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capital 
letter Tough times ahead 

I T COULDN'T MAn n AS AN <SSUE ;n the fedeml elechon 
campaign, but the Howard Government is now embarked on 
radical change in Aboriginal affairs . Though some of the early 
proposals, or their source, might seem calculated to raise suspi
cion, some of the germs of what is on offer could make more 
difference than 30 years of failing welfarism. The aim is to cease 
merely sustaining Aboriginal communities in what, for too many 
of them, is a slide towards oblivion and to begin rewarding poli
cies that work, programs that actually make a difference and, par
ticularly, to require individuals, families and communities to be 
more active in the matters which affect their fate. 

The current proposals involve coercion and some 
differential, and, perhaps, discriminatory treatment of Aboriginal 
Australians. They involve less active Aboriginal participation 
in the planning, organisation and delivery of services than 
ever before. But for anyone in despair at what is happening 
in Aboriginal affairs, it may well do more for the alarming 
disadvantage that others-particularly children-suffer, and 
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do more to make governments, as well as Aboriginal people 
themselves, responsible for making a difference. There's a good 
argument that some of the hand-wringing about paternalism, 
discrimination and social engineering it involves has at its root 
a complete unwillingness to accept that Aborigines themselves 
are the primary actors in their own liberation-from poverty as 
much as anything else. One of the major reasons why things are 
going backward is that Aborigines have been too passive, not 
only about their own fates, but those of their children. 

A decade or so ago, I wrote in these columns that the stolen 
generations we should focus on were the current crop of children. 
As things were, their fate looked far worse, in material, spiritual 
and psychic disadvantage, than most of the children snatched by 
the welfare authorities until a generation or so ago. A decade on, 
it is impossible to say that their prospects have improved. Indeed, 
we may be moving to a stage where, in many areas, there will 
be or already is intervention in Aboriginal families, primarily 
to protect children, at a greater rate than ever before. What will 
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change is that it will be at the instance of the welfare state rather 
than the old native affairs bureaucracy. 

This will not happen because the kids are black but because 
the children are neglected, and subject to physical and sexual abuse 
at rates unimaginable elsewhere. The parents of many children 
are so trapped in their own apathy, depression, victirnhood, or 
drug addiction that they are virtually oblivious to the fact they 
are harming their children . This is not some subjective middle
class standard, ignorant of different cultural ways of looking after 
children. Nor is it from an assimilationist perspective. 

The most obvious, if milder, neglect is that, in many remote 
communities, attending school seems to have becom e voluntary, 
with average daily attendances usually at less than 50 per cent of 
catchments, and, in som e cases, as low as ten per cent. Occasional 
fi tful campaigns sham e communities into m aking more children 
attend school- the favourite carrot and stick approach being 
rules such as 'no-school, no pool'. A high proportion of those who 
attend only casually are, of course, learning nothing, despite the 
best efforts of teachers. In some areas, such as in the Centre, the 
most alienated and neglected children are not merely wagging 
school, but destroying their senses by petrol sniffing. That is 
the obvious self-abuse. There are country towns in NSW and 
Queensland where the rate of use of heroin and amphetamine 
drugs is far higher than anywhere one might find in Sydney, 
Brisbane and Melbourne (where the highest abuse ra tes are 
among Aboriginal communities) and causing more problem s and 
family breakdown than alcohol. 

It may be argued that it is unsurprising that children do not 
attend schools when the schools are so culturally alien and irrel
evant to these children 's lives. Perhaps, though this ignores the 
efforts and the investments in adapting curriculums to needs. It 
might be said that m any Aboriginal children are sick-particu
larly those made deaf by chronic ear disease-that they cannot 
give attention to lessons, and that such objective illness is par
ticularly marked am ong truants. Yes, we should do som ething 
about it, but what have their parents been doing about it? 

One might say that poor educational outcomes reflect the 
low investment the wider community has m ade in education, 
and the criminal lack of facilities in many remote cmmnunities. 
So far as this is true-and it must be said that the Northern 
Territory Government ought to be prosecuted for fraud for 
the differences between what it says it is doing and what 
actually occurs-it can hardly excuse the fact that, inadequate 
or not, what is available is all too often not consumed. The 
primary reason is that the parents and responsible others in 
these children 's lives, make little effort to encourage or force 
their children to attend. The parents, themselves hobbled by 
educational disadvantage, place too little value upon education . 
Some will assume a level of autonomy among ten year-olds, or 
seven year-olds that assumes that school attendance is a matter 
of personal choice. By whatever standard, we are perpetuating 
new generations of kids who, as young adults, will have no 
choices and opportunities available to them, even in their own 
communities. And whose frustration, will further compound 
the difficulties of such communities. 

It 's a form of inverted racism to imagine that Aborigines 
are m erely the passive victims of every one else's incompetence, 
m alevolence or neglect in these matters, or to imagine, as 
some sympathisers with Aboriginal aspirations do, that life in 

traditional communltles involves ideal relationships, sharing, 
caring and strong fa milies. Too m any comm unities are seri
ously dysfunctional, on a downward spiral and failing to address 
the consequences as well as the causes. Of course, there are 
many people in such communities trying very hard to look 
after their families and who are willing partners in programs 
to make things better. Too often these people are themselves 

victims of a culture of apathy, passivity or active has-

A 
tility to change. It is time they en joyed more support. 

T THE LEVEL AT WHICH IT WILL APPEAL tO the Hansonite 
constituencies-ever an active part of John Howard's im agina
tion- new m easure will involve tying social security payments 
to performance in looking after children and dependents, not 
least in making sure that they are attending school and receiv
ing proper food and health care. The rationale will be blunt and 
uncompromising: we give ou t social security assistance, such as 
single mothers' benefits, so that people can care for their fam i
lies. You cannot say that you are doing so if your children do not 
attend school, or fa il to receive needed m edical attention . So you 
will be cut off . Other ways will be found, not least community
based reward and punishment schemes to pick up on your obli
gations, but as for you there's no more 'sit down' money. Those 
who think this approach discriminatory may well find that gov
ernment is increasingly willing to extend this attitude to the 
more obvious forms of welfare abuse in other parts of the Aus
tralian community. Don 't worry; it will be popular. 

The planning is what the ideologists might call results
based program s. At Commonwealth, state and local government 
level, and in grants projects of the sort once funded by the now 
defunct Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander Commission, the 
accountability focus will move away from 'prove you spent the 
money as you said you would' to 'prove you made a difference'. 
It's going to be an unpleasant experience for many people-even 
those involved in well-established programs, such as legal aid-as 
many admit that they are achieving very little. Why should the 
new stolen generation have to suffer so that we can sustain useless 
schemes whose only effect is to add a little more money (perhaps 
20 per cent of the grant) to that circulating in the community? 

The crisis has been present for years, if overshadowed 
by the politics of symbolism, apologies, reconciliation or 
the shenanigans of some senior ATSIC personnel. It simply 
cannot go on. Not because the political will to help Aboriginal 
Australians will evaporate. Though that may happen. Not 
because the government lacks a desire to improve Aboriginal 
conditions and prospects; as I have remarked before, there are 
many more Liberals with genuine knowledge of, interest in and 
commitment to Aboriginal interests than can be found in the 
parliamentary Labor Party. After 30 years, the expenditure in 
real terms of approximately $70 billion on programs to redress 
Aboriginal disadvantage, and many more billions in welfare 
paym ents, there is still no plan to make things better. No plan. 
No belief that more programs, or more time, will effect any 
improvem ent. Indeed there exists a growing conviction that 
many Aboriginal Australians have been further trapped in th e 
mire, further impoverished, and, perversely, made seem the mo t 
cash-rich, most materially disadvantaged people on earth. • 

Jack Waterford is editor-in-chief of the Canberra Times. 
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snap shot 

Calendar guy 

The manager of a troubled and sharply 
criticised business recently claimed, much 
aggrieved, that he was the victim of the 
tall poppy syndrome. Trouble was, he said, 
he wasn't even a tall poppy. He certainly 
wanted to be a tall poppy, but people kept 
cutting him down before he could get there. 
The sad story reveals the urgent 
need for a Patron Saint of Failed Tall 
Poppies. A suitably height-challenged 
candidate could be Dionsyius Exiguus
Tiny Denis-who was good at working 
out dates. He fixed the date of Mary 's 
conception of Jesus, and worked to get 
agreement on computing the day of Easter. 
But, as later happened with the Standard 
Gauge in Australia, things then fell apart. 
Th e calendars remained separate, and 
Denis remained unsainted. 

Roman idol 

Elections always end with the triumph 
of th e victor, maintaining a tradition 
that traces back to Imperial Rome. 

Vale Marie 
With the sudden death of Marie Tehan, 
we at Eureka Street have lost a dear friend 
and patron. Marie, who had just accepted 
the invitation to chair the Board of Jesuit 
Publications, was passionate about the 
causes which Eureka Street represents: 
the claims of decency in public life and 
the place of reasoned argument in public 
discussion. 

During Marie's time in Victorian Par
liament, when she served successively as 
Minister for Health and Minister for Con
servation, she appreciated the place of 
Eureka Street in public life, even though 
she might have disapproved of its criticism 
of the policies of the government to which 
she belonged. Marie, who had actively 
sponsored refugees to Australia after the 
end of the Indochinese wars, shared our 
concern for asylum seekers and refugees. 
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Only Generals who had won particularly 
significant battles enjoyed triumphs. 
They were solemn affairs. The Gen
eral would lead his troops into the city 
wearing his Nike toga, gold crown, and 
armour of burnished bronze. 

In th e procession, h e di spl ayed hi s 
booty-consumer goods and h an gdog 
s laves. The latt er had then to li s
t en t o th e imp e ria l orators tell th em 
what mi se rabl e p eop le they mu s t be 
to fight against the might and moral
ity of Rom e. 

In the m eantime, the soldiers doubt
less meditated nostalgically upon the 
origin of triumph: the Greek procession 
in honour of Bacchus, the God of wine 
and anarchic behaviour. 

To pay suitably reverential h om age to 
the victors of recent electoral triumphs, 
though, you can 't go beyond Thomas 
Babington Macaulay, one of whose 
English Civil War poems was mined for 
the Battle Hymn of the Republi c: 

0 wherefore come ye forth in triumph 
from the north, 
With your hands, and your feet, and your 
raimen t all red? 

After she resigned from parliament, she 
was free to engage again with this issue . I 
came to know her well at this time, when 
she joined the Management Committee 
of the Refugee and Immigration Legal 
Centre. The invitation was made after 
some hesitation : many refugee activists 
had little sympathy with the Kennett 
Government, and Marie's portfolios of 
Health and the Environment had always 
been at the centre of fierce public debate. 
And to invite such a competent public 
figure on to the board of a small NGO 
always awakens latent doubts about one's 
own professionalism . 

On the agenda of h er firs t m eeting were 
delicate item s that n eeded to be handled 
wisely. Marie listened carefully, and then 
spoke a few warm words of appreciation of 
the care and compassion with which the 

At Christmas lime 

Christmas is the imagination season. 
Amid the frenzy of end of year school 
concerts, shopping marathons and prepa
rations for the day, we make room at the 
inn for the imagination. The events that 
Christmas celebrates sound like the plot 
for a Dan Brown blockbuster, or the pitch 
for the next Mel Brooks musical; political 
intrigue, the intervention of the divine, a 
m onarch obsessed with absolute rule, a 
miracle birth, an angelic chorus, several 
sheep, assorted farm anim als, and a bit 
with a donkey. 

Yet the Christmas season also marks a 
time of reflection when we recall the events 
of the year- both personal and public-and 
perhaps, imagine a different reality. The 
Christmas story reminds us of the need to 
take a long view both of our own lives and 
the events of our world . Christmas teaches 
us that some events are aberrations, while 
others arc part of a larger, unfolding story. 

As you reflect over the events of 2004 
we hope that the times of joy take prec
edence over darker moments and that in 
our world and our lives 2005 is a time of 
renewed peace. 

matters had been handled. The committee 
members relaxed, and grew in energy and 
self-confidence from her contribu tion. She 
had a purity of purpose that built resolve 
and resolution about what the organisation 
was and what it was doing 

We were to recognise this style in 
her contribution to the Board of Jesuit 
Publications. She read submissions 
carefully, listened attentively and 
appreciatively, asked incisive questions, 
and offered wise advice. But above all she 
shared our enthusiasms and passions, and 
encouraged us to do more effectively what 
we believed in . We grieve with her husband 
Jim and their family in their loss, and for 
ourselves and so many community groups 
for the friend and adviser we have lost. 

- Andrew Hamilton SJ 



letters 

Setting an example 

It seems that it is not enough for our sports
people to be se tting the standard for ath
letes around the world. Nor is it enough 
that Australian actors and musicians 
have become a force to be reckoned with 
on the world stage. After spending a few 
weeks in the UK, where I will be studying 
for a year, I've discovered another grea t 
Aussie export which has been filling 
the Home Office in Britain with glee for 
some time now: our refugee and asylum 
seeker regime. 

Imagine the pride I felt upon discov
ering that the 'Pacific Solution' was the 
inspiration for a similar idea-the less 
exotically labelled 'N ew Vision'-which 
proposes to autom atically send asylum 
seekers, refugees, and other migrants 
arriving in the UK to ' regional protec
tion zones' where they will be detained 
in ' transit processing centres' loca ted at 
the external borders of the EU in order to 
submit their claims. The masterstroke 
of the British proposal is the range of 
nations at its disposal. The suggested 
'host' countries curren tly include Alba
nia, Croatia, Iran, Morocco, Northern 
Somalia, Romania, Russia, Turkey, and 
Ukraine. All have serious records of 
violating the rights of asylum seekers, 
refugees and migrants. As this method 
finds no support in international law, 
Australia and Britain can now join forces 
as pioneering nations of the gulags of the 
21st century. 

Patriotic sentiments have also been 
stirred by the extent to which the system 
of detention has been ca tching on here. 
Around 1,800 asylum seekers are locked 
up without trial and without a tirue limit. 
Furthermore, in addition to around a dozen 
centres already in operation here, construc
tion is underway for new detention centres 
with target capacities of 4,000. And, unlike 
Aussies who detain asylum seekers in 
'Reception and Processing Centres', over 
here a pade is a spade, and asylum seekers 

coming across the English Channel are 
kept in the Dover 'Rem ovals' Centre. 

When it com es to record-holding 
however, Australia is clearly in front. 
The Brits are s till able to express shock 
over the fact that some asylum seek
ers have been detained for up to two 
years. The case of two Turkish girls 
held in detention for 13 m onths recently 
provoked an outcry. Have no fear Aus
tralia, the record is safe with us for a 
while yet. 

But Australians must not get too 
complacent, as Britain has plenty of 
ideas to offer our corridors of power. Just 
the other day, for example, the Shadow 
Home Secretary David Davis pledged to 
'substantially cut ' immigration because, 
in his words, it endangered ' the values 
that we in Britain rightly treasure'. He 
later claimed th at uncontrolled immigra
tion would ' fill six new cities the size of 
Birmingham over the next three decades' . 
Substitute Birmingham for Geelong and 
Senator Vanstone could have her next 
policy platform. 

Christine Bacon 
Oxford, UK 

Nanny nonsense 
Anne Summer's claim that the taxpayer 
should fund nannies (Eureka Street, Sep
tember 2004) shows how unreal the world 
has become. There is no justification 
whatsoever for the taxpayer to subsidise 
the incomes of middle and upper-class 
families who do not want to look after 
their own children. 

It is now unexceptional for both 
parents to work, but that decision 
should be m ade with both the cos ts 
and th e benefi ts falling on the family 
which makes it . The taxpayer ought to 
keep children out of poverty and ought 
therefore to fund generous child allow
ances for all families. The family can 
choose then whether one parent s tays at 
hom e to look after the children or goes 
out to work and outsources the care of 
the children. 

Labor's accep tance of the ideas of 
a transferable tax-free threshold and a 
higher threshold for the phasing out of 
family benefits is a fantastic step for all 
families, especially low paid ones. But it 
should go further. The bes t arrangem ent 
would be to lift both the individual and 

the transferable tax-free threshold to 50 
per cent of the minimum wage and index 
it to the minimum wage. The 30 per cent 
tax rate should apply to all income over 
the threshold(s). Family benefits should 
also be increased and indexed to the 
minimum wage. T he phase-out threshold 
should also be increased and indexed if 
it cannot be abolished. Together, these 
steps would reduce the cost of people 
m oving from welfare to work and ensure 
that national wage increases were paid 
in full and not discounted by a loss 
of benefits. 

If the job you want doesn't pay enough 
to allow you to afford a nanny, then eco
nomic sense says either don't take the job 
or do without the nanny. 

Chris Curtis 
Langwarrin, VIC 
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the month's 
traffic 

Passing go 

G M IGRATION HURDLES 

ONE ARE T H E DAYS when Austral
ian immigration offi cers would conduct 
spot-checks of the bedrooms and bath
room s of applicants for a spouse visa. These 
house searches-disinterested inquiries in 
the nam e of the law-reflected a presump
tion within the Department of Immigra tion 
that those seeking to migrate to Australia 
on the grounds of m arriage were guilty of 
deception unless proven otherwise. 

Two too thbrushes by the basin . His and 
her underpants in suffic iently proximate 
drawers. Letters addressed to both parties 
as a couple. Such were the critical pieces of 
evidence wh ich guarded our borders . 

T he form may be different, but the 
spirit of spot -checks rema ins alive and 
wel l. When Marina, my wife, wished to 
apply for permanen t residence in Australia, 
the tranche of evidence required by the 
Australian Government seem ed like the 
paper equivalent of bathroom inspections. 

Although plan ning to live in Spain, we 
had decided to apply for Marina 's residence 
to avoid reliving past experiences at Tullam a
rine airport. On Marina's firs t journey to Aus
tralia prior to our marriage, she was made to 
feel like an intruder at the ga te by an earnest, 
humourless in1migration official who was 
inna tely sceptical that an yone on a tourist 
visa could possibly want to return home after 
seeing what Australia had to offer. 

In addition to the residence applica tion , 
we needed statutory declara tions by friends 
and family detailing our his tory as a cou 
ple, our own statements detailing where 
and when we met, our periods of cohabi
tation, our commitment to each other and 
even our plans for a fam ily. Docu men tary 
evidence of joint econom ic responsibility, 
financial solvency, medical perfectio n, pho
tos of us together and all let ters between us 
during periods of separa tion soon swelled 
our dossier to a weigh ty 2kg pile. 

For this abroga tion of the right to 
privacy, we were charged €1 0 (around 
A$17) for the explanatory booklets and 
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applica tion for m s, plus €780 (A$ 1,335) as 
the applica tion fee. 

The application form itself was a mine
field. Wedged in between 'Have you, or 
any other person included in this applica
tion, ever committed, or been involved in 
the commission of w ar crimes or crim es 
against humani ty or human righ ts?' and 
'Do you and your partner intend to m ain
tain a las ting relationship ?' (would we 
really pay $1,335 if we didn't ?) was the 
ultimate lie detector tes t : 'Did you enter 
this relationship with your partner solely 
to gain perm anent residence in Australia?' 

And all of this before the interview. 
As a former refugee lawyer, I was accus

tom ed to hostile interroga tions of my cli
ents. After a Refugee Review Tribunal 
hearing, the Algerian brother of an appli
cant em erged sweating, with the words: 
'I feel like I've just gone 15 rounds w ith 
Mike Tyson ' . Four days aft er a particularly 
adversarial interview at the Department of 
Immigration, my 68-year-old Iraqi client 
died of a heart attack . When she learned 
of the applicant 's death, the immigration 
officer said, ' I hope the interview didn't 
con tribute to thi s. I was going to approve 
him and h is wife anyw ay' . 

On another occasion, I was present at a 
Department of Immigration liaison meeting. 
In the course of the meeting, I complained on 
behalf of one of our clients who had begun 
convulsing under interrogation, so aggressive 
was the questioning and so reminiscent was 
it of a prelude to torture she had experienced 
in her own country. The head of the depart
m ent's Compliance Division- those respon
sible for border con trol, detention and the 
rounding-up of illegal immigrants-said sim 
ply: 'If I had an applicant who started con
vulsing in an in terview, I'd know that I had 
them right where I wanted them '. 

It was thus with some trepidation that 
we entered the interview. To his eternal 
credit, the embassy offic ial who interviewed 
us at the Australian embassy in Madrid did 
so with impeccable politeness, not to m en
tion an efficiency that put the two-year wait 
demanded of asylum seekers to shan1e. He 
did, however, admit that some Spanish appli
cants asked whether the application fee also 
included a return ticket to Australia. 

My own experience of obtaining resi
dence here in Spain was significantly differ
en t. In the firs t place, after falling illegal with 
the full knowledge (and lack of concern) of 
the Spanish police, these sam e policemen 
took me out to lunch and insisted on paying. 

Then, after two years of uncertain legal sta
tus- during which time a German police
m an at Frankfurt airport was the only official 
to ask how long I had been in the European 
Union- I made m y formal application. 

The only documen ts asked of me were 
m y passport, Marina's identity card, our 
marriage certificate, a medical certificate 
and an Australian fingerprin t check. T here 
was no applica tion fee and there were no 
intrusive questions. 

Most of this took place under the reign 
of the Popular Party (PP) Government of 
Prim e Minister Jose Maria Aznar who had 
nom inated border control as a major pri
ority. After the 14 March, 2004 election, 
th e new Part ido Socialista Obrero Espaiiol 
(PSOE) Governmen t of Jose Luis Rodriguez 
Zapatero announced a new approach to 
illegal immigra tion . Under the plan, most 
illegal imm igrants employed in Spain are 
eligible for residence. It is safe to expect 
that this will be granted regardless of what 
they have in their bathrooms. 

- Anthony Ham 

Border bandits 
M IGRATION HURDLES 112 

A ROAD TRIP TO ATTEND a priestly 
ordination is not an occasion traditionally 
associated with sniffer-dogs pouncing on 
your luggage looking for drugs . Such was 
the case when I travelled with three other 
Jesui t scholastics, studying at El Salvador's 
U niversi ty of Central America, on a recent 
jou rney to Honduras and Panama. 

While several nations in the north of 
Central Am erica are joining forces to cre
ate a free travel zone, the anomalies, red 
tape and corruption associated with border 
crossings in this region still exist . Borders 
bring ou t the good, the bad and the ugly 
in each of these cou ntries where poverty 
confronts poverty and US dollars confront 
local currencies and red ta pe. 

The border between Nicaragua and Costa 
Rica presents the m ost glaring contrasts. 
After paying to have our minibus fumigated 
for bugs, we joined a queue in the tropical 
heat and waited more than 90 m inutes to 
have our documen ts processed. Relatively 
well off Costa Rica seems to be trying hard 
to temper the flow of poorer Nicaraguans 
looking for economic respite and jobs. 

While waiting we were approached by 
'guides' offering us the chance to skip the 



queue and be delivered directly to a bor
der official. My legally-minded Guatema
lan brother questioned the man about the 
legality of his offer. He replied by asking 
us whether we had families to feed and 
informed us that he earned roughly US$2 
for the odd weary traveller he helps. 

In the grey zones between countries 
some border officials seem to be a law unto 
themselves. Between Honduras and Nicara
gua the immigration office closes for an hour 
over lunch. We arrived seven minutes before 
the hour, but the official held our passports 
behind the counter for a good while before 
asking whether we wanted to wait until 
after lunch or pay an inconvenience fee. 

We arrived in the Nicaraguan capital of 
Managua on the day of the 25th anniver
sary of the Sandinista revolution and the 
fall of the Somoza dictatorship. Although 
in the middle of the wet season, residents 
ignored the humid and thunderous wea ther 
to dance and listen to music folklore and 
speeches harking back to the resistance 
movement heydays. 

Between Costa Rica and Panama we got 
los t as we searched for the fumiga tion bay. 
We finally found an official and he seemed 
bemused by what looked to him like two 
gringos with a Guatemalan tour guide and 
a Panamanian driver. 

'Anyone here speak Spanish?' he asked, 
peering curiously through the windows. 

'Yes, we all do', we replied. 
'And what's your mission ?' he asked. 
'We' re missionaries', my Guatemalan 

brother replied. 
In case you're wondering, we finally 

made it to the ordination in Panama and, 
on the way back, to the ordination in Hon
duras which required us to ditch the bus 
and board canoes to reach a Garifuna vil
lage on Honduras' Caribbean coast . The 
ordination was a spiri ted example of encul
turation involving many customs of the 
Garifunas-descendants of deportees from 
the West Indies two centuries ago. 

After all the festivities we sadly left 
behind the Caribbean shores of Honduras 
and headed back to El Salvador to start sec
ond semester and to reflect on the realities of 
doing theology and finding God in the third 
world . 

- Kent Rosenthal 

This m onth 's contributors: Anthony Ham 
is Eureka Street's roving correspondenti 
Kent Rosenthal SJ is an Australian Jesuit 
studying in San Salvador. 

summa 
theologiae 

Wives' tales 
L mTWNAL CHR<STMAS CR<BS have sh ephecds, angels, kings and a van ety 
of animals in the bit parts. Trendy cribs change the cast of extras to cowboys, 
m edia commentators, and a selection of kangaroos, wallabies and wombats. 
This Christmas, you could make a strong case for including doctors' wives. 

Doctors' wives became notorious during the federal election campaign . It 
had becom e evident that m any regular Coalition voters in safe Liberal seats 
intended to vote against it. They held Australia's trea tment of asylum seekers 
and participation in the war on Iraq to be m orally abhorrent . These people were 
then characterised as doctors' wives. 

Once labelled, they were m arginalised. Doctors' wives, it was implied, spent 
their idle hours driving hubby's Meres through leafy suburbs, sipping chardonnay, 
chattering incessantly about issues that only blokes could understand, contract
ing acute cardial bleeding, betraying their class and embarrassing their neighbours. 
How else could you explain anyone failing to move on from Tampa and Iraq? 

It is a disconcerting fact of life that people who take unpopular m oral posi
tions are marginalised. But after we recover from the disconcertment, the inter
esting question is what we m ake of being marginalised. Or, for religiou s people, 
what God makes of it . 

That is where the bit players in the Christmas story, and particularly wom
en- those perennial extras-are interesting. Matthew and Luke both include 
women. But whereas Luke puts Elizabeth and Anna prominently in the story as 
ideal versions of Jewish piety, Matthew includes four wom en, almost by stealth, in 
the genealogy of Jesus. Rahab, Bathsheba-referred to by Matthew only as Uriah's 
wife-Ruth and, of course, Mary are all dodgy by the standards of their society, all 
are m arginal. 

Rahab was a prostitute in Jericho who had read the polls. She could see that 
her side would lose, and so offered hospitality and a safe house to Israelite spies. 
After the town was razed, her life was spared and she lived, an outsider in Israel. 
Bathsheba, wife of David 's general, Uriah, was raped and m ade pregnant by King 
David who, to cover his tracks, had Uriah killed. Ruth, another foreigner, went 
back to Judea with her impoverished Jewish m other. And we fi rst m eet Mary 
when Joseph has to deal with her pregnancy. 

Biblical gen ealogies offer a m ap of God's way of working. Conventionally, the 
prominent features through which God's path runs are all m ale and respectable. 
That Matthew includes women on this path already says something surprising 
about God. That he includes only wom en who are dodgy because of their race 
or birth is shocking. At the centre of God's plan for humanity are strong wom en 
whom responsible m en m arginalise. 

Later Christians softened this m essage. They saw fem ale m artyrs as central 
features on God's path. But they now described them as weak wom en who were 
given extraordinary grace by God. True enough, but the observers lost sight of the 
heart of the matter, that these were strong wom en humiliated by their society. 

Cribs can be cosy, too. Shepherds neither drink nor swear, angels don 't in
spire terror, nor do the animals stink. So doctors' wives have a disruptive place 
there. They might remind us that God's way for Australia lies through their 
strength and humiliation, not their dom estication . • 

Andrew Hamilton SJ teach es at the United Faculty of Theology. 
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archimedes 
Clever Kiwis 

0 ""' Tm eAST 20 YeARs, New Ze.l•nd h"' tumcd •n "nnu•l NZ$2 null ion 
frui t and vegetable export business into NZ$2 billion. The dramatic growth in the 
NZ horticultural industry has been based on exports of kiwi fruit and wine. The 
Kiwis have managed to stamp their name all over a fruit that is not even native 
to their land. 

But ask Dr Richard Newcomb from the HortResearch Institute in Auckland 
what the secret of success has been, and you may be surprised at his answer. 'R & 
D', he says flatly. 

'From day one there was the expectation of building an export market ', says 
Newcomb. With that international focus, the Kiwis developed a sustainable pro
duction system for fruit, and then determined how best to bring their fresh pro
duce to international markets-when to pick them, and how to ripen, store, pack
age and transport them. They invented special plastic films to keep them fresh, 
and tested varieties and tastes. 

Newcomb is an expert in the genetics of taste and smell. He heads the Mo
lecular Olfaction Group at HortResearch (the NZ equivalent of a co-operative re
search centre). His present research includes projects to intensify the taste of fruits 
and match them to Asian and European markets, as well as to control insect and 
mammal pests by disrupting their olfactory communication. 

But the Kiwis are after even bigger bananas. In June, NZ signed a m emo
randum of understanding with all the Australian states and the ACT to form an 
Australia-NZ Biotech Alliance. The Kiwis have committed NZ$12 million as a 
catalyst for trans-Tasman biotech business collaboration. 'Apart, we're bit players; 
together, we're the fifth largest biotechnology hub in the world', says NZ Trade 
Commissioner to Australia, Mark Ingram. 

Projects undertaken range from tests for toxins in shellfish to development of 
better clover for cattle fodder. But the Kiwis are talking of joint research institutes 
and funding. Already NZ has invested A$5 million in the Australian synchrotron, 
while the two countries have worked cooperatively to develop clinical trials for 
drugs and vaccines. 

People like Dr Andrew Kelly, chief scientific officer of Life Science Ventures, 
an Auckland-based NZ$100 million biotech venture capital fund, have a pretty 
good idea of where to start our joint assault-agricultural biotechnology. 'There's 
no point', he argues, 'in taking on the US and Europe in areas such as pharmaceu
ticals. Let's play to our strengths'. 

Not only are we good at agriculture and agricultural research, but it is a 
large part of our respective economies. We have the networks to apply and sell 
whatever biotechnology we develop. We can even move into the medical field 
via agricultural biotechnology. An interesting model is provided by two sister 
companies in Dunedin on NZ's South Island-Ovita Ltd and Covita Ltd. Ovita 
focuses on developing biotechnology products based on the sheep genome, control 
of parasite infections, diagnostic tests, fertility control, and muscle growth and 
repair. Covita takes that research and develops it for off-farm application. In many 
cases, sheep can give us the clue as to how to deal with human problems, as sheep 
are already used as models for many human medical conditions. 

Whatever other food they provide, those Kiwis are certainly providing food 
for thought. • 

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer. 
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Wandering wombats 

I DON'T su , osE mu'vE HAD much oppmtunity bte!y to 
study the wombat. In general, this comically named and, one 
has to admit, somewhat comic looking herbivore is rarely seen 
on the svelte nature strips or along the bland, clinical street or 
in the neat gardens of our capital cities' better suburbs. Or, for 
that matter, in those engaging backyards you see from trains, 
where abandoned fridges, evi cerated motorbikes, sloping
roofed chook houses, sagging blow-up swimming pools afloat 
with leaves, and random clumps of rhubarb all attest to a terrain 
inimical to the slow, philosophical wombat. 

Where I am just now, however, on the verandah of a ven
erable, slightly staggering cottage looking out over the lush 
pastures of Bundanon that run down to the Shoalhaven River, 
the wombat does not exactly rule, but he and she m aintain a 
substantial, unignorable presen ce. One of them lives under this 
shack and innumerable others are, at this mid-morning hour, 
snoozing in their very large burrows. 

Your comm on wombat probably wouldn't appreciate being 
described as a 'lumbering marsupial ' but truth will out. With 
a body like a beer barrel and a frankly bulbous bum, any pace 
above a rolling, honest-to-God lumber would have the stewards 
reaching for the swab. 

When they got over their shock on first seeing a wombat, 
the early settlers called it a badger. But, according to the experts 
the wombat 's nearest rela tive in the odd spectrum of Australian 
m arsupials is the koala, another macropod, which m eans liter
ally, big footed. Personally, however, I think the wombat has 
much in common with the frog. 

When it com es to fashion and good looks, frogs, like wom
bats, start a long way behind, what with having comically 
bulging eyes, a broad, down-turned m outh that seem to signal 
defea t and disappointment, and a great spreading backside. As 
if that were not enough, frogs have swarthy, seemingly empus
tuled skin. Here beyond doubt is a creature which, if not quite 
the forgotten of God, is certainly languishing in the outer sub
urbs of the Divine awareness. All very well to protest that in 
their element frogs are magnificent, true. In mid-leap and at 
full stretch a frog is a slim gleam of plaited sinew. But imagine 
frogs pleading som e case or other in court-gloomy, pop-eyed, 
swarthy, big-bummed and cold, like a delegation of m alfunc
tioning thyroids. 

Wombats, waiting patiently out in the foyer for their turn 
in front of the judge, would not look much better. On that ro
tund body, a large, well-eared head and a bland, big-eyed, snub
nosed face suggest a kind of dopiness that might engender pat
ronising attitudes and even insults from the insensitive. Like 
the frog, but unlike his koala relatives, the wombat- when 
glimpsed motionless and apparently pondering his next move-

seems ill-favoured, not quite how he was m eant to end up by 
his creator. 'Did he who made the koala make thee?' as the man 
more or less said. 

But there is som ething terribly endearing and yet at the 
sam e time vulnerable about the wombat's unfathom able expres
sion, which incidentally rarely changes. Teeth aren't bared, lips 
don't curl, eyes don 't flash: whether racked by lust, tormented 
by thirst or transported by the sight of a new lush pasture, wom
bats maintain a Sphinx-like equanimity. 
So they ought to, because behind the disguise of that glassy, 
seemingly brainless stare and that slow, clumsy gait, the 
wombat has the game sewn up. To begin with, the female 
wombat's pouch, wherein of course nestles the latest jun
ior, is reversed so that when the wombat digs with its 
tough, muscled feet and claws designed for the purpose, it 
doesn 't fill baby's bed with sand. Smart and thoughtful. Of
ten with one offspring in utero, one in the pouch and a tod
dler in tow, the m other wombat produces a different milk 

for each teat, with different compositions of lipids, 
carbohydrates and proteins. This Mum is no mug. 

B ECAUSE THEY ARE so well equipped for the ta k, wombats 
m ake spacious burrows-as much as 30 m etres long. I won't 
say I've actually seen a wombat manoeuvring a TV and a chaise 
longue into the burrow, but the way they recline in the warm 
spring sun at the entrance to their subterranean castles, before 
descending to sleep the rest of the day away, shows a highly de
veloped capacity for sophisticated self-indulgence. As does their 
preference for living alone. Wombats welcome visitors-other 
wombats, that is-but basically are solitary dwellers, kicking 
offspring out at age two without a trem or of empty nest angst. 

When 'my' wombat em erges from under the house each 
evening to graze the grassy slopes, he is setting out on a peripa
tetic feast that might take him three or four kilometres through 
the night and involve visits to several burrows, som e his own, 
for a rest and a clean up. Should he break a tooth as he chomps 
along his nocturnal way, well, no worries. His teeth grow con
tinuously and the broken one simply replaces itself. If wombats 
ruled, root canals, caps, crowns and bridges and similar bar
barities would be things of the past: the entire dental econom y 
would collapse, bringing not a flicker of interest to the wom 
bat's impassive face. 

Had Aesop been able to observe a wombat going about its 
nightly life, he would have am ended his fable to read, 'Slow and 
apparently dopey wins the race'. So we take comfort . • 

Brian Matthews is a Distinguished Visiting Professor at 
Victoria University. 
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the election: I 

Joe Cami lleri 

The party's over 
In light of the federal election, joe Camilleri cons iders 
the questions that have yet to be asked 

S mcE 9 O c TOBER we hove hod the muol ' " eom 
of election pos t-m ortem s. Several weeks after the 
event, journalists, academics and pundits of various 
kinds are still trying to make sense of the unex
pected scale of Labor's defeat, the implica tions of the 
Coali tion 's control of the Senate, and the inability of 
the Greens to stamp their authority as a new emerg
ing force in Australian politics. 

While there is much to explain, most of the 
analysis to date has fo cused on appearances and 
symptom s. Endless words have been written and 
spoken about the ailment which afflicts this or that 
leader, this or that party, or this or that election 
strategy. However, there has been remarkably little 
said about the ailment which may affli ct the entire 
body politiqu e. 

Numerous explanations have been offered for the 
ALP's poor showing: Latham 's youthfulness or 'inex
perience', the ill-judged last minute release of new 
policies, especially on Tasmania 's forests, the effec
tiveness of the government's advertising scare cam 
paign, Labor's failure to return to its social roots, the 
reasonably good shape of the Australian economy. 

No doubt all this sheds som e light on the result, 
but little on the mood of the nation, and even less on 
the health of our political processes and institutions. 

ct rate itself 

tion 
A deeper analysis would begin not with political par
ties, their leaders, strategies and tactics, but with the 
electora te i tself. 

One does not have to go far in today's Australia 
to observe a profound unease about the future. This 
is not to say that all Australians experience the same 
insecurities, or that they deal with them in exactly 
the same way. Age, incom e, social status, gender, 
and ethnic and religious background no doubt help 
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to shape the way we experience anxiety and the 
conscious and unconscious responses we bring to 
that experience. At firs t sight, deeply felt anxieties do 
not seem to impinge much on politics generally or on 
election campaigns in particular. Obscured though it 
may seem, the connection is nevertheless real. 

The insecuri ties of the nation cannot but perco
late through to issues of identity, multiculturalism, 
rela tions with the outside world, and most impor
tantly to notions of the 'good life' tha t economy and 
politics are supposedly m eant to deliver. 

Australian insecurity is not a new phenomenon. 
Australians of European origin have long experienced 
in their relations with 'people-of-colour' a mixture of 
anxiety and discomfort. This experience continues to 
shape our relations with Aboriginal Australia as mu ch 
as it does with Asia. We are still a long way from 
developing the knowledge, confidence and sensitivity 

needed to nurture relations based on 
reciprocal trust and sustained dialogue. 

M ORE RECENTLY, economic insecurity seems to 
have grown, even in the midst of affluence. Australia's 
rapid integra tion into increasingly deregulated regional 
and global markets has produced both winners and los
ers. Hence, the sharp inequalities that separate the 20 
per cen t at the bottom of the wealth and income ladder 
(Howard's 'battlers') from the 20 per cent at the top. 
And for the remaining 60 per cen t (where we find the 
so-called aspirational class), endless anxiety about how 
to move higher or at least how to avoid sinking lower. 
For many, employment does not mea n job security, let 
alone job satisfaction . The ladder of aspiration oft en 
turns out to be more the treadmill of despera tion. 

For som e, other questions are equally troubling: 
How will we cope with the continuing influx of 
Asian migrants (who take jobs and may weaken our 
'Australianness'), with possible new waves of boat 
people [a reminder of the large pools of human misery 
within reach of om shores), and terrorists who can 
strike at any tim e, in any place (Bali may have left a 
deeper scar on the Australian p yche than is generally 
acknowledged)? 



And difficult questions too for those with responsibilities 
for the raising of children: Can our schools deliver them path
ways to comfort and security? And, what of th e pitfalls of drug 
addiction, depression and other psychological disorders ? 

It is reasonable to argue that it has been Howard's great 
skill to read this psychological undercurrent and to harness it 
for political ends . Was it not h e who-prior to his first election 
victory-promised to deliver a society where Australians could 
feel relaxed and comfortable? His message ever since has been 
essentially the same. The alliance with the United States, the 
treatment of asylum seekers, the children-overboard affair, 
the very notion of 'border protection ', and the threat to take 
anti-terrorist pre-emptive action in the region are all m eant to 
reassure, to convey the same promise of safety. 

By identifying so closely with the grea t and powerful, 
Howard offers many Australians the comfort zone they so 
desperately seek. Dependence on and support for the United 
States-in Iraq, the 'war on terror', the UN, on issues of global 
warming, the free trade agreement, relations with south-east 
Asia and the Islamic world-are all presented as a sometimes 
costly, but indispensable, insurance policy. 

Though they featured less prominently than in the 2001 
election, these themes had been so clearly and forcefully artic
ulated in the preceding months (and years) that the electorate 
was left in no doubt as to the Howard Government's cultural 
and psychological m essage. To this was added another potent 
symbol-the stability of interest rates . What was at issue 
here was not the government' technical capacity to prevent 
a future rise in interest rates, but the impression that it was 
sympathetically disposed to the fears of Australia's mortgage 
belt. The commitment to border protection (i.e. erecting a solid 
fence around the nation) was now complemented by the tanta
lising promise of another kind of protection (i.e. a safe financial 
fence around one's own home) . 

If one turns to the parties of change-the ALP, Greens 
and Democrats-the message was much less clear. Not much 
can be said about the Democrats as they were scarcely visible, 
not just in the election campaign but for the best part of three 
years. What can we say of Labor's response to Australia's pro
found insecurities? Medicare Gold, a slightly fairer system of 
funding for Australian schools, a promise to bring Australian 
troops back from IraCL and a last minute pledge to do something 
about Tasmania's forests. What did all this add up to? N ot a lot. 
How effective an antidote to the pervasive experience of anxi
ety? Not terribly. 

As for the Greens, they signalled that when it came to 
issues of environment, peace and justice, they were generally 
on the side of the angels. But did they have alternative policies 
as distinct from an alternative wish list? More importantly, did 
they have a convincing story to tell about our future relations 
with the United States, Indonesia, or the Islamic world? And, 
what of future economic directions ? Most importantly, what 
was the intended message for the 'anxious nation'? How were 
Australia's fears and insecurities to be handledz 

To say all this is not to denigrate those who campaigned 
for the preservation of forests, an end to military involvement 
in Iraq or a more civilised approach to the stranger, be it the 
Asian immigrant or Middle Eastern asylum seeker. It remains 
to be asked, however, how well equipped the parties in ques-

tion are to address the underlying malaise that afflicts much of 
contemporary Australia. 

To ask these questions is to invite several others. If seri
ous soul-searching is called for, whose views and experiences 
should we take into account? In any case, the issue is not 
simply what happens inside Australia, but how Australia 
situates itself in the world. Whether we look at trade, invest
ment, interest rates, oil prices, refugees, environment, global 
warming, terrorism, or security, we are dealing with regional 

and global trends. No serious diagnosis can afford to 
ignore these connections. 

POLITICAL PARTIES the problem is structural. 
Personalities aside, they lack the intellectual equipment and 
institutional infrastructure needed to diagnose, let alone to 
prescribe remedies. Not surprisingly, the content of what they 
have to communicate is at best flimsy. So i the m edium of 
communication, especially during election campaigns, where 
the accent is on cosmetic presentation of leadership styles, 
tedious point-scoring, the 30-second media grab, and cos tly 
and mindless advertising. 

It is arguable that many citizens, including a good 
number who voted for the Coalition parties, are discon
certed by the growing gap between repetitive, second-rate 
politics and the reality of their lives. Many might be more 
disposed to thinking about social and political options, if 
they were offered forums able to en gage their concerns and 
fears about the future. 

The key ques tion can be simply put: can we envisage 
in the Australia of the next ten to 20 years a new kind of 
public discourse, and new ways of conversing? In su ch a 
conversation there would be few rewards for shortcuts and 
glib answers. The focus would be not just on policies, but 
on ways of thinking and doing things, on conventions and 
institutions. Our educational, media, legal and political 
institutions in particular would be subjected to thorough 
scrutiny. Political parties-even of the more progressive 
variety-in part because they have become professionally 
and ideologically attuned to the imperatives of media-pack
aged electioneering, seem ill-equipped for the task. What is 
in ques tion is the party system itself. This is perhaps the 

.. . can we envisage in the ... ne 

new kind of public 

most important lesson of this year's federal election-a les
son which, we may be pleasantly surprised to find , many 
intuitively understand, even when they cannot articulate it 
or are at first psychologically discomfited by it . • 

Joseph Camilleri is Professor of International Relations at La 
Trobe University. He has written and lectured extensively on 
international relations, governance and globalisation, human 
rights, North-South relations, international organisations, the 
United Nations, and the Asia-Pacific region. 
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the election:2 

Tim Martyn 

Pomp and circumstance 
Tim Martyn gets up close and personal on the campaign trai I 

N m, DAYS OUT hom the fede>•l dection, 
Mark Latham emerged from another 30 minute stint 
of 'talk back' claptrap . 'Well that really set the news 
agenda for the day', despaired one Sydney Morning 

Herald journalist, snapping off her dictaphone in 
disgust. Labor's campaign launch was a m ere day 
away, and the Australian voting public had just been 
treated to another hard-hitting interview: yes, Mark 
Latham had been present for the birth of his two 
children; no, he hadn 't brought any massage oil. 

Voting at election time is one of our few 
responsibilities as Australian citizens. However, 
making that vote an informed choice has become an 
increasingly difficult burden. 

I've always been fascinated by the cut and 
thrust of election campaigning, and the making 
of an Australian prime minister. Subsequently, I 
volunteered to follow the Latham campaign as a 
youth 'Election Tracker', and write for an independ
ent website, www.electiontracker.net. My mission, 
along with three other young volunteers, was to 
provide an alternative analysis of the campaign than 
that presented by the rest of the travelling press 
gallery, while at tempting to demystify the ultimate 
democratic event. 

Once every three years, Australians are com
pelled to choose from a field of political candidates, 
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the one individual best able to present their case 
and represent the nation 's interests. Part of making 
this choice includes an opportunity to reflect upon 
the m erits of each candidate before voicing a demo-

cratic preference; for once these 
preferences have been tallied, the 
electorate is expected to remain 
largely silent while a new mandate 
is hastily implem ented. 

Election campaigns are 
intended to provide this oppor
tunity for reflection. Now that 
another election has passed, it is 
important to ask just how much 
we learned about the policies on 
offer. Did the 'news ' you read, 
saw or heard provide the analy
sis required for you to make an 
informed choice? 

One trend that emerged from 
this election is that the Australian 

contest has become increasingly presidential. Through 
the mainstream media 's narrow lens, Australia 
watched a slogan-filled slugfest between two big 
spending contenders. As each scripted barb was m et 
by a choreographed riposte, journalists 'embedded' in 
the campaign eagerly redistributed the 'live action' 
recorded from the ringside. And while the cameras 
and digital recorders were trained on the prime min
isterial stoush, those voices calling for attention on 
behalf of other national issues went unheard. 

On the election trail, each 'embedded' journalist 
travels within a whirlwind of spin. From unknown 
destination to unknown destination, from photo 
opportunity to press conference, the media 's brief was 
to spectate, not speculate; we watched what we were 

brought to watch. Thus, the Australian 
public becam e spectators too. 

As THE CAMPAIGN progressed, one day morphed 
into the next; even the media's questions appeared 
recycled. Faced with another policy announcement, 
the Australian Financial Review would ask Mark 
Latham whether it was fu lly-funded; Channel Nine 



or Seven would ask for a response to the Coalition 's 
response to an earlier announcem ent; and then 
one of the major dailies w ould follow up by asking 
whether this new spending commitment would 
n egatively impact upon interest rates ? By qu es
tion seven or eight, som eone might be so bold as 
to reques t additional information on th e policy 
i tself . Then ques tion time would be over, leaving 
the journos an hour or two to peruse that morn
ing's quotables, fil e their story, and then board the 
'opportunity express' to the next m arginal sea t . 

Thankfully, there was always plenty of time 
to drown on e's sorrows on the campaign trail-one 
m ore of the trail 's daily routines. 

On the bus, I listen ed as seasoned journalists 
commented on h ow stale and stage-m anaged elec
tion campaign s have becom e; h ow politics has been 
turned into a public relations exercise orch es trated 
by professional PR firms. Now, the only m essage 
left to report is ' their ' m essage. The need to feed 
'news'-any n ews- back to headquarters up to 
three times a day h as left the m ainstream m edia 
vulnerable to this kind of message managem ent. 
As the campaign spin doctors starve society 

of real inform ation, the m edia quickly 
devours whatever scraps rem ain on offer. 

WILE AusTRALIANS MAY be compelled to vote, 
they are not compelled to consume the ' info rma
tion ' dished out to them. Labor spent millions of 
dollars crafting the story of the 'Boy from Green 
Vale', yet Australia's swinging vo ters weren 't lis
tening. The federal election m ay have been on e of 
the m ost policy-driven campaigns in recent history, 
yet Labor (through the m edia lens) failed to convey 
the m erits of those policies to a sceptical elector
ate . Through a combination of spin and the m edia's 
n eed for simplicity, their policies were reduced to 
content-free slogan s. In the end, Australia's swing
ing voters went with the devil they knew. 

After eight years of conservative government 
in which numerous issues of nation al importan ce 
were raised- immigration detention, climate 
ch ange, pre-emptive war, n ational security and 
our rela tionship with our region- this election 
was won on the back of fo ur simple w ords: 'Keep
ing interes t rates low' . N o m atter the forum, the 
for tunes of Australian families were incessantly 
portrayed as dependent upon low interest ra tes, yet 
where w as the debate surrounding this assertion ? 
While economists rallied against the notion that a 
future federal government, Labor or Liberal, would 
send interes t rates sky-rocketing, the m edia contin
u ed to convey the Coalition 's warning on interest 
rates to a cautious voting public. They continued 
to do so because it was all they w ere h earing on the 
campaign trail. 

Which leads m e to ask: just what sort of 
m andate did the Australian people really give the 

Coalition fo r their fourth 
term ? Did the Coalition 
receive an endorsem ent for 
their plans to privatise the 
res t of Telstra, or to rem ove 
unfair dismissal laws for 
small businesses and res tric
tions on cross-m edia owner
ship ? D oes a government 
elected to keep interest rates 
low hold a universal m andate 
to rule1 

When election cam
paigns are reduced to a 
cacophony of competing 
soundbites, Australian 
dem ocracy is poorly served. 
Unfo rtunately, the future 
outlook is similarly grim. 
Election coverage will 
increasingly be left to junior 
journalis ts, campaigns will 
be ever m ore tightly m anaged 
by public rela tions firms and 
the relaxing of cross-m edia 
ownership laws will see the 
range of issu es covered con
tract even furth er. 

The Australian vot-
ing public deserves better. 
Thankfully, the internet is 
one m edium that supports 
in-depth independent inves
tigation, and even provides 
an opportunity for debate 
am ong citizens. It is here that 
vo ters can becom e informed 
citizens by supplem enting the 
information they receive from 
m ore mainstream mediums. 

With few er time and 
space const raints, the inter
n et is only going to improve 
as a m edium fo r political 
reporting and analysis. And 
as the internet becom es m ore 
mainstream, its capacity to 
inform vo ters will grow. 

In the interes ts of 
dem ocracy in Australia, it is m y h ope that rather 
than switching off at the n ext election, Australians 
turn on the computer instead. It is there that the 
Australian vo ting public w ill fi nd answers to the 
ques tions that were n ever asked. • 

Tim Martyn joined Mark Latham on the federal 
election campaign trail for as a volunteer youth 
journ alist . He is currently employed as Policy and 
Research Officer at Jesuit Social Services . 
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the \Vorld 

Anthony Ham 

The original Europeans 
Anthony Ham discovers that Basque is not a region but a way of life 

S oME YM" AGO, deep in the S•h'" 
Desert, I asked a traveller where he came 
from. He said Catalonia. I made some 
comment about Spain, whereupon he 
said, 'I don't think you heard me. I said 
that I am Catalan, from Barcelona . I am 
not Spanish.' And then he stormed off. 

A few years later, I met Fernando in 
Madrid. When I asked him where he was 
from, he said, 'I was born in the Basque 
Country but I am not an ETA terrorist. I 
am Spanish and I am proud to be Spanish'. 

More than any other country in 
Europe, Spain is a nation defined by 
regional sensibilities, by the battle for 
coexistence between a state and its con
stituent elements. This was most starkly 
illustrated in a 1997 survey by the Vizcaya 
Chamber of Commerce (Vizcaya is the 
region of the Spanish Basque Country 
surrounding Bilbao). Some 80 per cent 
of the native Basque children who were 
questioned stated that their primary 
identity was Basque. A further 12 per 
cent said that they felt European, while 
just eight per cent considered themselves 
Spanish. Among children whose parents 
had migrated to the Basque Country, 48 
per cent said that they were Basque, 28 per 
cent saw themselves as European and 24 
per cent said that they were Spanish. 

Indeed, the Basque Country is the area 
of Spain where regional identity is strong
est . It is also here that the survival, or 
otherwise, of Spain will be determined. 

The Basques are quite possibly 
the oldest people in Europe. Their 
history has no legend of origins, no 
migration myth to explain how they 
came to live in the north of the Iberian 
Peninsula. The Basque language, 
Euskera-described by the 19th-century 
dictionary of the Royal Spanish Academy 
as 'so confusing and obscure that it can 
hardly be understood'-pre-dates the Indo
European invasion of Europe in around 900 
BC. It is an orphan language so distinct 
that no linguistic relative has been found. 
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It is for this reason that Basques consider 
themselves to be the original Europeans. 

The Basques were here when the 
Romans occupied Iberia and the Roman 
province of Vasconia gave the Basques 
the name by which they are known. 

The Basques, who have historically 
called themselves Euskaldun (speakers 
of Euskera) who inhabit Euskal Herria 
(the land of the Euskera-speakers), fought 
against the Vikings, against the Muslim 
armies which occupied Iberia for 800 years 
and against the Christian kingdoms which 
sought to integrate Basque territories into 
their realm. 

This history of battling against 
national entities or larger empires has 
fed an enduring image of the Basques as a 
hostile, warrior race. In the 12th-century 
history, Codex by Aimeric de Picard, the 
author speaks of 'Basques and Navarrese, 
who practice such cruelties to Christians, 
laying waste like infidels, sparing neither 
elderly, orphans, widows or children'. In 
Don Quiiote, it is a Basque or Vizcayan to 
whom Cervantes gives the words, 'Me kill 
you, or me no Vizcayan'. 

At the same time, Basques, unlike 
other European peoples of history, have 
never harboured territorial ambitions 
beyond their own land. Their fight 
has always been for the right to live 



in Basque territory as a distinct nation 
free from outside interference in their 
cultural traditions . 

Basque territory is divided between 
Spain and France. Although there 
are three provinces in French Basque 
Country-Labourd (Lapurdi in Eu kera), 
Basse-Navarre (Benafaroa) and Soule 
(Zuberoa)-French Basques account for 
just nine per cent of the overall Basque 
population. Some 75 per cent of Basques 
reside in three Spanish Basque prov
inces-Guiptlzcoa (Gipuzkoa), Vizcaya 
(Bizkaia) and Alava (Araba) . The final 
province, Navarra (Nafaroa), is a disputed 
territory, with the northern districts eth
nically Basque and the southern districts 
inhabited predominantly by Spaniards. 
Although Navarra is considered by die-hard 
Basque nationalists to be an integral part 
of Basque territory, it does not fall within 
the Autonomous Community of Euskadi, 

the administrative entity of the 
Basque provinces in Spain. 

L E DIVERSITY OF THE BASQUE people 
across the provinces is reflected in its cit
ies. San Sebastian in Guipuzcoa is elegant 
and sophisticated, at once the most 
European and most Basque of Basque cit
ies, and historically the capital of militant 
Basque nationalism. Bilbao, transformed 
into a European centre of culture since the 
opening of the Guggenheim Museum in 
1997, is the economic engine room of the 
Basque Country. It is also the home base of 
the traditionally moderate party of power, 

Clockwise from right : Plaza Foru, Gernika; San 
Sebastian and Bahfa de Ia Concha; Bilbao and 

Museo Guggenheim; and Basque flag. 

the Partido Nacionalista Vasco (PNV or 
Basque Nationalist Party). Vitoria, the offi
cial capital of Spanish Basque Country is 
provincial and strategically located as 
a buffer against the Spanish Castilian 
heartlands below the River Ebro. The 
walls of this brooding old town are 
adorned with pro-ETA graffiti. 

Vitoria, Bilbao and San Sebastian may 
be the centres of modern power, but it 
is only in Guernica (Gernika), midway 
between Bilbao and San Sebastian in the 
province of Vizcaya, that Basque identity 
can be understood. 

Guernica boasts a strange, hybrid 
architecture which itself tells a story. 
Subtle 19th-century arches support 1940s 
buildings laid out upon a medieval street 
plan. It was here, on Monday 26 April 
1937, at 4:40pm, that German planes 

dropped splinter and incendiary bombs 
upon a town filled with traders from the 
surrounding villages and with the refugees 
of Spain's Civil War. Urged on by Spain's 
future dictator, Francisco Franco, the 
German planes unleashed the first civilian 
massacre of the modern military age, kill
ing 1,645 people in around three hours. 

From his headquarters in Salamanca, 
Franco initially denied the involvement 
of his forces or their allies, claiming that 
poor weather had prevented their planes 
from flying. In support of his case that 
the Basques themselves had dynamited 
their own town, Franco released a flight 
log which later proved to be from the 
wrong day. 

The journalist George Steer of the 
London Times was in Guernica at the 
time and his reports (ca rried also in the 

New York Tim es ) horrified a world 
soon to becom e accustomed to 
the deaths of unarmed civilians. 
An outraged Pablo Picasso, who 
had been commissioned to paint 
a mural for the Spanish pavilion 
at the 193 7 World Fair, produced a 
breathtaking and highly political 
masterpiece, capturing Guernica 
in all its deathly anguish. 

Within three days, Franco's 
troops occupied Guernica. Mark 
Kurlansky, author of The Basque 
History of the World, reports an 
incident when one of Franco's 
troops became so exasperated by 
the questioning of journalists who 
were taken on a tour of Guernica 
that he snapped, 'Of course it 
was bombed. We bombed it, and 
bombed it, and bombed it, and, 
buena, why not. ' 

And yet, somehow, despite 
the devastation, the Gernikako 
Arbola (Tree of Guernica), the 
most important symbol of the 
Basques, survived. 

The Tree of Guernica still 
stands alongside the 19th-century 
Basque assembly, the Casa de 
Juntas. An oak tree has stood on 
this spot since the 14th-century. 
According to legend, the first oak 
survived for 450 years until its 
death in 1811. An offshoot, planted 
in 17 42, replaced it and was the 
focal point of Basque independ
ence until1892. The third, missed 
by German bombers, survived 
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from 1858 until 2004, whereupon a new 
sapling was prepared to fill the void . Upon 
the death of the third Tree of Guernica, 
the president of the Basque assembly, Ana 
Madariaga, stated simply: 'It's finished its 
life cycle .. . I want to believe in the idea 
of the eternal tree, we ended one cycle, we 
start ano ther'. 

The dried-up trunk of the original 
tree now stands in a small pavilion in the 
grounds of the assembly. It was under this 
tree that the Basque assembly, the Juntas 
Generales, met for centuries to legislate 
and rule on foral (Basque customary) 
law. Local village assemblies from across 
Vizcaya used to send representatives to 
meet under the Tree of Guernica. The 
King of Castile, who was nominally 
sovereign over the Basque Country, would 
com e to the sessions under the oak tree to 
swear that the Spanish authorities would 
respect the authorities of the fueros. 

The fueros themselves had first been 
codified in 1155 and were remarkably 
enlightened for m edieval law, guarantee
ing 'justice to the poor as to the rich'. 
These laws covered many aspects of 
criminal and commercial law, regulat
ing everything from the requisite purity 
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of cider to laws of inheritance and the 
recognition of human rights. 

It was under the Tree of Guernica that 
the first regional Basque Government of 
Jose Antonio Aguirre stood, on 7 October 
1936, to swear the oath of Basque office: 

Humble before God 
Standing on Basque soil 
In remembrance of Basque ancestors 
Under the Tree of Guernica 
I swear faithfully to fulfil my commission 

Less than seven months later, Guernica 
was in ruins and the entire Basque 
Country soon fell under the occupation 
of Franco's fascist government. Tens 
of thousands of Basques were rounded 
up into concentration camps and the 
Basque language of Euskera was banned, 
its speakers ordered to 'speak Christian'. 
All statutes of autonomy were abol
ished and the Spanish Basque Country, 
like the rest of Spain, would remain 

under fascist occupation until 
'l i{ T Franco's death in 1975. 

V V HEN SPAIN AND THE Spanish 
Basque Country emerged from dictator
ship four decades later and took its first 
steps towards democracy, perhaps its most 
pressing issue was how to prevent the dis
mantling of Spain while satisfying regional 
demands for self-rule. The 1979 Statute of 
Guernica provided the Basque Country 

with greater autonomy than any other 
region of Europe as matters of housing, 
agriculture, town planning, sport, tour
ism, h ealth and social services all came 
within the powers of the Basque regional 
government. The statute was proclaimed 
under the oak Tree of Guernica. 

Since that time, Spain has coexisted 
uneasily with its regions, most notably 
the Basque Country. Since 1968, more 
than 800 people have been killed by 
the Basque terrorist group ETA. During 
the same period, many Basques, led by 
the PNV with its motto 'God and the 
Old Laws', have strained under securi ty 
crackdowns which have invariably 
targeted, and often killed Basques. The 
clamour for independence has never 
been greater. 

In early October 2004, the arrest in 
south-western France of ETA's leadership 
signalled the latest, potentially fatal blow 
to the terrorist organisation. At the same 
time, the Basque regional Parliament was 
debating a motion by the leader of the 
Basque Government, Juan Jose Ibarretxe, 
which calls for the Spanish Basque 
Country to become a com munity 'freely 
associated' with Spain. Among the pow
ers sought by this new entity is independ
ent diplomatic representation abroad. 

The motion is to be voted on 
before the end of 2004. At la st co unt, 
the Basque Government remains two 



vo tes sh ort of the necessary m a jority. 
Polls in the Basqu e Count ry sugges t a 
region evenly divided betw een those 
w anting independence fro m Spain and 
those wishing to rem ain wi thin the 
Span ish s tat e . If successful, the Basque 
Government h as promised a referen 
dum on the proposal, regardless of the 
fac t that regional governments have no 
legal power to ca ll referenda under the 
Spanish constitution and despite the 
cer tainty that the plan w ill be re jected 
by the national Spanish parliam ent . 

These are extraordinary times in 
Spain, potentially the endgam e of a 

Pasa rela Zubi Zuri over Rfa de Bilbao (left) 
and Bilbao's M useo Guggenheim (above). 

centuries-long embrace of mutual mis
understanding. To Spaniards, at stake is 
the very idea of Spain, a country which 
prides itself on its diversity. To many 
Basques, the ques tion is one of survival 
as a distinct people as expressed in their 
right to self-determination. 

The Tree of Guernica has seen it all 
before. But this time could be different. 
In an era when Europe is centralising and 
moving closer together, it could be that 
one of its larges t m embers is falling apart 
from within. • 

Anthony Ham is a freelance writer living 
in Madrid . 

verse 

Bali Cigarette 

It was there. That crackle of fire between his fingers, 

Struck with the second last match, it ignited the attack

A thermal headspin ascending through twisting sm oke, 

Vapours of clove rising like temples from terraced fields, 

To the warm neck of mountains. Some twenty years ago. 

He knows this ambush but he is caught every time; 

Smells the numbing net of smoke. Hears the village 

Cocks crow. Sees the old m en grin betel nutted teeth 

Oily red with resin. Tastes coconut and honey wax. 

Rem embers how salt stiffened hair into ringlets. 

Another tongue flames. Unhelmeted she rode pillion, 

Into the mouths of Kuta sunsets. Down shaded paths 

Of palm and two stroke. To be parked in photo albums

Ordered m emories stored for safekeeping. Just like the 

Old surfboard now carried from one shed to the next. 

Tim Edwards 
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the nation 

Tony Malkovic 

Spreading the word 
Tony Malkovic investigates an Australian Christian broadcasting service into the Asia-Pacifi c 

M ,., M ooR< ANn m s wm CmRn decided 
seven years ago to move to Kununurra, in the 
extrem e north of Western Australia, not far from 
the Northern Territory. 

For many people, the attraction of Kununurra is 
that it 's the eastern gateway to the Kimberley, one 
of the m ost remote and breathtaking landscapes in 
the world: hom e of outback 4WD adventure, rugged 
terrain, an outback sea and giant barramundi. 

But for Mike, the attraction was to lend support 
to an unusual radio proj ect aimed at broadcas ting 
C hristian radio program s to some 60 per cent of the 
world 's population. 

'I guess I go t involved because as a Christian our 
whole aim in life is to h elp people', says Mike, wh o 
used to run a m echanical repair and hire business 
and grew up in the West Kimberley town of D erby. 

'And I could see that radio could help a lot of 
people in the Third World countries. We decided to 
chuck in the m oney side of things and come with 
HCJB where you don ' t actually ge t paid. You get sup
ported by different church es and Christian people.' 

Mike is the local manager for HCJB World Radio, 
a worldwide Christian broadcas ting group based in 
the US. HCJB pioneered evangelical broadcasting 
in 193 1, beaming short-wave programs from a con
verted sh eep shed in Ecuador. These days, it broad
casts to m ore than 100 countries in 120 langu ages. 
And depending on the target audience, the group uses 
short-wave, AM and FM radio, sa tellite, TV and the 
internet to get its evangelical m essages out . 

HCJB is the radio call sign originally in Ecu ador. 
From that, a m otto has been created: 'The m otto is 
"Heralding Chris t Jesus Blessings" but that 's n ot our 
nam e, our name is HCJB ', says Mike. 

In October, HCJB announced that it had finally 
cleared seven years of red tape and local opposition 
and had the go ahead from the Western Australian 
Government to lease Crown land to extend its broad
casting centre several kilometres outside Kununurra. 

Although it already broadcas ts radio program s 
in 11 languages to the Asia Pacifi c region from 
Kununurra, H CJB plans to expand i ts short -wave 
broadcasts by leasing the extra land and building 
anoth er 3 1 radio towers som e 90 metres high . 

The Kununurra towers would take programs 
produced at HCJB 's Melbourne studios and 
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broadcast them further into the Asia Pacific region. 
In all, the n ew tow ers w ould cost an es timated $20 
million. But for the pas t three years, em ot ions have 
run high over the proposal. 

Long-time Kununurra residen t Kei th Wright 
is a vocal opponent who says there are still wide
sprea d concerns, especially given th e rise in terror
ism around the world in recent years. 

'In Perth, you 're about 1,800 kilom etres away 
from your neares t Muslim country', says Keith, 
wh o is also a shire councillor. 'We're about 180 
kilometres awa y from our n eares t Muslim country. 
They' re broadcasting Christian messages to 220 
m illion people in Indonesia, and about 180 million 
of them are Muslim. 

'An awful lot of people have voiced the opinion, 
and I tend to be one of them, that it's probably not 
a wise choice to potentially make Kununurra, and 
Australia, the source of this religious indoctrination .' 

He says another concern is that th e towers 
would be a 'blot on the landscape' and a danger 
to planes flying scenic tours around the town . He 
acknowledges that people in other countries could 
exercise their choice and simply turn off the radio if 
they didn 't like HCJB's program s. 

'It's not the people's choices we're concern ed 
abou t, it 's th e fact some of the radical groups or 
some of th e governments in some of these areas 
might feel we're inflicting som ething on them that 

they choose that their people shouldn't be 
listening to', he says. 

BuT Mr KE MoORE SAYS the group's current three 
towers have been broadcasting Christian short
wave radio for m ore than 18 months, and there 
hasn 't been any backlash . 

'N o, no thing at all. You must realise there are 
hu n dreds of Christian radio stations all around 
the world broadcasting into Muslim countries and 
there are hundreds of Muslim radio stations broad
casting in to Australia. So it 's a two-way thing. 
And I think people just accep t that. There have 
been Ch ristian radio sta tions around for the last 
75 yea rs, and th ere h ave never been any reprisa ls 
again st the radio stations.' 

He says the program s HCJB sends out don 't 
need to be modified for Muslim countries. 



'N o we don 't because we're non-political and 
non-critical. So we send ou t a posi tive family mes
sage and we send out the Chris tian m essage and we 
don't m ake any excuse fo r that ', h e explains. 

So are Muslim countries likely to take issu e 
with groups such as HCJB broadcas ting Christ ian 
program s? President of the Australian Federation of 
Islamic Councils, Dr Ameer Ali, says on principle 
h e doesn't have a problem with Christian groups 

broadcasting into other countries, saying 
/ Australia is a democratic country. 

'ANYONE CAN BROADCAST any m essage they 
want as long as they do not hur t the feelings of 
another community or an other group of people 
deliberately', says Dr Ali . 

But he says it depends on what is broadcas t. 
With h ot spots of religious tension su ch as Ambon 
and Central Sulawesi in Indon esia, th ere could 
be con cerns. 

'If i t deliberately broadcas t into those regions 
with the idea of converting the Muslims to 
Christianity, that might be a problem ', Dr Ali points 
ou t. 'A simple religious m essage prom oting the 
ideas of Christianity, I don 't think anybody can say 
anything against it . So that 's harmless. It all depends 
on w hat is being broadcas t . On principle, I don 't see 
an objection .' 

Anglican Bishop Brian Kym e is of a similar opin
ion, saying the issue is much the same as Muslim 
program s shown on community TV in Australia. 

'They're very informative but if one is simply 
not interested they can turn off the program ', he 
points out . 'I don 't think there's really a problem 
with allowing that sort of broadcas ting, I can 't see 
that i t 's infringing anyone's rights', says Bishop 
Kym e, wh o's Chair of the Anglican Committee for 
Multicultural Ministry. 

However, he sees a wider issue. 
'I have heard som e stories about som e people 

who've claimed to have been converted through 
broadcasts', h e says . 'But I think it would not be to 
any great extent . In m y opinion, the vast sums of 
m oney to be spent on short-wave broadcasting to 
other countries could be spent m ore effectively.' 

Mike M oore believes there's been a campaign 
of misinform ation waged against the HCJB pro ject 
over th e years, which resulted in a petition with 
som e 800 signatures. But despite that, he says when 
HCJB held an open day and tour of facilities for 
those opposed to the pro ject, no one from the town 
bothered to sh ow up . 

'I think people are realising now that a lot of the 
nonsense against u s was false', he says. 

In October, HCJB announced on its website that 
it had finally got the green light from the Western 
Australian Government to expand onto adjacent 
land . The go ahead m arks the end of a long road: 
HCJB had to get approval from som e 19 government 

departments, as well as native title clearances, and 
applications to Canberra for four international broad
casting licences. Mike Moore says the local shire has 
given planning approval in principle and construction 
on the 3 1 towers is likely to start in April/May after 
the wet season . 

'I think one of the main things we have to realise 
in this whole exercise is that as Christians we believe 
that we're doing what God wants us to do and our 
confidence is in God', he says. 'So we're just a sm all 
cog in a big world, just operating under God.' 

He said for the pro ject to go ahead 'we n eed to 
be praying to God and relying on Him. It 's not the 
people who are making it happen, it 's God that 's 
making it happen '. • 

Tony Malkovic is a freelance writer based in Perth. 
H e is a former reporter and producer with ABC TV. 
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Fatima Measham 

Charting a course for the Philippines 
Fatima Measham investigates the declining credibility of Filipino President Gloria Arroyo 

E mNO PRESmENT GLOR>A Macapa 
gal Arroyo ini tia ted a policy debate of a 
kind never seen before in Manila , when 
she announced the country's fi scal deficit 
had become its biggest problem. 

The State of the Nation Address-an 
occasion generally dominated by pro
poor rhetoric and visions of national 
unity-raised m ore than a few eyebrows 
when President Arroyo presented a list 
of eight tax m easures to address the 
looming fiscal crisis. 

Whilst crit ics were quick to dismiss 
her legislative agenda, it was supported 
by a group of economics professors from 
the University of the Philippines, wh o 
warned of economic collapse in the next 
two to three years if certain strategies 
were n ot implemented. 

Although the Philippines' budget has 
been running at defici t for several years, 
the prospects are indeed grim. The cur
rent fiscal deficit is over A$ 7 billion. Pub
lic sec tor debt is at an astounding A$130 
billion and has been exacerbated by the 
devaluation of the peso (around half of 
the debt is in foreign currency). The gov
ernment is currently trying to prevent 
a credit downgrade by foreign lenders, 
which would affect lending rates, debt 

serviceability, and availability of 
funds for development projects. 

FIRST GLANCE, Arroyo seems to 
possess the n ecessary skills to navigate 
the economy through these turbulent 
tim es. She is, after all, an economist. 

First ca tapulted to the presidency by 
a popular revolt against Joseph Estrada in 
2001, her penchant for detail came as a 
relief to non-government organisations and 
advocacy groups who feel they can engage 
the new administration in policy reform . 

However, a pa ttern of politically expe
dient decisions have undermined Arroyo's 
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credibility and belie h er 
image as a strong presi
dent. 

H er decision to lift 
the moratorium on the 
dea th penalty late las t 
yea r, was widely p er
ceived to be a reaction 
to increased pressure 
from the local Chinese 
community, whose 
m embers were being 
targeted for kidnapping 
(a capital offence in the 
Philippines) . This deci
sion contrasts with the 
withdrawal of Filipino 
humanitarian troops 
from Iraq, in order to 
save the life of abducted 
truck driver Angelo de 
la Cruz. 

While the comparison 
may be weak, it is worth 
noting the underlying 
inconsistency between 
wanting to be seen as 
tough on local issues 
yet conceding to the 
demands of foreign ter
rorists. To understand 
these actions, one must 
consider the political 
value of populism. In 
both situations Arroyo 
revealed h er vulnerability to pressure. 

Inadequate government policy on 
population control further highlights 
the issu e of Arroyo's credibility. The 
Philippin es has a population of more than 
84 million, with an annual population 
growth rate of 2.36 per cent. One might 
expect a person with an economics 
background to unders tand that high 
population levels and high public debt 

President Glor ia Macapaga l Arroyo 
AAP/AFP Romeo Gacad 

will lead to dire consequences . One clear 
illustration is to be found in education. 
At the start of the school year in 2003, 
there was a shortage of over 44,000 class
rooms and 38,000 teachers. 

Arroyo's government has not 
addressed the issue of population growth 
on a national scale. It is sugges ted that 
th e absence of a clear policy is to avoid 
antagonising influential Catholic Church 



leaders, who oppose artificial popula
tion control. In contrast, major business 
leaders are urging Arroyo to establish a 
national policy on population control, 
including the provision of artificial con
traceptives to the poor. Described as a 
devout Catholic, Arroyo maintains a 
'hands-off ' approach, even as she sets a 
target of a 1.9 per cent population growth 
rate by the end of her term in 2010. How 
too might one reconcile her 'pro-life' 
stance on population control while per
mitting the resumption of executions for 
some capital offences? 

The most infamous blow to her cred
ibility, however, involves her decision 
to run for president at the May elec
tion. Arroyo had declared in 2002 that 
she would be able to govern better if she 
eschewed campaigning, and therefore 

would not stand for the 

A 
presidency after her term . 

NALYSTS IN THE MEDIA remarked 
that her decision was a welcome change 
in a culture where positions of power 
are held until such time as they can be 
bequea thed to the next generation . 

However, Arroyo reversed her decision 
a year later, saying that she would put 
aside her own wishes for peaceful retire
ment in order to offer herself as a leader 
with vision and experience. 

Arroyo caused further disappointment 
when, after winning the election, she was 
believed to have coerced w ell respected 
cabinet m ember, Dinky Soliman, into 
resigning from the Department of Social 
Welfare and Development, in order to 
hand over the portfolio to Vice President 
Noli de Castro, a media personality cred
ited with helping Arroyo win the election. 
De Castro has since declined the post, 
undoubtedly due to the backlash from 
civil society stalwarts. Indeed, serious 
discontent exists over Arroyo's leadership . 
To many Filipinos she comes from a long 
line of ' traditional politicians ' who run for 
government in order to maintain the sta
tus quo from which they benefit. Lacking 
credibility, she has so far been unable to 
galvanise or inspire the people. 

While Arroyo's coalition may hold 14 
of 24 Senate sea ts and over 70 per cent 
of the House of Representative seats, the 
strength of her power base is deceptive. 
She was elected on a margin of 1.1 million 
votes-a small proportion of the 35 
million votes available. Many legislators 

are influenced by business or populist 
interests and may not fast -track the 
necessary fiscal measures Arroyo has 
proposed. The previous Congress passed 

only one of 13 bills that she 
had endorsed. 

L xATION IS NEVER A popular pol
icy for government. Although some of 
Arroyo 's proposals m erely adjust certain 
excise taxes to current inflation lev
els, one can assume that people already 
struggling with poverty will be hardest 
hit by an increase in taxes or the creation 
of new ones. 

An argument could instead be made 
for properly enforced tax collection . It 
is pervasive tax evasion, through illegal 
practices such as smuggling, which keeps 
revenue low. 

In this respect, the challenge for 
Arroyo and her government is to initiate 
significant change in the ways in which 
government conducts and manages busi
ness, while balancing this against social 
asset reforms (with which she has identi
fied herself) such as housing for the poor 
and agricultural land for tenant-farmers. 
Unfortunately, there is little evidence that 
people accept the changes needed to turn 
the economy around. 

For example, a nationwide donation 
drive initiated by a prominent congress
man to help close the deficit, may have 
attracted considerable contributions from 
corporate and church groups. However, 
it inadvertently raises the question of 
taxation . If people w ere indeed sincere in 
helping government raise revenue, paying 
prescribed taxes and eradicating corrup
tion ought to be the solutions to which 
they subscribe. 

There is also a case to be made regard
ing debt relief or at least debt renegotia
tion. Current legislation mandates 30 to 
40 per cent of the annual budget be allo
cated to foreign debt servicing; a policy 
that has been upheld for the past 30 years 
and continues to keep one of the largest 
economies in south-east Asia from mov
ing forward. (Some of these debts were 
incurred during the Marcos regime and 
are widely perceived to be under disadvan
tageous term s.) 

Unfortunately, the Philippines does 
not qualify under the existing ca tego
ries of the Highly Indebted Poor Coun
tries Initiative, launched in 1996 to 
secure debt relief for 42 of the world's 

poores t nations. If it did and govern
ment advocated for its inclusion in the 
program, it would need to demon s trate 
adherence to International Monetary 
Fund criteria, including a proven track 
record in implementing a national 
poverty strategy. 

To be fair, Arroyo is making progress 
in this area, albeit slowly, through pro
gram s on food security, micro-finance, 
housing, and agrarian reform . Much more 
needs to be done and a lot more guts is 
required to do it . 

Many Filipinos feel that they need to 
rally behind her, despite their reservations 
about Arroyo's capacity to govern wisely, 
decisively and courageously. There is no 
solid alternative at present. 

It could have been worse: presiden
tial candidates at the recent election 
included an ageing actor with no edu
cational or public service background, 
a former police chief believed to be the 
mastermind of certain summary killings, 
and a religious lea der equipped only with 
good intentions. 

With a history of voting for flashy 
public figures instead of policymakers, 
perhaps Filipinos should be given credit 
for electing a person with a proven work 
ethic and a commitment to good gov
ernance. Time will tell if they will be 
rewarded for their circumspection. • 

Fatima Measham is a Filipino writer 
residing in Melbourne. 

Outback Priests 
The stories of 25 priests 
who shaped the character 
and culture of the Diocese 
of Toowoomba founded 
in 1929. This book was written by Fr Peter Murphy 
to celebrate the 75th Anniversary of the Diocese: 
28th May 2004. 

A great Christmas present 

Book available from 

Diocesan Archives 
PO Box 756 Toowoomba QLD 4350 
Ph (07) 4632 7484 
Cost $14.95 postage included 

Cheques/M Orders to be made out to Diocesan Development Fund 
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Ash Street 
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ON AsH STRHT the chestnut trees by the mek ,Ulct go" 
once and th ere is a steady rain of hard fruit th e size of tennis balls. 
People move their cars. On windy days m y children and I hear the 
nuts fallin g from our house and we amble down the street and 
watch from a safe distance as the heavy green nuts leap from the 
trees. We take home handfuls and rot off the fruit and burnish the 
lovely brown nuts and m y young sons throw them at each other 
and at their sister until I insist on desis t and put the boys to bed 
but n ot the sis ter who is a teenager and so n ever sleeps. I work th e 
nuts through m y fin gers like fat oily coins and consider the paral
lels between chestnuts and children . Both are wrapped in soft peb
bly skins. Both have stubborn centres. Both glea m when polished. 
Both are subject to being crushed by cars. Both are subj ect to rot . 
Crows are fascinated by both. I watch the gangs of crows flare and 
hammer and bicker and chortle among the shards in the street 
and then go kiss m y sons and nod to m y daughter, who deign s, for 
once, to nod back. 

Ash Street bisects a hill named for a m an who was born in 
County Clare in Ireland. He took ship to America and land ed in 
N ew York and w alked to N ebraska where h e joined that s tate's 
Second Cavalry Regiment and fought in the Civil War and then 
walked to Oregon, where h e lived on our hill until th e day h e 
died. H e was a s ton e mason. He died about n oon , with a chisel 
in his hand . 

Holy place in m y house on Ash Street: The infini tesim al 
indent made by ten years of left h ands as woman and man and 
children lean against the wall while adjusting the thermos tat with 
their right hands. 

Down Ash Street on our side lives the crazy lady, who 
occasionally walks through our back door and into our kitchen 
and stays for a long time, talking loudly. She tells the neighbours 
that her husband is travelling on business when actually he left 
ten years ago. Recently she leased her house to a young couple, 
telling them that she was moving to Egypt, but she has yet to 
leave, and is still living in the basem ent . They are puzzled and 
walk clown the stree t to my house to talk about th e crazy lady. 
They si t in the kitchen and talk softly. 



Another young couple appears at our back door once a year or 
so to ask us to sign a petition to move their property line, which 
has an old right-of-way through it, as their yard was once near a 
road that led to the village smelter. The smelter and foundry and 
blast furnace where the first steel west of the Rockies was made 
are no more, but the legal means of approaching them with horse 
teams along Oswego Creek remains . I say to the young woman 
one year, but don't you like the fact that the ghosts of horses walk 
through your yard? and she says, uh, no. 

One house on Ash Street is a poker and drinking cabin for 
a group of men and their dogs. It 's surrounded now, very nearly 
grown over, by vast blackberry and laurel thickets; the men 
park their pickup trucks on the street, in a dell carved out of the 
thickets for their trucks, and haul their beer and whiskey up the 
muddy steps into the cabin. At night you can hear the music and 
voices. Once a gunshot. 

Across the street is a very religious family with three small 
children; the oldest, age six, goes to a kindergarten where the 
children are punished for saying the word cruel. 

Animals seen on Ash Street: coyotes, deer, raccoons, hawks, 
herons, swifts, swallows, jays, flickers, once a policeman's horse, 
complete with leathery policeman. 

Before Ash Street was a street it was a path with no name, 
running cheerfully above a creek with a name. Before it was the 
path it was probably a trail, and before it was a trail maybe it was 
a tunnel forced by burly deer through fern and fir, and before it 
was a tunnel maybe it was a tiny path for tiny animals, and before 
that, before there was any green pulse in the world, maybe it was 
a stripe of stone; like it is now. 

Brian Doyle (bdoyle@up.edu) is the editor of Portland Magazine 
at the University of Portland. He is the author of five collections 
of essays, most recently Spirited Men, about great male writers 
and musicians, among them the Adelaide genius Paul Kelly. 
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people 
Daniel Donahoo and Tani a Andru siak 

Acting all raucous 
Disabi I ity is sometimes a matter of perspective 

C e>M BAADe" a "<ikingyoung man. Hi, 'haved 
head reveals the curve of his skull and his mouth curls 
quizzically. His face communicates a strong sense of 
empathy with eyes that appear, at times, to verge on 
tears. It was perhaps this presence that prompted Kate 
Sulan, director of RAWCUS Theatre Company, to 
choose him for the video sequences flowing through 
the company's most recent work, Sideshow. 

A collective of actors with and without 
disabili ties, RAWCUS was es tablished four years 
ago. Earlier this year, Sideshow received significant 
acclaim as part of the 2004 Next Wave Festival. A 
group-devised performance, Sideshow was inspired 
by Angela Carter's fairytale of the sam e nam e, based 
on the Hun chbacl< of Notre Dame. Clem 's character 
in Sideshow was projected on screens and sh eets, 
and moved with delicate purpose across a darkened 
stage, creating an ominous sense of things about to go 
horribly wrong. Uncamlily, these sequen ces mirrored 
Clem's personal journey over the last few years. 

The eldest of four children, Clem Baade has 
inteLlectual and physical disabilities. Born in the 
early 1970s, doctors indicated that because of his 
disabilities, h e would be bes t supported by specialist 
services rath er than in his own hom e. 'Evidently, I 
felt like a puppet because I didn't have any use of m y 
hands or legs for a while. So the doctor told mum to 
send me to a home and forget about me', he says, his 
eyes watering slightly. 

As was the practice only 30 years ago, doctors 
did not foresee much potential in a baby born with 
a disability. Children like Clem, they thought, were 
best institutionalised and forgotten. Clem 's parents, 
however, decided to challenge the professional and 
contradict the advice of the time, giving him all the 
energy they could muster. Clem speaks with pride 
and a deep love of his family. In a world striving for 
perfection where many of us feel uncomfortable about 
our own inabilities, let alone others', he feels that 
family is often a haven for people with a disability. 

Th e second las t night of RAWCUS's season of 
Sideshow, Clem celebrated not just another successful 
performance, but the six-month anniversary of 
the kidney transplant operation he underwent in 
December. His commitment to RAWCUS m eant that 
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rehearsals and performances for Sideshow were stag
gered around hospital visits where he received anti
rejection medication . Prior to his kidney transplant, 
m ost of his time with RAWCUS- the weekly 
rehearsals and numerous performances- was spent 
suffering from kidney failure. Only now can Clem 
see how sick he was. But humble and reserved, Clem 

refuses to believe his achievement of even 

C 
making it to the stage is remarkable. 

LEM 1S C ONTRIBUTIONS TO G RO UP WORK are 
often inspired by the poetry he writes. Because of 
his disability, his speech is significantly limited. And 
while he says he puts up with it, he can never com
pletely accept people's inability to understand him. 
He repeats words over and over. And while some peo
ple kindly keep gu essing, others are uncomfortable 
and unsure how to react. Sometimes Clem's frustra
tion causes him to give up and fall mute: better to 
keep something to yourself than have your words fa ll 
into empty spaces, never to be really heard. But he 
refuses to live in a silent world. 

'I did not speak until age ten ', Clem says, 'and 
my voice was impaired'. A testament to Clem's 
persistence, he still has speech therapy sessions once 
a week, and has clone so for over 15 years: ' I am proud 
that I speak well, walk and work well, and that I act 
well ', he grins. 

Language for Clem is often only a barrier 
because of others' inability to use some simple latera l 
dunking and unders tand basic signs. He supplements 
his speech using a range of sign language techniques, 
many of his own making. Wh en I am unable to 
ascertain the name of his street as I drive him home, 
he asks m e to think of Robin Hood. It cleverly 
leads me to Sherwood. His command of the written 
word demonstrates the ability to draw depth and 
sophistication through what may appear to be just 
simple sentences. 

Clem 's acting began in 1992 with Justus Theatre 
Company: a troupe of performers with disabilities, 
supported by St Martin's Youth Theatre, launching 
the 'best bit' of Clem 's journey. Theatre became his 
focus fo r expression, friendships and direction. It 
was at Justus that Clem met director, Kate Sulan. 



Clem made the move 
with Kate from Justus 
into a new project that 
spawned RAWCUS. 
'Theatre is my life come 
true', he notes. Through 
Justus, Clem found a 
way to fit in, to fit in 
to a place with others, 
and into himself. His 
theatre work allowed 
him to explore how 
he occupied his own 
body, how it moved, 
how it could express 
what he wanted to 
say and what it was limited to. Clem's hands help 

shape his words: 'I was in a bubble. Justus 
burst that bubble. (It) let me out'-

F JTTING JNTO HIMSELF has helped Clem to force 
his way into a society that pursues physical perfec
tion. 'As I have matured, I have been able to branch 
out into employment, acting and to study', Clem 
says. 'Everywhere, I have interacted with many, 
many people. ' And, they, like Clem are the richer 
for it. As a founding member of RAWCUS, Clem is 
enthusiastic and passionate about their significant 
achievements. 

RAWCUS began in 2000 by specifically 
creating a performance for the Australian Cerebral 
Palsy Association's National Conference. That 
performance, Flight, was then performed as part of 
celebrations for the International Day for People 
with a Disability in December 2000. RAWCUS 
places disability squarely on stage, as a celebration 
of ability and diversity, but they don't make the ride 
easy. Audiences are asked to consider issues from 
social isolation to genetic engineering. The actors are 
not afraid to shatter society's limitations on stage. 

RAWCUS is a theatre company of people with a 
great range of abilities. Clem believes much can be 
achieved through the RAWCUS formula of workshop
devised performance. 'RAWCUS accommodates 
a range of all different people', he says. Clem sees 

how quickly difference 
disappears in the face of 
people recognising their 
similarities on stage, 
as well as recognising 
their weaknesses and 
raw emotions . 

RAWCUS's 2002 
performance, Designer 
Child, was a challenging 
piece exploring issues 
of cloning and genetic 
engineering. Clem's 
view on these issues 
is more than strong: 
'Cloning is wrong', 

he says. The development of performance centred 
around these issues was powerful, asking its 
performers to reflect upon their very existence, and 
what that means in a world celebrating the complete 
physical transformation of people on reality TV. 'I 
just know how glad I am I was born', Clem says. 'I am 
so glad that I am me.' 

It has been a hectic couple of years for Clem 
Baade. RAWCUS have now headed back into the 
rehearsal room to work with experienced dancers 
and actors to develop their next show to be 
performed at Theatreworks in December this year. 
Despite his personal triumphs, the success Clem 
feels most passionate about is RAWCUS. It is in 
the 'silence before the applause' that Clem knows 
people have been touched, that they have been 
moved to feel something. And while he can't know 
for sure what that feeling is, h e knows that feeling 
things, anything, is good. 

'RAWCUS is just something. It m eans for m e 
the most loving, caring theatre company. And, it is 
not just a company. It is a huge family based in a 
theatre world.' 

A world where a striking young man, full of 
ability, can really make an impact. • 

Daniel Donahoo is an OzProspect fellow. OzProspect 
is a non-partisan public policy think-tank. Tania 
Andrusiak is a freelance writer and editor. 
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Miche le Gi erck 

Phone a friend 
Michele Cierck meets the people on the other end of the line 

PUL HARR<SON HAS A sooTH<NG vmce •nd ' 
zest for life that bubbles away in spite of being 
confronted each day a t work with personal 
problems; those of children and young people. 

He is a telephone counsellor with Kids Help 
Line; Australia's only free national telephone 
counselling service for those between the ages of 
five and 18. 

With seven years experience under his belt, Paul 
is one of the 'long-termers', although he says that 
others have been there since the service began in 
1991. Back then, it was a Qu eensland initiative but 
by 1993 it had expanded nationally. 

A child or young person, 
anywhere in Australia, 

can ring the service seven days a week, 24 hours a 
day, on th eir toll free number. Calls are not vetted, 
so the telephone counsellors must be able to cope 
with diversity as well as adversity. 

Many of the 100 or so counsellors are psycholo
gists and social workers, and all of them have under
gone rigorous training and supervision tailored 
to m eet the specific needs of Kids H elp Line. 

'Some shifts (usually six h ours) m ight be quite 
heavy, and you might only talk to a handful of callers, 
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while on other shifts, you might talk to 100 chi l
dren and young people' , says PauL 

Calls from those at the older end of the 
spectrum can take an hour or more, particularly if 
th e situation has reached crisis point. If the caller 
is at risk of harm, the counsellor may put them in 
contact with oth er services. 

Children as young as five often call too . 'They 
like to have a chat, tell you what their day was like 
and what they've been doing. ' Like their attention 
span, their calls are usually short. 

One central feature of Kids Help Line is the child
centred focus: working with children and young 

people on their level, and the sort of language 
that they bring to counselling. 

Although Paul says that in some 
cases it may be best in the long 
term for a child or young person 
to see a counsellor fac e- to- face, 

Kids H elp Line is always th ere. 
'What we do well here at Kids 

Help Line is listen.' The statistics back 
this claim. On average, 20,000 kids ring the 
service each week. Many are repeat callers, 
and som e have ongoing contact with one 
counsellor over years . 

Paul adds that the most common 
comment made by callers is that they are 
ringing to talk because 'nobody listens '- The 
main reasons they ring, however, are prob
lem s with rela tionships-with family, peers, 
and to a lesser degree, wi th partners- and 

this accounts for 40 per cent of calls. It 's the 
quali ty of th eir relationships that is a major concern 
to children and young callers . But relationships are 
not the only concerns . 

The next major reason why children and young 
people call the service is bullying, which accounts 
for just over eight per cent of calls. 

When it comes to bullying, w hat the figures 
do not indicate is wheth er there is an in crease in 
the incidence of bullying, or that it is now reported 
m ore than it used to be. 

Paul is of the view that th ere has been a change 
in social values, that it's no longer considered OK 
to bully at schooL People are now prepared to take 
action and do something about it . 

Emotional and behavioural managem ent is 
the reason for almost five per cent of calls, child 



abuse 4.5 per cent, while drug and alcohol use, 
sexual activity, homelessness and mental health, 

each account for between three and four 
per cent of calls . 

MEETING PAUL IT IS CLEAR that he loves 
talking to children and young people, helping them 
deal with the problems they face, and developing 
their own coping skills. In fact, he would like to see 
more enhancing life skills and interpersonal skills 
taught in schools. 

'As a counsellor I believe in young people's 
resilience, and in supporting them. We need to hone 
their strengths, and bring them out.' 

Paul also says that it's not unusual for young 
people to 'try you out' first, to see how a counsellor 
responds before they decide if they will open up. 

Apart from being a counsellor, and at times 
working as a shift supervisor, helping counsellors 
with complex cases or listening to them when they 
need to debrief, Paul also visits schools, as a peer 
skills facilitator. 

Having been bullied at primary and secondary 
school, he thought it would be good to help kids get 
through similar situations. 

'I consider myself a fairly good role model. I 
can open the door for them, so they can express 
themselves.' 

Although Kids Help Line is overwhelmingly 
used by females-comprising almost three-quarters 

of callers-Paul is keen to encourage males to 
express themselves and not to wait until crisis point 
to ring the service or seek help. 

Kids Help Line is currently embarking on 
a strategy targeting young males. While they 
represent less than 30 per cent of callers, they are 
over-represented when it comes to drug and alcohol 
use, violence and homelessness. What the research 
indicates, is that there is a culture among young 
males of not seeking help. 

Some years ago, Kids Help Line undertook a 
survey focused on family life; the nature of affection 
and discipline in families, and how this impacts on 
young males. What became apparent was that boys 
who had good relationships with their parents were 
far more likely to seek help. 

While it was hoped that the introduction of 
email and web counselling would increase the 
number of males using the services, this was 
not the case. These recent innovations, based on 
one-on-one counselling, introduced new children 
and young people to the service, but overall, did 
not lead to an increase in the proportion of males 
contacting the service. 

Kids Help Line is well known in schools nation
wide, and students of all ages are aware of it. The 
service also advocates on children's and young 
people's issues in each state. • 

Michele Gierck is a freelance writer. 
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culture 

Bronwyn Fredericks 

Urban identity 
Bronwyn Fredericks argues for the identity of urban Indigenous Australians 

w AReN'T ALL in the 'bu,h', 
'outback' or 'on communities' ... 

I don't leave my Aboriginality at the 
airport or in a locker at th e bus station on 
the city fringes when I visit. It seems that 
some people assume that Aboriginal peo
ple don't belong in the city or big regional 
centres. Research undertaken in Brisbane 
suggests that some people think that 
Aboriginal people belong in the 'bush', 
'outback', and 'on comrnunities ' . Others 
think that somehow our Aboriginality 
becomes irrelevant 
in the city or that we 
place our cultures to 
the side in order to 
' succeed'. In spite 
of such comments, 
Aboriginal people 
are still asked to 
give a 'welcmne' 
or an 'acknowledg
ment to Country' in 
cities and in other 
urban areas. We may 
be asked whether we 
know, or could we 
organise, a group to 
do traditional danc
ing or play the did
geridoo, or whether we can get an artist 
to paint a mural or display some art? Our 
involvement is generally placed in the 
context of what is deemed ' traditional ', 
'authentic' or 'tribal ' . That is, we are 
asked to be involved in ways that portray 
the artistic and material cultural images 
of the past. What if we don't depict the 
cultural and social stereotypes of what 
some people in society believe, perceive 
or expect of us? What if we aren't dark 
brown or black skinned? 
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I have experienced people trying to cat
egorise me by my hair, skin or eye colour, 
in an attempt to organise me into a group
ing that suits their framework of what 
they perceive to be an Aboriginal woman. I 
have been asked, 'What part is Aboriginal?' 
I know as an urban Aboriginal woman that 
if I don't fit the images that some people 
hold, I may be perceived as having no cul
ture, as not being 'real ', as 'unauthentic' or 
a 'fake'. Sadly, some Aboriginal people feel 
this about themselves and others. What 

does the word 
'authentic' even 
m ean with regard 
to Aboriginal peo
ple in the historical 
context of urban 
Brisbane or in any 
other urban area? 

Normally, the 
word 'authentic' is 
posed in a way that 
describes someone 
being more 'tribal' 
or 'traditional'. 
These terms can set 
Aboriginal people 
within a timeless 
and static setting 

where we are generally represented in the 
bush, on a hill, or in a remote community. 
These images trap us and don't represent 
the complex lives and situations in which 
we find ourselves as Aboriginal people. 
They also trap non-Indigenous people into 
a way of seeing us as Aboriginal people. In 
the trapping, the images and accompany
ing thoughts may keep us from honestly 
knowing each other. 

There is no single urban Aboriginal 
experience or identity. The experiences 

are as diverse as the population and 
include a diversity of experience, need, 
prospects shaped by gender, education, 
religion, age and level of human secu
rity. Culture cannot stay the same, it is 
dynamic and there are many cultural 
configurations. Aboriginal people live in 
the contemporary world and weave in and 
out of two, three and even m ore cultural 
domains. We are part of colonisation, just 
as it is part of us . Aboriginal culture has 
needed to adapt, adjust and modify itself 
in order to survive within the contem
porary world. This does not mean that 
our cultures are not, and that we are 
not, Aboriginal. You might have to look 
and listen m ore closely, but culture is 

always there in some form, 

A 
always was and always will be. 

BORIGINAL PE OPLE HAVE had to 
work hard to build and sus tain positive 
Aboriginal identities due to the influ
ence of the dominant culture on our 
lives. The contacts and interaction s 
we have with institutions, agen
cies and services are grounded in the 
world view of the dominant culture. 

The constant exchanges, interaction 
and dialogue with non-Indigenous urban 
society can present challenges to our 
identity. It can be a struggle to live a 
life within the dominant culture, while 
at the same time trying to honour and 
protect our own heritage, institutions 
and worldview. Sometimes it can be 
difficult for Aboriginal people living in 
the city, trying to deal with issues such 
as having a troubled, or no, connection to 
land due to historical processes or being 
removed as a child, or your parents or 
grandparents being removed. For those 



that may not even know where they 
have come from, and where they belong, 
what then? It might be difficult for some 
people, for a range of reasons, to access 
ceremonies, language and Elders and 
th ey m ay th erefore feel disjointed from 
what culture m ay mean. It is not easy for 
som e Aboriginal people in th e city. Life in 
big cities and other urban areas presents 
Indigenous people with many factors 
and interactions that create self-doubt, 
iden tity confusion and anguish-all 

of wh ich can work to underm in e 

D 
one's sense of Aboriginali ty. 

a range of acc01TJ.
modation options, 
buying goods and 
services, finding a 
job, participating in 
sporting groups, clubs 
and organisations and 
sharing and interact
ing with people from 
a diverse range of 
backgrounds. It also 
includes trying to 
find or make space 
within the city for 
Aboriginal cultures, 
languages, individual 
and collective expres-
sion, establishment 
and maintenance 

buy services, drive 
cars, have problems 
and issues, or live in 
houses in urban streets 
or on the streets, does 
not mean we are no 
longer Aboriginal. 
Urban Aboriginal 
people are not 'hybrids' 
or alienated from the 
Aboriginal experience. 
Aboriginal culture 
is dynamic and new 
Aboriginal identities 
have developed in 
response to urban life. 
Urban identities will 
keep developing and 
adapting as they did in 

ATA FROM THE AUSTRALIAN Bureau 
of Statistics shows that over 50 per cen t 
of all Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander 
people now live in urban areas includ
ing the big cities of Brisbane, Sydney and 
Melbourne. The statistics demons trate that 
living in urban centres is as much a real
ity for Aboriginal people as living in a dis
crete Aboriginal rural, regional or isolated 
community. This reality includes using 

of Aboriginal organisations, programs, 
services and other structures. 

the past and as they do in the present. This 
is about our survival. • 

Just because we might work, go to 
school, TAFE or university, hang out, drink 
alcohol, smoke, play sport, be members of 
clubs and associations, shop for food and 

Bronwyn Fredericks grew up in Brisbane 
and now lives in the Rockhampton region. 
Artwork by Pamela Croft. 

Anchor your Faith 
in Understanding 

Consider taking one of these courses: 

);> Bachelor ofTheology 

);> Bachelor of Arts/Bachelor ofTheology (double degree with the 
University of Melbourne and M onash University) 

);> Graduate Diplomas in Theology, Counselling, M inistry, 
Spirituality, Spiritual Direction, Liturgy 

);> Masters degrees in Divinity, Arts, Theology, Ministry Studies 

);> Doctorates in Theology, Ministry Studies, Philosophy 

Telephone: (03) 9853 3177 
Fee-Help available I I 

E mail: admin@mcd.edu. au www.mcd.unimelb.edu. au 
ru1nn1•nu also available 

Melbourne College of Divinity 
Australia's oldest ecumenical degree-granting body 

Seven campuses around Melbourne plus online study 
Established 1910 Affiliated with the University of Melbourne 
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SuNDAY 28 JuNE 1914, 
Archduke Franz Ferdinand, heir to the 
th ro ne of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, 
arr ived with his wife in Sarajevo fo r 
an official visit. At the tim e, Sa rajevo 
was in the imperia l prov in ce of Bosnia
Herzegovina . As the royal party travelled 
in an open m otor vehicle along the 
officia l route, it was fired upon by a 
19-yca r-old student, Gavrilo Princip, 
a Bosnian nationalis t . Princip only 
managed to fire two shots before he was 
arres ted, but these two shots managed 
to kill the Archdu ke and Archduchess. 
The assassination of Franz Ferdinand is 
generally taken as the starting point for 
the descent into what became known as 
the Grea t War or World War I. 

At firs t, the assassination- no matter 
how shocking-was seen by the outside 
world as an event isolated from its deep 
concerns. The consequences of the 
assassination were expec ted to be 
contain ed within Eas tern Europe. Th e 
response from King George V of Grea t 
Bri tain was perhaps typical: he wro te in 
his d iary ' It will be a terrible shock to the 
Emperor and is mos t regrettable and sad. 
We dined alone. Marked my new stamp 
ca ta logue. Bed at 11.30'. But the planet 
by 1914 was a world of alliances between 
em pires and nations and the networks of 
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Stephen Yorke 

The road 

colonies of European countries meant 
events in Europe had worldwide ramifi
ca tions. Equall y signifi cant, the means 
existed not only to bind but amplify all 
these factors: such as the stea mship for 
trade and t ravel and the ocean telegra ph 
cables for immedi ate communication . 

As we know, the waves generated 
by the events at Sarajevo that Sunday 
did not just spread and di ssipate within 
Eastern Europe. The w aves from Sarajevo 
pread, were refracted by other events, and 

effectively di slodged or caused events 
which generated new waves. These new 
waves were fa r more damaging in their 
consequences for the world . 

By the time the Great War was over, 
th e waves had claim ed a round nine 
million military casualties and perhaps 
an equal number of civilian casualties 
through displacement, s tarvation and 
disease; th e Germ an, Austro-Hungarian, 
and Ottoman Empires w ere no m ore; 
and the Russian Empire was in th e 
process of transforming into th e Soviet 
Union . The refracted waves included 
the British Empire reaching its zenith 
in its geographic area; the Germ an 
collapse creating the stage for the journey 
into World War II; and oth er events such 
as the firs t s tep in the crea tion of the 
State of Israel. For Austra lia, the war at 

not taken 
a min imum m eant 60,000 military dead 
and in ca lculable misery and sadness for 
those at hom e. 

Princip's cause was for th e reun ifi ca
tion of Bosnia with the independent 
Serbia-not to s tart a world war. He was 
left behind by th e waves and effective ly 
had no further role in events. Under 
th e benign (for the tim e) law of Aust ria
Hungary, a murderer under t he age of 
20 could not be execu ted. Pri ncip was 
sentenced to the maxi mum 20 yea rs 
in prison and died of tuberculosis
unrepentant- in April 1918. 

The journey from Sa rajevo to declara
tions of war by the va rious alliances took 
less than six weeks. The diplomatic and 
military steps in volved along the road 
are too complex to recount in an y useful 
way. But it is agreed by all the crucial 
point was the Austrian determinat ion to 

punish th e Serbs not only for their pa rt 
in the assassination bu t also for other 
political reasons. The decis ion by Austria 
Hungary not to show res traint dragged 
all the other countries into the confl ict 

thro ugh the various allia nces 

M 
between the Eu ropean powers. 

ANY WRITERS HAVE suggested that 
a war in Europe was inevita ble-if not 
in 19 14-with the ongoing political and 
military rivalries between the em pires of 
Europe. Perhaps a more signi ficant reason 
for the failure to prevent th e war was the 
lack of a major European war in the previous 
40 years as a model: no one apprecia ted 
the ability of modern economics and 
industry to transform both th e technology 
and in tensity of war. The working model 
for the generals was the brief, relatively 
bloodless, and decisive Franco-Prussian 
War, 45 yea rs ea rli er. 

The decision making processes of 
individuals are rarely based on a logica l 
(or moral ) assessmen t of the issues 
involved, large or small. For instance, the 
prospect of war can genera te exci tement 



as much as dread, especially if there 
has not been one in recent memory. 
Many can have a vested interest in war: 
war to the military is the raison d'etre 
and presents opportunities for n ew and 
quick promotions. This is to say nothing 
of the opportunities for business or of 
patriotism of the ordinary citizen. 

More often than not, we work from 
the decision which best suits u s back to 
the justification for the decision (if one 
is indeed required). And it can be said 
confidently that the decision that best 
suits us will more often be based on short
term gratification than long-term gains. 

If our individual decision making 
processes are accepted as poor or short 
sighted, th en where can we get objective 
guidance? Religion can provide guidance 
on moral or ethical issues in particular 
but cannot easily deal with complex 
temporal questions such as trade policy 
or the setting of educational standards. 
As an alternative, perhaps we could con
sider history? On the face of it, history 
is no good-at least as a teacher. Perhaps 
the reason for this failure is that we 
can't learn from history because it does 
not set out to teach us . History only pro
vides examples (exemplars) of actions 
and consequences . We-individually and 
collectively-have to do the hard work 
of learning. However, history teaches 
half a lesson: deep inside us we do know 
that to do wrong to others means they 
will likely act in a similar fashion in 
return. But even with consideration, 
often we still go ahead and do wrong to 
others by direct means, by conveniently 
looking the other way at the right time, 
or through general indifference. 

We also make decisions as individuals 
which collectively become larger deci
sions such as occurs with political 
elections. The result of a general elec
tion leads to a party being put into power 
and it then makes decisions. It generates 
waves and refractions by its decisions . 
Unfortunately, often we want to pass 
not only the duty of decision making to 
others but also every shred of responsibil
ity for any outcomes. We try to build a 
barrier between us and responsibility: it 
was not my fault; don't blame me; they 
did it . In group terms, the responsibil
ity for decisions in 1914 of emperors, 
generals, and diplomats can be argued 
as not being theirs personally: they were 
prisoners of the situation in which they 

found themselves, or, they could not visu
alise the actual outcomes. Or that many 
decision-makers were only following 
orders (a precursor to the Nuremburg 
defence following the next World War). 

As citizens in a democratic society, 
we still retain moral responsibility for 
decisions made even though we may 
abdicate the day-to-day decision making 
to the politicians. Good decision making 
in the collective sense is hard. It is dif
ficult to cut through the bombardment of 
rhetoric, the opinions of the m edia, and 
the constant appeals to what can be seen 
as self-interest, patriotism, or whatever. 
But when we participate in a collective 
process such as an election we could at 
least reach a provisional decision as for 
whom to vote. Then ask ourselves of it: 
'will this decision cause harm to others 
and how, and if so, why am I making 
it?' To love our neighbours as ourselves 
is an easy plea, but such a decision 
actively implemented is the hardest one 
of all, far greater than to ask someone to 
sacrifice their life as in war. As people, 
we favour th e simple over the complex. 
All in all, we simplify the situations 
we face often to the point where any 
thinking of the possible consequences is 
brushed away in favour of the immediate. 

Written histories too, simplify 
complex matters. 

brief histories of the Great 
War will mention 'Sarajevo', 'Gavrilo 
Princip', and 'Archduke Franz Ferdinand'. 
Generally, the histories do not mention 
that there were six assassins in Sarajevo 
that Sunday-90 years ago this year-for 
we only remember ' the winner'. The 
assassins were spread along the route to 
be taken by the Royal party. Three of the 
six were chosen because they had tuber
culosis-a disease at that time which was 
invariably fatal. Each person had a cyanide 
capsule to prevent capture and interroga
tion, a 'suicide squad' in modern terms. 

The first assassin's courage failed him 
and he made no move. The second assas
sin threw a bomb which exploded, injuring 
members of the official party and others, 
but left the Archduke unscathed. The 
motorcade then left the scheduled route for 
security reasons and the Archduke went 
about his official duties for the visit. Later 
in the day, the Archduke on hearing there 
were casualties from the bomb attack in 
hospital, insisted on visiting them despite 
all protests to the contrary. Personal cour
age, cmn1non concern and what was termed 
noblesse oblige overcame any doubts 
that he may have had. The Archduchess 
insisted on accompanying the Archduke. 
Eventually, in a compromise decision, it 
was determined that a hospital visit would 
occur, but the motorcade would not go 
along the original route even though it led 
directly to the hospital. 

As hours had passed since the assas
sination attempt, the assassins along the 
royal route gave up waiting, concluding 
that there had been a change of plans for 
the Archduke. Princip, when he came to 

the same conclusion, instead of depart
ing for home like the rest, he reportedly 
went into a shop and bought a sandwich. 
Unfortunately, the official in charge forgot 
to tell the driver of the Archduke's vehicle 
of the new route. When the official real
ised they were going down the wrong road, 
he remembered and at last mentioned the 
decision to the driver. The driver stopped 
the car at that point and started reversing, 
so as to take the right road. It was at this 
point that Princip, who had now come out 
of the shop, saw what was happening. He 
decided to take advantage of this stroke 
of fortune. Princip produced his pistol, 
stepped forward, and fired the two shots . 
Two shots was all it took. And we live 
with the waves and refractions of Princip's 
decision, albeit attenuated, to this day. • 

Stephen Yorke lives and works 
in Melbourne. 
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Crossing the boundaries 
The Ship, Sarah Day. Brandl & Schlesinger, 2004. ISBN 1 876 04059 9, RRI' $22.95 

T IS >S A BOOK m mcEs, of pedphedes, w<es
tling with gravity, unseen (underground) menace, 
poisonings and movements across time and place. 
There's a coherence in it, a dialogue between poems 
on things as diverse as the auguring yearly presence 
of the cold or flu in the house ('quiet clearing of the 
throat/from a child's room, close to midnight'), a Fer
ris wheel, a blowhole, and the elegiac rumination 
over the death of a neighbour. That coherence comes 
out of the desire to assert a positive view of a world 
so tainted by avoidable tragedies. There are always 
options to the poison. The book's vision is not Lud
dite-ships and planes can be cherished and ironised 
simultaneously. The white of Antarctica both beckons and 
symbolises an unattainable absolute. 

I might hesitate to call this book darkly spiritual, but 
I would certainly call it spiritual. There's a caring in it-a 
sophis ticated deployment of language anchored in the 'real', 
the actual, that drives the narrative of this tightly honed, 
compact book. Many poems have been written about visiting 
Antarctica, or imagining visiting Antarctica, but Day's is of a 
darker hue: 'A tawdry brass band extracts too much emotional 
mileage', as 'Antarctic Ships' begins. She gives u s the tension 
between what the mind perceives and the emotions experi
ence, the desire to be present and absent, and the fetishisation 
of the seemingly exotic, the ship as something akin to that of 
Poe's novel The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym; a perverse 
ferryman of the Southern seas: 

The tilted vision ha some allure-the thirty-degree list, 
the bloodstopping notion of deep green fathoms 
above which these tubs valiantly ferry 
the little emblems of life itself. 
Who knows mortality like a sailorl 
There's sympathy, even admiration here, but a recognition of an 
ironic sublime. 
The lines are effortless and yet strangely cutting. 

J4 EUREKA STREET DECEMBER 2004 

The outsider, the new arrival, comes via those 
temporary villages, towns, and cities, ships. Migration, 
transference, exploration, visitation, pleasure 
- the ship is a kind of conjurer's trick, a delusion 
of connectivity and community. Day's ship poems 
give movement and stasis in the one line: a sense 
of approaching something but till being part of, 
even caught in, what's left behind. In others, the 
personae of the poems see themselves as the ship 
touches yet another port on its way to the symbolic 
vastness and emptiness. These experiences are over
whelmingly full, and it 's the intricacy, the myriad 
variations and disguises of nature and people that 

compel us through surreal landscapes where the imagined 
merges with 'fact', and language generates purpose in itself. 

The truth of the poison is countered by the necessity 
of telling, of witness. 

L ERE IS MUCH CONFLAGRATION and inferno in these poems. 
Images of fire and water abound, as an elemental struggle 
takes place. On one level, it's of earth, wind, fire, and water; 
on another, it is the quintessential struggle between moral 
responsibility in observing and telling, and accepting what is. 
Going with the pleasure cruise. Irony is never far away, but it's 
not bitter. When we read of planes passing overhead, observed 
from an aficionado 's point of view, as being like rosaries, there's 
a double thrust: a technical admiration countered by the tech
nological usurping of spiritual values. Do prayers travel higher 
than a Boeing 747? 

The Ship is a book about time and chaos (theory). The 
movement from one era to another symbolised by the slow 
progress of the symbolic ship-which is told only as the passing 
of a few lines-is juxtaposed with the rapidity of flight on the 
other hand, right down to hours and minutes ... One end of the 
world one moment, the other end the next. Movement binds 
the collapse, the chaos together. It 's the glue. Culture becomes 
transposable, movement both transferring cultural knowledge 
and also depleting it. There's not judgment here, but a vicarious 



observation and participation. Old connections are triggered 
by new experiences; memory is physical and walks with you 
down corrugated gravel roads . 

In her examination and ethno-linguistic critique of repre
sentations and alterations to the natural, to the restructuring 
of nature through genetic modification and cloning, Day insists 
that 'living' is not simply a matter of having a similar or the 
sam e physical structure. The learned experience, the patterns 
and progress of inheritance, are disrupted. You can't teach the 
recreated to be what it naturally would have been. And the 
genetically altered Salmon with its Trojan gene will come 
unstuck from the inside out. What has been lost outweighs 
what has been artificially 'regained'. These are Miltonic issues 
of the Fall, with no Paradise available to regain. The satiri
cal 'Inaugural Speech at the Announcement of the Successful 
Cloning of the Thylacinus Cynocephalus' posits: 

Now, teach this individual shy reticence, teach it elusiveness in 
dry sclerophyll and casuarina, teach it native invisibility in the 
shadows of shearing sheds and out-houses. Teach it fear. 

There is a commentary on occupation of land here. There 
is a commentary on the impossibility of playing the hand of 
God. The codes of existence itself are being tampered with and 
upset, and what we have is J.K. Huysmans' 1884 A Rebours 
where nature is constructed, where real nature is merely 
the inspiration and stimulus for an artificial world. Day is 
ruthless in her critique, but the deftness of her language, its 
verbal twists and turns, its m etaphorical base, lead to 
questioning rather than m ere accusation. Yet there is real 
anger, and a real questioning of what religious belief is in such 
contexts . In 'Oncomouse (R) DuPont', the fetishisation of the 
living, the capitalist profit at all costs in the world of science
religion oppositions, psycho-babble and validation through 
this, the ultimate indifference to what it means to live, even be 
'created', are all'dissected': 

Try telling the oncomouse 
that a lab-bred predisposition to cancer 
is in some way akin 
to predestination. 

And in the devastating poem 'Lex Talinas' the abuse and 
use of animals is templated against ideas of justice (na tural) 
and law: 'Did they savour the sop/of the vocabulary of punish
m ent ?' and: 

Better a wicked pig 
than an aimless God 
in a random universe. 

There is a despairing humour, if that 's the word, for this . 
Day makes full use of repetition and semi-refrain, and in the 
thylacine poem, the Biblical and Whitmanesque anaphoric rep
etitions parody sacredness. Tradition is tampered with, geneti
cally modified. A love poem becomes a Dadaist inversion of the 
Aubade, and a 'romantic' image is grounded by empirical data. 

This is a book of struggle. It has moments of immense 
beauty, with Day turned to natural phenomena, the 'human' 
moment. There's despair in the hubris of altering what is, with 
tampering with creation. But it's a scientific book as well
judgment doesn't fall blindly. The language of this tampering 

is entered and explored poetically. It creates its own directions . 
Sometimes possible readings might go against the purpose of 
the author, but Day creates digression through a sharp, intense 
linguistic register-she knows that words have so much inter
nal pull, such energy, that as hard as she works to contain 
them, they will escape. This gives The Ship a life of its own. 

This book of diverse poems is like the engine room of an 
ocean-going liner, the Rolls Royce engines of a jumbo, the Rob
ert Stevenson MS train belching smoke, and the most acutely 
realised moment in nature actualised. There's no simple 
answer. This book does not seek to answer, however, but to 
explore. Read it again and again, it's eerie to realise how many 
'subterranean missives' there are . She reads the science, she 
knows the edges: she looks over them as we look with her. She 
asks the necessary questions. • 

John Kinsella's most recent volume of poetry is Paipheral 
Light: New and Selected Poem s. He is a fellow of Churchill 
College, Cambridge University, and Professor of English at 
Kenyon College, Ohio. 
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Kiera Li ndsey 

Towards a politics of hope 
Australian Son: ln.,ide Mark Latham, C raig McCn:go1. 

Plu to Pre-,.,, .2004. '"1\N 1 H64 Oi2HS X, RIU' SH l):; 

Hebels with a Cause: Independents in Australian Politics, Bn an Cost<u· and jenn ifer Curun . 
UNSW Pres'>, .2004. I'>H'\ () S6X -J.()(ll)'i i IUU' S 16.lJ'i 

IN TH< AmRMATH of yet anothe< 
federal Liberal party election victory, 
Craig McGregor's Australian Son: Inside 
Marl< Latham and Brian Costar and 
Jennifer Curtin 's Rebels with a Cause: 
Independents in Australian Politics offer 
two very different solutions to th e prob
lem vexing an increasingly disillusioned 
Australia; how to change the state (and 
status quo) of Australian federal politics. 

The solution offered by Craig 
McGregor (with assistance from brother 
Adrian) is found in the man he has 
been researching for seven years since 
McGregor first recognised him as the 
future leader of the Labor party. Using 
material gleaned from interviews with Mark Latham, 
his friends and family members, as well as observa
tions made while accompanying Latham on numer
ous campaigns, McGregor promises an 'inside' per
spective of Australia 's alternative prime minister. 
While the book provides short, sharp and often 
insightful observations of the 'man of dualities ', at 
197 pages, it is tempting to suggest that either there 
is not much 'inside' our future leader, or, as other 
Latham biographers have suggested, that the attempt 
to quarry Latham's 'inner world ' is like extracting 
'blood from a stone'. 

McGregor begins his biography with a visit to 
Latham's suburban childhood. Through a series of 
semi -nostalgic, almost sepia toned, snapshots
which include Latham on the football field, Latham 
in the classroom and Latham doing his homework
we see an ambitious, bright, but rather lonely child 
who was exalted as the great hope of a family strug
gling against the odds. McGregor cites the death of 
Latham's father and the discovery of his father 's 
secret first marriage and his drinking and gambling 
habits, as integral to both Latham's close relationship 
with Gough Whitlam and his interest in th e so-called 
'crisis in masculinity' . 

As McGregor charts Latham's meteoric political 
ascent, we can track Latham 's transformation from 
bright, right bovver boy to unifying party and family 
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m an and see how this has also involved 
the negotiation of many con tradic
tions. McGregor suggests these include 
Latham being economica lly right, but 
emotionally left, a bit of a bully boy, 
but also an intellectual, a bloke's bloke, 
with a soft underbelly. McGregor is at 
his weakest when he slips into adulatory 
appreciation of the man he has dubbed 
'The Great Suburbanite', indulging in 
what Latham's first wife has described 
as Latham's 'Messiah complex'. At 
his best, however, McGregor offers 
some convincing insights into the 
shifting sands of Australian society as 
well as critical sensitivity to Latham's 

thinking. Indeed, having reviewed Latham's writ
ing McGregor argues that, as a politician, Latham 's 
strength lies, not so much in his policies, but, in his 
ability to be responsive to new ideas. 

Ironically, Latham's intellectual strength may be 
the source of his 2004 election defeat. While Latham's 
perceived reluctance to reveal policy attracted criti
cism from the media and general public, when his 
policies did em erge they were criticised as being 'soft' 
or offering no solutions at all. Although McGregor's 
Latham possesses a persuasive command of rhetoric, 
'election Latham' did not. In contrast to McGregor's 
Latham who describes Australia's need for a more 
clearly articulated 'politics of hope', Latham's 2004 
election campaign offered little more than the reas
surance that things would stay the same. In so doing, 
Latham not only failed 'to appeal to the future' ; he 
also neglected to create a point of difference from 
'The Program of Blandification ' which has dominated 
federal politics during the Howard years. 

So if Mark Latham is not the current solution to 
Australia's sta tus quo, who or what is? In Rebels with 
a Cause: Independents in Australian Politics, Brian 
Costar and Jennifer Curtin sugges t that the articula
tion of a politics of hope comes from the real 'outsid
ers' of Australia 's political system : the independents. 
With over 55 elected since the 1980s, Australia now 
has more independent politicians than any comparable 



Western democracy in the world. Of 
these, over 30 have represented rural and 
regional constituents, and, at the time of 
publishing in early 2004 there were still 
25 independents in Australian politics. So, 
what do these statistics and the relatively 
recent phenomena of the independent 
say about Australia's political landscape? 
And how might this offer us a point of 
difference and even a voice of reason 
within a system, which some believe is 
now so top heavy with party politics and 

career politicians that it is in 
danger of grinding to a halt ? 

F OR CosTAR AND CuRTIN, the rise of the inde
pendent can be traced to the fact that our main 
political parties are no longer meeting the needs 
of our regional and rural constituents. Add to this, 
the fact that Australia 's major parties are experienc
ing a long-term decline in popularity, while inner 
party discipline is at an all time high, and we have a 
situation where the independent is often the only 
candidate able to articulate dissent and initiate 
debate. Compulsory voting has also worked in favour 
of the independent who is seen to offer the disenfran
chised voter a local and immediate alternative to the 
remote power players of Canberra. 

Using research gleaned from 85 nation
wide qualitative interviews, Rebels with a Cause 
explores the history and future, power and position 
of the role of the independent in Australian poli
tics. Through the use of current and historical case 
studies and an examination of the relationship 

between the independents and the Senate, 
Costar and Curtin discuss the ways that 
independents have established Charters 
for Good Governance agreements, fought 
or failed to represent the needs of their 
constituencies, while simultaneously 
struggling to 'keep the bastards honest' . 

To Costar and Curtin, the real heroes 
of Australian politics are independents 
like Peter Andren, the current Member 
for Calare, who maintains a stance against 
the government's treatment of asylum 
seekers which is unpopular with elector-
ate; Doris Blackburn, who was elected 
as an independent in 1946 and was the 

first, and to date, only independent female elected to 
Parliament, and Tom 'Tory' Aiken from Townsville, 
who kept his seat for 33 years, due to some highly 
amusing antics. These are people who bucked the sys
tem on their own terms and at their own cost with a 
zeal that was often visionary and radical. 

Fast paced, well written and informative, Rebels 
with a Cause offers its own 'politics of hope' by 
reminding us that the Australian political landscape 
has always been punctuated with colourful and 
passionate, defiant and determined characters, who 
refuse to be bullied by the big guns of the party 
system. This book suggests, that while the current 
landscape is arid and barren, it may well be that from 
such deserts our next prophets come. • 

Kiera Lindsey is a project officer for the Development 
of Australian Studies in Indonesia at the University 
of Melbourne. 
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Brian McCoy 

Too little justice 
A fatal conjunction: Two laws two cultures, Joan Kunm . Fedcr<lt!On Press, 200·-1-. 

1\1\'- 1 862 H7'i09 X, RR!' S2l) l)) 

I HAVE uN D ERTAKEN THE REV>EW of thi' book by 
Joan Kimm with som e hesitation . It is not that its 
content- the violence experienced by Indigenous 
women-is not important. Having lived in a number 
of Indigenous communities over many years, I have 
witnessed and h eard enough to know som ething 
of this sad and distressing side of Australian life. 
T he violence currently experien ced within som e 
communities is serious and needs urgent atten 
tion. Nor do I hesitate because I believe it is solely 
'Indigenous business' . We all have the right to live 
without violence. 

My hesitation arises from m y own history and 
the perspectives I necessarily bring to this issu e. I am 
not an Indigenous person nor am I a woman. There 
are aspects of Indigenous and gendercd life that lie 
beyond m y own experience, however much I have 
heard and seen . My response to this book is from 
a non-Indigenous male perspective. It is necessar
ily a response that is limited but accompanied by 
some self-criticism. When I observe violence against 
women, especially against Indigenous women, I 
am aware that too easily has their suffering been 
ignored, trivialised or even rationalised by m en 
an d much of Australian society. Thi book offers 
the possibility that serious issues around violence 
within Indigenous communities will be discussed 
an d addressed. Unfortunately, it also runs the risk of 
upsetting and alienating some Indigenous m en and 
women. They might not understand or interpret the 
violence currently being experienced in Indigenous 
communities in as straightforward a way as Kimm 
suggests. Indigenous researchers such as Judy 
Atkinson, Bani Robertson, Marcia Langton, Kyllie 
Cripps and Sue Gordon have argued that the sources 
of violence are multiple, complex and cumulative. 
There would seem to be no logic or reason to dissoci
ate this present violence from the historical experi
ences of dislocations and dispossession, the decades 
of children being separated from their families and 
the immediate consequences of unemployment, wel
fare dependency and alcohol addiction . 

Kimm 's book A Fatal Conjunction, appears to 
be based on the author's thesis for a Master of Laws 
at Monash University in 1999 (although this back
ground is not mentioned) . In a relatively short and 
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easy to read book, she (a non-Indigenous woman) has 
opened a particular and public window on the vio
lence that has been, and continues to be, experienced 
by Indigenous women. Evidently, she has come to her 
perspective of this violence from her legal background, 
the reading of case studies and some historical and 
anthropological research. It is not apparent that she 
has lived in Indigenous communities or collaborated 
with Indigenous women in the forming of her argu 
ments. She firmly locates this violence within two 
key domains: a cultural domination of Indigenous 
men over Indigenous women, and a Western 

and patriarchal legal system that has 

My perpetuated that domination. 

OWN EXPERIENCE OF these tWO domains 
is that they cannot be as simply reduced as Kimm 
proposes . Indigenous women have cautioned me 
against assuming too readily that men dominate 
their lives and I have male Indigenous friends who 
openly acknowledge th e relationship, spiritual and 
cosmic powers that women exercise over them . At 
the sam e time I have seen the results of male vio
len ce upon wom en (and other m en) as I have also wi t
nessed great sensitivity and gentleness in men. I have 
seen the blindness of the legal system in addressing 
Indigenous women and their rights. I have also seen 
it similarly and tragically deficient in responding to 
Indigenous men and youth. 

What I found helpful (but also quite dispirit
ing) in this book is its litany of legal tragedy. Kimm 
moves across the decades of recent history and dif
ferent state and territory boundaries to demonstra te 
a consistent, even sys temic, pattern of legal igno
rance, insensitivity and incompetence in relation 
to Indigenous women. When she quoted Justice 
Kriewaldt (Justice of the Northern Territory Supreme 
Court from 1952-1960) as saying, 'th e older I get the 
less I know', she was more than repeating his com 
ment about cases involving Indigenous defendants . 
Her book exposes, as it indicts, the Western legal 
sys tem , especially as (largely) non-Indigenous men 
have administered it . It also discloses our inability, 
as non-Indigenous people, to seriously engage with, 
understand and respect the values that lie deeply 
within Indigenous society. 



A FATAL CONJUNCTION 
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The dichotomy that Kimm 
proposes between ' traditional' and 
'non-traditional ' communities and h er 
understanding of 'elders ', 'promised 
marriages' and 'payback' tend to loca te 
Indigenous people within fixed social 

JOAHK IMM 

(pre-colonial) spaces. These social spaces have, in 
fact, been fluid, changing and adapting as conditions, 
environments and social structures faced an oft en 
brutal frontier and the enforcem ent of government 
policies. Since first contact, Indigenous people have 
coped with a myriad of pressures due to colonisation 
and the demands of assimilation . Som e are presently 
coping better than others. Som e are trying desperately 
to hold onto values that connect their identity and 
social regeneration, and some are abusing themselves 
and their families. The violence that is currently 
being expressed- directed m ostly inside rather than 
outside the Indigenous community-cannot easily be 

separated from the multi-faceted violence 
of colonial history. 

L ERE EXI ST T O DAY many oral and written exam
ples of the violence that Indigenous people have suf
fered. Take that of imprisonment. Unlike the army 
of North America that in the 19th century was used 
to control its native peoples, here in Australia police 
were used to settle and pacify the land. A long his
tory of Indigenous imprisonment (with the use of 
chains) began where Indigen ous m en were regularly 
arrested for cattle and sheep killing. In recen t dec
ades the number of Indigenous people in prison has 
continued to rise to the extent that in 1998, 95 per 
cent of all Indigenous prisoners in Australia were 
male and 90 per cent of those who passed through 
the prison system in the Kimberley were Incligenou s. 
At the sam e time there has been a steady increase 
in suicide am ongst young Indigenous m en in many 
communities. Clearly, especially through the use of 
alcohol, expressions of self-harm and violence have 
escalated within many Indigenous communities. For 
som e m en, old and young, violence towards them
selves, or those closest to them, has become normal
ised behaviour. 

The challenge to Indigenous communities is 
how this behaviour might change. How do pride, 

self-esteem and self-respect becom e 
experienced and sustained by a group 
of m en as it w as in earlier generations? 
Do we, as Kimm proposes, continue 
to blam e, accuse and abuse them ? As 
the justice system so regularly and 

efficiently perform s, do we lock them away in 
another world separated from their culture, fami
lies and responsibilities? D o we believe that this 
conjunction of two laws and two cultures is, and can 
only be, fataP Alternatively, w e can support those 
initiatives and solutions that Indigenous m en and 
w omen have been proposing and which prom ote 
their right to live without violence. We can for m 
partnerships with Indigenous m en that seek a m ore 
just and non-violent world for them and their fami
lies . I would argu e that the latter approach es are criti
cal if we want to create a safer world for Indigenous 
wom en and children but also a more dignified world 
for Indigenous m en . It is also our only hope if we, as 
non -Indigenous m en, w ish to hon estly deal with the 
legacies of our colonial history and the violence that 
has shaped us and those legacies. 

The title of this book is powerfully suggestive. 
It points to the dire consequences that have resulted 
fro m the meeting of two laws and two cultures. 
However, by the end of the book we cannot more 
clearly identify the pathology of this violence than 
to conclude that its virulence comes from men; 
Indigenous and non-Indigenous. As a non-Indigenous 
male reader I found the book disquieting and limiting 
but also challenging. Part of me would like to think 
that there is less violence than Kimm sugges ts and 
I would like to hope that men have less responsibil
ity for this violence than she argues. However, I am 
sure that for too long we non-Indigenous men have 
denied our part in the violence that has deeply shaped 
ourselves and our relationship with Inchgenous people. 
I suspect that Indigenous men have denied their part in 
violence as well. If you decide to buy this book I recom
mend you check it out with Indigenous women. I found 
the experience informative and salutary. • 

Brian McCoy is a Jesuit who has recently submitted 
a Doctoral thesis at the University of Melbourne on 
Indigen ous m en 's health. 
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Heather Matthew 

Flores Festival 

firecrackers break the night into stars 
it is 6am, no one is sleeping 
the men are drinking from paper cups 
dancing inside painted m annequins, 
wobbling crazily on a drunken axis 
another three day festiva l 

laughter and music erupt from a shop doorway 
we need to leave but the streets are blocked 
the carnival is on parade, carrying the virgin on boards 
trailing flowers the length of this narrow bridge, 

Lacedonian Living 

the creek meanders through crops of maize 
into holding dams, dribbling into laundry troughs 
and duck ponds to emerge downstream 

in this earth floor con1pound, hammocks are strung 
between poles wired for electricity 
men in white dresses tend the fields 

there are only 800 left in this rainforest 
their daughters marry Parisian tourists, 
return hom e in coloured skirts and polyester tops 

here is an anthropologist 's dream 
framed and catalogu ed on a museum wall 
fading in the sunlight 

we are driven for miles along a bumpy track 
to see the temple 's vivid frescos, it is late 
all the stalls are closed 

except for a hammock which dives ts itself 
of its occupant, he is an arrow seller, quiver and bows 
reading a cartoon magazine, night closes in 

Heather Matthew 

we inch through the procession, against the flow of grandmas 
and children, turning sideways with our backpacks 

our guide is hurrying on ahead, elbowing people 
who are walking orderly behind flags and banners 
women four abreast shouldering their holy burden in high heels 
each statue different in its own splendour 
they are singing as they walk along the streets to the cathedral 
we are rushing late for our plane 

Heather Matthew 
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- Young Writers' Award 
At Eureka Street we would like to extend our warmest 
congratulations to Annette Pereira and Angus Goswell 
who are the recipients of the Friends of Eureka Street 
Young Writers' Award for 2005. 

Annette and Angus will receive awards of $1 ,000 each and will 
write a number of pieces for Eureka Street in 2005. 

The Friends of Eureka Street Young Writers' Award is designed 
to inv?lve young writers more dosely in the mission of the 
magazme. 

The two recipients stood out among a field of applicants and 
some excellent writing. The final decision was made by Jack 
Waterford, editor-in-chief of the Canberra Times and member of 
the Eureka Street Editorial Board. 

Annette Pereira is studying a Bachelor of Arts/Communications 
at the University ofTechnology, Sydney. Her major is writing and 
contemporary cultures. She is interested in the integration of 
faith and public life. Annette also volunteers for Fusion Australia, 
an ecumenical organisation which seeks to bring about a more 
just society. 

Angus Goswell is completing a Bachelor of Arts in Media and 
Communications at the University of Melbourne. He has lived in 
Tamworth, Sydney and Amman, Jordan. Angus says he's pleased 
at the opportunity to take part in this program, as he recognises 
that it's hard for young people to break into the industry. 

The Young Writers' Award would not be possible without the 
support of Friends of Eureka Street members. We look forward to 
bnnging you the work of Annette and Angus during 2005. 
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on stage 

A T TH' '986 Amwm F<SnvAL, 
during a forum which followed the pre
miere of Richard Meale's opera, Voss, 
David Malouf (the librettist) was asked, 
'Will it travel?' He gave <1 profound 
answer, not simply about that opera but 
for all art. 'You write for the tribe', he said. 
'If others overbear and like what they've 
heard, that's great.' But the tribe is the real 
audience and that insight provoked my 
first and persistent ques tion about John 
Haddock's new opera, Madeline Lee. 

War and its political penumbra are com
mon clements of opera. The suppression of 
memory and its consequences arc, perhaps 
surprisingly, less common themes since 
we arc all affected by traumatic memories, 
especially those involved in wartime hor
ror, and there is no evading the truth that 
our fickleness in the face of serious chal
lenge and how we subsequently account 
for it, are enduring aspects of the human 
story. So I have to be willing to concede 
that thi s new opera-despite the fac t that 
it is almost overwhelmed by American 
cul tural references-has something to say 
to Australia that is independent of our 
cultural symbiosis with the USA. Yet m y 
scepticism persists: do the composer and 
his co-l ibrettist (Michael Ca mpbell, who 
also directed the recent premiere at the 
Sydney Opera House) have an eye just too 
obviously on an American market, to an 
extent that it compromises their work? 

The se tting is the Libyan Desert in 
1962 where we st ri kingly sec a portion 
of a crashed Flying Fortress, its vast star
board wing angling upward towards us. 
Four men are playing a drea m-like ga me 
of baseball and we quickly recognise 
(rather faster, indeed, than the composer 
an d librettist realise that we will ) that 
they are the restless ghos ts of that plane's 
crew-or almost all of them. Eventually 
(to be fra nk, about 30 minutes too lateL 
the drama tightens with the arrival of 
a quartet of contemporary US military 
officers to exa mine this wreckage which, 
ap parently, has just been discovered. All 
art tends to rely on coinciclcncc, but here 
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plausibility is over
stretched as we discover 
that the senior member 
of this group, the Major, 
was the captain of this 
very aircraft when it was 
shot down by German 
fighters in 1943 . He 
had then instructed his 
crew to s tay with the 
plane but had, himself, 
bailed out and ever 
since has been delud
ing himself that they 
also survived to return 
to serene, quotid
ian lives in subur
ban America. 

The drama 
of the piece is, 
essentially, his 
coming to terms 
with his coward
ice and duplicity. 
To the extent that 
we all do or avoid 
things which sub
sequently shame 
us-but eschew 
the uncomfort
able and obliga
tory cxamina tion 
of conscience-
this s tory docs have a universality. The 
relevant ques tion is: does this version 
survive as an opera? It certainly suc
ceeds as thea tre-eventually- largely 
through the intensity and conviction 
of Micha el Lewi 's performance as th e 
investigating Ma jor in what is, arguably, 
the performance of his career. H e has 
clone many rea lly splendid things before 
but, surely, this achievement shows 
tha t it is the art of our own time which 
ha s the greatest capacity to spea k to us 
and to draw the most po tent responses 
from us as participants or audience. 
(Could not the sam e case have been 
made for what Marlon Branda did in On 
the Waterfront!} 

The score by John Haddock 
(who is a member of the music 
staff of Opera Australia, none 
of whose previous work has, to 
my knowledge, been heard in 
Sydney) is eclectic and merely 
ancillary, like a film sound
track. Haddock, obviously, has 
a good mem ory rather than a 
strong imagination-there are 
more than echoes of Brit ten, 
Korngold and Puccini. It is 
hardly surprising, then, that 
the concluding Quartet for the 
dead airmen is altogether too 

Panglo sian and romantically pat. In the 
main, the music eschew serious conflict 
and desperately needs greater toughne s
integrity, to be blunt. It leaves its emo
tional confrontation to be, almost entirely, 
the responsibility of the text, the striking 
design (Brian ThomsonL the expressionist 
lighting (Stephen Wickham) and the highly 
committed acting of the eight ideally cast 
men. Nevertheless, it did make a signifi
cant impact on its audiences: that must be 
a commenclable-ancl no small-achieve
ment for any new opera. Plainly, it did say 
something to the tribe. • 

John Carmody is a Sydney medical 
scientist and opera and music critic. 



ths h o rt I i st 
The Pyjama Girl Mystery, Richard Evans. 
Scribe, 2004. I <; BN 1 920 76936 6, Im P $30 

'Who was the Pyjama Girl? Who killed her? 
I don't know.' 

Writers who eschew tidy resolutions 
are hard to come by. But crime writers who 
leave unanswered the classic 'whodun
nit' conundrum are almost unheard of. In 
the face of a complex case of murder, the 
conclusion of The Pyjama Girl Mystery is 
refreshingly non-committal. Author Rich

ard Evans traces a decade-long series of mistaken identifications, 
bizarre theories and official oversights following the 1934 discovery 
of an unidentified female body near Albury in New South Wales. 

The picture he paints tells many stories: of a corrupt and incom
petent police force; of a blind faith in forensic science despite its 
fallacies; of a pervasive social compulsion to sexualise and render 
responsible female victims of violence. The former journalism lec
turer's real talent lies in his ability to unravel the web of myth 
and hyperbole spun by the Australian press. Accordingly, his own 
account of the case is determinedly matter-of-fact. The style is 
simple, economical, and self-consciously devoid of literary flam
boyance. What remains is an unreserved indictment of those all 
too willing to dispense with evidence in their pursuit of a more 
seductive, more convenient version of the truth. 

- Jess Low 

Stargazing: Memoirs of a young lighthouse 
keeper, Peter Hill . Vin tage, 200-l. I~BN 

I 740 5 1276 6, IUU' $22.9.') 

'Open your curtains over the black starry 
night sky above Hampstead, or Boston, or 
Sydney ... and read a favourite poem. Then 
stare at the sky and contemplate the vast
ness of the universe. Gradually, you will 
turn into a lighthouse keeper.' 

In 1973, art-school underachiever Peter 
Hill applies to the Dr Who-ishly named 
'Commissioners of the Northern Lights' 
for holiday work doing a job that everyone 

must have fantasised about at least once. Despite his waist-length 
hair and 19-year-old Aquarian idealism, he's accepted and spends 
six months as trainee keeper on various tiny islands off the Scot
tish coast. 

Despite the realities of Watergate, Vietnam and the Yom Kip
pur War seeping in via TV and newspapers, Hill's world contracts 
to a cocoon of story telling, midnight watches and endless rounds 
of biscuits and cheese with tea . 

In an age of 'Don't trust anyone over 30', he's thrust into close 
quarters with some colourful and often crusty older men who offer 
low key but lasting mentoring in life, love and gourmet cooking. 

Though the gap between the events and their retelling occa
sionally shows as characters and places can blend into one another, 
Stargazing is a gentle, whimsical and elegiac story about vanished 
youth and an equally vanished profession. While Hill decides that 
lighthouse life isn't for him (today he's an artist and critic living in 
Australia), it's clear that the beauty, peace and sense of wonder of 
that time have never left him. Recommended. 

-Sally Cloke 

...._ ... _ .. __ . _ ... ....._..,._ 

The Sparrow Garden, Peter Skrzyneck1. 
Uni versity of Q ueens land Press, 2004. I \11~ 

0 702 23426 5, IUU' $22.95 

Peter Skrzynecki's memoir The Sparrow Gar
den traces the journey of his family's immi
gration from the displaced persons camps of 
Germany to their new life in the late '40s . 

We follow Peter as he explores personally 
haunting and memorable events, from his expe
riences as a child in the Parkes Migrant Camp, 
to the new family home in suburban Sydney, 

and later parts of his adult life. The selected memories allow us 
insight into the struggles involved in the refugee experience and the 
nature of childhood, but perhaps most significantly, into the power
ful connection between family, particularly parents and children. 

The strength of The Sparrow Garden lies in its emotional hon
esty. From the Skrzyneckis' innate grief at the loss of their homeland 
to Peter's boyhood jealousies and frustrations; the emotions con
veyed are real. It is Skrzynecki's raw presentations of humanity that 
make the text moving and cement many moments in the memory. 

The beauty of The Sparrow Garden is found in the language and 
poetry used to encapsulate these emotions and experiences. The 
accompanying poems add to the text, and the author's ability to 
capture the essence of his experiences in a few verses is powerful. 
Skrzynecki's acute attention to detail in describing his surround
ings, both past and present, is also strong, painting meticulous 
images (particularly of the treasured family garden after which the 
text is named) that linger in the mind of the reader. 

-Rachel Hewitt 

Sacred Space, The prayer book 2005, ed. Michelle 
Anderson. Mic helle Anderson l'ubhshmg, 2004. 
l~BN () H5S 7234K 3, IUU' 524.9'1 

Juxtaposed with the momentum of the com
mercial Christmas rush is the timely release 
of Sacred Space, The prayer bool< 2005. This 
daily devotional follows the same format as 
the popular website by the same name. Alan 
McGuckian SJ and Peter Scally SJ of the Jesuit 
Communications Centre in Ireland created 
www.sacredspace.ie in 1999 as a response to 
all those 'seeking a sense of spirituality' . 

The richness of this structure is in its simplicity. At the start 
of each week there are six topics-The Presence Of God; Freedom; 
Consciousness; The Word; Conversation; and Conclusion-to 
contemplate, as well as a daily scripture reading and a series of 
statements and questions in response. The need for spiritual sub
stance in our world is a quest not only for those already practicing 
their faith. Sacred Space knows no denominational limits and is 
as much an invitation to those estranged from church as it is for 
those with no faith background at all. 

While over 11 million hits have been recorded at 
www.sacredspace.ie, there are still many who find solace away 
from technology. The commitment to seek daily comfort in the 
pages of this book would be the greatest gift or N ew Year's resolu
tion the reader could give themselves . Holding tight to the spine 
of this prayer book may create a sacred space that becomes the 
backbone for their spirituality. 

-Lee Beasley 
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fiJsh tn the pJn 

An ime steam 

Steamboy, dir. Katsuhiro Otomo. 
Steamboy is Otomo's first feature-length 
anime since the success of his 1988 sci-B. 
cult classic Al<ira. The global anime com
munity has waited a long time for this 
successor, and now delivered, it has 
inspired bitter division and pulled limited 
critical and box-office success. 

Steamboy is set in a visually mag
nificent Victorian England, where an 
alternate Industrial Revolution is taking 
place. Ray Steam, the young hero inventor, 
lives in working-class Manchester. Ray, 
who i also the son and grandson of famous 
steam engineers, receives a 1nysterious 
package from his grandfather: the 'steam 
ball '- In true anime tradition, it is an object 
of power-the catalyst by which the adven
ture begins and ends. Much of the film's 
meat is derived from the arcane speculative 
fiction genre, steampunk-think cyber
punk-but instead of neuro-i nterfaces and 
cybernetic implants, there are massive 
cast-iron steamships, elegant behem oths of 
trains, mind-bendingly intricate labyrinths 
of shiny brass cogs and gears, all fitted with 
elaborate pressure valves tha t scream 'She 
canna take nae more .. . She's gonna blow 
Cap'n!' Otomo's very Japanese take on the 
subtleties of Victorian society is intriguing: 
we see old things through a new filter. 

Otomo is obviously fa scinated by vast 
landscapes of urban dystopia: he wrote the 
screenplay for the troubled 2002 anime of 
the late Osamu, Tezuka's manga version 
of Metropolis. The very name Steamboy 
is a direct reference to Astroboy, the 
iconic television series created by Tezuka, 
widely regarded as the godfather of 
Japanese animation. 

Steamboy feeds the eye a wealth of 
complex imagery in this retro-tech world. 
Otomo is a passionate artisan, who has 
devoted the last ten years to developing 
Steamboy without the use of the modern 
Computer Generated Imagery (CCI) tech
nologies found in such films as Toy Story 
and Pixar's up coming blockbuster The 
Incredibles . The difference in texture is 
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extreme: each frame of Steamboy breathes 
style and craft. 

Unfortunately the story doesn 't match 
the visuals for brilliance. A ruthless cor
poration with its psychopathic henchmen 
battles the forces of Her Majesty (a stately 
Victoria) for control of the steam ball, an 
apparently endless energy source. The the
matic focus of man versus machine plays 
out with a fair degree of complexity: the 
ideological struggle between the holistic 
and the m echanical. But what could have 
been poignant, will leave many cold. 

If you can ignore the trite conversa
tions and stilted interactions, Steamboy 
might get into gear for you . There's fun to 
be had, if you don't concentrate too hard. 
Compared with recent anime epics, such 
as Miyazake's enchanting Spirited Away, 
the characters are predictable, and the 
archetypes come thick and fast, with some 
minor exceptions. 

Despite the story's flatness, the specta
cle kept me in my seat. Scenes of Ray jetting 
over the mills and smokestacks of London, 
powered by the steam ball (more homage 
to Tezuka) culminate in a grandiose fina le, 
which is perhaps a little over-packed with 
huge vapour trails and giant rivets. 

A compelling yet flawed piece. 
- Gil Maclean 

Small-town memones 

In My Father's Den, dir. Brad McGann. 
Small-town New Zealand, domestic 
unease, teenage curiosity, adult distrust 
and global instability is the vital, if at times 
melodramatic, mix that strikes the light of 
In My Father's Den. 

This is a 'demons lurking in the past ' 
film told with pretty pictures. And while 
I wanted to believe th e critical acclaim it 
has attracted, I fo und m yself struggling. 

Paul (Matthew Macfadyen), a cel
ebrated, but troubled, war photographer, 
returns to the small New Zealand town 
of his childhood, for the funeral of his 
father. His unexpected return awakens the 
ghost of childhood past, present and, one 
suspects, future. In fact it's quite a seance. 
His born-again brother resents him, his 
sister-in-law looks like his mother, his 
ex-girlfriend has a daugh ter that has had as 
many birthdays as he has spent years away 
and his father had a secret den. 

Paul, convinced to stay in town and 
teach at the local school, meets Celia (Emily 

Barclay), the 16-year-old daughter of his ex
girlfriend. They form a strange friends hip, 
filled with both suspicions, unexpected 
ease and spend a deal of time together in 
the father 's den. They talk about books, 
life, dreams and disappointments, relying 
on each other for the emotional sustenance 
they fail to garner from the small-town 
world that surrounds them . 

But lo and behold, Celia disappears. 
Last seen by Paul, clutching an atlas (yes, 
a gift from him and yes, a heavy-handed 
metaphor), insisting she is happy to walk 
home alone. 

Naturally the town turns on Paul, 
and the whole ugly mess of his childhood 
sprawls out across the screen. 

To be fair, In My Father's Den did have 
some exquis ite moments, it was filled with 
performances that quite outstripped the 
film as a whole. Emily Barclay was per
fect, full of adult promise while muted by 
teenage selfish ness. Witnessing a mother's 
breakdown amongst the wintry bows of a 
disused orchard, was profoundly moving. 
But the film was hamstrung by the weight 
of its own complexity. It never quite carved 
out a place of its own, swinging erratically 
between aching family tragedy, rural meta
phor and Inspector Morse. 

- Siobhan Jackson 

Circle of life 

The Story of the Weeping Camel, dir. 
Byambasuren Davaa and Luigi Falorni. In 
the Gobi Desert of southern Mongolia a 
family raises goa ts and camels. They also 
cook, play cards, sing songs, baby-sit and 
plait rope out of camel wool. In fact they 
do pretty much what we all do: mix life and 
love, play and work, laughter and silence. 
The only notable domestic difference is 
th ey don 't watch TV. Yet! 



The Weeping Camel is part documen
tary, part narrative fiction, and part fairy 
tale. The film opens with an old man sit
ting down to camera, telling an ancient tale 
of how the trusting camel lost his antlers 
to the goat . He describes the camel look
ing up to the sky, patiently waiting for his 

forgetful, or perhaps plain thieving, friend 
to return his lent body part. But of course 
he never does. 

Like Kipling's Just So stories, the tale 
plays beautifully with m agic and reality, 
stimulating the 'strange wonder' bit in 
your head that cinema so rarely gives a 
work out . 

It is calving time in the Gobi Desert 
and the camel herd is m aking noises that 
only cam els can make. The first calf is 
born with ease. All sticky and sandy, it 
feeds without quarrel from its mother. 
Before long a whole posse of calves are 
drinking and milling about their mothers, 
but there is one expecting mother that is 
still expecting. Waiting. Finally the calf 
arrives after a long and difficult labour. It 
is a rare white calf, beautiful, but rejected 
by the exhausted and traumatised mother. 
With a calm determination the family tries 
to unite the two, but all their attempts fail. 
So the two young sons saddle up and head 
to a town, some distance away, to enlist 

the help of a musician (not to m ention buy 
batteries, watch TV, eat ice cream, and 
dream a lit tle). 

The Weeping Camel is a quiet story 
of domestic routine, working life, the 
determination of nature and the seemingly 
universal desire children have to watch 
cartoons. There is little artifice-no 'char
acters ' created from acting m ethods- just 
people and their animals in front of 
cameras playing out a story, that is part real 
and part play. 

But don't be lulled into a false sense of 
charm or sentiment. This fi lm has a very 
sophisticated narrative and a determined 
pace that m akes it far more culture than 
nature. A fact that is perfectly reflected 
in the family's eventual use of the highly 
cultured tradition of music to reunite a 
failure of nature. 

Does the camel really weep? I suggest 
you go and find out' 

-Siobhan Jackson 

Coloured sword strokes 

H ero, dir. Zhang Zimou. Zhang Zimou's 
first foray into the wuxiz (swordplay) 
genre is a deceptively simple story. A 
man, known only as Nameless (Jet Li), is 
presented to the King of Qin (Chen Dao 
Ming), a real historical figure famous as a 
despot, tyrant, and unifier of the warring 
Chinese kingdoms. Nameless claims to 
have killed the three most wanted assas
sins in the land: Sky (Donnie Yen), Flying 
Snow (Maggie Cheung Man Yuk) and 
Broken Sword (Tony Leung). As he tells 
his tale and is questioned by the King, we 
find ourselves confronted by a layering of 
multiple versions of the same events, each 
incompatible with the last but neverthe
less building on it, emotionally, aestheti
cally and narratively. 

Each fragment retells the same 
events, but interprets the character's 
motives differently. Each fragment is 
also dominated by a different colour: 
black, red, yellow, blue, green and 
white (both Zhang Yimou and the film's 
Australian cinematographer Christopher 
Doyle are well known for their 
expressive use of colour) . The effect is 
not one of repetition or incoherence, 
it is m ore as if time itself has been 
passed through N ewton's prism and 
broken into divergent but implicated 

possible pasts and futures. The richness 
of the characters, and our emotional 
involvem ent with them (and it is a film 
that moves some people to t ears), comes 
from the recognition that all of th e 
characteris tics and m otives attributed to 
them in each fragment-assassin /h ero, 
noble/base, tyrant/uni fier, lover/ liar
truly belong to them at the same time, 
and in the sam e world. 

As a martial arts film there are some 
truly breathtaking fight scenes, but the 
fighting is strangely secondary to the film's 
real concerns. Indeed for all its spectacular 
action the film is pervaded by a strange 
stillness. Zhang makes much of the 
formal and aesthetic links between martial 
and other arts, music and calligraphy 
explicitly, but also dance, theatre, painting, 
philosophy and even government . Even 
in the fight scenes themselves, the fall 
of rain on the cobblestones, or the colour 
and movement of the leaves in the wind 
seem more essential to the scene than the 
swordplay itself. It is an extraordinarily 
beautiful film to watch. 

- Allan James Thomas 
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watching 

brief 

State of the Universe address 

/ L A LA LA. Whate woondeduul woodd .. . ' 
Oh, hello. Just pass the towel, would you ? Well, don't you 

sing in the shower too? I m ean, we've go t so much to be thank
ful for, haven't we? Australia may be the lucky country, but 
than k heavens there's so much good work going on all ro und 
this wonderful, happy world. John Kerry is going to make such 
a fine President, an d Simon Crean is showing all the doubters 
what quietly good statesmanship from a prime minister can do 
to make the nation mature and compassionate and visionary. 

Yep, I feel glad to be part of it all. Since Joan Chittistcr 
became Pope ten years ago, there has been such a resurgence 
of fait h that churches are packed with tccnagersi and all th ose 
new small parishes are working so well with their clerical 
families. We all grieved when dear old John Paul I died, but he 
was such a wise, unifying force, that he left the church stronger, 
kinder and happier than he found it . There had been some fears 
from conservatives when he relaxed all those antiquated patri
archal marriage and reproductive laws, but strangely, through
out our culture, there seems to be more respect for the human 
body now that we know that harmless consensual joy is not 
sinful. And ordaining women and married people has saved the 
church fro m an unthinkable shortage of priests. JPl was such 
a visionary that the church is affecting people' lives for the 
better all over the world. It 's nice to know we're still relevant 
to today's world and respectful of different ways of thinking. 

And it's such a relief to know that we've arres ted the 
greenhouse effect. Thank God for the probity of the forestry 
companies: once it was pointed out that native fo res t logging 
was causing such problem s, they all got together and began to 
work out truly sustainable ways of getting timber. 'We'd hate 
to think we were responsib le for one of the grea tes t mistakes of 
the century ', said the CEO of Nolongerrapacious Pty Ltd. He is 
now the main force behind an extraordinary resurgen ce in rural 
economies because now that employment and business aren't 
tied to a decreasing resource, they can really be crea tive. 

Our Governor General, Lowitja O 'Donoghue, said the 
other day that the 1988 treaty between Indigenous Australians 
and the rest of us- the January 26ers-had been a powerful 
force for good. She was launching a new book edited by a group 
of Indigenous Vice-Chancellors, entitl ed Land, Learning and 
Opportunity, the three things that have made all the difference 
for the first Australians. 

And television is so good too: The Map Mal<ers is a three
part series on the histmy and major developments in map 
malting, screening from Saturday 4 December on SBS at 7:30pm. 
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Maps tell you more than the physical shape of a cow1t1y: they 
show the political preoccupations in the names chosen for newly 
discovered places. There are some lovely little pieces of informa
tion: though Amerigo Vespucci's name was given to the enormous 
lands that had been rediscovered by Columbus, the map makers 
gave it a feminine ending 'AmeriCA', to be consistent with Asia 
and Africa. The later programs deal with the fa cinating story of 
the Mercator projection and the maps of the D-Day landings. 

And Tl1e Elegant Universe, a three-part series on SBS, 
Monday 29 November at 7:30pm, is a funny, interesting look 
at string theory. Though I am no mathematician, I think I 
understood most of it, and what I didn't quite get I still enjoyed. 
Brian Greene, theoretical physicist who also wrote, with Mat
thew Fox, The Universe is a Green Dragon, presents the big 
questions, ones that involve TOE- the Theory of Everything. 
He is very much at hom e amongst all the nifty computer 
animations and drinking blue orange juice at the Quantum 
Cafe. It seems that almost anything is possible if you calcu
late towards infinity: walking through walls, and juices of any 
colour, depending on what universe you inhabit. Because accord
ing to quantum theorists and the clever Mr Greene, there arc 
countless parallel univer cs alongside this one. This is an idea 
much-visited by sci-fi authors: Terry Pratchett, that brilliant 
and funny writer (don't miss his latest, Going Postal: it's fantas
tic) often brings up this idea in his Discworld series, especially 

in Lords and Ladies. Funny, this idea of alternative 
universes. Wonder if it's all real. 

W AT? Hang on here, I have to try to take this in: What 
are you telling m e? That only the bits about the telly are true? I 
don't believe it: people wouldn 't be so evil-so damned STUPID. 
Don't tell me that Bush managed to disenfranchise a million 
Democrat voters with specious strategies designed to eliminate 
people of colour. Don't tell me the church has been bleeding 
internally from misogyny and fear for 25 years. Don't tell me 
the Indigenous people have not only got no treaty but have been 
weaselled out of their land rights. Don't tell m e that we're putting 
children behind razor wire and sending our young folk to fight 
another land war in Asia. Don't tell me we're logging, fishing, 
mining, polluting and burning the arse out of the planet. 

And when you tell me that the ABC have axed George Negus 
and Channel Nine have axed Don Burke, I just know we're in 
the wrong universe. How do I get off this one? It 's stuffed. • 

Juliette Hughes is a freelance writer. 
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puzzled 
Eureka Street Cryptic Crossword no . 129, December 2004 

ACROSS 

l. What a m ess! Nolan saving cub- he needs a white wine! (9,5) 
9. Go back to nip black Fren ch drink; it 's a tasty drop! (5,4) 
10. A child at one's ankles, perhaps. Ouch ! (5) 
11. In fright and dismay, leader gone! That's a mistake. (5) 
12. T hough mostly sane, I spent foolishly, not realising the 

unsuitability. (9) 
13. Instrument helping one to return for a bath. (4) 
15. Toast for the university lecturer saying 'nay' to a drink. (10) 
18. Breadwinner, perhaps, who has the wherewithal to 

ea t out ? (4,6) 
19. Possibly choose a place high up . (4) 
22. Will inefficient trial ever result in recovery of property? (9) 
24. Dante's hell has no ending, I conclude. (5) 
26. Old card gam e in Rom e where Brutus initially entered. (5) 
27. English leader took refuge in rickety phone box, being afraid 

of passers-by. (9) 
28. It can strike at the heart to express remorse. (4,4,6) 

DOWN 

l. How could anyone as inept possibly be regarded as wise? (7) 
2. Unusual lunar perspective on a human bone. (5) 
3 . Doctor on the web without ET. (6) 
4. Som eon e, perhaps, I clothe in attire of the Stone Age. (9) 
5. Sort of standard a girl like her sets. (5) 
6. Any of 1-across, 9-across, 15-across or 18-across could be used for 

su ch an offering to the gods. (8) 
7. A spoilsport possibly would act like this. (3,2,2,2) 
8. Som ewhat bad-tempered about this sort of bread. (6) 
14. How should one position on eself at the start of a m eal? (2,2,5) 
16. They are like 1-across and 15-across in som e respects. But a single, 

Sir, would be adequate. (9 ) 
17. Street torn about ID requirem ent- that 's harsh! (8) 
18. On the French sea, much pleasure can be gained from taking this. (6) 
20. A phenom enon foreshadowing future trends, perhaps. (7) 
21. Analysing primes could provoke a titter. (6) 
23. Twis ted vine holding ten bunches of grapes-watch for the little fox ... (5) 
25 .... which might also disturb the Rom an flowers. (5) 
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