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Life, choice and morality

RECENT SHOWING of the documentary, My
Foetus, stirred discussion both of the morality of
abortion, and also of the propriety of showing an
abortion on television.

My Foetus, was made by Julia Black. After an
abortion, she came to regret that she and others were
ill informed about what happens in an abortion. She
later bore another child. In the program, the differ-
ent fates of the two pregnancics represent the choices
that are set before women. Julia Black continues to
believe that women should have the right to make
that choice.

There are good arguments for and against show-
ing films of an abortion. The argument used by Julia
Black, which 1 find compelling, is that if in our soci-
cty we engage in practices which raise serious moral
issues, then those involved in these practices and in
public conversation about them should be pressed to
imagine in realistic ways what the practice involves.
This is as true of abortion as it is of capital punish-
ment, torture, corporal punishment, going to war,
detaining children or restricting asylum scckers to
Temporary Protection Visas. The fact that we may
turn our eyes away from what is involved in these
practices does not prove automatically that they are
morally unjustifiable. But arguments used to justify
them must confront the reality of what happens in
war, detention, abortion and judicial killing. They
cannot rest on euphemisms like supporting alliances,
border protection, or surgical procedures.

In the casc of abortion, the images of the docu-
mentary make us recognise that the potential life of
the foetus cannot be described like that of a plant
seed or of a collection of cells. It must be imagined
as the life of a foetus who resembles us in uncanny
ways. The image offers imaginative support to
the argument against abortion for those who, like
myself, insist on the continuity of human life from
conception to death. It invites the question whether,
in trcating living beings—even dependent ones—as
means to an cnd, we risk diminishing respect for life
at all its stages. It also asks how questions of choice
should be related to questions of morality.

There is also good argument against showing
such scenes. They may, for example, make people
insensitive to the reality depicted. Many argue on
these grounds against showing actual scencs of vio-
lence on television, and against depicting violent and

brutal actions realistically in films. Instead of being
repugnant, the violent action becomes ordinary and
unnoticed. This argument is strong, and is supported
by the anecdotal evidence of people who have lived
in societics where daily violent death becomes nor-
mal and unnoticed. The argument, however, loses its
force when a socicety tolerates the practices depicted
on film. If insensitivity is at issuc, it is not so as a risk.
It is at issue becausc it already exists.

Another reason against showing scenes of
an abortion is that they will occasion shame, dis-
tress and feclings of guilt to vulnerable people
who have had abortions. This argument must be
given due weight. In the discussion of Julia Black’s
documentary, however, some participants claim
to have suffered grief, distress and feelings of guilt
without knowing the physical reality of abortion.
Furthermore, seeing what it involves can be a step in

their healing. The argument thercfore
scems inconclusive.

BUT THE POTENTIAL DISTREss caused by thesc
images suggests, however, that the public conversa-
tion about abortion must have as its goal respect and
healing. This is perhaps the great contribution made
by Julia Black’s documentary. She shows great intel-
lectual generosity, in that she offers evidence that can
be scized on by her opponents in order to discredit
abortion. Her generosity should be met with equal
generosity and with a care to make proper distince-
tions. It would be an abuse of debate to use her pic-
tures in order to claim, for example, that abortion is
murder or to belabour the wickedness of women who
have had abortions.

At the heart of the documentary are two lives:
the potentially independent life of the foctus, and
the life of the often perplexed, confused, torn and
depressed young woman confronting a lonely deci-
sion. Both lives merit the sympathy and empathy
that form the basis for all moral decisions. The realis-
tic portrayal of abortion encourages empathy. Those
of us who are punctilious in our respect for the foetus
and its claim to life should respect cqually highly the
life and humanity of those bearing the foctus and of
those with whom we disagree.

Andrew Hamilton sj is Eurcka Street’s publisher.
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EFureka Street, of course, is always blame-
less. But the media sometimes do get it
wrong. Consider, for example, a recent
Channel Nine extravaganza, ‘The Alice.’
An unimpressed Alician wrote to us to sct
the record right.

1. We do not drive semi-trailers into
pubs. Alice residents would simply never
do this. There is also more than one pub
in town.

2. M such an incident were to occur,
vou can be sure that more than just one
police officer would turn up. (On a recent
Saturday night tve
arrested by their peers after starting threc
scparate brawls. A tot  of 15 police were
involved—fighting amongst themselves—
at Bo’s Saloon, KFC and the hospital
respectively. Good work team!)

3. If you arc on your way to the Alice
from Adelaide and you decide to jump off
the Ghan to pick some flowers {!) and arc
then picked up by a tourist guide, who
drives you past a sign on a hill that says
‘Welcome to Alice Springs’ be afraid ..
be very afraid. Your tourist guide has cir-
cumnavigated the town and approached it
from the north.

4. 1f you are driving into Alice from the
west and are passing green grassy bush-
land, get out your map! You should be on a
road called the Tanami which is not situ-
ated alongside rolling green hills.

5. If you are on your way to Uluru and
a park ranger mects you on a dirt road
and tells you that ‘you can’t ¢limb the
rock today’: run away very fast. First, you
shouldn’t be on a dirt road in your Britz
tourist van and sccond, no park ranger
stands around on the side of the road in
the middle of nowhere waiting for tourists
who shouldn'’t be there.

6. If {having been told by the park
ranger to ‘turn around’), you then do so
and casually take in the beautiful vista
of Rainbow Valley vou should apply to
the Guinness Book of Records—they are
about 300kms apart.

7. You cannot buy a sheep in the Todd
Mall.

‘ope that clears a few things up.

policemen  were
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US animators Gregg and Evan Spiridellis’
amusing satire of Woody Guthric’s ‘This
Land is Your Land’, fecaturing George W.
Bush and John Kcerry (www.jibjab.com),
has hit a raw nerve. As Jesse Walker  m
Reason Online (www.reason.com) writes,
the owners of the rights to Guthric's song
can’t sce the funny side.

The Richmond Organization’s law-
suit claims the animation ‘... threatens
to corrupt Guthric’s classic—an icon of
Americana ..., This in spitc of Guthrie’s
own proviso ‘... anybody caught singing
it without our permission, will be mighty
good friends of ours, causc we don't give
a darn. Publish it. Write it. Sing it. Swing
to it. Yodel 1it. We wrote it, that's all we
wanted to do.’

Anyone still in doubt about Guthrie’s
enthusiasm for freedom of speech ought
revisit one of two verses from the original
often omitted in performance:

In the squares of the city, in the shadow
of the steeple/Near the relief office, 1 sce
my people/And some were stumbling and
some were wondering/lf this land was
made for you and me.

It is reported that Indonesian televisi
will not show the Olympic Games. No
one is interested. No one wants to adver-
tise. Said a miffed television exccutive,
‘If Indonesia wins a gold medal, they w
have to watch it on cable!”

Just imagine, though, if apathy
spread. What if no onc was interested in
watching houses holding captive groups,
restorers, gardeners, castaways, familics
and reporters from hell? What appalling
consequences might follow if the lack of
interest spread to grass ficlds occupiced by
strangely dressed people kicking, hitting,
heading, chucking and avoiding things?
Mr Rumsfeld must surely warn Indone-
sians to mend their ways.

We recently came across a 7-Eleven r
istered to St Mina and St Mary Pty Led.
Nothing unusual about cntrusting busi-
ness fortunes to saints. St Vincent’s Hos-
pital and St Mary’s College come instan -
to mind. Others arc unexpected: St Mary’s
Fossick and Find Opportunity Shop, St
Mary’s Engine Services, St Mary's and St
Philip’s Combined Rodeo Association, St
Mary Mcade Stud Farm, St Mary’s Hog's
Breath Caf¢, and St Mina Massage Ther-
apy. But St Mina is an unlikely patron for
capitalist enterprises. He came from the
Egyptian moneyed classes, but ‘left the
army to live in the desert and be filled
with the blessings of ¢ heavens.” He
went on to declare his faith in Christ ¢ |
was martyred. Not a promising busincess
stratcgy, one might think.
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As on all the just, imprecations as well as
benediction are poured on Eurcka Strect.
We bear with them bravely. But recently
cven we trembled to the core of our collee-
tive being to read this curse.

I will never forgive you. For the rest
of my life I will make it my per-
sonal mission to pester you, your
family, and friends with horrors
heaped upon horrors: invitations to
Tupperware partics, telling Amway
you ARE intercsted in a business
opportunity, letting slip at the local
rcal ¢state agent that you are think-
ing of sclling your home, sending
anchovy-pincapple-fennel-brussel-
sprout pizzas to your workplace,
and sending out 2500 invitations
which give your home address as
the venue for the next meeting of
both One Nation and the Sporting
Shooters Association.



OHN HOWARD HAS DONE MORE THAN ENOUGH to deserve to
ose the next clection by a wide margin. The polls indicate that
he probably will. Yet he remains a slight favourite in the bet-
ting. Quite a few scasoned commentators think it more likely
than not that he will win, and no one is prepared to write him
off. Mark Latham and Labor have not by any mcans done
cnough to deserve to win. And John Howard is not only lucky,
but makes his own luck. Even if Latham has amazed his detrac-
tors by his selt-discipline over nine months, people still wonder
if he can hold it together through a campaign.

This is, or ought to be, a classic election which a govern-
ment loses. It's been in long enough, and if it has presided over
a good cconomy (and can claim some credit for keeping it that
way) all the signs are that it has pretty much run its course.
Howard has achieved almost all of his personal agenda in
politics, but this is an agenda set 30 years ago and there’s not
much that’s new. The Treasurer, Peter Costello, may be set to
step into his shoes but secems unable either to imbue the gov-
ernment with new cnergy or ideas, or to excite anyone about
his succession. Indeed most Liberal voters would rather that
Howard remained indefinitely than Costello replace him.

The Liberals are tloundering because they lack direction
and drive. The utter shabbiness of Howard’s refugee policics
has deeply sapped the moral authority of the government. A
parade of deceits, cunning tricks, dissemblings, prevarications,
misleadings, and outright lies has deprived it not only of cred-
ibility but the capacity to inspire faith or hope. So too with
casual abuses of the defence forces and the public service, the
unspeakable greed and ethical apathy of many ex-ministers,
the deceptions over Iraq, the propensity of the Prime Minister
to play to some of the darkest instincts in the Australian soul,
and his refusal to admit or accept any responsibility for any
misbehaviours. Oh, and, of course, the sheer national humilia-
tion of having a buffoon such as Alexander Downer purporting
to speak for us, to tell others who we are, or to invite judgment
of our character by his utterances.

All these were but lightly touched on by the ‘Gang of
43'—the group of retired diplomats, spooks and military people
who remonstrated the government over its declining regard for
truth in politics, and the way in which our national interests
have been subsumed in blind obedience to the United States.
The paper was, of course, directed at both parties, but no onc
could have doubted at whom the finger was pointed. John
Howard fended it as best he could, without personal attacks
on his accusers, though his back benchers probably aggravated
the injuries with their jibes at the ‘old farts.’” And onc of his
old Liberal allics and patrons, John Valder, has established an
‘anybody-but-Howard’ movement in the Prime Minister’s own

Long odds

clectorate of Bennelong. John Valder, an old Tory rather than
an old liberal, is morally disgusted with Howard over refugecs
and Iraq.

The cynicism that this inspires does not merely crode
credibility and hope. It also undermines the impact of tax cuts
Or any apparent improvements in government scrvices. Just as
critically, it weakens faith in all politicians. This comes not
only from a fairly standard, and accurate enough government
defence—‘they did it too when they were in office’—but from
the seeming incapacity of opposition politicians to sct and

defend moral standards, or to represent ideals which
might encourage people to vote for them.

MARK LATHAM'S PRIMARY SKILL has been tactical. He has

been amazingly successful at shrugging off government attacks
and in refusing to play to its agenda. He has created a number of
agenda items—reading aloud to children, for example—coming
entirely from left field but with some capacity to make Latham
scem a politician of a new age, or a third way. Latham stum-
bled a bit in July, but, by August was back again, wrong-footing
Howard on pharmaceuticals and the ‘free’ trade treaty with the
United States. In bringing Kim Beazley back into the fold, he
disabled much of the thrust of government claims that Labor
1s anti-American.

In the background, Bob McMullan and Simon Crean are
struggling to develop budget numbers which will make Labor
look fiscally conservative yet allow room to manoeuvre in
arcas such as health and education. Labor is, of course, more
comfortable when quality-of-life matters are the political issuc.
Yet it is hard to cnvisage that Latham can comfortably win an
argument fought on cconomics, even on social policy. That's
not because the government has successfully defused such is-
sucs, but Labor has failed to develop or sell a broad economic
agenda.

This sccnario highlights Howard’s continuing strength-—
the view that he is broadly sound on economics, even if a bore,
untrustworthy, and a bit of a worry on other matters. This is
compounded by the idea (never successfully repudiated thanks
to high interest rates in the 1990s) that Labor is a party of prof-
ligates, wastrels and feckless gamblers, rather than the people
who remade the economy precipitating the prosperity of the
past 13 years. Mark Latham has not invented either a new story
to tell, or a new ideal around which voters might unite. If he's
lucky, John Howard might lose all by himsclf. If we want to be
lucky, we would do more to pin Labor down to an agenda.

Jack Waterford is editor-in-chicf of the Canberra Times.
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Writ: g
I'm fashioning
a poem

fastening
to the page

with bent buckle
of iron thoughts

and cold quartered
steel emotions

with racks of cloth
and freedom string

not in a glass bottle
on a desk but in

Hell’s rhythm at sca.

Tim Collins
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Zhuhai

over the wire and the water

big sister, da lu

China proper

more real than the past

(our privilege here)

though we, excused ir 1w and language
have our part too

to brighten the day

Macao 2003

Christopher Kelen

physically fit but depre sed

although pe rming exercises
of a ritual diet of carc

i’‘m merely titular head

of a body possessed by forces
sending intimate armics

to win without me knowing
savage interior battles

and a mind subverted casily
by that sombre knowing rebel
who occupies my wit’s end
and shadows mc with sadness

geoff baker



Gravity

Who's got it
Who wants it
It’s cverywhere
While incredibly rarc
It can be developed
But it's a big
Investment and once
You've got it, you
Might be past it

B.W. Shearer

Same Crow?

A long way from anywhere.
When I'm there. When I'm here.

The same crow flew ten thousand
miles? The same crow blocked

the songbirds’ trills? It doesn’t worry
me in itsclf: I love the crow’s caw.

I do get lonely. But I eat and sleep.
I rcad other people’s poems.

John Kinsella

Poem In Four Lines
All I wrought in reckless ceaseless deed or thought or
Love to work the damage and diminishment of love,

Ashen I with slakeless fevered longing would make
Not.

Garth Greenwell
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KNS ANCSTUDENT THECTIONS

L AROBL UNIVERSITY is one of the
most prestigious in East Africa. The annual
elections for the representative council are
serious events. For an outsider the car  aign
posters seem standard clectoral fare. Scratch
the surface and it becomes clear that what
happens in student halls echoes that which
happens in East Africa’s national h s of
power.

At the peak of the campaign I found
myself sitting in a dorm with two Nairobi
University student friends. Without notice,
a troupe of six men invited themsclves in
and took a scat on one of the beds.

The campaign tcam shook the hands of
myself and my five local friends in silence.
They sat on the bed so closely that their
cheap suits became ruffled. Our conversa-
tion was quashed. Campaigning began.

The smallest member of the group made
his opening statement with ccremony.
‘L¢  2s ... and gentlemen, this is our presi-
dential candidate.” The chap just beyond the
end of the spokesman’s finger sat in a silver
tie—a 20-year-old trying to act like an older
statesmarn.

‘We arc standing for the student clec-
tions because we represent the new Kenya.
We represent the young Kenyans who want
to overcome tribal divisions and to vote for
a lcader who will represent all tribes. Our
vision is to make student politics at Nai-
robi University the model for the national
assembly.’

My friends ‘oohed’ and gave approving
nods to one another and the spokesperson at
appropriate intervals. When the mon  Hgue
was complete one of my friends spoke on
behalf of the group.

‘We think it is right that the elections be
fought along lines of merit not tribe. This
is a good thing to sce in our potential repre-
sentatives.”

After fielding some questions on the
mute leader’s behalf, the spokesman rallied
his troops and thanked us for our time. ‘We
can count on your vote, right?’ The room
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was unanimous, their vote was won. The
would-be council president shook ourl s
again and left.

The door had barely closed when my
friends began their hysterical chatter.

‘Beyond tribal lines? It will never work.’

‘How can they say they will overcome
such things? Everyone knows a Kikuyu will
win.’

‘It is so stupid that he comes in and says
this. It is so obvious that they are Luo and
who would vote in a Luo for council?’

As we walked out of the dorm roa we
passed the line of campaign posters. My
host walked by cach one and named the
tribe of the candidates. He stopped brietly
at the poster for the inevitable winner, a
Kikuyu.

This pattern is not unique to students
nor universities nor politics. In Tanzanian
hotels and hostels, guests from all over the
globe are asked to sign in with their name,
passport number, postal address and tribe.
This, in turn, leads to a list of non-Africans
defining themsclves ecither by Scottish her-
itage or sports fanaticism (I had no idea that
Manchester United was a tribe).

So dominant is tribalism in East Afri-
can life that eminent Kenyan orator, I O.
Lumumba recently noted, ‘Kenyans need to
start questioning themsclves. Are we really
Kenyan?’ Who in Kenya affiliates with
nation before tribe? The answer is, few. Ask
a Kenyan about themselves and tribe will
come soon after their name. For many, tribe
defines your role. For most Kenyan voters
too, tribe is ideology.

The issue of tribal labels would not be so
important if cach tribe was not associated
with a stereotype, my Nairobi University
friend explained to me.

Kikuyus run businesscs and hold politi-
cal powcer. Look no further than two of the
three presidents of Kenya; current president
Kibaki and founding president Kenyatta
whose son currently leads in the polls for
the 2007 election.

Kalenjin make the best runners and look
after their own. The revelation last month
that former president Moi was receiving
half of all profits from the largest financial
scandal in Kenyan history, known as ‘Gold-
enburg’, confirmed this.

Luo want power but should never have
it. They are said to be arrogant and articu-
late. Akamba are rumoured to be promiscu-
ous and the world-famous Masai should be
lcft to tend their nomadic herds and pull in
the tourist dollars.

So established arc these stercotypes that
I have had conversations with colleagues
about non-African  counterparts w
according to locals, ‘would be” a Kikuyu or
Luo or Turkana or any of the other 42 Ken-
yan tribes, ‘if he/she were a Kenyan.’

From a distance, this may scem undem-
ocratic but harmless. However, pick up any
African paper and you will see the cor
quence of the divisions. Tutsis and Hutus
in Rwanda or Burundi. Fur and Arabs in
Sudan. Even in South Africa’s KwaZulu
Natal region, the most recent elections
demonstrated that Zulu and Xhosa vote, in
part, along tribal lines.

With this backdrop, one can only :  nire
the silver-tied aspirant at Nairobi Univer-
sity. If only he was Kikuyu.

—Matthew Albert

LASTPAST TEIE POIST

I RAVELLING FROM CAIRNS for perhaps

the last race meeting at the country town
of Mingela, we detoured Innisfail and
paused at Mcna Creek. On one side of the
stream was the folly cum tourist resort Par-
onella Park, where a Spaniard built a cas-
tle in the 1890s. On the other is the Mena
Creek Hotel, on the eve of its red letter
weelkend. The publican sponsars an annual
hunt for feral pigs; ‘grunter hunters’ tlock
to the chase.

We passed through Townsville and
stayed the night at the splendid Imperial
Hotel in Ravenswood. Built a century ago
when the gold rush tide rcached into these
gullies, it then became a ghost town. Now
that the extraction of gold has bccome pay-
able again, Ravenswood has revived. There
are corrugated iron cottages here from the
1860s, air so pure and dry that it is tonic.
In the pub, beautiful wood is everywhere,
in sideboards, cupboards, staircases, and in
an imposing bar featurc that looks like 1
altar picce.

On the Saturday morning, in no hurry
leave, we eventually sct off for Mingela.
It was a testing day for  © Mingela Ama-
teur Race Club. Last year it lost all fund-
ing from the reconstructed Quecensland
racing authority. A g with numecrous
other country race clubs and meetings,



Mingela seemed to have met its doom.
Club president Dick Pugh decided to spend
its rescrves to stage what sadly may be the
last meeting: ‘We're just trying to keep
the bush atmosphere going’. Seven jock-
eys turned up, including one who rode in
a Lone Ranger mask and some scasoned
hoops from Townsville.

Main feature of the day was the Mingela
Cup. Forty years ago a running of this event
provoked that quintessential Australian
racing scandal: the ring-in. The principals
were a butcher from Giru (south of Towns-
ville) called Robert Burry and his employee
Joy Joyce. The horse in question, running
as Hello There, but of dubious lincage, not
only won the Mingela Cup but an carlier
event on the same card. Unlike scamsters
of more recent years, this pair was acquit-
ted. The racecourse was trimmed out with
marquees, but held on to the past by its
old wooden buildings and corrugated iron
toilets. Kids and P&F members from a St
Columba Charters Towers catered. There
were four bookies, all offering prices pre-
dictably and atrociously under the odds.
When the horses at last got on the track, 15
minutes late for the first, they raised a dirt
storm on the turn.

Racing superstition has it that you
should always back the first jockey whom
you see when you get to the track. The one
we spied, saddle under his arm, was Graham
Kliese, who kissed his partner, a lady in red,
and went to work. He rode a treble. She was
successful too. Parking her XXXX can in its
stubby holder on a table otherwise covered
in hats she entered the mounting yard and
was soon acclaimed winner of Fashions on
the Field. In conversation she revealed her-
self to be the granddaughter of a Townsville
trainer and an acerbic judge of some of the
jockeys who saddled up at Mingela.

The first horse goes on to the later
races in the spring, the second to the stud.
For Mingela the future is unclear, notwith-
standing the dedication of all who worked
for this meeting, and the vignette of an
embattled rural solidarity that poignantly
it gave.

—Peter Pierce

This month’s contributers: Matthew Albert
lives and works in Kenya, and is co-founder
of the SAIL program (SAILProgram.cjb.net);
Peter Pierce is Professor of Australian Lit-
erature at James Cook University, Cairns.
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ONE JOY OF FOLLOWING SCIENTIFIC PROGRESS 1s seeing it connect threads of
knowledge into a tapestry revealing a picture of a previously unknown scene.

In rccent years, evidence has emerged from rescarchers in South Africa
that when we excrcise, our brain makes us feel tired, not our muscles. Clearly,
muscles arc limited in their ability to keep running or cycling. But apparently
we have a mechanism in the brain which prevents us reaching the point where
we might do damage.

The latest is the unmasking of a protein, Interleukin-six—the messenger
which sprcads the news that we're tired. When runncrs in a 10 kilometre race
were injected with Interleukin-six before running, they felt tired and their
times were slowed by about a minute, compared with runners injected with a
placebo. This provides an explanation for the phenomenon of the ‘second wind'.
If the brain recognises that the end of a race is ncar, it may well ease up on the
tiredness message, allowing a dash for the linc.

There are also potential clinical applications of this work. This work may
provide us with a handle on that most slippery of conditions, Chronic Fatigue
Syndrome {CFES). It opens up the possibility that CES may not be due to lack of
energy at all, but perhaps to a misfiring of the system in the brain. We might
cven be able to treat it using drugs which block the messenger. The dark side?
Shooting the messenger might enhance athletic performance, but at a risk of
scvere muscular damage.

The best example these days of scientific connections can be traced to
global warming. One issuc is the spread of infectious discases. French research-
ers recently studied over 300 diseases, and found their distribution was mostly
linked to climate. As the climate warms, pathogens previously restricted to the
tropics ar¢ now moving into temperate parts of the world. In the past five years,
North America has been invaded by the potentially deadly West Nile virus,
while mosquito-borne diseases such as Dengue Fever and Ross River virus are
spreading in Australia. It’s the same for diseases affecting our crops and herds.

More unusually, as reported in New Scientist magazine, this last northern
summer has been one of the worst ever for rockfalls in the European Alps. Fifty
people have died. Nearly 100 climbers were rescued from the Matterhorn in
Switzerland when part of the normal climbing route collapsed. Massive rock
formations in the Italian Dolomites have come crashing down. Onc suggestion,
supported by computer modelling and experimentation, is that global warming
is thawing the permafrost in temperate zone mountains and destabilising the
rock faces—the mountains are literally melting.

The average temperature rise of 0.7 degrees Celsius over the past 25 years
has caused a decrecase in rice yields of about ten per cent. The reason seems to be
that the warming is uneven—the risc in night temperatures being about three
times that of day temperatures. This means that rice plants expend more energy
at night, leaving less for photosynthesis during the day. Plummeting yiclds of
the world’s most widely-eaten crop is not good news.

One impact of climate change is its ability to paralyse the conservative
federal governments of the US and Australia. They scem to think that any
move away from profligate usc of fossil fuels will destroy their economies.
Archimedes belicves that curbing greenhouse gas emissions is the only way to
retain some control of our own destiny, as opposed to becoming mere obscrvers
of the planet’s most extensive experiment.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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N THE BIBLICAL NARRATIVE, priests and prophcts arc
more chalk and cheese than birds of a feather. Priests
arc members of the establishment structure. They
tend the flock, defend tradition, sustain the lifc of the
community, sort out disputes, punish offenders, and
maintain law and order.

Prophcts are loners. Or better, they give voice
to the alternative imagination of a sub-community
within the mainstream. Prophetic specch is critical
of the official language of power. Prophetic actions
are deliberately out of step with the dominant politi-
cal and religious arrangements. Both are designed to
provoke.

In word and deed, prophets give ‘human utterance
to holy word’, to use a phrase of Walter Brucggemann’s.
By holy word Brucggemann means a word from God.
The prophet’s speech does not arise from the endless
casy-speak of the palace or temple or marketplace. Its
source lics ‘beyond’ this world. Yet it has a knack of
being directed into the heart of the political and eco-
nomic life of the community. It makes imaginable an
alternative social reality against the taken-for-granted
world of dominant rule.

For this reason prophets don’t make old bones. Or
if they do, it is often in uncomfortable circumstances.
Those who call the shots are never happy with a voice
that presumes to speak a truth beyond their control
and against their interests. So the prophet’s ‘letters and
papers’ often bear the post mark of prison or exile. Jer-
c¢miah and Paul in the ancient world, Bonhoeffer and
Mandela in the modern.

Occasionally, prophets move to become pricsts,
and priests move to become prophets. Moses the
vagabond prophet became Moses the priest/leader of a
nation. Saul the cstablishment Pharisee went the other
way. After his Damascus road encounter, he became
Paul the proph ¢ herald of a breakaway faith. Both
actions had radical consequences.

The move of Peter Garrett (no relation) from radi-
cal activist to star Labor candidate for the up-and-com-
ing election has the fecl of a ‘prophet to priest’ trans-
formation. For years, Garrett’s voice in word and song
has come from the edge. He gave powerful utterance
to the aspirations of a sub-group within the Austral-
ian community-——a diverse, scattered, yet identifiable
group—concerned with weapons of mass destruction
and American bases on Australian soil; with ecologi-
cal damage and organised greed on a global scale which
makes it possible; with the logging of old growth for-
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ests and the anguish of refugees. His has been a pro-
phetic vision.

So what does it mean that this outsider’s voice
now speaks from within mainstrcam political life?
To  alists (Bob Brown for example) it is ‘a horren-
dous disappointment’, little short of a sell-out to the
enemy. Certainly the taming of a radical and much
nceded alternative. To realists (now including Garrett
himself) it is the scnsible way forward. Brilliant lyrics
from the sidelines can fire the imagination and stir the
heart. But in the long run do they change the world in
any lasting way? Strugeling for an alternative vision
within the confines of ¢ Labor Caucus will no doubt
me: compromisc for the one-time prophet, and cven
defeat of long-held beliefs. But it may also mean main-
stream Australian politics will be nudged a step or two
tow s a more just, open and compassionate socicty.
To cynics, the move is nothing but a bare-faced cffort
to woo the one per cent of swinging left-wing voters in
crucial 1 zinal seats for a defeat of the present gov-
ernment. Once this is done, if it is done, it will be back

to business as usual. Perhaps there is a

V T grain of truth in all these judgments.

HATEVER LINE WE TAKE, the Garrett move con-
fronts us with an urgent question: how best can we
work for nceded social transformation in the present
Australian circumstances? Must we choose between
Midnight Oil and Caucus Oiler? Yes and no. I think our
conununity has lost something in the Garrett choi
But I acknowledge his move is not without reason.

In the end each of us has to choose whether the
prophetic or priestly role is the more in  ortant at this
moment. For average citizens, at the very teast it comes
down to our vote when the election finally arrives. Is it
better to go for the ‘prophetic’ Greens or a radical inde-
pendent, or even vote informal, rather than support the
dubious compromises of the major ‘priestly’ parties?
Or following the Garrett move, do we take a calculated
risk and throw our lot in with one of the groups that
can become government in the hope that incremental
improvement is better than no improvement at all?

Onc thing seems clear—to me at least—Austr:
needs a political oil change. The Garrett move poses 2
genuine challenge.

Gra - C ottt works at Y s 1tional

Theological Centre, Canberra.
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OULD YOU TELL ME how to get to Cudgegong, mate?’

He crinkles his already generously lined face and pushes
his thick woollen beanie so that it comes down over his fore-
head almost to his eyes. Behind him, down the embankment,
a mob of sheep circles in the yard where he has just penned
them. His dog—a scrufty, black and white, bright-eyed bitzer—
is sitting at the closed gate of the yard observing our discussion.
He looks as if he’s concentrating.

‘Cudgegong?’

I show him ‘Cudgegong’ on the map. I don’t tell him that for
the past ten uncertain kilometres, my wife had been wondering
with growing conviction whether it wasn’t Rylstone we should
be heading for.

“Yeah, well—if you go a mile or so up the hill here, on your
left you'll sce a sort of caravan park. Lotta flowers, painted
rails, fancy name—all that sort of shit. Well, a bit further on,
you'll be able to look down on the lake.” He points to the blue
spot on my map. ‘That’s it’, he says. ‘That’s Cudgegong.’

‘But I'm looking for the town, not the lake.’

‘Mate’, he says with a huge and tolerant sigh, ‘the town'’s
under the lake. Has been thesce 30 years past. I was born and
bred there. But I haven’t got bloody gills, have 1? The whole
outfit went under the water in—let’s sec.” He’s searching the
cold, cloud scuffed sky for the date, but I laugh and thank him.
I've obviously got the wrong town in my head.

‘1 can sec it’, I say, ‘couple of pubs, post office, store, even
a restaurant—I think.’

‘Cudgegong only ever had one pub’, he says. ‘T oughta know.
Bloody nearly had shares in the bastard. I reckon you must mean
Rylstone, though I haven’t heard of any bloody restaurants in
this part of the world.” He says this as if ‘restaurant’ is a syno-
nym for a serial killer or an ¢xotic, deadly disease. But anyway,
he’s right—and so is my wife. I did mean Rylstone and when, fol-
lowing his dircctions, we finally arrive there, it’s just as [ remem-
bered it, with the Cudgegong River tlowing through it.

How I came to make this mistake is curious. I knew Ryl-
stone. It wasn'’t as if [ was struggling to summon up memorics
of it. I concluded that a lifelong interest in Henry Lawson must
have somehow hijacked my imagination. Because, of course,
Cudgegong was central to that long ago land of paddocks
scarified by drought or pocked and ravaged by hopeful prospec-
tors—among whom Lawson’s father, Peter, was one of the more
obsessed—that became Lawson’s imaginative territory.

The merest glance at the map brought up names surround-
ing the drowned Cudgegong that some of Lawson’s greatest
stories and poems have endowed with a special resonance—
Wallerawang, Gulgong, Eurunderie, Sofala, Hillend ...

For me, cold, hard map facts, a reasonably good memory
and, most surprising of all, the protestations of my wife, had

all been vanquished by the persuasive pressure of the Lawson
country unfolding around us. And so we went to Cudgegong.
Or rather, we didn't.

It’s always hard to know what emphasis to place on the
past glories, luminaries or tragedies that might endow an oth-
erwise unexceptional place with an aura, with romance or
intrigue. In many small Ttalian and French villages, streets
and squares bear some mighty names or memorialise mas-
sive events; and sometimes the powerful nomenclature seems
to sit awkwardly in a slecpy, dusty rural square or a narrow
lane strung with washing. Still, the impulsc scems right even
if time and context have somewhat diminished the result.

Mudgee has its Lawson Park and Lawson Street and
other salutes to the famous writer and his family. And in the
Southern Flinders Ranges the beautiful township of Melrose
has many strecets named after pioneers and explorers. In gen-
cral, though, most imaginative energy in the Australian inland
seems to go into establishing the Big Pineapple or the Big Carp
or Big Brahman Bull Testicle (I made that up, but give it time).
Or an attractive little tcown greets you with South Terrace and

farewells you with North Terrace and First, Sccond,
Third, Fourth and Fifth Strcets in between.

.v V HAT IS INTERESTING about the ‘big’ titles is that they are

self-deprecating; it is as if no-one is game to be serious about a
small town’s modest but important attributes, history and pio-
neers. The recourse to compass directions and consecutive num-
bering is another version of the same denial. It’s a pity, because so
many of Australia’s remote towns and settlements are endlessly
absorbing, often attractive in some way or other, sometimes
breathtaking in their placement, architecture or individuality.

‘Draw a wire fence and a few ragged gums, and add some
scattered shecp running away from the train. Then you'll have
the bush all along the New South Wales western line from
Bathurst on’, wrote Lawson. He mcant this to convey a sense
of monotony, and it does. But because it is such a brilliant de-
scription, it also captures a kind of essence. It is so right that it
makes the hairs stand up on the back of your neck. A bit of im-
aginative naming, drawing on Aboriginal and white history and
stories, would perhaps similarly dramatise, better identify and
culturally animate many unpretentious townships strung onr
across Lawson’s ‘mighty bush’.

Brian Matthews is a distinguished Visiting Professor at VUT.

Congratulations to Brian Matthews for winning the Best
Humorous Article category in the ARPA Awards for ‘Floating
flock’ (November, 2003). ES also reccived gongs from the ACPA for
Best Feature Story, Front Cover and Layout and Design. Salute!

SEPTEMBER 2004 EUREKA STREET 13






belief that Jesus died once, not four times.

Dan Brown’s The Da Vinci Code also pro-
vides food for thought. It is a little difficult to
account for the runaway success of this rather
ham-fisted thriller. The Da Vinci Code uscs
stock characters, such as a stereotypical eccen-
tric Englishman, Leigh Teabing, and many of
the narrative devices of pulp fiction. Much of
the plot rests on the fact that a sassy young
Frenchwoman would be so horrified by the sight
of her grandfather engaging in group sex in the
privacy of his own scct that she would refuse to
talk to him ever after. An old man having cos-
tume sex with his buddies is hardly enough to
take western civilisation to the brink.

The Da Vinci Code is based mainly
around the idca, by no means new, that Mary
Magdalene was married to Jesus, that they had
children and that their bloodline has contin-
ued in secret unto today. One of the phrases
that recurs throughout the book is ‘the sacred
feminine’. It is this which has drawn people to
the book and for good reason.

Brown’s rcaders include many refugees
from a male-dominated church which has
undermined its own integrity by the way it has
written womien into the lesser parts of its tra-
dition. Mary Magdalcne, disguised as a man, is
said to be the 13th disciple in Da Vinci’s The
Last Supper. It is her need to disguisc as a man
which encapsulates the book’s real concern.
The Da Vinci Code is a polemic against boys’
own Christianity.

It is around the figure of Mary
Magdalene that The Da Vinci Code
shares ground with The Passion of the
Christ. In Brown’s book, Magdalene is
presented as the wife of Jesus, for which
there is no evidence in scripture.

In Gibson’s movic, she is presented as
the woman caught in adultery. There is
no evidence for this either. In both cases,
Mary Magdalenc is identified in terms of
her sexual identity. She comes into the
story because of who she is sleeping with.
This does her little justice.

One of the most unfortunate tenden-
cies in Christianity has been to dimin-
ish the significance of thosc women in
the Gospel who are presented as leaders.
Take Mary of Bethany who, in Luke’s
Gospel, is shown sitting at the feet of
Jesus, while her sister, Martha, is busy
in the kitchen. At onc level, the story
is about the need for stillness. But to
sit at the feet of a teacher is the posi-
tion of a disciple, of one set to continue
the tcaching of a master or mistress.

In the story of Lazarus in John’s Gos-
pel, Martha proclaims one of the carly
core statements of the Christian Commu-
nity: ‘I believe that you arc the messiah,
the son of God ... (John 11.27). In other
words, she is remembered as a teacher
and a leader. She has been buried as the
woman who knew when to be quict. In

fact, she was one who knew when to spcak.
This is even more true of Mary
Magdalene. In the Gospel, she is among the
last to witness the death of Jesus and the
first to witness the resurrection. Indecd,
she is the one who breaks the news about
Jesus rising from the dead. In other words,
Mary Magdalenc is the first to celebrate
what Christians now call the
I paschal mystery.

N THE CATHOLIC TRADITION, the ongo-
ing celebration of the death and resurrection
of Jesus is called the Eucharist. In the boys’
own version, the Eucharist was instituted
in the presence of the ‘twelve’ at the Last
Supper. But this overlooks the obvious con-
sideration that, had Jesus not then died on
the cross, we would not have the Eucharist.
The paschal mystery was first celebrated by
a woman, Mary Magdalene.

When the church disallows women to
lead the celebration of the Eucharist, it is at
odds with scripture. You won't find that in
either The Passion of the Christ or The Da
Vinci Code.

Both Gibson and Brown have other agen-
das. Unfortunately, so does the Catholic
Church.

Michael McGirr's Bypass: The story of a
road is published this month by Picador.
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Kerrie W prien

N AN AWFUL wAy, the whole scenario
was the perfect media story. The plot
involved a missing toddler, a pig’s head,
bizarre family rclationships and charac-
ters galore who werce only too happy to
talk on the record, to whoever would lis-
ten. What followed was one of the biggest
sear cs for a missing crson in Austral-
ia’s history.

The media frenzy that accompanied
Jaidyn Leskie’s disappearance was not a
new ph.  »menon in this country. Its most
famous predecessor, the Azaria Chamber-
lain casc, has returned to the headlines,
with a man emerging who claims to have
shot a dingo carrying a baby in its mouth
in 1980.

The public imagination is captured
by such stories. C  interest is fur ed
on many levels: the clement of fear, that
it could have been your baby; the voyeur
in us all, intrigued to get an up-close and
personal view of other people’s lives; the
hope that maybe the child will return
safely; and again the fear, that a terrible
end could be met by such a young child at
the hand of another human being.

On Sunday, 15 June, 1997, Michael
Gleeson was working as a crime reporter
for the Herald Sun. He and a photographer
were in Lakes Entrance on the trail of a
rumoured drug raid, when he received a
call from a contact with reports about a
child missing in ncarby Moe. It was the
beginning of a big story—a nightmare for
Jaidyn’s mother Bilynda, his father Brett,
and their families. It was also a major
turning point in Gleeson’s life. For the
next few years, he would follow the case
of 13-month-old Jaidyn Leskie, who went
missing while in the care of his mother’s
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boyfriend, Greg Domaszewicz. The samec
night that Jaidyn went missing, a sev-
ered pig’s head was thrown through the
window of Domaszewicz’s home. While
that turned out to be an incredible coinci-
dence, it proved to be just the first of many
strange ar unusual twists in the story.

In the ensuing months, the news-
papers—along with the television and
radio—were filled with the saga that sur-
rounded Jaidyn’s disappearance. Gleeson
attributes some of the public frenzy that
developed to those involved, ‘... in the
whole story, you had people who were
only too willing to make comment d
that’s sort of what fed it. That’s what ted
the whole intrigue.

‘Yes, it started from the fact that there
was a boy missing, and there were pleas
for him to be found, and the public helped.
But then the backdrop to that was you
had the mixed family background ... his
Dad married to his aunt, all those sorts
of things ... then you had public brawl-
ing, cverything that was said and done
was all done through the media and there
were deals with TV stations, was Bilynda
for or against Greg, and ... it developr a
momentum of its own in that way. It |,
as a story, become bigger than a little boy
missing.’

The media was roundly criticised
for the way the Jaidyn Leskie casec was
reported. It was accused of being too ju -
mental. One of the most common com-
plaints was that the people involved in = ¢
case were painted as ‘white trash’. Glee-
son admits that the way these people lived
their lives was a major factor of interest
in the story. ‘It was a world I'd never been
close to. 1 1ink one of the most compel-

ling things was partly because people in
Meclbourne and around Australia were
opening their eyes to sub cultures and
lives that day to day you don'’t sce evi-
dence of in such detail. You know that
people have drugs, you know that there’s
high unemployment, you know that there
are single mothers, you know that there are
categories, but here was an illustration of a

family that fell into all those

categories, and how they dealt

with it.’
IHE MEDIA ALSO CAME UNDER fire

for becoming too much of a player in the
story. The issue of detachment became
significant as the journalists covering the
story were living in close quarters with
those involved—the police, other media,
the family members and the community
in the small town.

For Michael Gleeson this was a real
issue. In addition to the professional and
ethical issues, he had to contend with the
ultimate fact that the story was about a
missing toddler, who with every passing
day scemed less likely to be found alive.
‘How do you deal with the death of a
child? I don't really know. It’s odd but I
remember feeling sort of outside it. You
can feel like that when you're a writer,
reporting on it, you felt sort of detached.’

There were also times he couldn't
remain separate to the action. He recalls
being at Jaidyn’s funecral, held six months
after he had disappeared. ‘Elizabeth Leskie
[Jaidyn’s grandmother] turned and said
“Oh Michael” and started crying on my
shouldcr,” Gleeson says.

‘How do you detach yourself when
someone turns and cries on your shoulder



like that? You can’t just turn around and
say “Hands off, I'm a journalist and I'm
here to be independent” .’

As for the media and media involve-
ment, Glecson says nothing about the
casc was typical. ‘Therc was always some-
one that was going to talk to you—not
necessarily the police but different partics
involved.

‘You sound callous when you say this
as a journalist but it was a great story to
be involved in because it was high pro-
file. When you’re involved in a case like
this there is cxcitement and adrenalin
involved in trying to get a story, trying to
get an angle and chasing it, being involved
you feel like you're at the heart of it.’

The town of Moe was subject to a great
deal of scrutiny as a result of the child’s
disappearence. Assumptions were made
about the way people lived in that part
of the world, stories about locals wan-
dering around town in their moccasins,
unemployed and down and out were the
norm. ‘The poor people of Moe suffered
as a result—everyonc has heard the jokes
and the stories,” Glecson says. ‘I tried to
say, to be fair, there is this one part of Moe
[but] there arc really nice parts. There are
parts of Moe that arc rcally poor, they’re a
product of a whole lot of circumstances,
not least of which is the privatisation of
the power industry down there, the redun-
dancies of thousands of people. Housing
is really cheap ... at the time you could
buy a house for $20,000. There was that
social differentiation and social conflict 1
suppose.’

The search for Jaidyn was very public.
According to Gleeson, ‘The police were
doing everything they could. And then it
became clear that they were searching not
for a boy, they were searching for a body.’
Jaidyn’s body was found on New Year’s
Day, 1998, in Blue Rock Dam.

Greg Domaszewicz was the major sus-
pect in the case. In October 1998, he was
put on trial for the murder of Jaidyn Ray-
mond Leskie. He pleaded not guilty, and,

in December, the jury returned
with a verdict of not guilty.

HAVING REPORTED the story on a

daily basis for the Herald-Sun, Gleeson
had an overall knowledge of the case, a
perspective he felt was unique. He says
he felt he had ‘a particular understanding
of the case that put me in a position to be
able to write the book.” He wanted ‘to try

to pull together all the strands of informa-
tion and to untangle a lot of the mess.

‘T didn’t want to write a book that just
said look this is what’s happened and this
is what you must think and I'll make a
judgment against these people. I probably
tried to be a bit more open ... than perhaps
they’ve been judged by the media gener-
ally.’

Gleeson’s book is titled simply The Jai-
dyn Leskie Murder. It is not an casy read;
it is disturbing, illuminating and compel-
ling. At the same time it repels you. It taps
into our fascination with crime, perhaps
an underlying desire to know something
about the darker side of human nature.
‘It's a good read but you almost feel bad
for thinking that it was a good read,’ says
Gleeson.

The coroner’s inquest has been
adjourned indefinitely  because the
defence team is questioning the coroner’s
jurisdiction over the case. The outcome
of that protest will no doubt provide yet
another chapter in what is an intriguing
and disturbing saga.

Whether or not the
inquest will provide clo-
sure for the Leskie family
is not clear, but it might
go some way towards
determining  what  hap-
pened that night in June.

Michael Gleeson is plan-
ning to publish a rcvised
version of the book once
the decision about the coro-
ner’s inquest has been made.

He says the new book will

go into detail of what has

come up at the inquest, the
re-examination of evidence, the examina-
tion of the prisoner’s statcments. ‘At the
moiment, we are also waiting to see Greg's
evidence ... and then obviously tying in
the coroner’s findings.’

The working of Australia’s justice
system has been called into question
by this case, according to Gleeson. He
argues that just when public interest
is waning, the need for public interest
in the legal processes behind the casc
is at its greatest. ‘There is a genuine wider
criminal justice issue that is really important.

‘It was very much of the mind that
Greg Domaszewicz should be asked to
present to a court and that there should
be a coroner’s inquest, a public inquest

to find out what happened to Jaidyn. I

think that I've got a fairly strong view

of what happened but it’s an intriguing

one because it’s now gone to the Supreme
Court to decide [if] should he be
forced to give evidence.

‘1
S IT A CASE OF THE coroncr second
guessing justice [and] the criminal courts?
What'’s to be gained? Is it acknowledging
that they don’t want a finding that points
the finger at Greg when he is someone
who's been cleared by the courts? Because
[the coroner’s and criminal courts] operate
on a different standard of proof, you could
end up with a system where Greg would
be found not guilty by the criminal system
and then have the coroner say, “Yes, but
on this standard we think that he prob-
ably did it”. Does that hold the system up
to ridicule? Perhaps it does but I think the
system would hold itself up for ridicule if
the court at no stage ever asks the last per-
son to see a baby boy alive to stand up in a
court and explain what happened.’
In the preface to the book, Gleeson

says: ‘This book chronicles the evidence
against Greg, it puts the case against him
and helps explain why he was charged and
why he was acquitted. It does not, nor can
it hope to, explain who was responsible for
killing Jaidyn. That is for you to decide.’

The only problem is that the public—
the reader—should not be left to decide.
The truth, presumably, is out therc. Some-
one committed a terrible act against a lit-
tle boy, and should be called to account for
their crime. Whether the truth will ulti-
mately be reveated, and whether justice i«
served, remains to be seen.

Kerrie O’Brien is a Melbourne-based

writer and editor.
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‘We live in a community that has to
prove everything before we do anything’,
he explains. ‘I’'m not anti-intellectual or
anti-research or anti-accountability. How-
cver, with something like this, I think we
could put a lot of money into researching
the bleeding obvious.’

White has instcad spent his encrgy on
developing a national strategy for mentor-
ing. Together with the Smith Family and
the Dusscldorp Skills Forum, Big Broth-
crs Big Sisters Australia commissioned a
report which was released in May this year.

‘We felt that as the debate was start-
ing to become public, there was no focus
to it,” White says. The group believed that
mentoring needed to be presented in its
own right, not as something that would
merely enhance areas such as education
or juvenile justice.

The resulting strategy builds the case
for a separate government department—
and budget—for mentoring. It has been
criticised for its burcaucratic approach.

‘It probably docs mecan that we are
sceking an  incrcase 1 burcaucracy’,
White responds. ‘But we're actually trying
to build a bureaucracy that can focus serv-
ices and allow mentoring to be recogniscd

as an independent service to
young people and families.’

HE EXPLAINS THAT because mentor-

ing adapts to the needs of the young  r-
son and crosses a range of departments
such as child protcction, juvenile justice,
and youth services, tunding has been dif-
ficult to come by. “Where does the men-
toring program go to s¢ funds when it’s
not enough of any one part of the current
burcaucracy?’, he arguces.

On the other hand, White also senses
that governments arc beginning to real-
isc  at they might be able to respond to
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a range of different needs within a person
if they focus on mentoring. It is not just
about moncy for programs, though. White
emphasises that government ought to
encourage debate and assist in the devel-
opment of strategics and modecls.

However, he cautions against govern-
ments actually running programs. White
believes that it would be inappropriate
for a number of reasons: ‘Mcntoring is
long term; it’s not focusced on outcome. It
requires a level of judgment on the suit-
ability of mentors, involves volunteers
who need to be sustained, and requires
local knowlc ¢ and local links.” In other
words, it is a job that is better suited to
non-government organisations.

Beyond the policy debates, commu-
nity basc mentoring is about building
the relationships that make it possible for
young people in need to break the cycle of
despair and poverty.

Tt's about improving how a young
person fecls about himselt’, says White.

‘A significant, trusting
relationship can do that.
It gives them a sense of
identity and belonging
when someone who is
connected to the com-
munity is loyal to them
and listens  to  them.
They that the
world around them is not
quite so forcign as they
first thought.’

Moreover, mentor-
ing 1is not 4 one-way
street. White constantly

hears volunteer mentors say that they
get more out of the relationship than
their little brothers or sisters do. ‘It’s a
movement, if you like, of drawing com-
munities together’, he says. ‘People who
wouldn’t normally be in touch with cach
other begin to break down judgments as a
result.’

He recounts the story of a ‘big brother’
in Adelaide who used to feel apprehen-
sive when walking past a group of young
people at a shopping centre. ‘After he was
matched to a boy who came from the arca,
he felt a lot more confident. He was no
longer tearful because he understood them
better than he had before.’

realise

Fatima Measham is student, youth worker,
freelance writer and has previously worked
for Big Brothers Big Sisters Australia,

HE REPUTATION OF Silicon Valley
precedes itself in the manner of Manches-
ter’s mills during the birth of the indus-
trial revolution or New York skyscrapers
in the boom years after the end of World
War 1. The power and cconomic might
these epicentres of commerce should be
manifest in an immense physical pres-
ence towards which would-be Horatio
Algers are drawn with their bright shiny
drcams.

Perhaps a virtual world deserves only
virtual wealth. Despite repeated assur-
ances that visitors will rub shoulders with
millionaires in the shopping districts of
Silicon Valley, and that this stretch of
uninspiring real estate is the engine roo
of the Californian cconomy (onc of the
world’s largest], you still get the fecling
that you are the victim of the world’s big-
gest practical joke. Where is the ostenta-
tion of Monaco and the condescensic
dripping trom the walls of family estates
in England?

Exit the six-lanc highway at any of the
towns along Highway 101—Palo Alto lics
to the north of Stanford University, or the
strangely Orwellian district of Sunnyvalc
that is home to Google, Yahoo and the
NASA rescarch park—and there is little to
brecak the monotony of blue skies, perma-
smog and low slung glass buildings glint-
ing in the Californian sunlight. It all looks
as impermanent as a spaghetti-western
film set. Given that this phenomenon has
arisen in only the last two decades and has
already had its booms and busts, it can be
excused for creating the impression chat it
could all be packed up and trucked out the
day after tomorrow.

The ready-to-go dynamism that makes
this place the world capital of work and































HEN [ $WIM, IT TENDS TO ATTRACT NOTICE: a trium-
ph. progress from the changing rooms in my bathers {the
Dawn French specials); a stately procession down the slow lane
doing my personal stroke [the one that reminds you that the old
name of freestyle was the Australian Crawl). It all looks rather
special, partly because T hate putting my face in the water,
which, though smclling hygienically of bleach, has always had
someone else’s bottom in it quite recently. I know that you are
supposed to dive your head under ar - create less resistance and
all that, but for good or ill, my swimming style feels comfy to
me even if my head does stick up like the Loch Ness monster.
My beloved, who was a champion swimmer in his youth, still
cleaves the water like a swordfish, head fully submerged, arms
in smooth powcrful arcs, feet flipping in an idle-sceming way
that gets him there and back and  cre again while I splosh
up onc length. He says my swimmung is vulgar without being
funny and that he will overlook it for the time being because it
offscts part of the chocolate that gets caten round our house by
somcone who isn’t him. Yet despite all, T enjoy it: swimming
is actually fun, unlike walking the dogs, who pull me briskly,
rutl ssly, around the park like a pair of boot-camp sergeants.

When Isaw Dawn Fraser on Enough Rope {ABC, Mondays,
9.30pm! in early August, looking grey and grandmotherly, it
was hard to remember that she had been the greatest swim-
mer in the world. Being in hot water has always been her style
and she is still talking out of turn. ‘Disinvited’ to the Athens
Olympics atter telling the truth about drug use by Australia’s
athletes, she must have felt the familiar sense of being an
outcast again. For 1osc of us who can remember, she is no
stranger to official nastiness, to being the target of unfair repris-
als. When she was punished for pinching the Japanesc tlag in
19¢  the penalty was to ban the world’s greatest swimmer for
ten years. Today’s sports burcaucrats were no more magnani-
mous towards her this August than were yesterday’s batch of
fac: ss, vindictive nobodics, uncaring of the ultimate fate of
Australia and its reputation as an open, honest sporting nation.
It goes deeper, and wider than just sport: there has to be better
support for truth in public life, not just whatever slippery plau-
sibilitics that can be got away with.

We need another satirical program, one that will be as tear-
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less as America’s The Daily Show. ABC Radio National’s Back-
ground Briefing had a really interesting program on 1 August,
Seriously Funny Politics. In Amecrica, it scems that despite all
the power of big  edia, there is plenty of articulate comment
on public atfairs. Satirc is flourishing in a climate of increased
suspicion since September 11. Tt comes mostly from the lefe,
partly I think because there is more imagination in that direc-
tion and partly ecause there is so much more to laugh at from
that perspective. There are in fact some right-wing comedians,
but from the exam: s I heard, Michael Moore needn’t worry
because they just aren’t funny. Good old radio: TV may be
moribund here, but radio is still making us think, still talking
to us where we are after all these years. If you want to sample
The Daily Show, (and T do suggest you give it a try) the official
website is at www.comedycentral.com/dailyshow/

You can actually download clips of some of the most sharp
and hilarious bits of the show. Look under ‘d’ in the video
index of Lisa Rein’s wonderful weblog: www lisarein.com/

videoindex.html. My personal favourite is ‘Daily
Show on Condi Rice’s 9/11 Testimony'.

O WHILE FAUX-REALITY TV has taken all the joy out of goof-
ing off in front of the telly, real TV like The Daily Show can
still engage, can still make us demand something better from
the duplicitous di  ards who rule us. It might also interest you,
when you are on the ABC Radio National website, to checek the
18 July Background Brieting program entitled ‘Psychopaths in
Suits’. It might just get one pondering about how the country
has been run largely by school bullies and their sucks for a very
long time.

At time of writing, TV and the whole country are in limbo,
waiting for the Olympics and the election. All the regular pro-
grams arc so tired right now. Frasier, Angel, Friends—so many
big scries finished over the last year that it is hard to imagine
what can charm us to the couch again when the Games finish.
Televised Olympics are the ultimate irony, with the inactive
many watching the active few. In a world full of extremes, how
will we balance oursclves?

Juliette Hughes is a freclance writer.
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