











that the whole story of material creation is spiritual.
He saw evolution as a process of revelation and vice
versa. He found not just human remains but also a
human future by scratching at rocks. He had scen war.
He could also sce a future.

Christians call the time before Chiristmas Advent.
It is a time for celebrating hope. This year, some New
Year’s revellers will also be celebrating hope. Others
will behave like there’s no tomorrow. [ would like to
spend December 31 in the peace park in Hiroshima.
There is a museum there, different from the Pol Pot

Muscum. It is spacious, quict and simple. It invites
the heart to grow rather than shrivel. At midnight,
I would stand beside the famous watch that was
recovered from the debris of 6 August 1945. The casc
of the watch is partly melted. It is frozen forever at
8.15am. It’s a reminder that time does not stand still.
The final Gospel reading this year in most Christian
liturgical traditions starts: ‘In the beginning was rhe
word.’

Michael McGirr 81 is Fureka Street’s publisher.
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No tax please,
we're 1Investors

REASURER PETER COSTELLO recently announced the
Government’s long-awaited business tax reform
package. This package follows reforms to the income
tax system through the ‘New Tax System’ legislation
debated in the Senate earlier this year. While the
proposed business tax reforms paint the full picture
on national taxation reform, the beauty is in the eye
of the beholder.

Big business and the well-heeled are applauding
the reforms as a way of increasing our international
competitiveness and attracting investment. Less
audible are the concerns being voiced over the
unfairness of lowering effective tax rates on the capital
income of the top end of town and jeopardising
revenuc necessary to fund income support and
services for the less fortunate.

At the core of the reform is a major cut in the
corporate tax rate, down from 36 to 30 per cent, and a
raft of Capital Gains Tax (CGT) regimes that will
substantially reduce tax on profits. The reforms
include: a halving of the CGT to 25 per cent for
individuals; total exemption from CGT for overseas
pension funds and exemptions for Australian super
funds investing in venture capital; concessions to
small business and large capital investment projects
to compensate for the scrapping of the accelerated
depreciation scheme.

The Treasurer claims that the business tax
reforms will ‘produce a world competitive taxation
system and what that means is investment and jobs’.
But to what degree will the promised benefits of
boosted investment and growth, reduced national debt
and jobs growth be realised? And at what cost?

Reductions in the CGT will certainly reduce
barriers to overscas investment. Incentives directing
investiment into venture capital and other assistance

to business may establish the climate for new industry
development and jobs growth—but these are far from
guaranteed. Australia has a poor record of ensuring
jobs growth in return for company tax breaks,
infrastructure support, subsidised labour and other
business concessions. There remains little in the way
of an explicit requirement in these ncw arrangements
for a return of jobs out of our generous, taxpayer-
funded contributions to the corporate sector.

The introduction of across-the-board CGT cuts
as a pre-condition for increased investment remains
a‘getting the fundamentals right’ strategy. It does not
guarantee economic or social dividends for the
common good of society. In many instances it may
undermine potential economic and employment
growth. Little thought has been given to the risks
inherent in this system of privileging short-term and
unstable speculative investment in property and
shares over other forms of investment which offer
lower rates of return but longer-term cconomic and
social pay-offs.

Such a risk is accentuated by the increased
opportunity for tax avoidance that is fostered in a
system where the maximum rate of tax on capital
gains is lower than the top marginal income tax rates
at 47 and 40 per cent. These top rates will become
irrclevant as high-income carners convert income to
capital gains. Cuts to the CGT arc promoted as
benefiting the increasing ranks of ‘mum and dad’
investors who have an increasing interest in shares
and property. However, the bulk of tax benefits will
flow to wealthy investors rather than to middle-
income groups, who are more likely to be investing
for retirement or their children.

But there is one group that continues to cop the
worst of the Government’s tax reform proposals.
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Those on low and fixed incomes are set to be slugged by the
regressive tax on consumption and inadequate compensation
arrangements which now appear vulnerable to potential welfare
cuts foreshadowced by the Government. With the announce-
ment of the business tax package come predictions that the tax
cuts, far from achicving the aim of revenue neutrality, may
reduce the budger surplus to the tune of billions of dollars. This
places future cxpenditure on health, education, welfare and
other community services at risk as the Government secks to
fill another potential revenuc ‘black hole’.

The key initiatives outlined in the business tax package
unnecessarily trade off cquity for the attraction of investment.

The package fails three equity goals: to raise revenue in a way
that guarantees sustainable economic and employment growth;
to raise revenue fairly; and to raise adequate revenuce to fund
community services and income support. Little room has been
left for the consideration of welfare under this new tax system
unless, of course, it is of the corporate variety. Increasingly,
the needs of the most vulnerable and the common good of the
community seem to be out of the picture when it comes ro
deciding who will be sharing the benefits of taxation reform

Toby O’Connor is the National Director of the Australian
Catholic Social Welfare Commission.
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Viewed from Indonesia

OT LONG AFTER THE RETURN of violence following the East
Timor poll early in September, a 22-year-old Indonesian student
activist, supporter of Partai Rakyat Demokrasi, a left-wing
political party, joined a protest march in New Zealand. She
carried onc of the banners and joined in the calls denouncing
the Indonesian military’s involvement in atrocities in East
Timor.

At the end of the march, some of the protesters lit candles,
then another produced an Indonesian flag. The Indonesian
student watched, wondering what he was going to do with it.
When he brought it to one of the lit candles, she realised with
horror what he had in mind. She rushed across and grabbed the
flag from the protester. An angry tug of war occurred. ‘I don’t
know where I got the energy from. He was twice my size,” she
said later. Luckily for everyone involved, a sober, older protester
intervened and the flag was saved. The atmosphere of solidarity,
however, was somewhat broken.

That same night, the Indonesian student contacted her
fricnds in Mclbourne and Sydney, and found that many who
would have joined protest demonstrations had been put off by
the flag-burning activitics that followed many of these rallies.
‘T was new in this part of the world. I hadn’t realiscd that flag-
burning was part of the process,’ said the student.

The incident is only one example of how easily unnecessary
conflicts arisc between Australia and Indonesia, and their
respective peoples. The young student was angry with the
governiment of the day and its military, but she shared a
collective national pride in the flag, a symbol of hard-fought
independence. New Zealanders and Australians do not seem to
invest such emotion in their flags. So the protesters that evening
took for granted that the Indonesian student, who shared their
anger at the Indonesian authorities, would also agree to the
burning of the flag. Any other attitude might have been
interpreted as irrational, emotional rubbish.

The blanket aggression towards Indonesia and things
Indonesian, as shown by many Australian activists, stun many
Indonesians, students as well as those who have been living
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and working for years in this country. Many of these have been
very critical of the Indonesian Government’s policy on East
Timor. But, facing vilification from the media and people around
them, they eventually became defensive. Deep down they do
not believe that Indonesia can be all that bad. They begin to
look for good aspects and indications of good faith to which
they can relate.

The bulk of the Indonesian population, however, only hear
good things about Indonesia, and sce images on television to
reinforce their perception of what happens in East Timor. They
do not hear about atrocities committed on East Timorese. Some
of what these people see and hear is true, and they know it is
true becausc they meet East Timorese who came from there
and live to tell the story. They also hear about how the
government is trying to help some refugees from the troubled
territory to resettle in other areas or to repatriate,

The Australian public do not hear this information,
however, because it is never reported here.

On 24 September, Doug Struck of the Washington Post
Foreign Service, published an article stating that some repores
of mass killings and large-scale atrocities committed by anti-
independence militias and their Indonesian military backers
could not be confirmed or appeared to have been exaggerated.

This was followed closely by articles in the Guardian and
the Independent saying si  ilar things.

In Australia only the Herald Sun’s Andrew Bolt published
the same story, on 7 October. The rest of the media have so far
overlooked it.

In Indonesia, Australia is now scen as a hostile countrv.,
And this is conveniently e .oited by the authorities, especi.  y
the military, to stir up h'  :r-nationalism among the people.
Not only does this somewhat exonerate them, but it also serves
as a powerful diversion from the authorities’ own inability o
maintain security in the territory.
is the ¢ ent for Tempo
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Where I work we have a student—a
woman with a wonderfully deep and honest
sense of theology—who often asks the
semantic question when people are engaging
in a spot of church-bashing or church-
barricading. ‘But what,’ she asks earnestly,
leaning forward in her chair, eye-balling
them and waggling her finger for emphasis,
‘what exactly do you mean when you say
“church” here?’” Usually there’s an
uncomfortable silence—if someone clse
doesn’t actually change the subject—and
people don’t know what to say. The question
has never really occurred to them. For this
particular student, who happens to be gay,
it makes all the difference in the world
whether ‘church’ means a few blokes in the
Synod pushing papers across a desk, or an
autocratic episcopal figure throwing his
weight around, or a growing army of
fundamentalists declaiming against life in
gencral or the communion of saints or the
sacraments or the love of good, Christian
pcople. Perhaps more acutely than the rest
of us, this woman has experienced the
symbol of ‘church’ as both destructive and
creative, cruel and kind, excluding and
embracing. Many of the definitions of
church outlined above she can’t bear, but
others she loves and holds, knowing that at
a deeper level they hold her.

So where do we stand when it comes to
that ambivalent word ‘church’? Well,
[ suppose in the end I locate myself both
with and against the church, depending
entirely onhow you define it {and, in future,
I intend to follow the example of my
student). Inareal and deep sense, 'm whole-
heartedly with the church: the church not
as asociety of saints but aschool for sinners
{adispute which was cventually resolved in
a sensible manner by the carly church). 1
stand with the church as one who is, like
others (to use Martin Luther’s famous
phrasc), justus et peccator, justified and
sinful. At the samec time, I oppose those
supposed defenders of the church who can’t
admit the tension, who want the church to
be anarrow, inhospitable place thatsqueezes
the life out of everyone who's not a hero,
who think they can move from peccator to
justus in one ecclesiastical leap. But if
‘church’ means the communion of saints
and the sacraments and the rest of us on
carth struggling with the plenitude yet
unfinality of it all, I'm with that church ~!1
the way, sinful and blisstul as it is.

Dorothy Lee is Professor of New Testament
the Uniting Church Theological Hall,
Melbourne.
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Grave lessons

Ims MONTH'S CROP OF JOURNAL ARTICLES were as rich and varied as any month’s: they dealt
with interpretation of scripture, the nature of God, church structures, moral problems and,
on a more earthy level, with quarrels about the use of church graveyards.

But my reading was distracted. The events of East Timor have hung over any reading
these months. In particular, they raised the perennial question we face in any theological
reading and reflection, namely, how to discern the value of what we read. With character-
istic bluntness, Ernest Hemingway once spoke of the need for a bullshit detector to sift out
falsity and triviality. The need for such an instrument in theology is sometimes easy to
evade, but what happened in East Timor reminds us that theology is about large questions
of life and death. It is therefore intolerable to treat trivial questions seriously or handle
serious questions trivially. What might reasonably guarantee seriousness and genuineness
in Christian theology?

Many instruments are advertised at the theological market, each promising reliable
performance. The doctrinal tradition of the church is said to provide a sure test, whether
this tradition is identified with Scripture, with the statements of Councils, with the
theology of the Catechism of the Catholic Church, or with occasional Roman statements.
Othersappeal to aless defined Catholic sense that expresses faithful life within the church.
Personal experience, too, clearly influences how we weigh what we read. Many advocate
the test of discipleship, the following of Jesus Christ, to help us sift gold from dross. And
others offer the values of Jesus Christ as presented in the Gospel stories as an adequate test.

It is desirable and easy enough to combine these various tests in theory. But it is more
difficult to do so in practice. The claims of authority in doctrine are often made so
unattractively that they discredit themselves. The life of the church is perceived as too
problematic to be a standard of judgment. The values of Jesus Christ are blurred by
historical questioning.

In times of disenchantment, individual experience easily becomes the decisive test of
what God is like, of what Jesus Christ really meant and means, and of what the church
should be. But if there is no countervailing force to individual experience, we shall come
to sing different words to the same hymns, pray different versions of the same prayers, and
fail to find common response to the tragedies of strangers in East Timor.

But tragedies often provide their own countervailing force. Fragmentation is met by a
solidarity in which doctrine, the life of the church, the experience of the community, the
story of Jesus Christ and the claim to follow him all come together. A recent Mass for East
Timor was such an occasion. Over 2000 people were crammed into the Melbourne
Cathedral—East Timorese and other Australians. The celebration was led by Bishop Hilton
Deakin with the authority that comes from 20 years’ commitment to the East Timorese
people and the justice they seek. Here, people of all backgrounds and grades of commitment
to church found hospitality in a living church. The East Timor Mass suggested that the
personal experience by which we may safely test what we read of God is the experience of
a suffering people, and the experience of people in solidarity with them. An experience that
is communal and self-forgetful provides a criterion for judgment.

But David Dymond (Journal of Ecclesiastical History, July 1999) reminds us that
Christian life is lived, too, at more mundane levels. Church graveyards have generated
English legislation for a thousand years. Tudor laws forbade handball, bowls, croquet,
checkboard, backgammon, cards, logatting and, more desperately, games ‘hereafter to be
invented’. Earlier, a group of clergy and laity were threatened with excommunication after
disrupting worshippers by playing tennis against the church wall. After the Reformation,
the Bishop of Lincoln comprehensively condemned ‘any playes, lords of misrule, sommer
lords, morrisse dauncers, pedlers, bowlers, berewards, butchers, feastes, scooles, temporall
courts or leets, lay juries, musters, or other profane usage in our church or churchyard.’

Christian experience, even in places of death, has clearly been diverse and finds its
place. But among graveyards, Dili tests uniquely what we say about God. [ |

oglae

Andrew Hamilton sy teaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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in the Dili suburb of Comoro, returned
the day prior to the first flights of
returnees from West Timor's capital
Kupang, having left behind him a death
threat and terrified refugees.

‘There is constant intimidation and
propaganda to dissuade people from
returning,’ he said in Dili.

‘It is not just the militia, but the media
and government sources as well.
Everywhere there are stories of Interfet
troops butchering people and East Timor
consumed by war.

‘They arc scared cenough by now
[ would have thought.’

Well before the arrival of the multi-
national force, Indonesia’s populist press
began decrying UN meddling and in
particular  the cxpansionism  of
Australia—the ‘real rcason’ for the
Howard Government’s interventionist
policy. Anissue of a conservative current
affairs magazine was published in carly
September with an article on the new
imperialism of the Australian Govern-
ment. The cover graphic showed what
looked like a bowice knife plunged into a
splintering map of East Timor, and on its
handle was the Australian flag.

The protests against the UN and
Australia were much reported also, but
rarely revealed for the lacklustre and
staged affairs that they were. At one such
demonstration outside the UN building
in Jakarta, young firebrands arrived on
busces to mecet an already prepared line of
riot police with banners and rehearsed
chants. There could not have been more
than 250 of them, and as T walked through
the middle of the group I was given a
leaflet screaming at the international
community’s indecency by a girl smiling
as though she were handing out
McDonald’s meal vouchers.

Much more genuine was the outrage
of students at the extension of the
military’s security powers. This extension
was enacted for East Timor after General
Wiranto rode roughshod over President
Habibie. It brought thousands of students

on to the streets, where genuine

I bullets were tired at them.

N AusTraLlla, as cverywhere else
perhaps, the popular conception of a ‘hard
man’ is somcone who is aggressive,
strong and intimidating; if he has a scowl
like Bruce Willis then all the better. In
East Timor there are plenty of ‘hard’ men
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and women. People of endurance. But
they show it by taking time out from
carrying food or pushing bits of wood on
carts to smile and greet you happily. That
people are still able to be as friendly and
courteous as they are after what has
happened, and after the promises made
by Unamet before the vote that they
would protect the people, is astounding,
Other people would have broken.

But in time the impact, not only of
the recent violence but of the division of
community over 25 years, will show
itsclf. Many East Timorese are like
Francis, a pro-independence activist who
currently works for one of the media
organisations camped in the bunker of
Dili’s Hotel Tourismo. Some of his
family are dcad, some he thinks are in
the camps in Kupang, and othcers, who
were living in the East Timor cnclave of
Ambeno, he has no idea about. Now he
says he works for the journalists, so he
can tell the people when they go around
the island that it is now safe for them to
come out of hiding and reccive the aid
that follows behind the soldiers. How
will he feel about himself and his family
when that job is done?

The role of the church in the rebuild-
ing of lives will be as fundamental as the
physical repair of East Timor itself. One
of the conscquences of the attacks on
church people has been to shake the
people’s confidence in the one institution
that offered them respite from the
Indonesian occupation. The fact that only
a quarter of East Timor was Catholic in
1975 yet now nearly 90 per cent are
followers is indicative of the physical and
spiritual sanctuary the church gave the
people. The massacre of priests and
refugees in the church in Suai, the
destruction of Bishop Belo’s residence,
and the death of Fr Albrecht, who coura-
geously continued to deliver what little
rice he had left to people hiding from the
militia onslaught around Dili, meant
that, for a time, there was nowhere to hide.

Bishop Carlos Belo will now be the
focus of church efforts to help the people.
In some ways it was appropriate that he
was not witness to most of the mass
destruction after he was bundled across
the Timor Sea into Darwin by Australian
Government agents. Since his appoint-
ment in 1983, he had always spoken of
reconciliation and was strong in his
belief that a solution could be found
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through dialoguc. His disapproval of the
continuing armed struggle waged
by Falintil, and his entreaties to Fretilin
and CNRT (National Council of
Timorese Resistance) leaders to end the
guerrilla war, were constant. His
recognition of the legitimacy of the
militia, signified by a peacc accord he
co-sponsored with General Wiranto
before the vote, was an attempt to bring
them into such dialoguc. But his burnt-
out home is testimony to the
failurc of this policy.

BLL() WILL BE LOOKED to now to take the

lead in a situation very different from the
one 1t he left. On the day of his return
to East Timor his legendary irascible
naturc was sharpened to a point.
Crowding journalists who annoyed him
were  verbally  slapped away  and
unwanted visitors were sent packing. He
did have time to say, however, that
Indonesia should now mind its own
business. His reactions were hardly
surprising, given what was left of his
city.

The political agenda he had to be
mindful of in the past was one set by
Jaka 1. Now it looks as though he will
have to be conscious of what the UN and
CNRT say and do. But he has the help of
the dynamic and forthright Bishop Basilio
Nascimento of Baucau— is Diocese is
the heartland of East Timor’s pro-
independence push—who has alrcady
involved himsclf with gusto in the
reconstruction effort.

The two bishops preside over an
institution that has taken the impact as
much as the people themselves. In Dili
this was evoked by parishioners demon-
strating solidarity with their church by
laying 100 rupiah notes at the foot of
the damaged statuc of the Virgin in one
of the bay windows in Belo’s burnt
home. This two-cent offering is also a
call for help.

Whether the help can be delivered
depends on the international community,
and in particular the Australian Govern-
ment, holding its nerve. It was obvious
from the start that the border with West
Timor would eventually become a major
source of conflict. Onc gets the sense.
now, that the dic has been cast.

Jon Greenaway is Eurcka Strect’s South
East Asia correspondent.













































was found for him as a messenger for the Country
Roads Board at the Exhibition Buildings. He was 56.
For 13 years he worked there while living at 160
Gordon Street, Footscray, with his sister, Annie
McKimm, her husband and children.

Hal Porter, in his autobiographical The Extra,
tells of his interview with Neilson in the Exhibition
Gardens in 1935 while the poet/messenger ate his
sandwich lunch:

. here he is, half blind, shy, monosyllabic,
awkwardly eating while walking and being hounded
by an unshy and inquisitional pest ... my intentions
arc of the sweetest and selfishest, my love of his poetry
intensc and almost sincere. ‘“The Orange Tree’, I recall,
particularly tantalises me yet, though I know it by
heart, has me flummoxed. It’s like rcading smoke ...
I fire unrecallable questions into his diffidence, and
can’t rccall any of the answers. Only two of his
remarks stay with me. One’s that he can’t recite ‘The
Orange Tree’ or any other poem of his, cven mentally
to himself. This strikes me as extraordinary. I can
rattle off any of my adjective-choked verses anywhere,
to anyone ... John Shaw Neilson’s other unforgotten
remark is: ‘Like a cup of tea?’

But the young Porter mindlessly refused.

Annie sometimes acted as his amanuensis, a task
she shared with her young stepsister, Elizabeth, whom
Neilson called ‘Lisette’. Several phone conversations
reveal ‘Lisette’ as a most courteous, composed and
alert person, born in 1915. She describes her brother,
Jock, as ‘a man of feeling and understanding who’d
had a hard life’. She lived her first years at the Eureka
farm near Chinkapook but remembers nothing about
it. But she remembers the help and moncey Jock
provided regularly for her family. ‘He did practically
everything for us.’

Herc was a man who had had only three years’
schooling. He lived a large part of his lifc in poverty.
His mother and two sisters died young. He spent 40
years at hard, slogging, physical toil. Yet he crcated a
wealth for us all, if only we could pause long enough
to absorb it. He shines out of the land where he was
born, from the magnificent, harsh, dented expanses
of the Wimmera and the Mallee, glinting mystically,
with his water birds and colours, young girls and
suffering women, smoker parrots and honey bees,
compassion and sensitivity. How well he summed it
up in ‘The Poor, Poor Country’:

My riches all went into dreams that never yet
came home,

They touched upon the wild cherries and the
slabs of honeycomb,

They were not of the desolate brood that men
can sell or buy,

Down in that poor country no pauper was I

John Sendy lives and writes in North Central Victoria.
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Max Is Missing

The stars are there as mathematics is,
The very there of nothing to be proved.

And so we say that theorems rely
On axioms, or proof by the absurd.

And stars outshine the tenses, kings on plinths
Or menses of the strutting nano-nodes.

While all along our mathematicians fear
They’re stalking horses of an abstract god,

And posit the suspicion there’s no room
For rich historic tit-bits in their space—

The big and little of it, shrunk or spun,
A million needle-points, a mono-ange.

Out of the corner of philosophy’s eye
a mathematician’s pinning on a post

Max is missing: ginger tabby cat
With white sabots—reward for his return.

The government of integers will wait
While our researcher searches for his cat,

The stars be patient, God donate his time;
A theorem is for Christmas, but a cat

Is for forever. Come home, Maximus,
The badges on the fridge are slipping down.

The page is Luddite quite as stars are bright,
A ball-point and a brain out-twinkle them.

Should stars know Max is missing, would they guess
How little he must miss them wherc he is?
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developed so swiftly that East Timor is
mentioned in just half a sentence in
Robertson’sbook, which he finished writing
in April 1999. Who would have foreseen
then that, by September, Australian troops
would be serving in East Timor to protect
its people from well-organised slaughter by
Indonesianarmy, police and state-sponsored
militias? And serving in an East Timor
whosc Indonesian administration had been
recognisced by Australia as ‘legitimate’ after
Indonesia invaded in 1975.

Less than a month later, and before the
UN was forced to authorise its Human
Rights Commission to inquirc into
atrocities and forced displacement of the
population, the International Commission
of Jurists authorised its own Commission
of Inquiry. The Law Societies of four
Australian states and the Australian Section
of that UN-affiliated organisation of judges
and lawyers have begun to train hundreds
of volunteer lawyers to document the
cvidence of East Timorese refugees now in
Australia. The documenting is an essential
preparatory step for potential prosccu-
tions—whether in Indonesian, Timorese or
other tribunals—and UN action.

In the half century after the Nuremberg
trials, virtually no progress had been made
in establishing an international ‘rule of
law’ which would make perpetrators of
crimes against humanity accountable. The
UN did create, and the international
community ratified, more human rights
treaties, which oblige nations to protect the
fundamental rights of their own people,
and permit intervention against those who
do not. During that time no steps were
taken to realise the promises of the
Universal Declaration of Human Rights,
or any other trecatics. The UN and its
members engaged in hand-wringing, grand-
standing and blind-cye turning, while
‘sovereign’ governments wrought havoc on
their populations—in Cambodia, Rwanda,
Iraq, the former Yugoslavia. They were still
looking away when, for cxample,
Afghanistan turned its women into
sub-human slaves. The international
community, by failing to act, granted de
facto immunity to monsters such as
Uganda’s Idi Amin and Haiti’s Duvalier,
dictators in flight from the countries they
had despoiled and plundered. No wondcr
Pinochet felt safe. No wonder Indonesia’s
Wiranto is ‘outraged’.

Clearly, those nations that ratified
instruments which did have enforcement
provisions (UN committees, largely) such
as the International Covenant on Civil and

Political Rights (1966} and the Convention
Against Torture and Other Cruel, Inhuman
or Degrading Trearment or Punishment,
meant them to have as little impact on
their actual behaviour as the Geneva Con-
ventions and prohibitions on inhumane acts
in war—widely flouted. Their diplomats
resisted the establishment of a standing
International Criminal Court; governments
failed to apprehend accused criminals to
face trial in special Courts, such as the
Hague Tribunal into crimes against
humanity in the Balkans. The proposed
International Criminal Court, agreed to in
July 1998, when ratified by enough countries
(60), will be able entertain these charges,
but we can expect a long wait for the
necessary ratifications. Few sovereign

nations fancy being accountable

for what they do to their pcople.
BUT THE MILIEU has changed, and
apparently suddenly. Whatbrought the shift
about?

Robertson identifies two factors. One is
the ease of modern communications.
Tyrants who burn books can’t shoot down
satellites—which documented the
destruction of Dili, and the apparent mid-
ocean unloading of ships said to be crammed
with Timoresc civilians. Nor can they close
down the intcrnet. Threats and violence in
Dili drove Australian TV crews to flight;
but troops are in East Timor because those
crews, there to observe the independence
vote, sent us astonishing proof that armed
thugs first threatened, then openly went
hunting, slaughtcring and kidnapping
civilians, burning their homes and towns
after the independence vote. We heard the
screams and phoned pleas for help from
priests and doctors; saw the blood, the
smoke columns, the ghostly eyes of terrified
fugitives slipping silently in the darkness
to the hills as their would-be murderers
circled UN and Red Cross compounds.

Australians responded, viscerally: we
could not stand by. But we waited until the
Indonesian Government agreed, and half a
million East Timorese went missing.
Consent had tobe achieved diplomatically.
East Timor was not as strategically
important to the superpowers controlling
the UN—the US s the only real superpower
left—as the Balkans had been. Diplomatic
justifications fornon-intervention flowered
and the UN bureaucracy fiddled as Dili
burned. But Indonesia did agrec, persuaded
by the demands of international law, which
has, over the last seven years, begun to
challenge the precepts of diplomacy. As
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Robertson points out, human rights arc
often inconsistent with and inconvenient
to, diplomacy.

The history of human rights and the
movement for global justice shows a struggle
against ‘sovereignty’—the principle of non-
intervention in the internal affairs of nation
states. The horror of the Holocaust was not
enough for the UN to deconstruct this
principle after Nuremberg. The superpower
sclf-interest of the Cold War blocked the
cnforcement of UN promises to prevent
crimes against humanity. UN commiittecs
and the Security Council, with its absurdly
convoluted bureaucratic structure, have
been flawed and inefficient.

As Robertson points out, the greatest
progress in protecting fundamental human
rights has been made where states have
jointly set up regional institutions,
independent of any internal government
politics, to receive individual complaints.
These tribunals’ findings arc enforccable
and they can demand compliance with
human rights laws from governments as a
condition of membership of the regional
community. Why do they demand this?
Because a country which does not protect
itsown citizens' rightsis unlikely to respect
the ‘sovereignty’ or rights of its neighbours
and their people. The best example, lauded
by Robertson, is the European Charter and
Courtof Justice. Former Australian Human
Rights Commissioner, Brian Burdekin, has
been advising the UN and member nations
on setting up these institutions for the last
five years. It was only through reading
Robertson that Tunderstood how important
his work is, and that human rights institu-
tions in countries such as Latvia and Outer
Mongolia are important for Australia too.

So we should welcome Indonesia’s
recently announced Inquiry, involving its
own independent Human Rights Commis-
sion, into East Timor, no matter our
cynicism about its outcome. The Inter-
national Commission of Jurists’ Inquiry by
three eminent jurists (none will be
Australian), and the UN Human Rights
Commission’s independent investigation,
are also necessary. Justice must be done,
and be seen to be donce. That is why the
House of Lords set aside its own initial
finding that Pinochct had lost his ‘sovereign
immunity’ because of the UK’s ratification
of the Convention Against Torture: it was
right, but one of the judges had been
associated with Ammnesty, which had
intervened and made submissions on the
casc. The legal principle is more important
than the inconvenicence,
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underplaying, and thus not explaining, the
darker side of what drove Clark, for this
influenced his History in significant ways,
particularly the ‘loss of originality and
grandeur’ in the final two volumes. While
Holt follows the agitated critics in detail,
he fails to deal with some of the most
revealing, and he does not touch on the
intriguing clucs in A Historian's
Apprenticeship.

John Carroll’s essay (Quadrant 1982) on
the ‘puritan obsessions’ which became
prominent in Clark’s History is rancorous
and idecologically driven, but it is also
extremely powerful. It rightly identifics
Clark’s primary concern—to write about
the rise of democracy and the future of
individual frecdom in a mass society which
had ccased to believe in God. Clark was
tracing the trajectory, as he understood i,
from a god-governed to a godless world. He
wanted to know where this would lead.
Repetition, cxtravagant language, and
something of an obsession with the crotic,
the violent and the drunken seem to take
over latein the proiect, as does a disdain for
popular culture, o1 nary people and their
ordinarydoi s, involumesix. Carroll docs
not cxplain the timing, but he is much
closer to the mark than Robert Manne about
the nature of the change.

What Manne sees as ‘Marxism-—
Leninism’ is merely the presence of class
relationsin Clark’s work. Clark was always
perceptive in this respect and there is no
reason to brand his perceptiveness ‘Marxist—
Leninist’, or to blame it on ‘pamphlets’.
The point, howcever, is that in the final two
volumes of the History, class structure is
the bearer of deeper, existential concerns
which had comec to the fore.

Why this was so is a good question in
need of an answer. The answer may have to
do with Clark’s own uncertainties as he
grew old, and with the disillusionment he
felt with Australian politics atter Whitlam.
‘Arc we anation of bastards?’ he had written
in 1976, If any ‘pamphlets’ returmed to
capture him late in life they may have been
chapters from the Bible. In A Historian's
Apprenticeship he quoted from Genesis,
‘The imagination of man’s heart is cvil
from his youth’, and described Marxist
historians as ‘the onces who wanted to
substitute a superficial certainty for a
profound doubt’. Further on he compared
himself to Gibbon: ‘His subject was the
triumph of Christianity and barbarism.
Minc was the more modestonc of the bizarre
and humiliating contradictions in the lives
of all ot us.’
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Clark frequently reasserted these deeper
concerns in the form of an argument with
Marxists or the Left. One final quotation:

So when the believers on the Left told me
they dreamed of how ‘beaut’ things would
be under socialism, T wanted to tell them
my drecams were of shameful deeds in the
past, and I wanted to be told how the dirty
slate could be washed clean.

Stephen Holt’s A Short History should
be read in conjunction with Clark’s final,
unfinished work, with careful attention to
both the language and its textual sctting:

Peter Cochrane is an Associate of Australian
Heritage Projects and a freelance writer based
in Sydney. He is co-curating the exhibition
‘Belonging’ and cediting the National
Library’s Conversing with a Nation.
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Papal ciploma:

HEN Pius XII (1939-1958) diced in

1958 many Catholics felt that a saintly,
almost ‘divine’ pope had passed to a richly
deserved heavenly reward. Even before his
papal clection, as Cardinal Sceretary of State,
Eugenio Pacelli had always scemed so serene
andunworldly that it was almostimpossible
to imagine him losing his temper, let alone
throwinga tantrum and havinga scrcaming
match with a visiting German politician.

Yet that is apparently what happened
on the morning of 8 August 1931. Pacclli’s
visitor that day was Dr Heinrich Brining,
German Chancellorandrather conservative
Catholic Centre Party (Zentrumspartei)
politician. He led a country in crisis caught
up in the Depression, rampant inflation,
unemployment and the increasingly
threatening growth of the Nazi Parry.

Brining, whosce Memoirs are the source
of this story, says that Pacelli demanded
that he seek Nazi support for his minority
government so that he could out-vote the
Socialists and smaller partics and fulfil the
Sccretary of State’s favourite scheme, a
concordat between Germany and the
Vatican. Brining bluntly refused to do this.
He considered it unrealistic; he had much
more pressing prioritics and he was utterly
unwilling to compromisc with Nazism.

On lcaving Pacelli, the Chanccellor
commented acidly that he hoped that ‘the
Vatican would fare better at the hands of
Hitler than with himself, a devout Catholic’.
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As a devout Catholic, Briining probably
understood  Pacelli’s  political and
diplomatic attitudes better than most
politicians. In a revealing passage about the
Cardinal, later excised from his Memoirs,
Briining commented:

Allsuccesses (Paccellibelieved)couldonly
beattained by papal diplomacy. The system
of concordats led him and the Vatican o
despise democracy and the parliamentary
system Rigid governments, ri |
centralization, and rigid treaties were
supposed to introduce an era of stable order,
an cra of peace and quict.

This notion is reflected in the comment
of Pacclli’s predecessor as Cardinal Secretary
of Statc, Pietro Gasparri, that it was always
casicr to deal with dictatorial governments
which were completely predictable, than
with democracics which were characterised
by shifting partics, policics and opinions.
These comments reveal a lot about the
attitudes of Vatican diplomats in this period.

Bruning's observation points us in the
dircction of the real motivation of Pius XIL
The strength of Cornwell’s unfortunatcely
titled boolk is that he sketches an ambience
in which we understand why Pope Pacclli
acted the way he did, not only with regard
to the Jews, but also why he was willing to
compromise with Hitler. We also sce why
he deliberately destroyed Germany's
Cath ¢ Centre Party, the one possible
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Ma.ing capitalism
accountab .

This spending of the
best part of one’s life
earning money in
order to enjoy a

quest onable Iiberty
during the least
valuable part of it
reminds me of the
Englishman who
went to India to
make a fortune first,
in order that he might
return to England and
live the life of a poet.
He should have gone

up garret at once.

—Henry David Thoreau
| 817-62), Walden,
or Life in the Woods, 1854
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N Jons or Our Own, Race Mathews
reflects the widespread concern that
cconomic power is increasingly being
concentrated in the hands of international
corporations. How then can capitalism be
made accountable, so that it truly serves
the human flourishing of all human beings,
and does not become an omnipotent global
master?

Mathews has spent much of his life in
federal and state politics and inrecent years
has championed a new look at mutualism
and co-operatives as means to tame the
excesses of capitalism.

Jobs of Our Own secks to recover
neglected currents in labour and British
history, particularly in the distributist
writers, G.K. Chesterton and Hilaire Belloc,
though not uncritically. Distributism
wanted ownership of productive property
widely distributed among ordinary people
and not concentrated in the hands of the
rich orthestate. Mathews sces distributism
‘as a contribution to debate about Third
Way politics, stake-holdersocicty and alt
natives to the market and the state’ (px).

Nota Catholic himself, Mathews traces
the links between British distributism and
Catholic thinkers, particularly Pope Leo
XIIT in his 1891 social encyclical, Rerum
Novarum, and Pius XI in Quadragesimo
Anno (1931) which stressed the anti-statist
principle of subsidiarity—in other words
that the excercisc of power in organisations
should devolve to the lowest level
practicable.

Mathews offers chapters on the
increasing concern about poverty in the
19th century, on the English Cardinal Henry
Manning and Cecil Chesterton, on Belloc,
G.K. Chesterton and later distributism. 1™
questis not an antiquarian one, to resurrect
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neglected writers, but torecover the ferment
of idcas in the carly labour movement,
especially the long debate between socialist
and distributist writers, notably that
between G.B. Shaw and G.K. Chesterton.
Essentially, Mathewsis trying toremove
the historical lens of the Cold War clash
with communism which so colourcd
perceptions of earlier socialist movements.
The Marxist-Leninist version of collectiv-
ism is now largely abandoned as an cpic
tragedy, with practitioners of its bloody
ideology also massacring its ideals. But in
terms of both idcology and politics, what
cannow check an unrestrained capitalism?
Mathews has rcturned to carlier
traditions of socialist thought which
embraced the ideals of social cquity,
human rights, freecdom and responsibility,
especially as articulated through the social
conscience of the Anglican and Catholic
chur es. However, he realises that for
distributist ideas to work, they must
reconcile ‘the moral case for greater demo-
cracy in the workplace with the
requirements of productivity’ {p4).

N.‘.ATHEW@ INVESTIGATES closely how the

co-operative idea has worked in two of its
most notable experiments, the Antigonish
Movement in Nova Scotia, Canada, and in
Spain’s Mondragon, both heavily influenced
by Catholic ideas of spreading ownership as
widcly as possible. The Antigonish
Co-operative Movement failed by the 1990s
because of what Mathews calls the
‘Rochdale cul-de-sac’, meaning that when
the owner—workers handed over contre Of
their co-operatives to professional burcauc-
racies, the ‘agency’ problem emerged, with

s of o
owners drvergmg. In reeent years, ds n
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oddly angled part—a sidetrack that the film
seems unable to follow. He is also the
voice-over of the narrative, just one of
scveral clumsy devices—overdone
flashback is another—that pins an othcrwise
good film down.

—Morag Fraser

Colour me
groovy

Yellow Submarine, dir. George Dunning
(1968). This amiable bit of stuff has been
cleaned up, digitally remastered and released
around the world on big screen, vidco and
DVD. Strangely, Dunning and the two
scriptwriters, Al Brodax and Jack
Mendelsohn, seem to have done little else
beside this. Dunning died in 1979,

Being a fervent Beatles lover, T saw
Yellow Submuarine in 1968 when the
psychedelia look was a new thing. (Except,
of course, that it wasn’t exactly new—it
was a kind of rcinterpreted Art Nouveau,
with its neat, sensuous curves
describing theineffable: asort
of calligraphy of infinity, per-
haps.) Yellow Submarine
diluted Art Nouveau’s jewel
palette to frivolous pastels,
jaunty oranges and knicker
pinks.

The time was ripe for
Submarine’s return: the kids
of the '90s sensory overload
have rediscovered psyche-
delia through the Austin
Powers movies, which
cleverly recreated the look of
Carnaby Strcet, without,
however, being able to
recreate the sense of taboo-
breaking optimism that
tingled in our blood in those
days.

Something that Submarine was always
good for was a sensc of buoyant expectancy:
everything was going to be all right, people
had all realised that war, incquality and
scxual repression were not just wrong but
silly, and Utopia was just around the corner.
So there was nostalgia asI watched the Blue
Meanics make war on the happy hedonists
of Pepperland, and get vanquished by the
power of music, love and the word ‘yes’.
I remember thinking in 1968 that the
animation seemed stiff, but realised this
was meant to be kind of arty. That aspect of
Submarine now looks very fresh: kids used
to South Park won’t be hankering after
Disney’s counterfeit-reality images. The

film is a delight to the eye, just damn good
fun to watch. If you still like Monty Python
reruns you'll probably enjoy this, and you’ll
sce where Terry Gilliam got some of his
influences.

Submarine’s plot is simplc, and there is
some unreconstructed hero-worship in the
usc of the Beatles as heroes, saviours. But if
that jars at first, there is some very nice
dialogue, playing around with philosophy,
touching ¢ven on profundities, no less.

—Juliette Hughes

Scarlet runners

Run Lola Run, dir. Tom Tykwer. Lola
(Franka Potente) and Manni (Moritz
Bleibtreu) are petty crims in love, in Berlin.
Manni’s blond hair is growing out; Lola’s
red hair is like sports-car duco. Lola is fast
and furious, Manni is a nong. Manni is the
sort of ‘bagman’ who accidentally leaves
plastic bags full of other people’s money on
the train for the local
derro bagman to pick up.
Derrrrr. Manni’s redistri-
bution of wealth is
admirable, but not
appreciated by the bald
psychoheis working for.
Manni has 20 minutes to
live. Run, Lola, run!
Run Lola Run
presents three versions
of thesc strangely com-
pelling events, with each
episode spiralling in an
entirely different direc-
tion. With a jumpy mix
of animation, montage,
grainy vidco, luscious
film and hair colours,
Run Lola Run is a bright
but bumpy ride. A con-
tagious soundtrack does a lot to keep Lolu
running in the right direction—two gun-
toting punk kids running slow-mo to the
strains of ‘What a Difference the Day Makes’
can be enormously affecting and funny.
The same cannot be said for the possible
futures dotted throughout the film. As Lola
runs through the bleak urban landscapes of
Berlin she bumps (literally) into various
characters whosc futures arc shown in a
scries of flashed images. With each sub-
sequent episode, different possible futures
are flashed, combining the lightweight
bizarre with verbose social comment. Either
way this exercisc was a gentle irritant.
Lolarelies heavily on our attachment to
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the two romantic leads. Lola’s curling
mouth and flushed desperation had my
complete attention. Manni, unfortunately,
didn’t scem worth all the effort. He would
have had me jogging at best.

—Siobhan Jackson

Fries with that

MclLibel: Two Worlds Collide, dir. Franny
Armstrong. The young dircctor of this film
got up and answered questions at the end of
a screcning in Melbourne. She said that her
father had been a filmmaker but switched
his interest to the internet. So he had a pile
of equipment sitting around unuscd.
Armstrongborrowed it andstarted to follow
the fortunes of two nobodies who were
beginning to edge into the news. They were
Helen Steel, a part-time bar worker, and
Dave Morris, a single dad, who had just
been sued by the McDonald’s corporation
for distributing a leaflet claiming that
McDonald’s food was unhealthy, its
practices environmentally vandalistic, its
employment practices unjust, its
advertising cxploitative, and so on.
McDonald’s wanted an apology. They got
the longest trial in the history of the British
legal system. They had millions to spend.
Helen and Dave were broke. But they stuck
it out for years. Franny Armstrong stuck it
out as well.

The McLibel trial has been an ongoing
public relations disaster for McDonald’s. It
spawned the website www.mespotlight.org,
where, among other things, millions of
visitors have watched as McDonald’s
workers engage in the kind of discussions
whichare notallowed in their workplace. It
has lent impetus to campaigns in Australia
such as the ‘McMatch and Win’ trial and
efforts to prevent McDonald’s opening in
certain locations.

This is an amazing film, partly because
of the sheer dogged commitment of both of
the people it portrays and the filmmaker
herself. Needless to say, TV and other
networks in Britain have given it a pretty
wide berth. Apparently, they have
advertising revenue to protect. It may also
be difficult to catch in Australia, although
it can be found at www.spanner.org/
meclibel/, if you don’t mind watching films
through magnifying glasses. McLibel is
funny, serious, comic and tragic. It offers a
close encounter with people who give a
damn and that is an uplifting experience. It
may also change the way you cat.

—Maichael McGirr s)
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