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Cut price care

card holders, at least, must be preserved. What
happens for the rest of the community has been less
clearly identified.

By releasing its Medicare changes before the
Budget, the government tested public reaction to the
prospect of higher GP fees. There was widespread
community concern and in many instances confu-
sion. How could the proposals be called fair when
‘working poor’ families were left uncompensated to
cope with extra medical costs? If the government
were instigating a system of user-pays for lower
income people, where would these people find the
extra money to meet the bills?

Hence the tax cuts on budget night. Most
observers have questioned the meagre size of the cuts
and their capacity to offset the increased costs of GP
consultations. However, the tax cuts demonstrate
the government’s preference for giving taxpayers
choice over how they spend their income, rather than
having the government spend on their behalf.

This may be reasonable in other public domains,
but health care is far more complex. Keeping essen-
tial hcalth services accessible and affordable is
crucial. The more the health care system moves
towards a user-pays basis, the more likely those
less well off become marginalised through either

the centralisation of services or the capacity

to pay.

A RECENT STUDY of the impact of increased
charges for pharmaceuticals on lower-paid people is
revealing. ‘Working poor’ families, who comprise 25
per cent of those not holding concession cards, already
pay up to seven per cent of their after-tax income on
medicines and other pharmaceuticals. This figure is
expected to rise to nine per cent by 2005. Since the
remainder of the population pays four per cent or
less of its after-tax income on pharmaceuticals, the
inequity is stark. A further study found that up to
20 per cent of people delayed purchasing medicines
because of the cost. Access to health care is inereasingly
determined by affordability rather than necessity.

It is widely recognised that a properly function-
ing public insurance scheme like Medicare helps
constrain health costs and in turn keeps doctors’
fees affordable. When commercial incentives are
introduced that favour differential charging practices,
the potential for escalation in health costs is greater.
All the downsides of access and affordability follow
shortly thereafter.

Some economic forecasters have welcomed what
they see as the long-term vision of the government’s
proposals. They criticise current Medicare arrangements

as being ‘middle-class welfare’ and too expensive to
maintain. Yet respected research demonstrates that
Medicare in its present structure favours the poor.
Lower-paid people receive by far the greater propor-
tion of benefits from the system. Those less well off
are not only protected, they are advantaged, because
those who can afford to do so are compelled to con-
tribute.

Once Medicare becomes only a safety net for
some, the middle classes will lose interest and politi-
cal support will shift. Without widespread support,
public safety nets become fragile and those who rely
on them are at risk of further marginalisation.

This was not the purpose of Medicare. Medicare
was intended to address need, not means. Medicare
requires that individuals meet their obligations to the
system and, in turn, to the community. It recognises
that health care is integral to human dignity and must
be safeguarded. Only a robust, universal public health
insurance scheme can guarantee these lofty goals.

Ensuring that the Medicare patient rebate keeps
pace with the real costs of care will mean long-term
stability for a universal public system. Medicare
can be far more than a subsidy for medical bills. It
acknowledges that paying for health care is a major
challenge for household budgets. This is particularly
important given that two thirds of Australians bring
home less than the $43,000 understood as average
yearly earnings. Medicare is a crucial component of
the social wage.

Rather than instituting meagre tax cuts, mak-
ing a tax investment would cnable lower-paid pcople
to remain covered for medical expenses. An increase
in the Medicare levy of only one per cent would raise
in excess of $2 billion annually. Since it requires less
than $1 billion a year for doctors to bulk-bill almost all
patients, the social benefits are well worth the money.

Surveys have consistently revealed that Aust-
ralians will pay more tax if it is directed towards
essentals like health care. Published reports dem-
onstrate that voter intentions arc swinging back
towards spending on social services in lieu of tax
cuts. It seems, however, that politicians arc too timid
to make the shift.

Medicare is too important to become a safety net
for only a few. The lower paid are too vulnerable to have
their interests traded off in a dubious compensation
package of token tax cuts. Only a well-targeted strategy
of tax investiment will properly protect the poor and
marginalised.

Francis Sullivan is the Chief Executive Officer of
Catholic Health Australia.
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ABOR’S LEADERSHIP PROBLEMS have been a dream tor
the Liberal Party, not least by obscuring the fact that the real
victor in leadership games over recent months has been the
prime minister, John Howard. He had bought himself several
years of peace from leadership speculation by ruminating about
making a decision to retire when he was 64; then, at a time
of his own choosing and before that birthday, he announced
that after deep reflection, he had decided to hang on indefi-
nitely. Not for his own sake, of course, but for the country
and the party. Peter Costello may be generally agreed to be the
heir apparent, but Howard, who owes him no favours and is
well aware that Costello is itching to dismantle many of his
monuments, can wait.

So nicely has Howard played it that the genceral reaction
within the Liberal Party was one of relief. Howard has pretty
much cemented an image of substance, solidity and experience
and, cven if he is far from the visionary, the idealist or the man
who can appcal to the emotions, he is part of the furniture.
He has had more than his share of luck, but good politicians
make their luck. He'’s taken some big gambles, and they appear
to have succeeded. The way Labor is going at the moment, a
Coalition victory might scem certain at the next clection, but
John Howard and the Liberals never take anything for grant-
ed. Howard, on the evidence, is a more certain winner than
Costello, particularly as far as the focus groups and the opinion
polls are concerned: the electorate has never quite warmed to
the Treasurer.

This Cincinnatus has no farm—not in fact, nor in his
heart. John Howard has very few personal friends, and almost
no interests outside politics. He reads a little more, and a little
morc widely, than most politicians, but gets little satisfaction
or intellectual pleasure from it—his skills and his instincts are
visceral, not drawn from hooks. He could play some interna-
tional diplomatic role, but is so used to playing the leader that
he would find it difficult to take a bricf. He is probably too old
and too proud to prostitute himself, as Hawke has, to commerce.
In politics, he and his ideas will be dead the moment he leaves
the stage, and there will be no gqueue of people calling to
have him ruminate at gatherings. He is doomed to spend his
retirement isolated and frustrated or, like Malcolm Frascr, as a
Banquo. Small wonder he wants to stay on.

But the ¢nd of the Howard era could well be the end of
the Coalition cra as well. The government has had its time;
indeed, it had pretty well run out of ideas and time before the
last clection, when a combination of ¢vents (September 11),
opportunism [Tampa) and cxtraordinary indolence and moral
cowardice by Labor gave it another go. While international

New tricks

events have continued to favour Howard, the government
slips whenever it comes to domestic policy and it may well
be beyond Howard’s power to engineer circumstances to his
election timetable. Labor, however incompetently led, could
win the next clection; it would have to be extraordinarily badly
led, or unlucky, to lose the one after.

A new lecader could change all that for the Liberals.
Costello had already been rehearsing a number of changes,
symbolic as well as real, to show that there was now a
completely new mind-set in charge. He had wanted to
reposition the party on immigration, refugee policy and
Aboriginal affairs—the source of much of the moral con-
tempt in which the party is currently held by the elites.
That now has to wait—and Costello fears that the wait
may either be so long that he cannot get up a head of
stcam, or will last until Howard loscs an election, dooming

the Coalition to three or more terms in opposition,
Costello may now never be prime minister.

HAT DOEs TH1s mean for Labor? An unspoken part of
many of the carly machinations against Simon Crean was the
assumption that, at the next election, the Labor leader would
be facing Costello, not Howard. Beazley’s anxicty to move
was partly predicated on the assumption that Howard would
go. Yet the idea that Beazley had a better chance against Cos-
tello than Crean, based on the notion that he is more popular
among clectors, was always fanciful. Beazley is a yesterday’s
man, not the wave of the future. Affable perhaps, but no longer,
after Tampa, with a shred of moral authority or idealism to in-
spirc a new generation of Laborites. A man who caused more
than half the paid-up membership of the party to desert Labor
for the Greens at the last clection. A man who, in six years of
opposition, could never articulate just what Labor stood for,
and whose idca of policy was a collection of slogans confected
in a focus group. A man, morcover, that Costello had played off
a break for years.

Even a party desperate for a lift, a break, or a leader who
commanded attention would be mad to go backwards to Beazley.
If Crean is not good enough—and Beazley’s brigade makes a
fairly convincing case that he is not—the party would be better
secking a younger man or woman able to inspire some passion
among the followers. Or at least someone who is {as Crean
is, to be fair) stolidly doing the homework, devising policies
and running a race that the Coalition—and John Howard in
particular—would ultimatcly be foreed to enter.

Jack Waterford is editor-in-chief of the Canberra Times.
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Restaurant strips are shrines to the God-
dess of Coincidence. A Jesuit was recently
part of a group choosing arbitrarily among
the hundreds of ncarby cafés for their cup
of coffee. The waitress, who turned out to
be from Indonesia, asked him if he knew
John Dijkstra. To which he could only
reply, ‘I did not know him, but when I was
visiting Indonesia recently, I attended his
funeral.’ It was a significant funeral. John
Dijkstra was a Dutch Jesuit who spent his
working life in [ndonesia. He had a gift for
encouragement, and through his friend-
ships he influenced Catholic work for social
justice throughout south-east Asia, help-
ing to broaden its focus beyond its earlier
narrowly anti-communist prcoccupation.
This expanded vision could be dangerous
in Suharto’s Indonesia, where opposition to
communism allowed corruption and struc-
tural injustice to be concealed. The wait-
ress had met Dijkstra through her work
with street kids, through a group that
Dijkstra had begun and animated.

How much applause should we give the
Immigration Minister’s decision to give
residence to almost all the East Timorese
who have so far applicd to him? For the
East Timorese nothing less than a stand-
ing ovation will do. For the government,
only polite clapping.

The process discourages an cnthusiastic
responsc. A vulnerable group has suffered
great and ncedless anxiety—forced to
apply for refugee status, inevitably refused
first by immigration officers and then by
the Refugee Review Tribunal, then having
to appcal to the minister’s discretion.
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The process has also been financially and
spiritually costly for Australians.

A Dbetter way was always available.
Groups with unique needs and claims
can be given a visa available only to
them. When the East Timorese arrived
in Australia they were refugees beyond
any doubt; they failed to be accepted as
refugees only because of Australian fears
of the Indonesian government reaction.
Furthermore, they were traumatised by
their experiences in East Timor, have since
developed close links with Australia, and it
is clear that the new East Timorese nation
can only with difficulty afford to settle
them if they are repatriated. To make them
apply for refugee status on the grounds that
they would fear persecution on returning
to East Timor now is a crucl charade,

So e audience will applaud the
denoucement but not the plot. But the play
continues, and the audience must demand
an encore. The risk with relying on unre-
viewable ministerial discretion is that
hidden quotas which have nothing to do
with individual cases can be imposed. In
the case of the East Timorese this would
be unjust.

As the ALP tears itsclf apart, the
Coalition is busy taking the axe to ATSIC.
On 1 July, ATSIC will be split in two.
ATSIC will retain its representative and
policy-making functions, but its assets
and the majority of its 1200 statf will
be transfcrred to the new body, ATSIS,
which will be responsible for determining
individual funding applications.

The decision follows a period of intense
scrutiny and criticism by the Coalition
of ATSIC’s elected board, particul: - of
its Chair, Geoff Clark, and his deputy,
Sugar Ray Robinson. According to Minister
Ruddock, the split is an interim measure
designed to promote good governance and
accountability by removing the potential
for conflicts of interest. But many com-
mentators argue that ATSIC is already
overburdencd by accountability mecha-
nisms, and question the timing of the deci-

sion, which was taken one month bhefore
the report of a comprehensive review of
ATSIC was due.

Concerns have also been expressed
about the process and politics of a Minister
for Indigenous Affairs unilaterally stripping
ATSIC, an elected body, of its functions.
As the Chair of the Australian Insti- ¢
of Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander
Studies [ATATSIS), Professor Mick Dodson,
pointed out recently:

Regardless of how you feel about the

performance of the board, we went
through a democratic process of selection.
Our people were asked to make choices,
and we made our choices. Whether they
be right or wrong, we made them. And
ghly undemocratic,
unilateral, outrageous decision [by the
minister] about our future that deeply
affects us, and that we've had absolutely

what have we got? A

no say in. Nobody in a democratic country
ouglit to be treated like this.

A dcecision that seems unlikely to repair
rclations between Indigenous leaders and

the federal government ..
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Something that might, though, is a new
national holiday. Marking the eleventh
anniversary of the High Court’s decision
in the Mabo case, the family of the late
Edward ‘Koiki’ Mabo launched a petition
(available at www.atsic.gov.au) calling on
the Senate to declare 3 June a national
holiday in recognition of the decision.

As Eddie Mabo Junior pointed out,
therc is currently no national holiday
that acknowledges Indigenous people and
recognises their contribution, achievements
and survival in Australia. A public holiday
to commemorate the Mabo decision, he
said, ‘wou.  be a celebration all Austral-
ians can share in with pride—a celebration
of truth that unites Indigenous and non-
Indigenous Australians and a cclebra n
of justice that overturned the legal myth of
terra nullius.” Bonita M >, Koiki’s widow,
has suggested that the holiday replace the
Queen’s birthday holiday in June.



CAHFORNEA DIREANMING

SAN Dreco is distilled California—palm
trees and storeyed Spanish mission archi-
tecture. It’s so leisured it doesn’t even feel
the need to compete. To get home cach
night we drive slowly along the sunset
length of Del Mar beach where even in the
spring chill there are always a few surfers
riding the Pacific roll.

San Diego is also a military depot.
As you make the first right turn out of
the Amecrican Eagle plane, a sign tells
it straight: ‘The Free, The Proud, THE
MARINES.” This is the town from which
President George W. Bush launched his
triumphant trip from shore to deck of the
troop-laden aircraft carrier moored in San
Diego Bay. ‘Boy, did that cost some,’ say
our bemused American hosts. Many of
the yachts in San Diego Bay fly a yellow
ribbon from their masts. In a good wind they
flutter like acid sunbeams.

On the campus of the University of
California at San Diego (UCSD), one of the
long chain of state-funded and, to Australian
eyes, wealthy West Coast universities, the
handbill signs arec what you might expect.
‘Civil Rights in America: USA PATRIOT
ACT. Guest speaker: Salam al-Marayati,
Muslim Public Affairs Council.” ‘ONE
WORLD ONE FUTURE WITHOUT WAR.
Keynote speaker, Chalmers Johnson, on US
Foreign Policy.’ But another tattered yellow
handbill asks, rather desperately, ‘Can you
afford an attorney? And in the eucalyptus
grove (there are gums everywhere—very
disorienting for an Australian) between
the student centre and the faculty build-
ings, there are two miniature American
flags tied on to a gum sapling above a sign,
‘Fallen American Heroes’, with a forlorn
typed list of names like tear-off labels.

San Diego has one of the world’s most
famous zoos—every creature imaginable
and a few you hadn’t thought of. When
UCSD went looking for a mascot some
decades back they almost settled on the
koala. California is bear country but the

The god of plenty

HE PRINCIPLE OF SCARCITY—the fear that there is not enough to go round
(enough love, enough food, enough land, enough of God, enough ‘salvation’} is a
strong motivator for possessiveness and for jealousy.

Piscine Patel (Pi), the character in Yann Martel’s novel, Life of Pi, tells the
story of Lord Krishna when he was a cowherd:

Every night he invites the milkmaids to dance with him in the forest ... The night
is dark, the fire in their midst roars and crackles, the beat of the music gets cver
faster—the girls dance and dance with their sweet lord, who has made himself so
abundant as to be in the arms of each and every girl. But the moment the girls
become possessive, the moment each one imagincs that Krishna is her partner
alone, he vanishes. So it is that we should not be jealous with God.

Being jealous with God is not just a tendency that manifests in or between
religions. In her recent work on Christian spirituality in times of terror, God
in the Balance, Carter Heyward describes humanity’s hoarding of the capacity
for relationship with the divine, our keeping it from the rest of the created
order. She sees it as a widespread form of terrorisin against the environment:
‘“We deplete the earth’s soil. We desecrate the earth’s land. We rip down the
earth’s trees, strip her mountains, pollute her waters, foul her air, torture her
body—and we dare to call other people “terrorists”.’

Piis the son of an Indian zookeeper, Hindu by birth but simultaneously {and
unacceptably) Muslim and Christian by pilgrimage. He finds himself stranded
in a lifeboat in the Pacific Ocean with a Bengal tiger, a wounded zebra, an orang-
utan and a hyena. Over the months they spend adrift, he and the tiger—the only
survivors—establish an unlikely camaraderie. Early on in the series of ‘life and
death’ decisions he faces, Pi snares an ill-fated flying fish. After agonising over
the idea, and then the act, of killing the fish for bait, he reflects:

I wept heartily over this poor little deceased soul. It was the first sentient being 1
had ever killed ... I was sixteen years old, a harmless boy, bookish and religious, and
now I had blood on my hands ... I never forget to include this fish in my prayers.

Although Pi would kill again, he never assumed that this fish, or the ti-
ger, or any other animal—whether in his father’s enclosures or his watery
horizons—had less right to live, less entitlement to be itself under God, than he.
Pi never dressed up his ‘me or you’ choices in theological garb, nor reduced their
moral perplexity. Yann Martel imagines for us a world in which boy and Bengal
tiger can—if not quite feed together as Isaiah’s wolf and lamb—at least share a
precious lifeboat on a sea of uncertainty. But only by not clinging too tightly.

Whenever we use our doctrines, our scriptures, our resources, Our power or
our privilege to insist that God’s embrace is for us alone, we heighten anxiety
that there is not enough of God to go round. We stir up fear in others, and the
abundance of God vanishes.

Richard Treloar is Chaplain of Trinity College at the University of Mclbourne,
and teaches at the United Faculty of Theology.
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koala is still scriously weird here. It's so
small. Tt’s so cute. It doesn’t eat people.
In the zoo it just sits on a low branch
right opposite the entrance turnstiles and
munches—leaves. Can’t you see it denatured
into duftle bags, furry slippers and bear
mouse pads? Fortunately, the campus had
a sun god festival one year—Mexico is just
a trolley ride from downtown San Diego—
and the fiery Aztec deity caught on instead
of our modest marsupial. So now there 1s
a 14-foot fibreglass bird-god, with gold lcaf
crest and white wings, installed on top of a
15-foot vine-covered arch on a manicured
Jawn plumb in the centre of the university.
The sculpture, by Niki de Saint Phalle,
is part of UCSD’s scrious art collection,
but there is more than a touch of Disney
in Sunbird’s half-toucan, half-roadrunncr
visage. The students dress him to fit the
prevailing mood. He's been Sony Wallehird
[complete with carplugs) and Rambird. In
the climate of the moment, the huge AK47
hanging from his white wings looks morc
prescient than satirical.

The library at UCSD is a huge concrete
diamond on stilts. ‘We get to hire it out
to movie companies as the mother ship’,
our companion informs us. He's from New
York, and rather wry about California.
We have to find out for ourselves that the
library was funded in part by the proceeds
of Dr Scuss books. America is full of ironies.
This is a state-funded university, resourced
beyond the dreams of any Australian insti-
tution, and here too the private funds tHow.
Moncy begets money.

Our New York friend doesn’t read
the West Coast papers, he tells us. What
need? You can get the national edition of
The New York Times every day. We read
cverything—when in San Diego, etc.—
including USA Today, and the copy of the
Alamo Christian Ministries World News-
Ietter that is tucked under our windscreen.
Pastor Tony Alamo expends even morc
words on his revelations of the universal
Roman conspiracy than The New York
Times docs on its four-broadsheet-page
confession of the sins of Jayson Blair, the
young African-American journalist who let
down journalism’s and the Times’ side by
faking copy.

Pastor Tony labours his point a little:

Every leader of every country in the world
is under Rome’s control. This includes the
President of the United States of America.
This has been the case for centuries ... All
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major evangelical TV networks are Catholic
Jesuit priests under the guise of Christianity,
wolves in sheep’s clothing.

(This claim is footnoted.] Every car on
campus gets a copy.

The New York Times doesn’t have to
resort to free distribution. And if it labours
its point about Jayson Blair, I'm not about
to mind. Journalism’s integrity in a time
of rant and misinformation seems worth
defending. It takes two and a half hours to
rcad through all the weekend papers and
every second of it is fascinating. And it's
not just the Jayson Blair story, or The New
York Times. The Los Angeles Times writes
the most incisive, critical commentary I've
rcad on Afghanistan and its implications
for US policy in Iraq.

America: it's an extraordinary place. Its
own worst enemy and its own best friend.

—Morag  ser

B | Y N BT

T WAS NOT THE MOST auspicious start to
a peace conference. As more than 100 del-
egates from 25 countrics arrived in central
Jakarta, they were greeted with the news
that the Indonesian military had declared
open season in the province of Acch on
separatists and
two million people, if attendance at a rally
in the regional capital a few years ago was
any guide.

Yet the events unfolding as the con-
ference took place—287 schools torched
by mystery arsonists as troops stood by;
a 12-year-old boy shot dead as Indoncsian
soldiers fired on ‘terrorists’ among the
civilians—confirmed for the activists the
importance of their mission.

As the conference’s final statement, the
Jakarta Conscnsus, read:

their supporters—some

We oppose war in all forms whether open,
declared, interstate war, war against social
movements, cconomic war against the
poor peoples of the world or war against
political activists and opponents of the
dominant order.

Thrown together in a matter of weeks,
bringing activists from every continent,
the ¢ nce was X
national opportunity to take stock of the

war in Iraq and of the peace movement'’s
attempts to prevent it.

It was agreed that the movement had
made huge gains, bringing millions on to
the streets in co-ordinated protests all over
the world. Helen Salmon, from the Stop the
War Coalitt  in Britain, told delegates that
Prime Minister Tony  lair had asked public
scrvants to prepare for the possibility of his
government falling.

But the delegates also acknowledged the
danger of i her US-led wars. ‘We're back
in a period of inter-imperialist rivalry,’
said Filipino academic Walden Bello from
the Bangkok-based institute, Focus on the
Global South. ‘We should respect US power
but not overestimate it.’

The impact of what is variously known
as anti-capitalism or anti-globalisation
on anti-war activists is clear. As Rafaella
Bollini, of the Italian Movements of the
European Social Forum, put it, ‘I feel for
the first time part of the global movement.
A global plan of domination found global
resistance. A global civil society has been
born. Our main task is not to lose those
newcomers to the movement.’

Salim Vally, of the Anti-War Coalition
in South Africa, emphasiscd the way global
capital was fighting war on two fronts—
one military, the other that of cconomic
policies. ‘We need to link the tight against
war with the daily struggle against nco-
liberalism  and  privatisation,” he
Indonesian union leader Dita Sari took up
a similar theme, arguing that the move-
ment had to be taken into national politics.
‘Another world needs to be made to cxist
for the poor in activists’ own countries,’
she said.

This was indeed a microcosm of a
global movement with ibal mind-sct.
The building blocks 1 nade up 2
Jakarta Conscnsus were easily assembled
without controversy, even though most
delegates had never met hefore.

But there were also idcological fault
lines, acknowledged and explored with
civility and in a spirit of diversity, but
there all the same. It was one thing to agree
that the occupation of Iraq by the US and
its war allies, including Australia, should
end and that the Iraqgis should be free to
construct their own democratic society. It
was another to decide whether the United
Nations corld he part of the problem o1~ 2
solution in  is process.

Rosales, : e MP fri
Philippines, said, ‘The future of the UN is

said.



at stake. It should not be an organisation
where decisions are taken for 189 countrics
by five or one.” Medea Benjamin, from the
anti-corporate Global Exchange in the US,
argued that the UN was more open to pres-
sure than the US. If it took control of Iraq,
that would be a defeat for the US agenda.

But other delegates argued that the
UN was made up of states with their own
agendas and by necessity was dominated by
the imperialist powers. Any global alterna-
tive to the US had to come from below—
like the anti-war movement itself and the
World Social Forum.

Mericio Juvinal Dos Reis, from the East
Timor Institute for Reconstruction Monitor-
ing and Analysis, gave delegates an insight
into how the UN operated on the ground.

“The UN opened the road for overscas
financial institutions. The IMF and the
World Bank came to East Timor thanks to
the UN. There has been no consultation
with the East Timorese. Sometimes the UN
sces the East Timorese as a stupid people
who they have to educate. That makes the
East Timorcse an object of the reconstruc-
tion—not an actor.’

In the spirit of consensus, such objec-
tions werc noted. Delegates committed,
however, to rally around common causcs:
a global day of action against war and glo-
balisation as the World Trade Organization
meets in Cancun, Mcxico, in September;
opposition to the spread of US military
bases; a global ‘referendum’ in 2004 on the
legitimacy of President Bush.

And as the decisions were duly noted, the
war in Aceh grew bloodicr.  —David Glanz
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ON THE FIRST SATURDAY of August last
year, I awoke in my Madrid apartment,
convinced that somcthing was wrong. 1
could hear the birds. T had become accus-
tomed to waking to the sound of traffic:
of Madrilenos discussing loudly whether
to go home or instcad to look for the
next bar, Living in Europe’s most vibrant
city does have its downside—it can be
difficult to sleep. Just down the road, a
billboard advertised apartments for sale,
not with an announcement of the number
of bedrooms or the views but with the

Mind and matter

HEMICALS CAN HAVE a direct impact on health and behaviour. Alcohol,
nicotine and other recrcational drugs affect people physically. And the power of
chemistry to change behaviour and personality is apparent to anyone who has
contact with the modern treatment of many mental health conditions.

The reverse—that behavioural changes can alter body chemistry—has
never been as clear. Archimedes’ intercst was sparked by recent studies
linking behaviour with physical changes in the human body. For example,
smokers deprived of their cigarettes were tested on their perception of time.
After only 24 hours without nicotine, time passed more slowly for them. The
researchers attributed this to hormonal changes.

Likewise, a large study in Norway has provided concrete evidence that
anxicty makes people more susceptible to cancer. The link may be changes
in the immune system. Earlier research has shown that depression can have a
massive impact on the immune system, and New Scientist recently reported
that the bliss radiated by experienced Buddhist monks was reflected in the
physical activity of the left prefrontal lobes of the brain—the scat of positive
cmotions.

The connection between psychological and physical well-being has long
been a part of many holistic Asian health systems—in India, China, Korea and
Japan, for example. The attitude of Western doctors is typically that of a biologi-
cal mechanic—fix the physical and the psychological will take care of itself. In
fact, the Western medical establishinent has historically regarded traditional
Asian medicine with healthy scepticism and some outright hostility, though
these attitudes are changing. The general public has been less reticent—as the
recent recall of products manufactured by Pan Pharmaceuticals Ltd shows,
complementary medicines account for a substantial proportion of discretionary
health spending.

In Australia, the link between mental and physical health is acknowledged
in specialist fields like psychological medicine. But that awareness does not
always translate into the daily routine of teaching hospitals. Archimedes be-
came aware of this recently when an clderly relative was recovering in hospital
after a fall. Physically, she mended well—but an important part of her therapy
was getting her to move and do things for herself. That involved talking to her,
stimulating her and encouraging her on a long-term basis.

Not only was there no time for the overworked nursing statf to do this, but
many of them were unequipped and unprepared to undertake such work. It was
only taken carc of when she was moved to a specialist rehabilitation hospital.
This could have been serious. Any clderly patient unwilling or unable to move
in a large metropolitan tecaching hospital naturally increases his or her risk of
infections and discases that could be life-threatening.

This is still a controversial arca. Further work is important—a firm
statistical link has not yet been demonstrated between a ‘will to live’ and
increascd chances of survival. But perhaps cven more important is to take the
findings of psychological medicine a little more seriously, and factor them into
the day-to-day operation of our hospitals.

Tim Thwaites is a freclance science writer.
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words, ‘“There are 83 bars within walking
distance of this apartment. Do you think
that’s enough?’

The Spanish understand  the  value
of the more important things in lifc—a
gentle hedonism, good food, passionate
music and outdoor living. Summer is a
moveable feast of happy crowds sit  1g in
outdoor terraces and 18th-century plazas
trying to decide whether to go and sce the
pcrmancent cxhibitions of Picasso, Goya
or Van Gogh, or simply to stay and talk.
Traffic jams are not unheard of at 2am on a
Tucsday. Parking inspectors go on holidays
[an cvent helpfully announced by the gov-
crnment each year), schoolchildren begin
their three-month-long summer holidays
ar ‘'tinto de verano’ (the wine of summer)
is freely available.

So on this morning there was something
profoundly unsettling about the silence in
Madrid. And then I remembered that it was
August, a month when many companies
close their doors and send their employees
on holidays. Despite living in the geo-
graphical centre of the Iberian peninsula,
the people of Madrid have a greater love for
the beach than perhaps any other people
in the world, and in August they evacuate
the city in droves. On long weekends and
at any time of good weather, Madrilenos
drive for three to five hours to lic by the
beach, eat scafood and rclax with family
ar ricnds. If a holiday falls on a Thursday,
most Madrilenos make a puente {bridgc)
to the Saturday and rush from town. If the
holiday falls on a Wednesday, they make an
aqueducto.

When the weekend (or August) is over,
cveryone rcturns, grudgingly, accepting
the fact that they will sit in traffic jams
nearly 50 kilometres long and for up to
ten hours, never doubting for a second
that it’s worth it.

This summer, [ wondered if [ would be
able to enjoy my time here as much as 1
had the last. Three months after arriving in
Spain, my legal status had hecome precari-
ous. Duc to marry in Madrid in December,
I had visions of the wedding taking place
without mc, or at the very least, spending
my days furtively avoiding police vehicles.

Two days before falling illegal, 1 visited
the police station with my partner and
her two uncles (both policemen), armed
with sheafs of documents attesting to
my solvency and good character. At the
comisaria, they introduced me to the
relevant officer, who assured us tt her
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advice had the weight of senior people in
the Ministry of the Interior, whom she had
phoned before our arrival.

T'm not exactly sure why you’re here,’
she began. ‘It’s probably because you are
normal and worry about such things. The
fact is, we don’t.” She then proceeded to tell
us a few things wc could do, but advised
that they involved a lot of unnccessary
paperwork and had little purpose. ‘Where
are you from? Australia? No problem. We
almost never deport anyonc and as long
as you don't murder anyone, we’ll leave
you alone.” I pointed out to her that for an
Australian, such a gencrous and liberal
policy on forcigners and immigration was
quite a shock, and that I had left Australia
in the months after the shameful days of
the Tampa debacle. ‘We're not like that
here,” was her polite response.

Then, it being alimost halfway between
bre fast and lunch, my partner’s unclcs
gathered a possc of their police friends and
wce adjournced to a neighbouring bar where
they proceeded to buy us tapas and drinks.
‘So what do you like about Spain?’ they

asked. —Anthony Ham

RN RSN O

-V .VE ARE IN a planc, banking slightly

to give a view of a ridge and ranges of
mountains. We are secing landscape from
the air, perhaps the first time anybody
anywhere has painted this way, and cer-
tainly a new view of how to sce the heart
of Australia. Milcs of reds, browns, ochres,
in complicated patterns, often of triangu-
lar bands, stretching cndlessly away to a
bright bluc line of horizon. We are pitched
at all that bare earth, and have to force
ourselves to look upwards into the subtly
different blues of the sky. Sometimes we
have landed at some isolated spot for a
more conventional view, maybe of the
delicate wriggling branches and delightful
pods of ‘the boal’. But it’s the tlying
pictures that take our breath away.

Ty

In e Burke and Wills paintings, thc
camels look like slow-moving hillocks,
and the outsize birds arce often paused and
poiscd in tlight over the hapless explorers.
In the religious paintings, like ‘St John
in the desert’, surrcal angels, with wings
for arms, tly in from the carly Italian
Renaissance to bank and pitch themselves
over the outback; the Lord himsclf spins
and rolls above ‘St Francis rcceiving the
stigmata’. Maybe it’s a fancy to go back
to the ‘plane over the desert’ works and
become an angel, cxhilarated by the tlight
over the landscape of this new world.
Whatever it is, the outback is not godless.

The carcasses have no specific back-
ground, but tloat in a misty spacc of greys,
browns and reds. Through varying states
of decay, they are transformed: ‘Carcass
of a ram’ has the thing hitched aloft,
upside down, its limbs dangling, with the
wickerwork tracery of its ribcage greeny-
white, and the splay of its horns springing
from the downward thrust of its skull. The
black eyeholes look at us looking at it.

Nolan’s achicvement, firmly re-estab-
lished by this wonderful exhibition, is to
give us immenscly delicate images of the
outback. He reveals the otherness of the
place by taking us up there—the red heart
seen from aloft.

Sidney Nolan, Desert and drought, lan
Potter Centre: NGV Australia, 6 June-17
August. —Andrew Bullen sy

This month’s contributors: Morag Fraser
is an adjunct professor at La Trobe Uni-
versity, and former editor of Eureka Street;
David Glanz attended the conference for
the Victorian Peace Network, and the
full text of the Jakarta Consensus is at
www.focusweb.org;  Anthony Ham is
Eureka Street’s roving correspondent;
Andrew Bullen sy is former rector of Jes ¢
Theological College.



A A AR

Casualties of conflict

Conflicts of interest pose a serious threat to democracy

HE GREATEST THREAT tO our security
is not SARS or terrorism, but distrust of
government. This goes far deeper than our
disdain for leadership squabbles. We never
have liked politicians. Australian police
have been repeatedly exposed as corrupt-
ible. Governments in three states—New
South Wales, Qucensland and Western
Australia—have had to sct up anti-cor-
ruption bodies to protect the integrity of
public decision-making from erosion by
officials’ private interests. Governments
increasingly form partnerships and develop
relationships with business and the non-
profit sector to achicve their public policy
goals. The likelihood of contlicts of inter-
est has never been greater.

At the same time, slippery values and
an incapacity to identify, eliminate or
manage conflicts of interest are obvious.
This may be the outright, ‘children over-
board’ variety, or the rambling incoher-
cnce of Rodney Adler when asked to tell
the Royal Commission how he distin-
guished between his own and his compa-
ny’s interests. When a major management
consultancy firm is offering consulting
and auditing services to the same client,
and can’t foresee and prevent an inherent
contlict of interest, the public should be
concerned. The failures of government
and the private sector—whether that be
the financial-planning industry, AMP,
HIH, Enron or the tobacco industry and
its advisers—wound not only the wallet,
but our willingness to work together.

Having a conflict of interest is not, in
itself, wrong. It is the potential for wrong-
doing and corruption that must be avoided.
We are not very good at this in Australia,
but we need to be. There is much oppor-
tunity for discretionary and casual misusce
of power in our relative isolation, inter-
locking loops of power clites, the increas-
ing mobility of cmployment between
the public and private sectors, the rising
numbers of joint projects and temporary

public offices, and the relatively small
number of individuals making and intlu-
encing public decisions. In Australia, the
narrow range of relationships is perhaps
the most fertile ground for conflicts of
interest. In a small town there is nothing
like six degrees of separation between busi-
ness, government and social cliques.

It takes distance to recognise contlicts
of interest and their potential risk. Deal-
ing with them demands clarity and trans-
parency. It’s a problem not only in the
small-town cultures of most of Australia,
but also in complex citics and in more
densely populated regions such as Europe
because economic unions will only cohere
if their members trust each other.

That is onc of the reasons the OECD
set up a project for managing contlict of
interest in the public service. Its recently
released draft guidelines—discussed in a
Sydney workshop with anti-corruption
and public sector commissioners from
Australia and New Zecaland in June and
led by one of the authors, Janos Bartek—
adopted a generic definition of contlict of
interest:

A ‘contlict of interest’ involves a contlict
between the public duty and private inter-
ests of a public official, in which the pub-
lic official has private-capacity interests
which could improperly intluence the
performance of their official duties and
responsibilitics.

Note the use of the word ‘could”.
Finding that you have a contlict of interest
is not a revelation of wrongdoing. Bartek
describes it in terms of chess: when you
find that your king is in check, the situa-
tion must be resolved, and if it is not, the
consequence will be the end of the game.

A conflict of interest is only a potential
one if the public officer is never in a posi-
tion to make a decision that cach interest
could affcct. But if the elements of the
definition arc met, there is an actual

contlict of interest. This is true even
it the public official with conflict-
ing public and private interests—in,
say, the benefit of awarding a contract
to a ftriend or future political mentor
that may be at odds with achieving the
best price for the public purse—was

not actually intluenced by these

personal preferences.
IF HE OR sHE were influenced, the

‘contlict of intercst’ has alrcady become
misconduct, abusc of office or at worst,
corruption. But if it is identified and
acknowledged, and adequate steps arc
taken to make sure both that miscon-
duct does not result, and that it is made
apparent that such steps have been taken,
then the conflict of interest has been man-
aged properly. The true aims of public
service have been met: the protection of
the common good and of public scervice
ethics, and the preservation of public
trust in government.

It would be helpful it we had Austral-
ian standards for recognising and managing
contlicts of interest. New South Wales’
ICAC and Queensland’s CMC are work-
ing to produce a tool for this in Australia.
It is timely.

Most of Australia’s ‘corruption’ scandals
have developed from cosy arrangements
among powerful men to whom cthical
cdges have become smooth under the
gentle buffing on the conference tables
and in the boardrooms of power. That
scems to be the way that even men stand-
ing on the high moral ground in religious
institutions fell into cerror. They failed to
recognise the conflict of interest between
their duty to protect the rights and inter-
ests of sexually-abused children, their
duty to their fellows and colleagues, and
their duty to limit the financial and leeal
liability of religious institutions.

Moira Rayner is a barrister and writer.
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Our Birth is but a Sleep
and a Forgetting

The man who believed
that televised weather forecasts
make it 2 happen:

the woman who did all her foreign travel

Samuel Beckett’s Wrinkles under a lemon tree

in her backyard, with an atlas:

It starts with an untidy map b faintly ad

- . the young man, faintly adventurous
held within skin, young ! Y
who entered a maze and never came out,
deep and heavy on the head ‘ ) )
leaving half a handkerchief behind:

And becomes an avenue of this, a river of that _

. the cabin attendant, or trolley-dolly,

a crossroad, meeting between eyebrow ) ) .

" afflicted by her entirely terrible

curved and bent beyond recognition; _
fear of heights:

A roundabout

at cheek and chin the country butcher
drawing the 1nout’h into recess. whose father falling blind drunk
had been gobbled up by pigs:

Eyes become unexplored terrain ) ) )
the teenage girl whose main belief was
that, if she fell asleep, her legs
and arms could easily drop off:

while hair, always neater than the face
reaches for sky.

Libby Hart ) )
the little boy who felt at night

the surrounding darkness
was all made of water:

and the chubby rose-pink baby
who had remembered it all

but now forgot.

Chris Wallace-Crabbe
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OME TIME IN NoveiMBER 1962, I decided to upgrade my
living arrangements from squalid to moderately conventional.
was a teacher at a Melbourne suburban high school so it wasn't
easy to find time to look at likely premises. 1 spent fruitless
evenings and weckends in St Kilda and environs touring an
array of overpriced attics, damp, gothic basements and
backyard slecpouts redolent of lust-tortured tom-cats.

Not long after the visiting Poms under ‘Lord’ Ted Dexter
amassed seven for 633 at the MCG against an Australian XI,
but some days before Australia beat them by 70 runs in the
First Test at the Gabba, I saw an advertisement for a flat in
Balaclava. It sounded ideal, but required prompt, weekday action.
I had the first part of the morning free of formal teaching so |
decided to take a look.

I was greeted at the front door of the flat by the agent,
whom I instantly recognised. It was Jack Iverson. Taking up
cricket at the age of 31 in 1946, Iverson had graduated from
Brighton Thirds to Test Cricket in four ycars. He was that
archetypal figurc—the ‘mystery spinner’, as intriguing and
romantic as the unknown lad from the bush who turns up
unannounced for a practice game and belts the cream of
the bowling all over the park. In the 1950-51 series against
England, Iverson took 21 wickets at 15.24 runs per wicket,
including six for 27 in the Sydney Test. Then he disappeared—
back into the no doubt somewhat anticlimactic territory of
Real Estate.

He was a big bloke, his bulk accentuated by a tweedy-
looking sports jacket from the sleeves of which protruded those
tamous hands. [ remember glancing at them: they were as huge
as legend suggested. He was pleasant and welcoming. While we
chatted—a conversation in which, for my part, I tried to avoid
wide-eyed, ‘knowing’ references to his cricket carcer (which as
a matter of fact I knew intimately) with the same pathological
intensity Basil Fawlty brought to not mentioning the war—two
more people arrived, a flinty-looking couple in their fortics.
Iverson then took us on a tour of the flat. It was perfect, but
being new to respectable tenancy, I didn’t know what was
supposed to happen next. It was obvious the forty-ish couple
were equally pleased. Was I supposed to make a bid?

With an amiable smile and a flicker of amusement behind
his eyes, Iverson simply said that he would see us at ¢ city
office in Collins Street. With a great show of nonchalance the
three of us farcwelled him and headed for our cars. Theirs was
shiny and new. Mine was an FX Holden that ran on equal parts
of oil and petrol and sounded like a tractor when it was not

Bowled ove-

espousing long periods of Trappist-like silence. It seemed a
strange way to manage the negotiations, but as far as I could
sce the flat would go to whoever arrived at the office first.
Having a lot of luck in the running along narrow, congested
High Street, I barrelled into St Kilda Junction, threaded its
chaotic criss-cross of traffic and settled into a roaring, bluc-
smoky negotiation with St Kilda Road. This route in the
reverse direction was one I knew well, because most Friday
nights I played snooker and drank beer at the University Club,
100 Collins Street, before heading for home in the early hours.
So it was not as if I felt apprehensive about swift passage
through city traffic, and Collins Street was familiar ground.
I steered straight for the office, planning to work outwards
from there for a parking spot, but as I approached, a car pulled
out right in front of the door. I was upstairs to the first tloor
before you could say ‘Howzat!, grecting Jack Iverson across a
reception counter (how did he get there so fast?).
Thope you didn’t break the speed limit,” he said with a quiz-
zical, irresistible version of that amused look. I reassured him,
produced all the necessary credentials, wrote a cheque
and we shook on it. My hand disappeared in his.

ON THE STAIRS GOING down I met the couple coming up.
She gave me a rancorous glance, and I had the impression that
the husband was going to cop some flak for being such an
unadventurous driver.

Thinking about all this much later, I concluded that part
of the explanation for the rather extraordinary modus operandi
was that Iverson might have been bored witless by the job and
was introducing some spice into it. As well, though, I think he
took a bit of a shine to me. Being fair haired and fair skinned,
I looked about 16 (I was 25), and was almost cmbarrassingly
transparent and guileless and quite obviously ignorant of the
whole rich world of real estate and its protocols. Whereas the
competition—the husband and wife tcam—were stony-faced
{patently not cricket lovers) and probably a little presumptuous
about their chances against such callow opposition.

That’s what I like to think, anyway. But maybe I have
continued to be haunted by his wan, ghostly smile, by the
memory of shaking that 19.4 overs, cight maidens, six for 27
hand, and by the knowledge that, some years after our bricf
encounter, Iverson walked out to the garage of his suburban
home and shot himself.

Brian Matthews is a writer and academic.
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prisoner of Anderson’s, alleged that
Anderson had admitted to planting the
bomb. Anderson was, in fact, in Melbourne
at the time of the bombing. There was an
extensive campaign on Anderson’s behalf,
which included Hill visiting Australia
for Amnesty International. Anderson’s
casc went to appeal and he was released
in 1991. ‘The casc was dealt with quite
efficiently by the Australian authorities.’

The attempt to get a fair trial for the
Colombian Three is fraught with difficulty.
Hill stresses that he has spoken several
times with the judge conducting the trial
and is convinced he is ‘an incredibly fair
individual’. “The problem is how can he
arrive at a decision which is contrary to
what is being said by the president of his
country?’ Hill contends that the Americans
and the Colombians will stand to benefit
if the Colombian Three are convicted.
‘In the so-called wave of international
terrorism now, these will be the first
three Europeans who have been convicted
anywhere in the world of international
terrorism.’

Among the disturbing contradictions
that have emerged in the trial so far is
that one of the three charged says he was
in Cuba at the time he was supposed to
be in Colombia. The secretary of the Irish
Embassy supports this alibi, testifying
that the suspect was indeed in Cuba at
the time he was alleged to be in Colombia
training FARC gucrrillas. Hill describes
vidco evidence of another of the accused
attending a conference in Belfast at the
time a second informer alleges he was
in Bogota. Hill says that every reporter
he has spoken to at the trial, many from
around the world, has admitted that the
trial is a farce.

Hill believes that the presence of
international media and well-paid lawyers
is confronting the Colombians with a new
understanding of justice. Hill says that
the system is used to dealing primarily
with poor people from the barrios, with
little education or understanding of their
rights, who are defended by lawyers who
themselves are often under threat of
death. ‘So when we go and observe this,
it is contrary to cverything they’ve been
getting away with for decades in some
countries in Latin Amcrica.” He says
if the three Irish are convicted, human
rights observers will appeal to the United
Nations Human Rights Commission. ‘We
will take it anywhere we can possibly go,

cven the International Court of Human
Rights at The Hague!’

The trial is not expected to finish until
the end of the year. One more witness will
be called in June, followed by summaries
by the prosccution and the defence and an
independent prosecutor. The judge then
adjourns to consider his verdict. ‘What
is also disturbing is that there is no jury
in this court, which i1s something we
find abhorrent,” Hill says. He describes
the experience of being wrongfully con-
victed and feeling that no-one is listening
as ‘incredibly frustrating. And the only
people who really are listening are your
family, and where can they go? 1 had
15 years of this, so no-one can tell me
these things don’t happen. To me it is not
abstract—it is very tangible.’

Hill can reel off a list of Irish and
British people wrongfully jailed in Britain
in the '70s and ’‘80s over IRA-related
offences, who have since had their convic-
tions overturned—the Birmingham  Six,
the Winchester Three, Judith Ward, the
Maguire Family. Their convictions were
finally overturned because the British
justice system ‘realised that they had to
eventually ‘fess up, as it were. 1 spoke
to my barrister, Lord Gifford, who was a
very eminent Q¢, and he says at any one
time in the British prison system, which 1
think numbers 56,000 now, at least three
per cent of thosc people will be innocent,
not by being fitted up by the police, but by
the system malfunctioning.’

When Hill was first released he would
get eight to ten letters a month from the
families of prisoners, besecching him to
take up their cases. He didn’t get involved
unless they were serving extremely lengthy
sentences ‘becausce it is hard to maintain
and establish innocence over a protracted
period of time. Eventually pcople say "1
did it” because you have to say “I did it”
in order to be rcleased. That’s once of the
criteria of parole.’

Belfast-born Hill even faced the threat
of a return to jail when old attempted-
murder charges were brought against him
in Belfast in 1994, but they were dismissed.
He says it was logical that the case would
collapse because the evidence for both the
charges ¢manated from Guildford police
station. He came close to succumbing
to bitterness over his trcatment at the
hands of the British justice system, espe-
cially because he knew that ‘the people
behind the charges were very senior police

officers who knew without a shadow of a
doubt that we were completely innocent
because they had intelligence that suggested
that at the time.’

The Kennedy clan—including  his
mother-in-law Ethel, brother-in-law Joc
and wife Courtney—tlew into Belfast
during his 1994 trial to lend support. ‘[The
Kennedys| have always been supportive
in cases of injustice in many corners of
the world,” Hill says. It was through such
involvement that Hill was introduced
to the Kennedys. He met Ethel first at a
hearing in Congress on human rights. She
introduced him to her daughter Courtney,
a former lawyer. Hill says he didn’t find
the transition from 15 years in jail to
lite with the Kennedys, and appearing at
Congressional hearings, at all daunting.
‘T am not being blas¢ in saying that, but
these are ordinary human beings like us
all. They just happen to have a privileged
background. I've ncver really been in awe
of anything like that./

Since moving to America, he has also
been involved with Amnesty Interna-
tional’s Survivors’ Committee: providing
counselling and psychological help for
a group of people from Latin Amecrica,
Indonesia and Palestine who have been
victims of torture. Of the other members
of the Guildford Four, he still sees Paddy
Armstrong, now marricd with a child, on
visits to Dublin, while Carole Richard-
son lives in England and Gerry Conlon
‘is unfortunately not doing well. He has
psychological problems and stuff like that.’

Hill says he realises ‘it is not a very
hip time to be engaged in human rights,
specifically for Australians, after the
atrocity in Bali and after September 11.
But what we must not do when these
things happen is crode the fundamental
basic human rights that apply to us all.’
Such rights ought to ¢xtend to suspeeted
terrorists currently being held outside
the US, beyond the protection of those
rights applicable to prisoners in Amcrica,
he says. It includes other alleged al
Qacda prisoners held at Camp X-Ray
at Guantanamo Bay, such as Australian
David Hicks and several British citizens.
‘As far as I am concerned, there are no
boundaries with human rights. There is
no colour with human rights. There is no
difference with creed.’

Andra Jackson is a journalist with The
Age and appears with permission.
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African solutions

A hony Ham says that despite goc | intentions,
1e West continues to misunderstand Africa

NTERNATIONAL OPINION outside Africa
is united against the brutal regime of
Zimbabwe’s president Robert Mugabe.
Since Mugabe lost a referendum on con-
stitutional change in 2000—a refer Jum
that, if successful, would have granted him
sweeping new powers and permitte  him
a further two terms in office—Zimbabwe
has been one of the worst places on earth
to live. It has been witness to forced land
scizures and vigilante and systematic gov-
ernment persecution of all opposition.
One of Africa’s most promising econoimies
has been reduced to near-destitution.

Zimbabwe has become something of
a cause célebre in the (Western) interna-
tional community. Sanctions have been
imposed and Great Britain, the European
Union and Australia have been at the
forefront of a very public campaign to
demand Mugabe’s removal. Nothing less
than regime change—the defining medium
of international political reform for the
new century—is deemed acceptable by
Mugabe’s opponents.

In the weeks surrounding e conflict
in Irag—a conflict that has left aqis
grateful to be rid of Saddam Hussein and
equally insistent that foreign forces should
leave its soil—Zir abwe slipped from
world headlines. Into the vacuum stepped
a troika of presidents: Olusegun Obasanjo
of Nigeria, Thabo Mbeki of South Africa
and Bakili Muluzu of Malawi, who vis-
ited Zimbabwe. The only solution capa-
ble of procuring enduring change, they
argued, must be one coming from within
Zimbabwe itself.

The talks were officially unsuccessful.
However, since the visit President Mugabe
has spoken publicly for the first time of
the need for a debate as to his successor.
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The Zimbabwean president agreed, again
for the first time, to hold direct talks
with Morgan Tsvangirai, leader of the
opposition Movement for Democratic
Change (MDC). The stumbling block was
Mugabe’s condition that the MDC first
recognise his legitimacy as president and
withdraw all pending legal cases challeng-
ing the deeply flawed elections of 2002.
The MDC refused and the three leaders
left Zimbabwe without an agreement.

Africa’s record on regime change has
indeed been deplorable—a series of coups
d’état, civil wars and sham elections.
African leaders have been steadfast in their
policy of refusing to intervene in the inter-
nal affairs of neighbours, at least + ere
intervention is merited on humanitarian
grounds. The now defunct Organisation
of African Unity (OAU)} was all about the
politics of solidarity—not with the people
of the continent but instead among largely
illegitimate leaders protected by policies
of non-intervention.

But the West has been equally culpable
in fostering poor governance in # ca.
Years of genocidal and otherwise destruc-
tive colonialism gave way to a cold-war
favouring of despots, mineral exploitation
yielding little benefit for Africans and an
enduring neglect in times of war.

And so it is that Africans—a people
with an almost universal sense of African
solidarity—bristle defensively whenever
the West lectures Africans on what’s best
for Africa. Writing in The Guardian on 6
May, Liz MacGregor acknowledged that:

Tsvangirai’s strength—his ability to mobi-
lise Western support—significantly weakens
his position on his own continent. It has
enabled Mugabe to paint the international

campaign against him as a bid by Britain
to protect the white farmers whose land
he seized ... He has branded the MDC as
a foreign body manip ted by Britain,
and the MDC has played into his bands by
cultivating white constituencies abroad
while publicly criticising African leaders.

In a similar vein Dr Eddy Maloka,
head of the Africa Institute in Pretoria,
expressed concern that ‘the MDC should
have read that Britain and Australia’s
concern about Zimbabwe was percecived
as being concern for British expatriates.
They have mismanaged the situation and
alienated themselves from the continent.’

Across Africa, it is widely accepted
that Mugabe is a brutal leader. But such
matters are considered secondary to the
fact that prior to the policy of land reform,
the white citizens of Zimbabwe (just
one per cent of the population) owned
two thirds of the country’s arable land.
Mugabe’s thumbing his nose at Great
Britain—the original architeet of unequal
land distribution in its former colonies—
won him grudging but widespread support
across the African continent. At the same
time, the MDC'’s refusal to consider the
offer brokered by the three African presi-
dents (John Howard was quietly omitted
from the travelling p: -, despite being
the third member of the Comm
wealth’s committee on Zimbabwel, and
Tsvangirai’s decision to appeal instcad
to Rhodes ; former colonial master,
lost the MDC many African  ends. If
nothing else, many Africans believe that
the MDC must allow this ageing hero of
the Rhodesian/Zimbabwean liberation
struggle to step down w 1 dignity.

There was much about the proposed









had rcad the contents of the envelope and
Ian McLachlan resigned.

Then in August 1995, the Royal
Commission found that the secret women'’s
business was fabricated. Over the next five
years there were debates in parliament
and a number of court cases. In 1999 there
was a settlement betwcen the Chapmans,
Westpac and the SA Government, and
work on the bridge began. It was opened
in 2000, the same year Justice Von Doussa
of the Federal Court sat to consider action
bought by thc¢ Chapmans. Its findings
criticised the Royal Commission—but
although Justice Von Doussa found
against the Chapmans in entirety, he also
found that ‘any future atcempt by forensic
process to establish the existence or non-
existence of the knowledge |of secret
women’s business] as part of genuine
Aboriginal tradition will be fraught with
difficulty’. So after years of wrangling, the
major outcome besides the actual bridge
is a very high cost: in personal pain to all

the individuals involved, and
in hard cash to the taxpayer.

-v -NHEN I BeGAN reading The Mceting of

the Waters T was hoping that, at last, here
would be an objective study of this very
controversial issuc. However, I rapidly
discovered where Simons stands. Parts of
her book are as polemical as the opinions
of the people involved. The Meeting of the
Waters is an unashamed apologia, for the
proponent women and their claims that if
the bridge was built it would have serious
consequences for Ngarrindjeri women,
becausc the island was special to them for
reasons they could not reveal. However
there is also some good objective writing
and the book represents four years of com-
prehensive research. It must also be taken
into account that it’s almost impossible to
be dispassionate about this subject.

The Hindmarsh Island Affair is
not just a dispute about whether some
Aboriginal women fabricated a story
to stop the building of a bridge. There
is some validity in the author’s claim
that it’s at the heart of how we perceive
ourselves as a nation—and of what that
perception means for the day-to-day
experiences of Australians, black and
white, and from many other cultures and
races. The book forces us to look deeply at
our political and racial attitudes.

Should this book have been written?
The bitter wrangle has already been

the subject of a number of books, from
both sides of the Great Divide. There’s
been a Royal Commission, High Court
challenges, Federal Court judgments
and legal actions, inquirices, reports and
appeals. For necarly 15 ycars the media
has contributed screaming headlines
and front page splashes as well as serious
studies. Do we nced more? Undoubtedly
yes. The Meeting of the Waters has a
role to play in being able to look at such
an import topic with the privilege of
hindsight.

The book describes the progress of
the affair in great detail. It asks pertinent
questions about why some evidence was
overlooked or not acted on and, it claims,
sheds new light on the saga. It is well
annotated and includes a helpful time-line
and list of characters. The writing is refresh-
ing. It ranges from unashamedly romantic,
through chatty journalese, to taut factual
language. Simons’ wry throwaway lines not
only entertain, they usually cnlighten.
However, there is a noticcable variation in
the way Simons handles her material. Her
language becomes more or less pejorative
depending on whether she is dealing with
the proponent or dissident women.

Her research is basically thorough
but with occasional mistakes. She calls
Adelaide a city-state, and the majority
of South Australians who dwell in rural
arcas or provincial towns and citics would
agree. But she wrongly states ‘only the
iron triangle of industrial towns, the
Barossa and the Riverland have significant
populations’. She has consigned to oblivion
the entire South East and Mount Gambier,
which has the biggest population outside
Adelaide! Tasmanian readers will sympa-
thisc. On a more serious note, it’s always
a concern to find these simple crrors
because it suggests there may be more
serious ones.

For those interested in Aboriginal
culture and politics, The Meeting of the
Waters is worth reading for its compre-
hensive coverage. But despite Simons’
conclusions, the critical reader will realise
that there are still far more questions than
there are answers.

Pam O’Connor lives in the South East of
South Australia and writes regional and
community history. She has assisted a
Ngarrindjeri woman to write her life story
and is currently working with the SE
Nungas Community Organisation.

IN oY OF OUN ANKESTORS
WHO wERS SHOT AND BURNT NeEre

RLT

= HE WORLD EVOKED by Peter Gebhardt’s
poems is onc of elemental forces—
rain, rock and sca. A land of red carth
peppered with the bleached bones of a
black- nnedpeople. The bones introduce
a human dimension to the terrain. We
experience the landscape as infused
with mortality and history, dreams and
memory.

The use of poetry to convey to white
Australians the full impact of colonisa-
tion upon the land’s original inhabitants
is extremely potent. These poems are an
attempt to use the language of the invad-
ers to challenge the received knowledge
of that group. Firstly, by speaking bluntly
about the death and marginalisation that
accompanied European scttlement. And
more radically, by using a new art form
to transport the black experience to the
wider Australian community—as music
and painting have done.

Peter Gebhardt’s language allows an
emotional response to the enormous
dry continent that we call home, and
confronts us with the ugly truth of its
recent past. The combined effect is to alter
our understanding of both.

Like the poet-advocates, the ‘speech
fighters’ of the Torres Strait Islands, Peter
Gebhardt is using language as a catalyst
for change. Drawing on his experience
as a student, teacher and judge, he offers
his response as a poet to the ongoing
reconciliation dcbate. This is not a com-
fortable read. But it is a stimulating and
challenging one. —Steve Gome

Through the generosity of the author,
all proceeds from rthe sale of this book
will be used to assist Indigenous
scholars at Trinity College. Available
through Development Office, Trinity
College, Royal Pde, Parkville VIC 3052,
$39.95, plus $§5 pedh. Tel 03 9348 7116,
www.trinity.unimelb.edu.au.
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Finding common grounc

Community Development projects can make a difference

=

- HEFEDERAL LABOR Party is taking its
first tentative steps away from the more
extreme clements of the Howard govern-
ment’s economic fundamentalism. One
of the influences has been the electoral
successes of state Labor governments.
The lessons are not that complicated.
Australians still want to live in a country
where the water is drinkable; community
services, health care and public transport
are accessible and rcliable; and schools
and universities arc sufficiently affordable
to provide ground for optimism about the
future of their children and grandchildren.
Australians want to live in reasonably
friendly, reasonably safc, rcasonably sup-
portive communities. This last expectation
may also help explain the resurgence of
intcrest by state and local governments
in a diversc array of initiatives under the
broad banner of building, strengthening
and engaging local communities.

The goals and strategies of ‘community
building’, or ‘community dcvelopment” as
it was more commonly known 30 years
ago, arc far from new and continuc to raise
questions. There is an understandable
suspicion that ‘community building’ is
just a smokescreen, obscuring underlying
structural incqualitics and conflicts. No
government looks forward to making hard
decisions about the redistribution of, and
public investment in, health, education
and community scrvices. And inviting a
few local community leaders to comment
on such decisions does not constitute
community engagement.

There are many ongoing experiments
in community c¢ngagement that appear to
be making a diffcrence where it counts,
although all are still in their carly days. In
Victoria, the Wendouree West Neighbour-
hood Rencwal program, the Aboriginal
Justice Agreement implementation strat-
cgy and the Glenelg Hopkins Catchment
Management Authority are three such
cxamples. These may serve to illustrate
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some of the benefits and limitations of
community development projccts.

Wendouree West Neighbourhood Renewal:
‘Everybody here will want to be here.”

Wendource West was established as a
public housing estate on the western edge
of Ballarat in 1950 and now has a popula-
tion of 2500. This is certainly not a slum:
its layout and appearance arc textbook
Housing Commission-styled suburbia in
a semi-rural sctting. However poverty,
unemployment and crime have been
rubbing shoulders with the problems of
limited access to health and education
services, and to mainstream Ballarat life,
since the late 1960s.

For this reason, Wendouree West has
been one of the priority sites for the Victo-
rian government’s Neighbourhood Renewal
program designed to use community-build-
ing strategies to narrow the gap between
the most disadvantaged neighbourhoods in
Victoria and the rest of the state.

Faye Macintosh has been resident in
Wendouree West since the 1960s, and has
been involved in numerous community
initiatives and neighbourhood groups over
many years. As a member of the Wendourcc
West Residents Group she sees a genu-
ine difference between older methods of
community consultation and the present
Ncighbourhood Rencwal  project: ‘We
weren't told, we were listened to—we were
asked what we thought, what we felt!/

Her colleaguc in the Residents Group,
John Boers, is also cager to promote the
value of community involvement, while
stressing the difficulty that he and others
had in mastering the conferral process.
‘When I joined I thought, “Why aren’t they
just doing this? What's all this yabber,
yabber, vyabber for two hours every
weelk?” But I only can get something off
the ground now because they did that
groundwork and did it properly, corrcctly
and legally and everything clse that most

of us hate. . :ky for us they had enough
gumption to keep going and get it right, so
we can get things going!’

Onc of the first lessons of the Wendou-
ree West initiative is that practical, visible
improvements are the key to creating
faith in the process within the commu-
nity. John says that when he joined the
Residents Group, ‘a lot of people said to
me, “You're an idiot because nothing is
going to happen”. People arc actually start-
ing to change that |view| because they're
actually starting to sce things happen.’

A community-run survey of residents
provided an important mechanism for build-
ing trust and identifying local concerns. The
results of the survey also demonstrated the
extent of people’s loncliness and isolation.
Kevin Waugh, one of the community survey
organiscrs, notes his surprise and alarm at
the stories of loneliness and loss that came
up in the survey process, and at the wide-
spread desire for contact and conversation.,
For many local residents, participation in
the survey was less important than simply
being listened to.

Other organisations have had to become
comfortable with the new community
consultation model. Uniting Care, under
the guidance of Cliff Barclay, bought
into the Wendouree West cexperiment
last year when the group purchased four
‘dead’ shops in a central location in the
arca. Community consultation on the
shopping strip challenged Uniting Care’s
initial assumptions about the best use
for the shops. ‘They said to us that they
didn't want a food bank,” says Barclay,
equivocally, ‘even though we think from
our experience that would go down quite
well there. But they wanted a mini-mart.
So we came up with a plan that combined
those two things. We can sell some stuff,
also we can have free stuff for people to
take.” Other proposals are a white goods
repair facility, pr  ling a c«
local enterprise and training; a coffee







from other nationalities and so forth but
the Aboriginal kids got the brunt of the
blame for it. So the community decided,

mo

“"We've got a practical way of fixing it”.

Volunteer drivers patrol the streets of
Shepparton on Friday and Saturday nights
returning local kids to their homes. Police
co-operate in the program by alerting the
patrol to the whercabouts of teenagers
who ‘need to be picked up’. Patrol staff
say that the young people they deal with
respond positively to their presence  dto
the service. In the first six months ot the
program, arrests of young Kooris de  ned
by almost 40 per cent.

Both Kanoa and Mohamed have seen
situations where the traditional burcau-
cratic point of view has sought to re-estab-
lish itself—telling the Koori community
what todo, orattempting to solve problems
without consultation. Nevertheless, both
see the AJA process as a healthy start.

Mohamed cxplaing that historically,
Shepparton would only attract ‘the lower
level of burcaucrats’ who have little
decision-making authority. Under the AJA
the Indigenous community, local govern-
ment, police and other stakeholders have
been impressed with the importance the
state government has placed on the ini-
tiative. Now Mohamed finds himself with
‘the Department of Justice and the senior
people there, sitting around a table lis-
tening to a community Chairperson like
mysclf, listening to what the real needs
are. It’s a little bit unusual for the com-
munity. In the past two years it’s been a
fairly steep learning curve and things have
happened which we probably never
thought we werc able to achieve leading up
to the AJA Dbefore it started. I'm positive. I
reckon it’s a step in the right direction for
the way communities communicate and
how government departments hear what
the community is doing.’

Glenelg Hopkins Catchment Management
Authority: ‘The community is the vital
player.’

Catchment Management Authorities—
such as the Glenclg Hopkins CMA in
western Victoria—have grown out of the
more traditionally bureaucratic Catchment
and Land Protection boards as an uni  1ely
Australian approach to engaging local citi-
zens and communities in the sustainable
management of local water resources and
catchments.
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According to Colin Dunkley, CEO
of the Glenelg Hopkins CMA, the shift
towards community engagement has been
significant. Colin was involved in writing
the first regional catchment strategy for
the area. He says the difficulty was that
the strategy came first, and the commu-
nity was only invited to participate in
implementing the plan; in other words, to
do the work.

‘Tt’s almost the opposite now, the com-
munity is the vital player and we’re asking
the community to look at the threats, iden-
tify and value the assets available. Let’s try
and get [the| community, in a co-ordinated
way, to help us solve the problems.’

Dunkley says that community mem-
bers can now work to cffcet change in
resource management in the region. There
is growing interest in addressing long-term
environmental challenges through organi-
sations such as the South West Sustainabil-
ity Network. However, the most effective
starting points for getting involved often
come from success in addressing imme-
diate concerns affecting the daily life of
communities, and in promotional and
community-based group activities that
highlight the issues, as much as directly
working to solve problems.

‘We've got an issuc of carp in Rocklands
Reservoir. There was a meeting here this
morning with a whole range of people: the
angling community, local tourist opera-
tors, others that have concern about carp
in the river. We organised thc mecting
and we brought the NRE (Department
of Natural Resources and Environment)
specialists into the office and spoke to
them. So that facilitation process is one of
our important roles. The outcome was that
the community will have a day where they
will actually have a ‘fish-off’ and try and
simply reduce the numbers [of carp]. They
understand they’re not going to get rid of
the carp in Rocklands Reservoir, but it will
promote awareness, it will get rid of a few
fish, and it will be the community doing
something that they’ll see as positive.’

According to Dunkley, community
engagement in natural resources and
sustainability means tapping into an exist-
ing spirit of innovation and a pool of  as
and marrying this with local leadership.
‘People talk about innovation—there’s
no shortage of innovation, there’s always
ideas. It's grasping them and pursuing them
and taking them through to action which

is the difficulty and so that’s where lead
can be really valuable in small towns.’

Community engagement: First steps on a
long journey?

Cautious optimism, a willingness to keep
learning and the importance of turn:
rhetoric into reality arc the common
thread in these stories.

In all three cases, enthusiastic support
for a more respectful cengagement with
citizens in the decisions affecting their
lives is tempered by a healthy scepticism.
People are properly suspicious of token
involvement. They are also aware that
small transfers of power and responsibil-
ity to the community may be withdrawn
with the next shift of the political and
bureaucratic wind.

In each instance it is clear that pco-
ple will only start to take the rhetoric of
community building and community
engagement seriously when they sec
cvidence that it delivers real and lasting
improvemer  to their lives. Community
building and community engagement
can be valuable processes and are pa
worth pursuing. But such efforts are no
substitute for long-term  vestment in the
core public infrastructure such as schools,
hospitals, health centres, housing, trans-
port, parks and meeting places. Such
institutions -ovide real foundations for
resilient and healthy communities.

Twenty years ago Martin Mowbray
and Lois Bryson wrote a famous and
influential article called ‘Community:
The Spray-on Solution’. It was in response¢
to the sometimes overblown claims for
community development as a public pol-
icy cure-all. Then, as now, ‘community’
was easily criticised as a buzzword tl
meant any number of things—all ot
them positive. Similar caution is neces-
sary in judging the next generation of
such experiments. But in a world—and a
country—short on alternative directions,
it’s important to learn from any examples
of governments taking even the most
tentative of steps away from free-marker
fundamentalism.

Professor John Wiseman is a Professorial
Fellow in Community and Public Policy
at Victoria University. Dr David Nichols
is a researcher at Victoria University and
research fe. w at Deakin University’s
Cultural Heritage Centre for Asia and the
Pacific.
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The qucstion mark

Experiencing death in the midst of

SEE THIS SWELLING HERE, the left

half of the globe is being pushed up against
that side of the skull by the bleeding.” The
surgeon was twirling his pencil around a
sketch of Dom’s brain. Dominic was an
uncle. “We would go in here, and put in a
drain to get the blood out. This is pretty
standard, it’s what we normally do.’

Behind us, in casualty, parked in a
station surrounded by machines, Dom
was writhing, twitching, unconscious.
He had always been so welcoming and
amiable. It was a wrenching sight. He had
fallen in his bathroom that morning and
detcriorated during the day.

‘Sure,’ said the brother who had come
on behalf of Dom’s Order. I was not so sure,
but rationalised: ‘The brother probably had
the legal right to decide. Dom probably
wouldn’t survive the surgery, so what had
we to lose? He would go that night, with
it or without it.’

Playing for time to think, I asked, ‘Can
you decide by yourself, or do you need to
check with someone?’

‘No,” he said. ‘I can sign.’

Casualty was worse than usual: they
were renovating, it was half its normal
size, noisy and messy. The people, though,
were poor, ugly and squabbling—that was
usual.

They got rcady to wheel him to the
theatre. It was time to go. The brother
stood a foot from the bed and did not
touch him. He peered at him. Therc was
no cvident emotion. Dom had been in this
all-male religious Order for 60 years, as if
in a family, and still the bonds had not
softened into touch.

Angry—about a lot of things—I made
sure I kissed Dom on his prickly sweaty
forchead in front of the brother.

I was rung the next morning. Dom
had made it to intensive care. He had
a dedicated nurse, the cheerful Delia,
who managed all his machines. She was

trying to get pregnant. In her loud, nasally
Australian voice she negotiated over the
phone with her husband and doctor about
whether this was a good day or not to
malke love.

Despite her tly-swatting voice, Dom
writhed, unconscious for 36 hours. The
longer he was unconscious, the more I
regretted the decision to do the operation.
The chance was that if he did regain
consciousness he would have brain damage
from all the internal bleeding his fall had
causced.

The surgery had left him with a giant
question mark traced out in steel staples,
which began up above his eyebrows on
the crown of his head, curved towards

the back and then swung down
under his left car to his neck.

HE was 80 Now and had joined the

Servants of Christ over 60 years ago. He
was the seventh boy in a row born to a
poor northern suburbs family of devout
Catholics. I often saw him in black-and-
white Depression-era photos with all his
brothers, trussed in ill-fitting suits and ties,
just as they were trussed in their poverty,
family and Catholicism. They all looked
shrewd, compctitive, encergetic, independ-
ent and a bit feral. Their cra scemed to have
little connection with ours but it was only
a decade or two before T was born. I know
now how little decades mean. They were
taught Latin. It was a way of yoking them
to an international and ancient autocracy,
incongruous with the lanes, crecks and
cricket paddocks they haunted. Their
parents were stoical, resilient, not given to
indulgence or affirmation. What peasants
can afford such luxuries?

During his decades of teaching Dom
ran a small business on the side. He made
rosary beads and gave them out with
medals to the boys. Corny and cccentric
it might have scemed, but because it was

fe

Dom they would take them and love him.
Everyone loved his impish charm and
good humour, especially the mothers in
the tuckshops of the various schools in
which he taught. He had survived into
the late '90s, still coaching boys who were
struggling.

May was Mary’s month and cach year
Dom would have the boys build an altar
to the Virgin. The centrepiece would be
a large statuc of the woman, dressed in
blue, white streams of lace tlowing from
her hands, and tlowers, blue and white,
and lemon wax candles. There were,
in the pictures 1 saw, curlicued paper
banners pinned to the blue curtain at the
back. They rcad: Mother of God, Queen of
Heaven, Comforter of the Afflicted and
Mystical Rose. It was the high watermark
of both the cults of Mary and of Com-
munism. Mary was standing on a snake
that represented the latter. Dom joined
organisations dedicated to Mary and the
usc of her powers. She seemed to be the
devotion of his life.

[ don’t know if there is any truth in the
rumour but it had been said that before
Dom left for the seminary he was keen
on a young woman from the parish, also
called Mary. She was my mother. When
we got to the hospital bed where she was
alrcady yellowing, Dom was there, saying
his rosary. Now I was at his bedside.

Eventually he did regain conscious-
ness. During the two or three days that
followed, Dom did not ask for his beads
and neither prayer, nor Mary, nor God
scemed to cross his mind. Nurses came to
his bed regularly to test his neurological
function. ‘Can you squecze my finger,
Dom?’ they would ask. Each time, his
whole body jerked and a beatific smile
spread across his face, giving and receiv-
ing. He was thoroughly charming and
unashamed in his delight. The other time
he blossomed was when a nephew brought
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An Australian slave trade

The trafficking of women hig lights the consequences of the government’s
policy on illegal immigration

MMIGRATION MINISTER Philip Ruddock recently
announced that the federal government is commit-
ted to combating the crime of trafficking for sexual
slavery, where women are brought to Australia
against their will and used as sex slaves. The
minister’s comments were long on rhetoric and short
on practical details and commitment. It seems the
minister is more concerned with damage control,
following public horror at revelations that there are
trafficked women in Australia.

Trafficking for sexual slavery is a serious crime
against humanity. The government’s commitment to
addressing this human rights disaster is a good first
step, but until concrete measures are introduced to
protect and assist the victims of trafficking and to
prosecute those responsible, there is little cause for
excitement at the minister’s announcement.

In April this year, the New South Wales Deputy
State Coroner, Carl Milovanovich, handed down his
findings in relation to the inquest into the death of a
trafficked woman in Villawood Immigration Deten-
tion Centre. The Coroner’s case showed that despite
Ms Puongtong Simaplee revealing to a Department
of Immigration and Multicultural and Indigenous
Affairs ([DIMIA) Compliance Officer that she was
the victim of sexual slavery, she was incarcerated
in the Villawood Immigration Detention Centre,
where she died three days later as a result of heroin
withdrawal and medical mismanagement. The Cor-
oner found that aspects of the medical treatment of
Ms Simaplee were inadequate, inappropriate and
below the standard expected.

Both DIMIA and Australasian Correctional
Management (ACM)—who operate Australia’s deten-
tion centres—failed Ms Simaplee. There are obvious
and simple measures that should have been taken
to assist and protect her. Until the government and
its private detention centre operators take such
measures to assist trafficked women, any claims to
be addressing the issue are hollow.

Appropriate treatment of the victims of trafficking
includes putting them in touch with agencies that
have expertise about the needs of trafficked women
and providing them with lawyers who can advise
them of their rights. In addition, both DIMIA and
ACM staff should be trained specifically to identify

trafficking issues an to respond appropriately when
someone reveals they have been trafficked. Trafficked
women suffer from complex psychological and health
issues that require careful and informed treatment.

Bridging visas need to be available to victims
of trafficking so that these victims arc not kept in
detention centres, where experiences of powerless-
ness and abuse can only be exacerbated. The policy
and conditions of mandatory detention contributed
to Ms Simaplee’s death and threaten the lives of
many other trafficked women. It needs to be easier
for those who allege they have been trafficked to
obtain criminal justice visas and witness protection,
so that they can safely remain in Australia at least
for the time it takes the federal police to investigate
their stories.

Brothels should be scrutinised by state and
federal police so that the crime rings behind people-
trafficking are eradicated and illegal brothels are shut
down. The Commonwealth legislation that makes
trafficking a crime should be strengthened in order
to prosecute traffickers. Organisations that have
worked to establish access to imprisoned sex workers
nced better funding, so they can assist more women
to escape.

It will be interesting to see exactly how the
government plans to address trafficking for sex-
ual slavery. After considering the evidence about
Ms Simaplee’s death, Coroner Carl Milovanovich
recommended that DIMIA and ACM should consider
working with other organisations to provide appro-
priate medical, community and translator services to
women who have been identified as possible victims
of trafficking. The UN Trafficking Protocol {to which
Australia is a signatory) requires the government to
take measures to protect victims of trafficking. The
tragic death of Ms Simaplee demonstrates what can
happen when such obligations are neglected.

Minister Ruddock frequently refers to his
commitment to the human rights principles embed-
ded in the philosophy of Amnesty International. Her=
is an opportunity to display this commitment.

Georgina Costello is a Melbourne-based lawyer and

a fellow at OzProspect, a non-partisan public policy
thinktank.
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AMLET 1S THE premier play of
English-language theatre, not because it’s
Shakespeare’s greatest tragedy but because
any classical actor worth his salt has the
chance to shine in it. The title role is so
open to interpretation that the actor can,
if not quite play himself, at least exhibit
his natural gifts without violating the
characterisation.

So it was that Olivier’s first stage
Han t was described by James Agate as
the finest performance he had cver scen.
Gielgud’s recordings suggest a Hamlet
of lingering, meditative intensity and a
wonderful glinting gift for high comedy.
Scoficld was pensive and uncertain, star-
ing into an abyss. Richard Burton made
the verse a weapon of his will and the
comedy was like swordplay.

Derek Jacobi was the last big-time Brit-
ish actor to tour this country in the part,
a couple of decades ago. But local Hamlets
have cut their swathes: Robert Menzies,
and morc recently Richard Roxburgh, who
had Cate Blanchett as his Ophelia and
Geoffrey Rush as his Horatio.

Hamlet is not like Lear, in which only
an actor or two every generation comes
within cooce of the role. A new Hamlet
need not worry about the looming memory
of a Scofield or a Paul Robeson, a Jamecs
Earl Jones or a Scan Connery. He can sim-
ply become one morc bewildering clement,
in a play about the riddle of selfhood.

A histrionic prince who treats the
world as his mirror and his rchearsal space,
Hamlet has to imagine himsclf before he
can find himself as an actor. The mask of
the comedian and the mask of the mag-
netic actor, the prince of sclf-possession,
derive their power from the fact that
Hamlcet is stecped in a desolation he
cannot understand.

In his new production for the Bell
Shakespeare Company, John Bell gives
the role to Leon Ford—a young actor who
plays the Prince as very young, looking
like a homeboy, a nerd or some very con-
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temporary incarnation of alienated youth.

You can’t object to the trappings of
the conception. But Ford plays Hamlet
as a kind of goblin boy, all cartoon hair
and creepy, ethercal voice. In a slightly
alarming way, the language is neither an
approximation to standard English—the
sort of high Australian Mel Gibson used
—nor ordinary middle Australian. Instcad,
he uses a weird impacted voice that owes
something to Bell’s own sub-Olivier man-
nerisms—the  terrier-like  barking  and
nipping round Shakespcare’s words—but
nothing to his technique or mastery of
the verse.

The upshot is a thwarted perform-
ance. It’s not naturalistic but it doesn’t
have a mastery of traditional style cither.
Ford takes the idea of Shakespeare (or the
precedent of Bell) as the pretext for playing
Hamlet as an oddball, contemporary gar-
goyle. Parts of it are donc well. Ford can
hurl out Hamlet’s quips and give them
a ftlattened, cagey nerviness that trans-
lates their savagery into a contemporary
vocal idiom. But the overall effect is of a
tunny little cartoon, at once artless and
sclf-conscious.

Christopher Stollery, in his day a dis-
tinctive Hamlet for Bell, plays Claudius
with a nasal Australian drawl that cuts
against the verse. He looks like a night-
club owncr, but very self-possessed, and
the performance has a natural authority
of its own.

On the other hand, Linda Cropper has
the right kind of Shakespearean manner as
the Qucen, but fails to make much of the
part. There is not enough presence, in this
somewhat thankless role, to get Cropper
over the hurdle of the Queen’s vapid early
statements, and she doesn’t make enough
of the closet scene to compensate. Nor
does Bell’s dircction do much to help her.

Robert Alexander as Polonius makes
rather more of this prime ham role. The
natural fall of the lines is preserved and he
belts out the jokes more or less effectively.

It is a sound traditional characterisation,
but without much to hone or highlight it.

Ophelia, in Anna Torv’s interpreta-
tion, falls between two stools. She intones
drama schoolishly—which can be a relict
in a Bell production, where cverything
can sound like Brecht in alliance with the
more desperate side ot Kings Cross. But
although she is a ‘traditional’” Ophclia,
it’s not the tradition of speaking the verse
‘on the note’—and finding the character
through that. This is a porcelain cliche
imperfectly exccuted.

I'm not sure if one should be bemused
or relieved that a man of Bille Brown's tal-
cnts is to be found as the Ghost, the First
Player and the Gravedigger. He is less of a
delight than he might be because his Mar-
lovian Ghost, in a blanket of stage smoke,
has something Gilbert and Sullivan-like
about it. His Player is artfully painted but
has allits skill underlined by the craftsman,
and his Gravedigger is a matter of what
the Gravedigger can do for Bille Brown

rather than what Bille Brown
can do for the Gravedigger.
IHIS’ PRODUCTION  HAS

praiscd in ways that suggest a lot of peaple
no longer ‘get’” Shakespeare or have for-
gotten the kinds of directorial and acting
skills that arc required. John Bell should
concentrate on  cquipping his  younger
actors with a mastery of Shakespeare’s
language. He might also pull back his old
hands so they are not simply hoist on the
petard of their own technique.

The production does have a certain
clarity of outline. It gets from A to B with-
out fuss. The young audience in whose
company | saw it grected it with intelligent
enthusiasm—laughing at the jokes, rather
than inappropriately—in a way that put
most first-night establishment audienrees
to shame.

been over-

__ter Craven is the cditor of Quarterly
Essay and Best Australian Essays.
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Th 2 wild clift’s brink

June Saunders was a little-known Queensland poet with a wealth of potential

VERY SECOND-HAND book tells two
stories. The first is the story of the text.
The sccond is the story that the book tells.

A few months ago, I bought a box of
pre-war poetry books from a sccond-hand
dealer who couldn’t sell them on the
internet. ‘Dctective books do better,” he
said, ‘and mysteries.’

Onc of the books was Poems Old and
New, published in 1945 by the Brisbane
Catholic poet, Paul Grano. Inside the front
cover was a carbon copy typewritten man-
uscript poem called Gilded Day, by
Margaret Compton Saunders. It was
a pleasant enough work of its type,
about feeling sad on a sunny day.

At the bottom of the poem were the
words ‘June Saunders, Ipswich’.

Inside the back cover of the book
was another manuscript poem, this
time in pencil. It was by Paul Grano
himself and was entitled To a Young
Poet Drowned—in memoriam June
Saunders. Two weeks later, I chanced
upon a book of verse by another
minor poet, The Singing Tree published in
1941 by Paula Fitzgerald. The first poem
in the book was a sonnet called Grief—to
June Saunders.

At that point I really had no choice but
to try to discover her story. Fortunately,
cnough information exists about June
Saunders in the John Oxley Library, the
Queensland State Library, the University
of Queensland Fryer Library and a number
of private archives to piece together a
picture of her life. She was a schoolteacher,
poet, broadcaster, children’s writer, actor
and a member of both Brisbane’s Catholic
intelligentsia and its left-wing fringe. She
was 22 when she died—washed off the
rocks at Stradbroke Island, on New Year’s
Day, 1939.

What we know of her life shows us
a world that for talented young women
was at once more limited and more open
than it is now. What we don’t know of her
story leaves a lot of tantalising questions
unanswered.
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June Saunders born Margaret
Compton Saunders at Ipswich, Queens-
land on 3 June 1916. I don’t know why
she was called June, but I suspect it was
for the corny reason that she was born in
June and her mother was named May. She
was raised a Catholic {though in a letter she
notes ‘Dad, by the way, is not a Catholic’),
but was educated in the sccular environ-
ment of Ipswich Girls State School and Ips-
wich Girls Grammar School. She shone at
Ipswich Girls Grammar, editing her form’s

was

section of the school magazine, publishing
many poems and winning a number of aca-
demic awards. But she left school at 15 and
became a trainee teacher. By the age of 17,
she was in charge of a class of 30 Grade 3
children at her old primary school.

At about the time she started teach-
ing, one of her poems, Christmas Mass,
was published in the poctry column of
Brisbane’s Catholic Leader. It attracted
the attention of another minor poet, Mar-
tin Haley. Haley was 11 years older than
Saunders, but he was a Catholic and a
schoolteacher, so they had a lot in com-
mon. He wrote to her and thus began a
six-year correspondence. Haley’s side of
the correspondence secems to have been
lost. But Saunders’ side tells a wonderful
story of the life of a schoolmistress in
the 1930s: the rigours of school inspec-
tions, enormous class sizes (46 children in
the class was a good year, 60 a bad year),
and the excitement of training the school
swimming team.

During all of this time, her poetry
continued to develop. Gilded Day was
published in the now defunct Australian
Women's Mirror early in 1934. Saundecrs
was of coursc delighted by this. Writing
to Haley, she says, ‘I have always been
striving to reach a certain goal—the Mir-
ror’. But she knew that the Mirror was not
high literature—it was, after all, the first
Australian magazine to serialise Lee Falk’s
The Phantom. She wrote: ‘the Mirror is
simply “the beginning of things”. It is a

stepping stone to higher realms.’
Unfortunately, with the excep-
tion of The Bulletin’s Red Page.
there were no ‘higher realms’ for a
young female Queensland poet of
the 1930s, as there were no accessi-
ble literary magazines. So, like any
young poct, she got herself pub-
lished wherever she could. In 1936,
another of her poems (appropri-
ately called Phantom) appeared in
the Woinen’s Mirror. She was also
published in the Brisbane Courier,
the Toowoomba Chronicle, two special-
ist Catholic publications—the Risen Sun
and the Southwellian—and, for a number
of years after she left school, in the Ips-
wich Girls Grammar magazine. One of
her poems won first prize at the

I 1936 Queensland Eisteddfod.

N 1939, her poems were collected and
published in a memorial volume called
June, edited by Martin Haley. It’s a mixed
collection, containing a good deal of juve-
nilia, some light verse, some unfinished
pieces and a .mber of more substantial
works.

Throughout almost all of the poems,
though, there is a kind of shadowy unhap-
piness—perhaps a kind of adolescent wish
to be other than she was. In Child Ghost,
written when she was 17 or 18, she sees:

The ghost of the child with grave grey
eyes and dark, wind-tangled hair
Who wanders down to the wild clitf’s



brink and lingers a while to stare

At the slender shred of a lost white moon
in the hot, blue summer sky,

And the flash of a floating, spray-wet
plume as the gulls go drifting by ...

As Saunders matured, she began to
show a real originality of theme. Her only
anthology piece, Doomed—published in
the 1946 Angus and Robertson collection
Poets of Australia—is about a woman
body surfer. Other female poets of about
that time—Elizabeth Riddell (Life Saver)
and Judith Wright (The Surfer) have writ-
ten about men surfing—and Kenneth
Slessor {in She Shoots to Conquer) wrote
a light piece about a woman surfer, but
Doomed is the only poem of its time
that I know by a woman about a woman
surfing.

Her most ambitious poem, Tinsel,
written in 1938, shows her ambivalence
about ‘getting up a party for the Varsity
Ball’ (a topic of which she writes more
fondly in her letters):

To me the brilliant lights,

The heated air, the glasses, and the frocks
Are glittering so brightly that it seems
Incredible the little girl T hide

Within should not have warned me long
ago

That all this easy brilliance we display
Is tinsel ...

So here I sit among

The tinsel of the circus ring, and talk

In this clear, brittle voice, for I exchange
Tinsel for tinsel ...

It is a unique female take on the paro-
chial Brisbane version of the Bright Young
Things.

The book shows that her work was
certainly promising, probably nearly as
polished {and not nearly as affected) as,
say, Kenneth Slessor’'s work when he
was about that age. Ultimately, though,
she did not have the experience, nor the
external influences, to deliver fully on
her promise. Her education was limited,
as was her reading. Her favourite poets
were Rupert Brooke, Edna St Vincent
Millay, Francis Thompson and {towards
the end of her life) Lord Alfred Douglas.
There is no reference anywhere in her
correspondence to any major postwar
poet or even, as one might expect, to
Gerard Manley Hopkins.

I can’t help thinking that a good [or
even a bad) university education, or the

influence of a single major artistic figure,
could have fixed all of this for her.
Instead, Saunders became a member of a
group called The Catholic Poetry Society.
Its name may have sounded grand, but
Martin Haley, the secretary, kept the
minutes and accounts in a single bat-
tered coverless exercise book. Its mem-
bers included Grano, Haley and other
forgotten Queensland poets of the period.
They seem to have met every month or
so, and commented quite vigorously on
each other’s work. But the absence of
any liberating influence—at one meet-
ing one member nominated C.J. Dennis
as his favourite poet—meant that their
criticisms must have perpetuated
each other’s limitations.

DESPITE THE narrowness of her

upbringing, education and society, Saun-
ders had opportunities that would prob-
ably not be open to her now. In 1936, she
was aske to write and present a chil-
dren’s session at the then Ipswich-based
radio station 4IP. She successfully ran the
session,  radcasting live to air once or
twice a week, until April 1938.

At about the time she started broad-
casting, > became active in amateur
theatre, beginning with the Ipswich Girls
Grammar Old Girls Association Theatre
Company and moving on to the Ipswich
Repertory Company. In 1938, she joined
the Brisbane-based left-wing theatre
company, the Unity Theatre Group. Her
last role was as a female lead in a sta-
ple play of 1930s radical theatre groups,
Waiting for Leftie, which is about ‘big
shot money men’, who make ‘suckers
of the workers’. It ends with the ‘work-
ers of the world’ striking to ‘make a new
world’. Did she believe in the cause?
Perhaps she did. Perhaps she just wanted
to be on the stage.

Saunders’ letters to Haley are coy. In
the early letters, she calls him ‘Mr Haley’.
Her father was obviously suspicious of
young men who wrote letters to teen-
age girls about poetry, and banned him
from giving her books as presents. After
a year or so, she begins to call him ‘Dear
Martin’ in her letters. Finally, after about
18 months correspondence, she contrives
to meet him, away from her parents,
at the cafeteria at Finney’s department
store in Brisbane. The next letter is again
addressed ‘Dear Mr Haley’, and from then
on she seems to introduce a new boy in

every letter. She writes of ‘perfect danc-
ing partners’ and boys who find her ‘most
interesting’ but there is no evidence that
she was particularly attached to anyone.

After spending Christmas with her
family in 1938, she travelled across to the
then remote location of Point Lookout
at Stradbroke Island to join other mem-
bers of the Unity Theatre Company on
a camping holiday. At about 1.30am, on
New Year’s Day 1939, after a N Year’s
Eve party, she and four other members of
the group walked along the cliff in front of
Point Lookout, intending to climb down
to find out what was causing a ‘phospho-
rescent glow’ on the sea.

One of the party, Miss Edith Tighe of
Lutwyche, said her shoes were slippery
and did not follow them down the cliff.
No-one knows what really happened.
The body of Miss Veronica Connolly was
found washed up against the rocks the
next morning. The bodies of Saunders
and her two remaining companions, Blair
Benjamin and Harold Bradbury, were
never found.

So her work was cut short. The story
made the front page of all the local papers,
but bushfires in New South Wales and Don
Tallon’s wicketkeeping soon took over the
main news pages. Her death brought an
outpouring of memorial odes from the
Catholic Poetry Society, from Trevor
Hillard of the Unity Theatre Group, and
individual efforts from Paul Grano, Paula
Fitzgerald and of course Martin Haley.
Six or seven years later, a memorial story
appeared in the student paper Barjai, and
her poems received a brief mention in
an unpublished masters thesis from the
1980s. Apart from that, she now seems
almost completely forgotten.

There my research ended, but with
many unanswered questions: about her
relationship with Haley, whether she
was drunk when she fell, what became
of Miss Tighe—who, but for her slippery
shoes, would have drowned too—and why
June did all the things she did. In the end,
however, I didn’t really want to know too
much.

All this knowledge, and all these
unknowns, because of two manuscript
poems pasted into a book I bought for a
dollar. Second-hand bookshops may be
bad for your hay fever, but they are gond
for your soul.

Mark Carkeet is a Brisbane solicitor.
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Forgotten victims

NE DARK NIGHT during the Sec-
ond World War, an English police officer
waved down a speeding car. ‘The way
you're travelling, sir, you'll kill someone,’
he scolded the driver. ‘Young man’, came
the reply, ‘I kill thousands of people every
night!” The driver was Sir Arthur Harris,
the leader of RAF Bomber Command. It
was, of course, no idle boast. During the
war, Bomber Command dropped about 1
million tons of bombs on enemy territory,
attacked over 130 towns and cities, killed
more than 600,000 civilians, destroyed 3.5
million homes and left about 7.5 million
Germans homeless. The way that this
astonishing experience has been dealt
with in German thinking and literature is
at the heart of W.G. Sebald’s last book to
be published in English.

Sebald was born in Germany in 1944,
He taught German literature in English
universities from 1966 and was Professor
of European Literature at the University of
East Anglia when he was tragically killed
in a motor accident in 2001. Despite speak-
ing English well he wrote exclusively in
German. His acclaimed novels, especially
The Rings of Saturn and Austerlitz, are
well known to Anglophone readers.

On the Natural History of Destruction
is his first book of non-fiction to be pub-
lished in English. It first appeared in Ger-
many in 1999 and provoked considerable
debate. The German edition consisted of
two lectures and an afterword entitled ‘Air
War and Literature’ and an essay on the
writer Alfred Andersch. For the English
edition two further essays were added, on
Jean Améry and Peter Weiss.

It is, as Sebald says in the opening lines
of his first lecture on the air war, ‘hard to
form an even partly adequate idea of the

extent of the devastation suffered by the
cities of Germany in the last years of the
Second World War, still harder to think
about the horrors involved in that dev-
astation’. For Sebald, one of the cultural
mysteries of the 20th century is the fact
that, despite Germany suffering destruc-
tion on an unprecedented scale, the expe-
rience ‘seems to have left scarcely a trace
of pain behind in the collective conscious-
ness’. He observes that the experience of
being bombed flat ‘has been largely oblit-
erated from the retrospective understand-
ing of those affected, and it never played
any appreciable part in the discussion of
the internal constitution of our country’.

On Se¢  1d’s analysis it is not just Basil
Fawlty who lived by the rubric ‘Don't
mention the war'—so did the postwar
Germans. One explanation for this, he
believed, was that after the war the West
Germans refused to look backwards.
As their country had been burned and
smashed during the years 194245, so had
the prehistory of the Federal Republic of
Germany been obliterated with it. Qut of
the ashes and rubble the West Germans
were determined to build a brave new
world, acknowledging the Third Reich
as little as possible. Indeed, as Sebald
saw it, the destruction of German cities
lifted ‘the heavy burden of history’ from
the survivors who set about building the
‘economic miracle’.

Nonetheless, he said, the rebuilding
of Germany was powered by ‘a stream
of psychic energy’ which had not dried
up and which had its source in ‘the well-
kept secret of the corpses built into the
foundations of our state’. This secret, he
believed, »>und all Germans together in
the postwar years, and continued to do

so, ‘more closely than any positive goal
such as the realisation of democracy ever
could’.

Sebald was fascinated by the question
of why the literally awful experience of
the German people under the bombs had
made so little impression on German
literature since the war. As far as he was
concerned in 1997, when his lectures were
delivered in Zurich, the great German epic
of the war years remained to be written:
‘the unparalleled national humiliation felt
by millions in the last years of the war
had never really found verbal expression,
and those directly affected by the experi-
ence neither shared it with each other nor
passed it on to the next generation.’

He explained this in terms of German
writers who had experienced the war,
producing works marked by a false con-
sciousness ‘designed to consolidate the
extremely precarious position of writers in
a society that was morally almost entirely
discredited ... [The] redefinition of their
idea of themselves was a more urgent busi-
ness than depiction of the real conditions
surrounding them.” His essay on Alfred
Andersch provides one such example.

On the Natural History of Destruc-
tion invites us to contemplate the enor-
mity and horror of what was done to the
Germans, whether justifiably or not, by
focusing on the concrete details of a major
air raid: the firestorm created in Ham-
burg in July 1943. That experience was,
for many survivors, literally unspeakable
and maddening. Half-deranged women
carried the shrivelled, mummified bodies
of their children in suitcases onto trains.
The Hamburgers of 1943 were undoubt-
edly shocked and awed by the bombing
campaign.
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Why has no German written the great
novel of that time? Schald did not provide
a hard answer. Perhaps, as he suggested,
many Germans felt that their travails
were just retribution. Anthony Beevor's
Berlin: The Downfal 1945 tells the story
of a tramload of Berliners being crated
for their defeatist talk by a soldier who
warned ominously that Germany could
not afford to be defeated by the Red Army.
Because of what the Germans had done
in Russia, the soldier admonished them,
there would be no mercy shown if they
were beaten. The task of depicting the
German experience without implying a
moral equivalence with the Holocaust,
and with the murder of millions of other
victims in  German-occupied  Europe,
no doubt defeated the cream of German
litecrature. Gunther Grass’s new
Crabwalk—about the torpedoing of a Ger-
man hospital ship crammed with 10,000
refugees in the Baltic in 1945—may be a
partial answer to Sebald’s dilemma.

Schald’s companion cssays on Amcry
and Weiss also confront themes of torture,
cruclty, insensibility and remorse aris-
ing out of the Sccond World War. Amcry
worked in the Belgian Resistance, was tor-
tured by the Gestapo and survived Ausch-
witz. After the war he wrote extensively
on exile, resistance, torture and genocide.
His was, Sebald believed, an authentic
voice in a sea of comfortable denunciation
of the Third Reich by European writers in
the '60s. Peter Weiss, an artist and w - cr,
also received Sebald’s aceolade for finding
‘the requisite gravity of language for the
subject [of genocide]’. Sebald sees Weiss's
great work, Asthetik des Widerstands
{Aesthetics of Resistance), ‘not only as
the expression of an ephemeral wish for
redemption, but as an expression of the
will to be on the side of the victims at the
end of time’.

The essays and lectures hang together
extraordinarily well. In no sense does
Schald drop his moral guard and there is
a sensce of relentlessness in his determina-
tion to support a literature of authentic
mcemory and remorse. It only serves to

novel
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emphasise the gravity of the loss of this
fine writer and thinker.

On 20 January 1942, at a large villa set
in a shaded garden in the well-to-do Berlin
suburb of Wannsee, a tall, blonde secret
police officer called a mecting of 14 sen-
ior public servants and police officers to
order. Sipping cognac as they discussed
the agenda, they successfully formulated
their plans in a little under two hours.
They dispersed to put into operation the
Final Solution to the Jewish Question
in Europe. The chairman was Reinhard
Heydrich, the SS ruler of the ‘Protectorate’
of Bohemia and Moravia, also known as

‘The Butcher of Praguc’. His
assistant was Adolf Eichmann.

MERICAN HISTORIAN Christopher
Browning has noted that in carly 1942,
about 80 per cent of the eventual vie-
tims of the Holocaust were still alive.
By carly 1943 the proportions
exactly the opposite. The year 1942 was
one of the worst that humanity has yet
lived through. Mark Roseman’s pithy
and erudite study sets out to scrutinise
the evidence and to determine why the
mecting was called, what cxactly was
decided therc and by whom. 1t is a bril-
liant little picce of historical detective
work, a synoptic history of the decision to
wipe out the European Jews.

The minutes, or ‘protocol’ as it was
called in German, of the Wannsce Con-
ferenee were copied 30 times. At the
end of the Second World War, when the
Allies sought to piece together the his-
tory of the decision to kill the Jews, one
copy, Number 16, was found in captured
German documents. For the Nuremburg
prosecutors it crystallised the moment at
which the decision was taken. Historical
research, much of which is encapsulated
in this book, suggests that the Protocol may
not be cxactly what it seems. Roseman calls
it ‘a deeply mysterious document’.

The reason it is so deeply mysterious
is that Hitler did not attend the meeting,
and the group that did attend was not
senior cnough to take such a momen-
tous decision. No written order signed by
Hitler dirccting that the Jews of Europe
be climinated has ever been found. The
cvidence against Hitler in that regard is
indirect. Historians arguc that the tim-
ing is wrong. The mass murder of Russian
Jews had begun almost as soon as the Ger-
mans crosscd the borders in the summer

were

of 1941. Gassings of Jews had begun
Poland in C  ember 19: and a sccond
exterminatic  camp was in the course
of being built. So why was the Wannscce
mecting called?

The second big question asked by
Roscman is  ow on carth did they get
to that point:’ In his view, the weight
historical evidence shows that ‘in a cun-
ous feedback process ... the deed of mur-
der begat the idea of genocide as much as
the other way around’. The Germans he
started to murder Jews en masse in Rus-
sia and Poland in 1941. Roscman believes
that this led Hitler to make the decision
to cleansce first the Reich, then all Europe,
of Jews—sometime in the last quarter
of 1941, but most likely atter the USA
entered the war in December,

The men sitting around the confer-
ence table that cold day were not mercly
public servar . They were all educated
men, relatively youthful high-tlyers in the
burcaucracy and the SS-Police and, sig-
nificantly, virtually all were true believ-
ers—nonce more so than Heydrich himself.
He and Heinrich Himmler, the chief of the
SS, regarded themscelves as the vanguard of
a new judenfrei (Jew-free) Germany. They
apparently anticipated that muach of the
rest of the German burcaucracy would
resist moving to the Final Solution, it
for no other reason than that it would
concede turt to the SS in relation to ‘the
Jewish Question’.

Roseman’s analysis is that Heydrich's
purpose in calling the Wannsce Confer-
ence was to impose his {and Himmler's
and, discreetly, Hitler's! will upon the
civil scrvice. Eichmann reported during
his trial in Isracl that Heydrich was so
plcased with the compliance of the public
servants that he drank cognac and smoked
a cigar afterwards to celebrate.

Roseman’s little book is a valuable
addition to the copious literature of the
Third Reich. Some will argue with his
conclusions but the analysis is tair, cogent
and compelling and this makes it very
good history writing indecd. While it lacks
the originality of Christopher Browning's
Ordinary Men and Raul Hilberg's The
Destruction of the European [ews, for
readers seeking an introduction to the
subject of how the Germans became the
perpetrators of genocide there are few
better than this.

Hugh Dillon is a Sydncy magistrate.
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Remembering the life and talents of Richard Victor Hall, 1937-2003

YDNEY'S ST MARY’'S CATHEDRAL
was packed, the mourners an
engaging mix of the devout, the
uncertain, the religiously tepid
and the atheistic. Background,
vocation and style were also diverse.
There were the politicians, left, centre,
right, and of course Gough and family;
there were the authors, the pricsts, the critics,
the journalists (left, centre, right) and the academics;
there were those who looked as if they lived in suits
and ties and those who couldn’t wait to change out of
them. What drew all together in tribute and a shared
sense of loss was the remarkable man whose body
lay in the coffin and whose portrait by David Naseby
stood at the altar threshold, as compelling in repre-
sentation as its subject had been in life.

Richard Victor Hall is dead at the age of 65 and
a life profoundly shaped by its formation in Catholic
tradition has run its course. He was one of my oldest
friends. We had met as cadet journalists on the
Sydney afternoon newspapers described by John
Douglas Pringle as the two worst newspapers in
the world. It was probably true when he made his
comments in the 1950s, though that was before
Rupert Murdoch really hit his straps. We were
part-time Arts students at Sydney University and
helped found the Evening Students Association
where we saw ourselves exerting Catholic influence
against a vaguely sinister, and possibly imaginary,
Masonic force. We became a factor of some sort
[positive, I hope) in the Newman Society and worked
with the inspiring Catholic chaplain Roger Pryke whose
intellectual curiosity, enthusiasm, openness and lack of
pomposity made Catholicism seem exciting, fresh and
full of potential.

We edited the university magazine Hermes in
1959 and included a short story by Robert Hughes
and (I think) the first published poems of Les
Murray. We visited Ed Campion and Brian Johns
during their spell in the Springwood seminary and
talked theology, culture and current events. Our

Catholic contemporaries, as students,
included the philosopher Genevieve
Lloyd (who became Australia’s first
woman professor of philosophy), Bob
Vermeesch (later a legal academic),
John Woodward (later a judge)
and scores of others who became
influential in Australian life.

They were heady times to be a
fledgling ‘Catholic intellectual’ committed to
the life of the soul, the life of the mind and serv-
ice to the community. Largely because of Hall’s
adventurous spirit, we linked up with the key
figures in the ‘intellectual apostolate’ [(as it was
somewhat portentously known) located in the
University of Melbourne. In later years, Hall was
always thought of as a quintessentially Sydney
phenomenon, but he was born in Melbourne and
raised there for a time, and always moved easily
between the two cultures. The intellectual apostolate
was associated in Melbourne with such people as the
academic and poet Vincent Buckley, the philosophers
Bill Ginnane and Peter Wertheim, and many others
later to be prominent in public life.

This movement of ideas, much influenced in
different ways by Suhard, Congar, Cardijn, Dorothy
Day and Courtney Murray, took somewhat different
shapes in Sydney and Melbourne and had a great
influence on generations of Catholic students and
subsequent effects beyond the universities. In hind-
sight, it now seems to have been a trifle self-impor-
tant, a little claustrophobic, often distinctly sexist,
but nonetheless genuinely radical in its reformist
instincts with regard to the church and the relation of
faith to the secular world. Indeed, as a pre-Vatican 11
movement, many of its ideas and insights were more
radical and intellectually courageous than those later
propounded at the Council.

Although Dick Hall was a key figure in all
this, he quickly moved beyond the ivory tower.
He dropped out of his Arts degree after a few years
because, T suspect, he found the disciplines and
routines of university life too confining. He also
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wanted to change the world more directly than most
academics. He continued in journalism, but found his
true vocation as an ideas man in public life, especially
in and around the Australian Labor Party, and later as
an author. In some respects, the Whitlam years and
their aftermath saw Dick at his peak. The passion
for justice that was such a feature of his Catholic
formation had been accentuated by his experiences
growing up in the care of a single mother who had
been deserted by Dick’s father when he was very
young. At a time when single mothers had little
social support, Phyllis Hall suffered much to raisc
her son and send him to the Jesuit school St Aloysius.
Her struggles left her with many fears and neuroses
and she could never settle in - ¢ place. So Dick grew
up with the regular expectation that he would return
home after school or work to find he no longer
lived there. As a young adult, he solved the

problem by buy 3 a house for both
of them.

Hall was sccretary to Gough
Whitlam during the years that
Whitlam fought to make the
Labor Party a feasible candidate
for government. Then, with Labor in
power, he worked in Aboriginal Affairs
and in Sccondary Industry. He was a
founding member of the Australia Council’s Literature
Board and was instrumental in sctting up their fellow-
ship and grants scheme. He was a guiding light in the
establishment of the Public Lending Right that rewards
authors for the usc of their works in public librarices.
During those years he also wrote pungent pieces for
The Catholic Worker. He became an authority on
security services and their foibles and wrote several
books related to them. He wrote an excellent critique

of the neo-conservative objections to black
I armband history, Black Armband Days.

T was OFTEN my melancholy duty, as co-editor
of The Catholic Worker, to decipher the copy Dick
sent us. His typing, in those pre-computer days,
was marked by an aristocratic disdain for accuracy
and his handwriting (often used for correcting the
typing crrors) was virtually incomprehensible. After
his death, 1 excavated a ten-page letter he had hand-
written me when [ was in Oxford in the mid-'60s; it's
like trying to decode the Rosetta Stone.

He was a prodigious reader and talker whose
literary-political-cultural lunches were legendary
events from which it took days to recover. He was
a kind man, but intolerant of folly. His conversation
was stimulating, but a little baffling because it always
began in the middle. He assumed you had read the
latest remarkable novel, had alrcady heard the inside
political story that would be next week’s sensation,
knew the arcanc history of Mossad and its major
personalitics, were familiar with some medieval
Papal scandal, so he hurried on from there with
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somcthing you mightn’t yet know about one or all of
thesc topics.

Like so many of thosc who were passionate
about the revival of an enlightened Catholicism in
the '50s and ’60s, Dick gave up on the institutional
Church v en its movement towards regencration
became glacier-like. Even so, he ke a close eye on
its doings and latterly was an occasional contributor
to FEurcka Street. In some ways, his h- s and fears
shiftc  to the Labor Party and it was fitting that
Whitlam’s speech-writer, Graham Freudenberg, gave
the principal culogy at the requiem Mass and his
friend Wayne Swan read the epistle. But as Eureka
Street’s contributing c¢ditor, B Campion (who
conducted the service with Jesuit Michael Kellyl
told the congregation, Dick’s passion for truth had

distinctively Catholic sources.

Thoug  chronically broke, he
would regularly ring me and my
wife, Margarcet, for an  dating ch
(‘How’s the intellectual life, com-
rade?’), and we spoke on the phone

during his sickness. He had been ill
with liver failure for some time and
his outlook was not favourable.
was oversecas when he went into seri-
ous decline and in Tasmania when he died.
I had planned to visit him in Sydney the next week to
say goodbye, but this memoir will have to stand as a
poor substitute for that farcwell.

I was sharply reminded of him again the other
day when T received a small payment from the
Public Lending Right authorities. [have other remind-
ers o im. When I left Sydney for Mcelbourne in 1961
he presented me with a handsome silver-plat
beer mug, of some antiquity, that curiously cnoug
contained the insignia of the NSW Parliament, the
bar of whi  he had often graced with his presence. It
was good of them to donate it.

Dick got things done, he sparkled, he connected,
he brought values and a critical, sceptical mind to
everything he did. He was proud of his three daugh-
ters and devoted to their educational enlightenment.
He crammed so much into a life that was far too
short by today’s standards, and in the end, despite
the Writer-in-Residence facilities provided by Sydney
University, he hadn’t quite finished his monumental
biography of Gough Whitlam that was to sct the
record straight. The final part will be completed with
a number of essays from those who knew both Dick
and Whitlam.

He had such a capacity for living that it would he
unfair if he hadn’t another life. His legion of friends
have said goodbyc but many of us hope and pray that
it is merely a profound au revoir.

Tony Coady is Deputy Director of the Centre for
Appliced Philosophy and Public Ethics . :he University
of Mclbourne.
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In adversity, strength

The people of Colombia’s Cacarica River Basin face an uncertain future

LETTE LATORRE SPEAKS pas-
sionately yet calmly as she recounts the
events that led 3700 Afro-Colombian
farmers into exile.

Alette, a member of the Religious
of the Sacred Heart, sips coffee in an
outer-suburban Melbourne home and
ponders the atrocities she has witnessed
in Colombia. She wants Australians to
know about the crimes of government-
backed paramilitaries in Colombia, who
are pursuing a campaign of intimidation,
torture and murder aimed at stripping a
resource-rich patch of jungle of its inhab-
itants—the descendants of the original
African slaves.

She will soon return to Colombia and
considers it a privilege to live and work in
the Cacarica River Basin where farming
families are refugees on their own land.

The Cacarica River Basin, which lies in
the Chocé district—the lush north-west
corner of Colombia bordering Panama—is
an area rich in timber and agricultural
resources. Numerous multinational com-
panies are keen to exploit the area.

The peaceful rural lives of the farm-
ing families in the Cacarica River Basin
began to change in December 1996 when
the paramilitaries arrived. It was then that
the economic blockade, threats and mur-
ders began. The paramilitary units burned
farms, stole livestock, looted homes and
destroyed community projects including
the women’s store.

But none of this would prepare the
people for the shock of ‘Operation Gen-
esis’ when military personnel from the
17th Brigade joined the paramilitaries in
a combined air, water and land assault.
On 24 February 1997, locals were given
orders to leave within three days, which
in some districts translated to only a few
hours’ notice. The paramilitaries claimed
they would not be responsible for what

would ha  :@n if families failed to comply
with the order. Indiscriminate bombing
by Black ‘awk helicopters allayed any
doubts that the Colombian armed forces
were behind the operation.

On 27 February 1997, Alette says para-
militaries beheaded a member of the com-
munity, Marino Lépez Mena, and played
football with his head, later hacking his
body to pieces. People were horrified and
started to evacuate the area in makeshift
rafts made from tree branches. Some
rowed with their hands and a few man-
aged to flee in small speedboats. When air-
craft and helicopters were heard overhead,
the children fled from home to home in
fear. Desperate mothers searched for their
children in the rainforest and workmen
dropped what they were doing and fled.
Many managed to escape through the
jungle to safety but 80 were killed or con-
sidered ‘missing’. Some hid in the Atrato
River delta district or crossed the border
into Panama, but the rest followed the
orders of the paramilitaries and crossed
the Gulf of Uraba to reach the town of
Turbo on the other side.

In Turbo, members of the national
police and local authorities met an initial
group of 550 refugees and led them to an
old sports stadium. After two weeks, 1200
people had arrived to set up home in the
stadium, with no running water or basic
hygiene services. Others stayed in shel-
ters around Turbo or were taken in by vol-
unteer hosts. Many lived in this state of
forced displacement for four years. They
suffered inger and intimidation. The
murders and disappearances continued.

Alette was called to be a witness to
this human chaos and to try to prevent
further atrocities. She was living in Aus-
tralia at the time, after being deported
from Rwanda where she was working
with refugees. The head of the Colombian

Catholic Church’s Intercongregational
Justice and Peace Commission, Father-
Javier Giraldo sy, asked if she would be
willing to help out during this desperate
time of exile. ‘T was simply going to help
during the period of displacement in the
stadium, but when the people started to
resettle (on their original land), T asked to
be able to accompany them.’

Ironically, the time in exile produced
a positive effect that the paramilitaries
had not anticipated. Rather than suc-
cumb to fear and intimidation, the people
organised committees, each designed to
respond to specific needs, from the care
for victims’ families and orphaned chil-
dren, to food storage, health, and hous-
ing. The people then compiled a list of
demands and on 20 April 1998, presented
it to Colombian President Ernesto Sam-
per Pizano. Of the 3700 displaced people,
2500 wished to return to their lands, even
though the area was in a state of war. The
rest agreed to be resettled in other rural
areas or cities.

The 2500 returnees demanded from
the government the construction of two
new settlements in their traditional terri-
tory, communal title to 103,024 hectares
of land (as authorised by Colombia’s Act
70 of 1993, which recognises the rights of
Afro-Colombians), unarmed government
protection and several community devel-
opment projects. Their final demand,
which among others has not yet been
granted, is an investigation to bring to
justice those responsible for their forced
exile, the murders and disappearances.

The Colombian government has since
acknowledged that there were violations
in the Cacarica River Basin of interna-
tional treaties and protocols protecting
civilians in times of war. But Alette says
the people refuse to accept government
claims that this was merely a skirmish
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Jjames rincnim

Legal fiction friction

0Es THE TITLE of this book say
it all? Here is a study of Singapore’s vet-
eran opposition leader, Joshua Benjamin
Jeyaretnam—JB] or Ben—the man with
the broad mischievous smile, the mutton-
chop whiskers, the educated voice, the
distinctive mien. Yet the book is called
Lee’s Law: How Singapore Crushes Dissent.
Lee Kuan Yew, now for 12 years senior
minister after 41 years as prime minis-
ter, has long been Jeyaretnam’s and many
others’ nemesis. If unable to tame them
quickly, he toys with them as a cat tor-
ments mice when tossing up whether to
despatch the poor creatures or not. That
Lee has not killed Ben Jeyaretnam'’s spirit
is, I suspect, a matter of irritation but
ultimate indifference to the former; it’s an
amazing tribute to the latter.

Why should anyone’s life story be
subsumed, for whatever reasons, under the
name and modus operandi of a formidable
and detestable enemy?

With these rhetorical gauntlets thrown
down, it must be stated with pleasure
that Lee’s Law is a carefully drawn and
affectionate portrait of a fine man. Chris
Lydgate, an American freelance journal-
ist, followed his wife to Singapore in 1997.
There he first encountered the solitary
figure of Ben Jeyaretnam on the street,
selling books of speeches and memoirs.

A Jaffna Tamil and male scion of a
devout Christian family, Jeyaretnam grew
up to prize education and to espouse
faith-based values and social obligations.
Attracted from an early age to law, he
went on to become a barrister and solici-
tor, district court judge, parliamentarian
and party leader. He adored his late wife
Margaret, an Englishwoman, herself a
lawyer; and is a fond father and grand-
father. (His younger son, Philip, is well
respected for his own legal skills and
socially sensitive fiction.)

Jeyaretnam has also been bankrupted,
imprisoned and treated shamelessly by a
compliant judiciary playing out exquisite
symbolic parodies of due process at Lee’s
behest. One thinks, for example, of key
public moments when he would appear
before a fellow Tamil or the only Anglican
on the Supreme Court for some further
humiliation. Repeatedly tried for defama-
tion of Lee and other People’s Action Party
leaders, his show trials meant that he was
himself systematically defamed.

{On a personal note, it saddened me that
from the early 1980s many of his pastors and
co-religionists abandoned him or decried
him as a sinful and nominal believer.)

Lydgate’s book catalogues Jeyaretnam’s
triumphs, the quiet decent ones in the
service of a poor or wronged client and the
noisy surprising ones such as his entry to
parliament via the Anson by-election of
1981. Inevitably the reader must also con-
template the many injustices done to him
from which he rarely escaped unscathed.
The one, famous vindication came with his
1988 appeal to the Privy Council, which
elicited a 22-page verdict damning in its
indictment of various Singapore judges:

The appellant and his co-accused ... have
suffered a grievous injustice. They have
been fined, publicly
disgraced for offences for which they are
not guilty. The appcllant, in addition, has
been deprived of his seat in Parliament and
disqualified for a year from practising his
profession.

imprisoned and

Unfortunately, their Lordships’ call for
redress fell on deaf ears.

The figure that this book portrays has
a palpable authenticity—virtues, warts
and all. He is no straightforward hero or
martyr. But like other Singaporean politi-
cal figures who started out as—or eventu-
ally felt obliged to become—opponents

of Lee’s ruthless and idiosyncratic social
engineering, JBJ has an integrity that can-
not be denied. His belief in the rule of law
is unshakeable, an astonishing thing given
the treatment he has received from its
Singapore version.

Jeyaretnam may not be in the same
league as some of Lee’s earlier adversaries,
men like Lim Chin Siong or Chia Thye
Poh. Perhaps he has been too much an
individualist, too often hoist on his own
petard, to be a team player or policy strate-
gist. Nor has he been as foully and falsely
besmirched as his younger colleague, Dr
Chee Soon Juan.

But his story, told with thoroughness
in Lydgate’s book, is eloquent testimony
to his Jesus-inspired conviction: ‘That no
force outside can destroy a person. That
the human spirit is indomitable.” Against
all the odds, this dissident has refused to
be crushed by Lee Kuan Yew’s designer
future—Dbrilliant, pervasive, neat, racist,
astringent, robotic, grandiose, fearful,
sterile, banal, and ultimately unsustain-
able. Lee only gets away with blue murder
because his island republic is so small that
it can dance in and out of reckoning and
because he builds domestically and inter-
nationally on others’ interests and benefits
sufficiently to gain privilege for his own
agenda. And up against a seasoned games-
man, only a fiercely independent person
would pursue valour above discretion.

For Jeyaretnam’s and Singapore’s sake,
I trust you will take heart that the book’s
title overstates the case. But why not read
it, and make up your own mind?

James Minchin is Vicar of Christ Church,
St Kilda. He served in the Anglican Diocese
of Singapore 1968-1971, and returns there
regularly. He is the author of No Man is an
Island: A Study of Singapore’s Lee Kuan
Yew, Allen & Unwin, 1986.
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wider, oddly assorted events of that year
may demonstrate. Henry Lawson, then a
teenager, left the NSW countryside to live
in Sydney. Bella Guerin graduated from
the University of Melbourne, the first
woman graduate in Australia. Karl Marx
died in London. The volcano Krakatoa
between Java and Sumatra erupted, kill-
ing some 30,000 people. Parnell’s popu-
lar Irish National League campaigned for
Home Rule. Ethel Florence Richardson,
aged 13, became a boarder at Melbourne’s
Presbyterian Ladies College.

How long ago it was became apparent
when my 1992 quest began. The three
surviving letters to his father, written
by Furphy in 1882-3 during his bullock-
driving years in the Riverina, mention
five huge sheep stations to and from
which he had carted goods. These were
Coan Downs, north of Hillston; Conoble,
Boondarra and Mossgiel, north of Booligal;
and Paddington, south-west of Cobar.

These properties still exist and are
marked on road maps. Phone calls to Shire
Councils, police stations, post offices
and local historians yielded names and
addresses of current owners and other
sources. The responses were invariably
co-operative, even though Furphy and his
book were not known and station records
and documents going back to the 1880s
seemed to have disappeared without trace.

Exultation came with a long and
informative letter from Tony Mackinlay
who then owned Conoble Station. His
father had ‘drawn’ Conoble in a ballot in
1947 when large holdings in the Western
Division of NSW were cut up for closer
settlement. The 25,000 acres obtained by
the Mackinlays was about one tenth of the
original property.

Tony Mackinlay’s parents lived on the
station from 1947 until 1979. A lecturer
in biochemistry at the University of NSW,
Tony ran Conoble under a share-farming
arrangement with a neighbour, visiting
the place periodically. He had read Such Is
Life and puzzled as to whether Furphy had
based the Runnymede of the book upon
Conoble—an assumption argued strongly
by Julian Croft in The Life and Opinions
of Tom Collins (1991). He encouraged me
and my wife Dawn to visit him at Conoble
in August 1992.

The trip up through Echuca, Denili-
quin and Hay was both exhilarating and
depressing. The worst drought for 20
years had gripped the Western Riverina.

Between Echuca and Hay the road was
lined with litter and dead kangaroos. After
Hay the litter decreased a little, with dead
sheep replacing the kangaroos.

Northwards, across One Tree Plain, we
gazed in awe at the widest horizons and
biggest skies we’d ever seen. On that flat
and treeless earth the world was three-
quarters sky, turning cars, humans and
animals into insignificant specks. Jill Ker
Conway represented this country with
exactness and panache in The Road from
Coorain:

Because of the flatness, contrasts are in a
strange scale. A scarlet sunset will high-
light grey-yellow tussocks of grass as
though they were trees. Thunderclouds
will mount thousands of feet above one
stunted tree in the foreground. A horse-
back rider on the horizon will seem to rise
up and emerge from the clouds.

Such is the country that provided the
scenes for most of Such is Life—through
which the fictional Tom Collins rides,
dreams, yarns, pontificates, pompously
airing opinions and advising, helping or
hindering friends and acquaintances.

And so on past Mossgiel to Ivanhoe
and out to Conoble, on a dirt road beside
streaming mobs of giant red kangaroos.
They were bounding at high speed through
sparsely timbered paddocks, looking much

grander and faster than the greys
we are used to.

J.HE ‘New’ Conoble homestead was
built in the 1950s, several hundred metres
from what remains of the old one. We
walked t¢  1e old site in the chilly breeze
common to plains country in winter.
Mirages danced in the distance but the
stench from the kangaroo die-off was real
enough. High above the derelict, sagged
and rotting structure was an eagle’s nest
on top of a dead tree. The hulk of a 1923
Dodge and other vehicles and implements
rusted and rotted.

Standing there in desolate drought, it
was hard to imagine that in Furphy’s day
this was the centre of a community of
nearly 300 people. Apart from the home-
stead no trace remained of the living quar-
ters for single and married men, stables,
blacksmiths’ forges, sheds, cookhouses and
graded dining rooms for management, jack-
aroos, sto  men, labourers and travellers.

That afternoon, Tony Mackinlay drove
us across the red-and-black soil plains of

Conoble. When he told us we were near
the middle of Lake Conoble I felt like the
bloke in Lawson’s story: taken to see the
Paroo River he asked where the river was,
only to be told he was standing in it.

This Conoble district was the setting
for large parts of Such Is Life. From the
nearby Gladstone Station shearing shed,
Tony pointed out the dark timberline
some ten to 12 kilometres to the north.
Somewhere not far away was the scene
described on page two of the novel:

Overhead, the sun blazing wastefully and
thanklessly through a rarefied atmosphere;
underfoot, the hot, black clay, thirsting for
spring rain, and bare except for inedible
roley-poleys, coarse tussocks, and the
woody stubble of closely-eaten salt-bush;
between sky and earth, a solitary wayfarer,
wisely lapt in philosophic topor. Ten yards
behind the grey saddle-horse follows a
black packhorse, lightly loaded; and three
yards behind the packhorse ambles list-
lessly a tall, slate-coloured kangaroo dog,
furnished with the usual poison muzzle—a
light wire basket, worn after the manner of
a nose-bag.

Mile after mile we go at a good walk,
till the dark boundary of the scrub country
disappears northward in the glassy haze,
and in front, southward, the level black
soil plains of Riverina Proper mark a
straight skyline, broken here and there by
a monumental clump of pine-ridge.

In October 1882, Furphy informed his
father he had to cart five tons of timber
to Boondarra and then go on to Conoble
to get a load of wool, about seven tons, to
take back to Hay.

My reading had linked Boondarra with
Harry West of Hillstone—its manager for
over 20 years into the 1950s. Harry West
had died but his wife, Mary, was very
much alive. At 24, she had married him
in 1938. What a shock it must have been
for a young woman from high-rainfall
Gippsland to find herself amidst the heat,
drought and dust storms of the western
Riverina plains—the nearest neighbours
miles away, no other women close by and
the telephone operating quite irregularly.
She mothered five children there.

Mary West was tall, handsome,
intelligent and witty. Droll humour spiced
her stories on Boondarra, people and
incidents. She recalled the terrible heat
waves of 1939. A drop from 117 degrees
Fahrenheit to 107 the next day seemed
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Lyn rKiaaett

Problems with belief

Respecting the beliefs of another is possible,
but respecting unbelief can pose problems

{

o vyvou BELIEVE in God?
Recently in Bangladesh, a friend asked
me and I answered with the truth. ‘No.
I do not.’

‘For a very long time?’

And I told her that indeed it had been
for a very long time, since I'd been quite
small.

Two vyears ago, my granddaughters,
at the time aged 11 and 5, had asked the
same question. When I told them no they
had their own follow-up question: ‘Have
you been baptised?’

I said T had. There was an exchange
of glances. The older one said: ‘I thought
baptism was supposed to help you believe
in God.’

I had the feeling then, and again the
other day, that they knew the answer to
the main question before they asked it—
they were confirming something.

My granddaughters might have been
simply curious. But when the question
is asked in Bangladesh it has deep
significance. As I discovered when I visited
my friend, atheism can be a troubling fact
for Bangladeshi Muslims to accept.

My friend’s parents were preparing to
leave Bangladesh to go to Mecca for the
Haj. It was also the time when Muslim
families all over Bangladesh were preparing
for the major religious festival of Eid Ul
Azha. In the Chittagong district, where I
was living, families try to return to their
ancestral village for the annual slaughter
of beasts that commemorates the story of
Ibrahim and Ishmael (which, as a Catholic
child, I had learnt at school as the story of
Abraham and Isaac).

Belief in God is fundamental to those
activities, as well as being an essential
element in daily life. Discussions about
religion were frequent. Both my friend’s
brother and her husband initiated such
conversations with me on the night of
my arrival. Part of their motivation would
have been Bangalee courtesy—making
sure that the guest is accompanied. When

a Bangladeshi family ‘guestifies’ you,
they are bound by their duty towards
visitors to feed you and to engage in
conversation—and in this household the
topic of conversation most often raised
was the one of religion and belief.

I found the situation difficult. In
what appeared to be an attempt to make
me feel at ease, both young men had
prefaced their remarks with comments
about the Muslim reverence for Issa
(Tesus) as a prophet of God, and their
respect for Miriam (Mary) his mother.
I sensed that they were searching for
common ground on which to conduct the
discussion, because they believed I was a
Christian. And even though they thought
that Christians were mistaken in their
beliefs, they wanted to convince me of
the efficacy of their own beliefs without
outrightly condemning mine.

Feeling embarrassed at my failure to
meet my obligation as a guest, and wishing
to spare both of us any further problems, I

told my friend’s husband, ‘I am
not a Christian, I am Buddhist.’

BUT my statement did nothing to
relieve the tension. What I said confronted
him with an unimaginable situation—I
did not believe in God. In his belief sys-
tem there is no doubt about the existence
of God—and you either believe or you do
not, there is no alternative.

The story of Abraham and Isaac had
been one of the stories that had caused
me so much difficulty as a child. It made
no sense to me at all that the same God
would re ire the father to kill his only
child. Because of temperament more
than anything, I began the slow process
of becoming a non-believer. In that
process I left the realm of what is known
as Abrah .ic Faith, and lately I've been
discovering that even in modern times, in
an urban setting, there is a tribal sense to
all those three religious faiths {Judaism,
Christianity and Islam} which profess the

Abrahamic tradition. Leave that faith and,
in a way, you betray the tribe.

Some of this I tried later to explain to
my Bangladeshi friend. That conversation
was a gentler one than the ones I'd had
with the men of the household. My friend
talked to me of how important God was in
herlife and of the great peace and happiness
she experienced when she thought about
God. Then, and on subsequent occasions
when talking to other people, I was moved
by the ways in which people talked about
God as real and meaningful in daily life.
These people, most of them university-
educated and members of the professional
middle class, approach life from a rational
stance; at the same time they live in
a belief about God which they openly
express in conversation.

Bangladesh is a nominally secular
state, but is gradually becoming Islamised.
Atheism, whether practised by Buddhists
or Communists, is now unacceptable to a
large proportion of the population. Not so
long ago people lived harmoniously with
difference, and in the smaller communities,
i.e. villages and mofussil (small towns),
differences in religious belief and practice
were acknowledged and at the same time
were often subsumed into traditional local
practices that were secular in character.

Moderate Muslims, particularly urban
dwellers, maintain that the problems
of religious intolerance are recent and a
feature of urban life where people were
not known to each other.

There is intolerance, however, and
recent years have seen widespread incidents
of communal violence, both in urban and
in rural areas. Initially, the violence was
aimed at Hindu, Buddhist and Christian
communities—suggesting that perhaps the
intolerance is of difference rather than of
non-believers.

Since early 2002, there have been
some incidents in Chittagong that
involved verbal threats being made against
moderate Muslims. For example, female
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