
sedition and membership of an illegal
organisation. This was the heyday of the
regime of Daniel arap Moi. Sentenced to
twelve-and-a-half years in prison after a
one-hour trial without legal representa-
tion, Mungai initially spent two weeks
in the now dismantled Nyayo House in
Nairobi, notorious for its use of torture.

His early release, after scrving only half

the sentence, followed two key cvents. In
December 1991, Kenya moved from a one-
party state to multi-party democracy. Since
this shift towards democracy did not bring
about the release of those who had fou t
for it, the mothers of political prisoners
began a campaign for their sons’ relcase.

A tent was pitched or  eedom Corner—
an edge of Uhuru Park in Nairobi—and the
mothers of 52 political prisoners, incl
ing Mungai’s mother, began their peace
protest with a public fast. Tear-gassed and
physically beaten, they remained steadfast
from February until June 1992. Their
protest gained support around the co
try, and internationally. Moi eventually
capitulated.

Upon his release, Mungai worked
with a local non-government organisa-
tion Release Political Prisoners bef
co-founding People Against Torture, in
1997. Invited to Australia recently by The
Victorian Foundation for Survivors of Tor-
ture, he spoke of his organisation’s work,
raising awareness about the use of tort
in Kenya.

The challenges which continue to beset
the Kenyan criminal justice system—pris-
oners subjected to dehumanising conditions
and a remand system which can leave the
accused waiting years in detention—are,
according to Mungai, symptoms of wider-
ranging social, political, judicial and eco-
nomic stagnation in Kenya. Under the
24-year rule of the Moi regime, government
became ‘a mere tool for the accumulation of
personal power’.

In the recent Kenyan celections, an
overwhelming majority elected Mwai
Kibaki to  wer, thereby ending Moi’s
rule. As a result, Mungai is hopeful
about Kenya’s future. ‘Now that the huge
burden which was on our shoulders has





















I finally arrived at the library steps and
securced a position on the speakers truck.
And there he was, in his wheelchair,
making his way slowly down Swanston
Street. His placard, ‘Make Love not War’,
was a distinct echo of carlier times and a
perfect message for Valentine’s Day. I took
my pictures and watched him merge into
the accommeodating crowd. Surrounded
by helpers, he seemed alert and proud,
but a little weary as though the shadow
of world cvents weighed heavily on his
fragile frame. ‘Who is Jim Cairns?’ one of
the rally organisers asked me. History, it
seems, nceds to be re-learnt every 15 or
20 years.

In the months since 1 took those
pictures, the contemporary history of Iraq
has acquired a new and sad chapter, while
the records of its ancient history have
been obliterated in the chaos of occupa-
tion. The pcace movement continucs its
steady march and its cry against war. Both
still and moving pictures offer circumstan-
tial cvidence. But it’s the stories behind the
pictures that reveal the texture of what's
really happening.

Peter Davis is a Melbourne writer and
photographer, and a lecturer at Deakin
University.

FINLAND

I could stay here all day inside my house
Or go to Finland.

‘There is a hotel in the north’

A friend told me, ‘that’s made of ice’.

‘You're never cold at night

‘Because they heap thick reindeer skins all over you.’

[ warm to the idea

But part of me likes it right here

Where I have always lived, not looking out too far.
And so the years go by

And my life changes, once just every year or so,
Now almost month by month—

Like when you're on that new fast train

That glides up north
And Finland becomes Lapland between lunch and tea.

There are new vowels to hear,
Long lists of things that you must do without

And that is why I want to go

And why I will not go:
I know those lean old towns where no-one walks

And I can do without
Those streets made endless by the sun or lack of sun.

[ have those lists at home:

And I can do without.
—Kevin Hart
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Antony r.ampbell

The weigh up

FTEN ENOUGH THE Bible will
contradict itself or offer variant views. On
its own evidence, therefore, it is more a

allowed invitation to reflection than
discourse from God imparting knowl-
edge. This comes as no surprise to those
intensively involved with it, but needs
some thought from the rest of us. If that’s
the way it is, why treasure it?

The base for this discussion is well

aown, whether we speak of it as the
options offered in the Bible, the multi-

icity of vantage points available, the
complementarity of views expressed,
or the contradictions presented. What
concerns me is the conclusion drawn  »m
these observations. Is the basic role of the

iblical text to provide something (for
example, information}, impose something
(for example, ideas), witness to something
(for example, direct revelation), or invite
to something (for example, thought)?
Experience of the text leads me to the

st—to invitation.

A saying that T have not heard contested

or queried sharpens the issue. It is not an
axiom, it is a matter of observation:

We do not believe something because
we can quote it from the Bible; we quote
something from the Bible becausc we
believe it.

This prompts two questions: first, by
what process and for what reasons do we
come to believe something of relevance to
our faith, if it is not on the authority of
the Bible? And second, why then do we
quote from the Bible in support of what
we believe? What need is operative in us!?

Here I find the metaphor of signposts
useful. Signposts may be vital to travel-
lers on a journey. A signpost pointing in a
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What is the Bible’s basic role?

single direction is helpful, if the direction
is the right one. Several signposts, poir g
in different directions to the same destina-
tion, invite reflection. Many readers will
find that the Bible often offers conflict-
ing signposts—that is, competing claims
about faith and YHWH (Yahweh)—from
extensive texts about creation, flood,
deliverance at the sea, sojourn in the
desert, conquest of the land, emergence of
monarchy, and even divine providence, to
matters that can be compassed in a verse
or two. The biblical text tends not to
adjudicate, but to amalgamate.

The decision about what is predomi-
nantly the nature of biblical text and
how it functions is one that needs to be
remade out of the experience of the text by
each generation of its readers. Any other
way risks dogmatism or superstition.
Each generation must study its Bible.
These considerations should not deflect
attention from the complementary roles
of the biblical text: to arouse feeling, fire
imagination, and to fuel faith. My task
here is to explore the biblical text and
reflect on its signposts.

Creation

The Bible offers us manifold allusions to
creation, whether lengthy descriptions
or shorter references. Psalm 104 moves
magnificently from the earth on its
foundations and the deep as its cover,
to the ocean with ships sailing on it and
Leviathan sporting in it. Proverbs 8 has a
marvellous image of creation, with wisdom’s
primacy over everything else, ‘the first of
God’s acts of long ago’ (v. 22 through to
1 icing in the world and delight in the
human race (v. 31). Job 38, opening God’s
discourse out of the whirlwind, has a

wonderful series of questions about the
laying of the foundation of the earth,
the shutting in of the sea with doors, the
origins of morning and the dwelling of
light, the st :houses of the snow and
the channels tor the rain. Genesis 2 has
the forming of a man and God’s search
for human completeness, achieved in the
forming of a woman. Genesis 1 has the
creation of our visible world, majestically
segmented into days, finding its complete-
ness in the hallowing of the scventh day,
the creator God’s observance of Israel’s
Sabbath.

Alongside these, in the sophistication of
Isaiah, Job and Psalms, we have allusions
to creation by combat and the dismember-
ing of the primeval sea monsters—Rahab



cut in pieces in Isa 51:9; with the dragon
(Tannin), Rahab, the Sea, and the serpent
(Nahash} all featuring in various parts
of Job {e.g. 7:12, 9:13-14, 26:12-14); with
Leviathan being crushed in Ps 74:14 and
Rahab crushed in Ps 89:10. When, in its
times of distress, Israel needed a God with
grunt, the awesome power of the conqueror
in creation was available.

In all of these, God creates. Nothing
else is common. We have witness to faith
in God as creator. As to the ‘how’ of
creation, we arc invited to reflection.

Flood

We know well that there are at least two
traditions of the Flood. They are inter-
woven because both end with God’s
solemn commitment never to destroy
sinful humankind again (Gen 8:21-22; 9:
1-17). Arranged any other way, one would
subvert the other.

In one set of traditions, the flood 1is
portrayed in 40-day blocks, comes from a
great rainstorm, and with the preservation
of seven pairs of clean animals as well as
one pair of each of the unclean has surplus
enough for a great sacrifice. In another set
of traditions, the flood is portrayed in 150-
day blocks, comes from the bursting forth
of the fountains of the great deep and the
opening of the windows of the heavens,
and with the preservation of only one pair
of all animals fortunately does not end in
a sacrifice.

We may be comforted by faith in a God
who will not destroy or reject us because
of innate human evil. If we wish to know
more detail, we are invited to reflection.

Sea

The deliverance at the Sea, whether Red
Sea or Reed Sea, is one of the great images
in Israel’s experience of salvation worked
by God (cf. Deut 11:1-7; Josh 2:10, 4:23,
24:6; Pss 106:7-12, 22, 136:13-15).

The classic image is clear: at the
gesture of Moses’ hand, the waters were
parted to left and right, Israel marched
across, followed by the Egyptians who
were then swamped. But also, in the
same text, there is a tradition of deliver-
ance but no crossing. The pillar of cloud
moves from in front of Israel to take up
station between Israel and the Egyptians
all night (14:19-20); God’s wind drives the
sea back all night (14:21); at the end of the
night, near dawn, from the pillar of cloud
God causes panic among the Egyptians

so that they retreat across the dry seabed
and are swamped by the returning waters
(14:24, 25b, 27), assuming that God’s
‘all-night’ wind stopped with the dawn.
Since at the start of it all, the Israelites
were told to turn back and camp by the
sea {14:2), they had already gone past it.
Crossing the sea was not the problem;
escaping the Egyptian pursuit was.

Israel believed it had been delivered.
As to how, at best reflection is invited.
Elsewhere I have, with my co-author, put
it like this:

The maintenance of duality within this
carefully combined text can only be
understood as witness to the conviction
in ancient Isracl that Israel’s history did
not declare God to Israel without inter-
pretation. Rather Israel’s theologians and
people of faith read and interpreted their
experience of history and declared God
from it. The unity achieved in the text
attests a faith that the passage from Egypt
to the wilderness, from slavery to freedom,
a passage symbolic of Israel’s emergence
from the womb of history, was a moment
of such significance to Israel it needed
to be focused in the uniqueness of a sin-
gle story, in which Israel expressed their
confession of deliverance by the God who
was the source and center of their being.
{Sources of the Pentateuch, A.F. Campbell
& M.A. O'Brien, Fortress, Minneapolis,
1993, p256)

Israel’s authors were professing and
celebrating faith; they were not reporting
details of fact, not informing the people of
the prese:  of precisely what had occurred
in the past. Deliverance is reported; as to
the processes, reflection is invited.

Wilderness
In the pentateuchal texts of Israel’s
sojourning in the wilderness, it—the

wilderness—is the classic location for
Israel’s rejection of their God. If we
forget for a moment Israel’s longing for
the fleshpots of Egypt, and for their fill
of bread (Exod 16:3), along with the fish,
the cucumbers, the melons, the leeks,
the onions and the garlic (Num 11:5), we

can hear God’s angry complaint to Moses,
‘How long will this people despise me?
And how long will they refuse to believe
in me, in spite of all the signs that I have
done among them? I will strike them with
pestilence and disinherit them, and I will
make of you a nation greater and mightier
than they’ (Num 14:11-12}, followed by
God’s characterisation of the people who
‘have tested me these ten times and have
not obeyed my voice’ (Num 14:22).

For Jeremiah and Hosea, the wilder-
ness is a time and place for honeymoon
fidelity. For Jeremiah: ‘I remember the
devotion of your youth, your love as a
bride, how you followed me in the wil-
derness, in a land not sown’ (2:2). For
Hosea: ‘I will now allure her, and bring
her into the wilderness, and speak ten-
derly to her ... There she shall respond as
in the days of her youth, as at the time
when she came out of the land of Egypt’
(NRSV, 2:14-15).

Infidelity and fidelity are marvellously
mingled. If we seek for understanding, we
are invited to reflect.

Occupation

Israel’s occupation of its land is as
complex an issue as any other in the
biblical tradition. For our purposes, we
can set aside recent scholarly reconstruc-
tions involving infiltration, peasant revolt
and social upheaval; what we need is in
the biblical portrayal. Three traditions
dominate the picture—two are enough
for us here. In one, Israel wages a military
campaign, with God’s help. Kings and their
soldiers are handed over to the Israelites
(cf. Josh 6:2, 8:1-2, 10:1, 16-27, 24:11). In
the other, the work is entirely God’s, with
Israel’s role little more than that of being
there—i.e. the stories of the Jordan cross-
ing, the capture of Jericho, and the failed
attack on Ai.

The capture of Jericho is a good
example. To march around a besieged city
once a day for six days and finally seven
times on the seventh day may be bril-
liant psychological warfare, unnerving
the defenders. But a shout, no matter how
fierce, does not cause the walls to collapse.
Only God can do that.

If we want to look back to Israel’s
occupation of the land and reflect on its
meaning for Israel’s life in the land, we
cannot go beyond speculation as to what
took place. There is an invitation to
thought; there is no imposition.

JUNE 2003 EUREKA STREET 31






risky activity of exploring our present
beings, of self-discovery, when we need
to make mecaning for oursclves of our
living, when we need to interpret our lives
to ourselves. For many, the cexploration
of the Bible—probing in the foundations
of faith and cven discovering there roots
and something of the incarnational—is an
indispensable aid in interpreting life.

To simplity, the attraction exciting
much critical engagement with the Bible
can be spelled out in terms of three acti-
vities: being at home with God, being at
home with one’s faith, and being at home
with oneself.

Incarnational

The God I cxperience in my faith is a
God who does not bypass the human
but engages with it, a God cxperienced
as unobtrusive and intangible, almost
concealed from us in the ordinariness of
lifc. I would be suspicious if the God of the
Bible were much different.

What I look for in biblical texts is not
in contlict with what I learn from recent
science. I do not look for modern science
in biblical texts; I do not usually look for
insights into the meaning of life from
recent science. When I look into biblical
texts, I find faith and doubt there. I find
prayer and politics there. The faith is occa-
sionally expressed in terms [ would today
describe as grossly unscientific. What 1
find in the wide range of biblical texts
is a struggle to find meaning in human
existence. That struggle is not denied; it is
not always successful. It is there. Recent
science does not for me deny the struggle
for meaning; it does not resolve it either.
The struggle is there. Biblical text that
neither denies nor always resolves the
struggle for meaning is for me text that is
deceply steeped in the mystery of human
experience. It is incarnational, and I am at
home with that.

Foundational

Once upon a time, it was said that a career
in the church was the bolthole for the
fool of the family. I would be disappointed
and uncomfortable to find too many
of the family fools among the pillars of
the Bible.

I would not want the core documents of
my faith to be substantially the work of those
who might be characterised as credulous,
gullible, and unsophisticated. Fortunately,
the evidence suggests quite the opposite.

Interpretational

There can be joy in encountering text that
challenges one’s understanding of life and
of self. Jeremiah puts it well: “They have
forsaken me, the fountain of living water
/ and dug out cisterns for themselves, /
cisterns that can hold no water.” (Jer 2:13)

We need the challenge of living water;
it is all too casy to lapse into making
cisterns for oneself that can hold no
water.

For me, that ‘fountain of living water’
involves awarcness of what is named
‘spirit’ and acceptance of ‘commitiment
to faith in God’. The idea of God is not,
I hope, the product of need, the preserver
of privilege, the opiate-numbing injustice
and oppression. Commitment to faith in
God is at bottom a giving of weight and
worth to the whisper of spirit at the deep
core of human life. Yearning for the spirit
has been an issue across all human his-
tory: whether to seek it, spurn it, or ignore
it. Often, the options are fundamental and
basic, involving the meaning or absurdity
of life lived at depth. For some, Christian
faith may : chosen because it gives most
meaning (for cxample, acceptance of God’s
reality). Again, of the absurdities on offer,
Christian faith may be the least absurd
(for example, acceptance of God’s love).
For such faith, the reality of God, incarna-
tion, Eucharist, and resurrection are too
vital to be lost in the turmoil of church
politics or institutional change. (I speak
of ‘Christian faith’ because it is the faith
I know and live. I dare not speak of the
‘meaning or absurdity’ of other faiths that
I do not know from within.)

Spirit can impact on us Iin many
ways. It may be extraordinary, erupting
into our lives powerfully, overwhelming
us. We may have to be careful; it can be
risky. It may be very ordinary, quietly
and unobtrusively present. We may have
to be attentive; it can be elusive. A bibli-
cal exam  of the extraordinary might be
Elijah’s great wind, or earthquake, or fire
{1 Kgs 19:11-12a}); since the LORD was not
in these—but could have been—another
example nearby is Elijah’s long-distance
run in front of Ahab, halfway across Israel
(1 Kgs 18:46). In our lives, it could be a
passionate love affair, at its best, or the
cataclysr encounter with nature or
great art. The prime biblical example of
the ordinary is surely Elijah’s ‘sound of
sheer silence’ (1 Kgs 19:12b}. In our lives,
there is the stillness of intimacy, the quiet

of contemplation, the wonder of fidelity—
and so much more.

The awareness of spirit is  often
coupled with an awareness of ourselves
and our world as insufficient—to the best
of our understanding. The discoveries and
theorics of science arc fascinating and
illuminating. They open avenues to new
universes of the mind. They do not dimin-
ish our scnse that we and our universe
are insufficient. So we seck a cause that
is sufficient; the sense of spirit validates
our scarch. The outcome of the search is
not factual and certain knowledge; it is
chosen belief—commitment to a point of
view, while recognising that it might not
be right. C.S. Lewis’s biographer refers
to the whole Europecan philosophical
tradition since Plato attempting to account
for ‘our sense that we do not belong to this
world, that we are pilgrims and strangers
here, homesick for another place where
one day we shall be truly ourselves’.

We might never use such language—for
we do indeed belong in this world as well
as beyond it—Dbut is that ‘sense’ romantic
rot or does it touch on ultimate truth?
Awarcness of spirit leans toward the
latter. At the core of it all is a mystery that
says Yes—the mystery we name God.

Afterword: At this point, the two initial
questions can be answered:

1. Why do we believe something, if not
on the authority of the Bible! We believe
it because it has its proper place within
the interpretation of ourselves, our lives,
and our world that we have shaped—
from our experience of ourselves and the
various levels of community within
which we have been shaped—based on
an insight into ourselves and our world to
which we are committed and which gives
meaning to our lives.

ii. Why do we quote from the Bible
in support of what we believe, if it is not
the authority for our belief! Because of
foundations. We quote from the Bible
because it is important to us that our
faith-identity and our present belief are
in substantial conformity with some
aspect of the experience we find articu-
lated within the Bible, in substantial
conformity with some aspect of our
foundations.

Antony E. Campbell s; teaches Older
Testament at the United Faculty of
Theology, Melbourne.
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1G, BURLY, BEEFY—when it comes to
the common vicw of construction work-
ers, from Bob the Builder to the Builders
Labourers’ Federation, most pcople would
sum it up with yet another B-word: blokey.
This, of course, is hardly surprising. Build-
ing sites are full of men and, looking at
apprenticeship patterns, this is the way it
will be for a long time to come. According
to the Australian Bureau of Statistics, 100
per cent of all apprentices in plumbing
and the electrical and electronic arcas
in 1999 were male. In construction, the
figure was 99.7 per cent—meaning just
85 out of 28,300 young pcople entering
the industry were female. Statistics that
included apprentices over 24 were only
fractionally better: 41 female plumbers,
225 clectricians, 311 construction work-
crs. Kids won't be watching Betty the
Builder for quite a while yet. So what is it
like to be the odd woman out? Why would
any woman cven take the plunge, and how
do they survive?

Federation Square by the Yarra River
in central Melbourne has become best
known for its fractal architccture, con-
troversy over glass shard towers and for
running well behind schedule. But for
Angcla Casclla, the only female blue-
collar worker there, it is the point of entry
into a new trade. Casclla started as an
apprentice stonemason after cight years as
an accounts payable clerk. The reception
was friendly, if a little paternalistic. “The
guys would ask me why I wanted to be a
stonemason, but would say good on mc
for trying. They were concerned about
me lifting heavy things. For the first six
weeks they wouldn’t let me carry a full
wheelbarrow—which was probably a good
thing! I'm building up my strength slowly,
although I haven't got muscly arms yet.’

Survival for a new apprentice isn’t just
a matter of getting used to hard yakka,
it’s also about coping with the work-
place culture. It helps that Casella, at 30,
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is older. Asked by one worker why she
wasn’t at home looking after the kids, she
responded, ‘It’s casier to work eight hours
than 24.” Another offered a ‘real kiss’ for
her birthday. ‘1 shouted out to the whole
site that he’'d offered me a tonguey—he
shut up for the rest of the day.’ The
biggest challenge came when co-workers
startcd going to a strip joint for lunch.
‘They started asking mc if I was onc of the
blokes, so I went once. It was a dive. Since
then they've never gone back. T don't
know if they were testing me or whether
they got fed up with me saying that it
was terrible to see some 16-year-old strip
buck-naked in ten minutes while men
drop coins in a heer jug.”’

Vanessa Garbett, an  electrician for
ten years, has had to deal with diffcrent
pressures. She has two children, one 12 and
one who has just started primary school
this year. ‘If T didn’t have a partner who
shares I wouldn’t be able to do it. I'm often
out of the house before 6 am and there’s no
way you can get kids out of bed at 5 am.
But my partner is a tcacher and can do
it for me.” Isolation has been a problem;
she’s been the only woman on just about
cvery site. ‘At first it used to freak me out,
but now I don’t take any notice really.
I remember when T walked on to the
Docklands Stadium in Melbourne. T was
the only tradeswoman on the job and
there were already 400 or more blokes and
everybody stared at me. But it was only
one day and you get over it. Most of the
blokes T've worked with have been ter-
rific’

Ravi Ariyawansa, national project
manager with Construction Training
Australia, says that perhaps two per cent
of tradespeople are female, although
there is a larger minority among clerical,
supervisory, managerial and engineering
staff, bringing levels for the industry as
a whole to around 14-16 per cent. Voula
Karantzas is part of that modest white-

collar increase. She took a civil engineer-
ing degree at Melbournc University and
now works for consultancy firm Conncll
Wagner.  Her  responsibilitics
included the steel work on the Cit ink
tunncls under the Yarra. When she began
her university course in 1990, school
friends thought it was abnormal and arts
students tended to write her and fellow
female engincering students off as butch.
‘Even now I have to explain to people
what I do. But within the industry they're
getting used to female engineers!’

Greater access to university and shift-
ing expectations of, and among, young
women help explain the growth in the
white-collar sector. But it is participation
in the much larger blue-collar sector that
remains the touchstonce of progress. It has
been a hard road. The Burgmann sisters,
Meredith and Verity, in their book Green
Bans, Red Union, about the NSW Builders
Labourers’ Federation, record the attempt
in the carly 1970s to open the industry up
to women. There was some success, partly
because of the impact of the women’s move-
ment, and partly because the NSW BLF
was probably the most politically progres-
sive union branch in the country. In 1971,
the state branch had nine female members;
by 1974, 80. That year the union appointed
three women as temporary  organisers,
including one who had been elected to
the branch executive the year before. But
such modest progress petered out when the
branch was deregistered and its Icadership
broken.

On the face of it, it >uld be easier
to make progress today. A further 30
years experience of women in the paid
workforce has broken down many of
the crassest of sexist  sumptions about
a woman’s place being in the home.
Mechanisation has made individual
strength less of a factor. Construction
sites, cspecially the big, onised ones,
are cleaner and safer. Wages are higher,

have
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HEY SAY JOURNALISM is the first
draft of history. I was there before the ink
dried.’

So writes Irris Makler, and with warrant.
The journalist, tamiliar to Australians for
her ABC reports from Russia, flew into
Northern Afghanistan soon after September
11, and was there for the fall of Kabul and
the routing of the Taliban. When she left,
nearly three months later, she took with
her a birdcage found in the rubble of an al
Qacda compound through which Osama
bin Laden, in his ghostly way, had passcd,
just hours ahead of a US missile strike.
‘You don’t think of a terrorist with a
birdcage’, she writes.

Afghanistan might have cured Makler
of any capacity for surprise. She saw
enough paradox in her time there to make
anything seem likely—incomprehensible
brutality and civility you could call  iv-
alric, often coming from the same men.
The people she met were mostly men.
Under Taliban dominance women werc
invisible, kept in their homes. When they
had no homes they were still invisible,
like the womar eggar Makler saw at the
roadside, swathed in a muddy, ice-blue
burka, begging from passing cars, her bare
teet the only evidence of her humanity.

Makler is very much the journalist,
writing out of the heightened camarade-
ric that war correspondents experience.
Afghanistan in late 2001 was an excit-
ing, fraught and adrenalin-charged world.
Makler saw the dead bodies of a number of
her colleagues brought back from the  1li-
ban trenches. She acknowledges the volatile
‘... danger is an aphrodisiac ... When
your colleagues are dying around you, it

mix:
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malkes life—and love—more precious.’

The book could have become a self-
serving account of one woman’s war.
But it doesn’t. Makler is no political or
historical analyst but she has a sharp eye
and a deft way of summing up a situation.
She also has a feel for the country she is
in, a well-read, untlaunted knowledge of
its history and its rigours. As hcr notes
on sources reveal, she found time to
read and think in between journeys in
disintegrating helicopters and cars held
together with wire. Quoting a UN special
rapporteur who investigated Taliban kill-
ings shc writes this: “Many bodics were
also tossed down decp wells, then hand
grenades were thrown in, and the wells
were bulldozed over. In a desert land, who
would poison a well?’

Who indeed. Makler does not assign
blame. The situation in Afghanistan is
too complex to be sorted into a tale of
goodies and baddics. Instcad Makler has
to be content to ponder—as must we—the
eloquent contradictions she encounters,
and records, every day. Driving through
the once beautiful city of Kabul, celebrated
by poets, Makler contrasts the devasta-
tion around her with the liveliness of her
young translator:

Sabi is a nineteen-year-old from the
Panjshir Valley and we drive through the
ruins of Kabul listening to his favourite
tape. He is a great fan of Titranic. ‘Did you
like it? It is my favourite. The story is too
sad.” He plays his pirated cassette of the
score, with its glitches and sudden stops,
over and over again. It provides a surreal
soundtrack to the devastation. I want to

tell Sabi that what is ‘too sad’ is outside the
window, but for him, this is just Kabul.

Just Kabul’ had just rececived its
latest pounding, this time from US forccs,
about whom Makler is somewhat wry.
Washington did not much like the
coverage many war correspondents gave
of the ‘war against terror’ in Afghanistan.
Journalists were on the ground and had
some actual, not just theoretical, notion
of the intractable nature of the country.
They also had some sense of the lack of
fit between President George W. Bush’s
stated intentions and the reality of the sit-
nation. Makler quotes Bush’s now famous
remark made on CNN on September 16:
‘When I take action, I'm not going to firc
a two million dollar missile at a ten dollar
empty tent and hit a camel in the butt. It's
going to be decisive.’

But in Afghanistan, nothing is cver
decisive. Osama bin Laden was not taken.
Some camels were undoubtedly hit. So
were many civilians. US firepower aided
the ‘victory’ of the Northern Alliance, but
so did the defection of so many of the Tali-
ban forces. Makler admits to being amazed
at the tluidity of alliances in Afghanistan.
She is reduced to reading it through the
symbolism of appearances:

A hat-seller in the bazaar in Talogan says
he almost sold out of pakuls carlier this
week, in the days before 2 city fell.
The Taliban once threatened to shoot
anyone wearing the pakal, the symbol of
Massoud. But now it’s the Taliban’s own
SO.w.eIs who are queuing up at the hat sta..
to buy them.



Makler is shown the abandoned,
ominous cvidence of al Qaeda’s presence:
instruction manuals, diagrams of hot-air
balloons intended as dispersal machines
for chemical weapons, anti-Israeli and
anti-American propaganda leaflets, an
inflatable model of an American plane.
There is discussion of the involvement of
Pakistani nuclear scientists.

No-one in Makler’'s group under-
estimates the seriousness or the interna-
tional ramifications of what they uncover.
But Makler’s focus stays, properly, on the
country she is reporting from. The UN
representative, Lakhdar Brahimi, describes
Afghanistan as a ‘failed state which looks
like an infected wound’. Makler is less
sweeping, but clear-eyed nonetheless.
Surveying the devastation of Kabul, she
concludes: ‘The destruction occurred in
layers, caused not by the American bom-
bardment which just ended, nor by the
decade-long war with the Soviets, but
mostly by the bitter civil war of the 1990s.
Afghans did this to themselves.’

Makler also quotes the conclusions of
the NBC cameraman with whom she
travels, Tom Streithorst, a New Yorker
who reads Herodotus between shots. Of
Afghans, Streithorst says: ‘They are like
heroes in the Iliad. Brave, hospitable,
resourceful, hardy, loyal, unselfish, they
never complain, they are never ironic.
They play chess like champions. They are
oddly gentle, these killers, cupping their
hands around a moth, helping it escape.’

It's an heroic picture. But Makler is a
Western woman in Afghanistan and there-
fore able to turn disadvantage into advantage.
She gains occasional access to the unseen
half of the population—to the women. And
from them she hears the other half of the
story. In a society where women are kept in
domestic prisons, men go to war. ‘Sex and
death’, she writes. ‘When you can't get one,
it seems you focus on the other.” She meets
some very brave women, doctors who go on
working in impossible conditions, political
activists, like Farahnaz Nazir, who risk death
to give women a voice. But the voice is muz-
zled in Afghanistan, even now. As Makler
leaves, Farahnaz Nazir is seeking asylum
in Canada. Canada, not Australia, note.
Makler has to advise her that in the climate
of the moment, Australia would probablv
not receive a woman of her kind.

Morag Fraser is the former editor of
Eureka Street.

YES

It happens, once or twice. Oh yes,

It happens

On days that go astray, warm days
When light is rich and hours are long.
It happens

When time

Is inside-out a little, when you see

Those flakes of cloud

Float up, as if released from the snowy lawn,
And those red cedar leaves are still:

Oh yes, it happens,
Although they cannot say exactly so
Although we cannot tell them how
Although—it happens,
Just once or twice, but yes, oh yes.
—Kevin Hart
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