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Gusmao had warned beforehand that he would
only answer questions about the book, or about
cducation initiatives set up between RMIT University
and East Timor. Nonctheless, it was fascinating to
watch a seasoned campaigner transform the usual
press-conference frenzy into a sudden and unexpected
moment of quict and thought. Gusmao pauses for as
long as it takes to formulate the phrase, the idea he
wants to convey. Radio and TV journalists, anxious
for their sound bite, tapped and squirmed, anticipating
the time that would be needed in the edit suite to get
the East Timorese resistance leader into shape for the
evening news bulletins.

But eventually cven they began to listen. Not
because the rhetoric was golden—although he is
charismatic cnough—but because the man was talking
about circumstances we are beginning to understand
here. We have read the news reports, seen the
television coverage, listened to people at marches and
demonstrations. We've heard the measured tones of
Major General Peter Cosgrove and the voices of young
soldiers sent to keep the peace on the border with
West Timor. We have also heard some of the less
cdifying tales of Australian profiteers moving into
East Timor where there is money to be made out of
unregulated property development, out of the
structural chaos that followed last September’s
violence.

But the launch was not the place for
recrimination. In any case, the presence of a sizeable
East Timorese community was testimony to more
positive relations between our two peoples. And there
was a further connection: Gusmao was talking a
language of reconciliation that Australia is also trying
to learn. When he first came on to the platform he
was greeted, in a smothering hug, by a young desert
man, Russel Smith, who was, as he put it, the
‘honorary Wurunjeri’ for the purposes of the welcome
to country on the day. Gusmao showed that he can
hug back with conviction—sometimes the physical

gesture speaks the language as well as or
better than words.

IHERE HAS NOT BEEN much hugging going on between
the parties in the Australian reconciliation process.
Some polite dinners, some discussion, finally. But it
would be an optimist who would describe the current
state of relations between indigenous and settler
Australians (cven the language is contentious) as
gracious, let alonc reconciled.

Onc weck after the launch of Xanana Gusmao’s
book, I was talking to a group of Year 11 students at a
school in Melbourne’s inner west. The question we
had to consider was whether indigenous Australians
should be explicitly acknowledged in the Australian
Constitution.

The morning was acid bright. It was also the day
that saw the culmination of the formal reconciliation
process, marked by the release of the document of

reconciliation which has been in the making, in
community groups all across the country, for almost
a decade. Dimity Fifer, a member of the Council for
Aboriginal Reconciliation, was there to read out the
document and to encourage the students’ commit-
ment to the process.

But there was another document, as we all knew,
released that day, by the Prime Minister, Mr Howard.
It gave his preferred emphasis on some crucial
clements: the question of an apology, the issues of
Aboriginal sclf-dctermination and the acknowledg-
ment of customary law. Thesc are all important, still
contentious issuces, and warrant broad discussion. The
tragedy is that we should still be at the calculating
stage of issuing contending documents instead of
putting in the cffort of spirit and will required to issuc
a single onec. No-one denies that there is still work to
be done. But at least we might not have sct ourselves

on two different tracks, leading inevitably
to conflict.

A WEEK BEFORE both events, I was briefly in New
York, in one of the cracks of time between one issuce
of Eureka Street and the next. Late cach afternoon
I would walk with my husband down to the corner of
Sixth Avenuc (grandly titled the Avenue of the
Americas) and West Fourth Street to watch the boys
working out on the basketball courts. It’s a crammed,
busy space, just above the subway entrance.

The play is of an extraordinary standard, and in
conscquence there is a lot of negotiating going on:
managers trading players, entreprencurs doing deals.
[ was never sure which to watch—the men in suits or
the tall genius who could shoot in any direction while
keeping his eyes strictly to the front. He was grace in
action.

One evening I was on my own when a young
woman walked up from the subway and stood necar
me, wearing the most wonderful coat—red, yellow
and striped. Joseph would have envied it. Her hair was
close-cropped and she wore turned-up jeans and
spectacular red high-heeled shoes. Foramoment I was
so distracted from the play that I smiled at her and
gestured towards her coat, murmuring something like
‘so beautiful’. She smiled back in such an open-hearted
way—I thought of her again when I'saw Russel Smith
embrace Xanana Gusmao. Then we both turned back
to watch the play.

Afterwards I crossed the Avenue and nearly ran
into a white man who was jabbing vigorously across
the traffic to the basketball crowd. ‘Just look at that
vulgarity over there!” he shouted to his companion.
‘Why did you bring me down here?’ Then he hurried
off up the Avenuc, hauling her behind him. He had
missed out, I thought, on the smilc from the woman
in the miraculous coat and on the manoecuvres of a
man who could make a ball talk a language that spoke
to all comers.

—Morag Frascr
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PMs, GSTs and IOUs

oHN Howarp wiLe B in London on 1 July playing the states-
man, along with most of the state premiers and a large caravan
of politicians, celebrating the 100th anniversary of the passage
of the Australian Constitution through the British Parliament.
At home, Kim Beazley will be playing the politician, maximising
for Labor the antagonism flowing to John Howard from the chaos
of the introduction of the goods and services tax. The fate of
each leader now depends on accountants and small business
people, and the messages they give their customers.

Someone remarked recently that the last time the fate of a
government turned so much on the actions of people in the
finance sector was with Ben Chifley and bank employees in
1949. The bank johnnies couldn’t even organise a decent
defalcation these days, he added.

Actually, that’s not strictly true. For most of the past few
decades, the fate of governments has rested on snap judgments
made by operators on the international money market. On those
judgments have hung movements in the Australian dollar,
interest rates and our lines of international credit.

Those markets do not care very much about whether or
not Australia has value-added taxes, though they put a great
deal of store by whether the nation has a low tax regime. By
which standards one might say that a holding budget put down
by Peter Costello in early May—holding the fort until the GST
regime and tax cuts were in place—achieved its end.

But it is voters who make the final decision, and whether
they have been appeased is another matter altogether. The govern-
ment had already stripped much of its natural surplus in tax
cuts designed to soften the GST, but knows that rising interest
rates have made many people feel already worse off. What dis-
cretionary money exists has been focused in rural and regional
centres, but whether these feel that their concerns have been
addressed is also doubtful. Government has treated the problem
as primarily one of access to doctors. For much the same money,
they might have widened their focus to rural health resources,
particularly for older people, in a way that created work for
nursing hostels and small hospitals in rural communities—thus
doing something for community development.

If there were an election in the next few months, the signs
are that the Coalition would be down to about 30 seats in a
148-seat House of epresentatives. John Howard must swing
the present opinion of one in every 12 voters even to hold on.

His biggest problem is not that he has lost the confidence
of ordinary voters, but that he has alienated the natural base he
now needs most, small business. The GST is already a liability,
and voters have not even experienced it yet. It is unpopular
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with the accountants—even as, no doubt, it is making them a
fortune—but rather than wooing them, the government is
abusing them. A lot of local opinion-leaders in communities
are bagging the GST. Whatever the Australian Competition and
Consumer Commission and its zealous head, Alan Fels, do to
monitor price movement, one can be pretty sure that most price
changes over the coming few yea will be blamed on the GST,
and on compliance regimes. The unpopularity with many small
business people is aggrava 1 by the fact that many will now
be paying a lot more inco1 - tax because it will be, for some,
more difficult to feed themselves from the till.
Labor is taking a big gamble, because if things do settle
down, it is going to look very naked. But if I were betting on an
outcome for the next  ction, I would say that, at
the moment, Labor must be very heavily favoured.

HOWARD IS A VERY CLEVER POLITICIAN, one who fights best
with his back to the wall. So he should not  discounted. He
will fight with every dollar in his Treasury, spending it not
only directly on voters, but on public relations campaigns.
A government which once prided itself on its economic rigour
is now back into fairly conventional pump-priming and
Keynesian economic policy The tap is now back on. As with
the last Fraser-Howard bt et of 1982, the Howard-Costello
budgets of 2000 and 2001 have shed most of their reforming
zeal because Howard is in survival mode.

That he has not yet given up, however, can be shown by
the stubbornness with which he still plays the game—against
Labor, against his political enemies in his own party, and against
the general political culture he hates so much, has worked so
hard to dismantle, but which still mocks him about issues such
as reconciliation. For John Howard, this is a continuing
obsession. Much more tt 1 m : stubbornness, I think, it
determines his attitude to things such as reconciliation and
Australian history.

It is hard to see Howard as Prime Minister next time abc
but dangerous to make too many guesses beyond that. The
succession is far from certain and I cannot imagine his doing
Peter Costello any favours. In any leadership succession, the
moderates in his party do not have the numbers to get their
own candidate up (if they had one), but they probably have the
numbers to veto anyone 1y do not like. In that sense, the
very wounded Michael Wor  ridge may we e the king-maker
Right now, he might figure that he owes John Howard a lot

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times.









T THE END OF THE 16TH CENTURY, excitable
Dominicans in the South of Italy were a cause of
considerable bother to ccclesiastical and civil
authorities of more phlegmatic temperament, who
might have thought Giordano Bruno had done them
a favour in 1576 by fleeing both the Order and Italy.

But the Inquisition had a long memory as well as
a long arm, and before Bruno was burnt alive in
Rome’s Field of Flowers on 17 February 1600, the
precaution was taken of securing his tongue in a gag.
Garrulity was a besetting sin for Bruno, and not a little
of what he had to say was as silly as it was long-
winded, but even so, this seems a gross refinement of
cruclty. Still, it falls a long way short of the
spectacularly unusual punishments inflicted some
months earlicr on the Cenci family, from whose dark
history of incest, intrigue, and murder Shelley was to
construct an eminently forgettal : melodrama.
Perhaps the secular arm of the papal government felt
less threatened by heresy than by parricide; perhaps
it took a little more seriously than has usually been
allowed the Inquisition’s customary exhortation to
mercy. One is still left wondering what Ippolito
Aldobrandini was thinking of, apart from the under-
standable appeal of something short and snappy, when
on becoming Pope in 1592 he took the name Clement.

Cardinal Angclo Sodano, Vatican Sccretary of
Statc, marked the fourth centenary of Bruno's
execution this year by bringing it within the scope of
the Pope’s seeking of pardon for the past and present
sins of members of the church. Bruno’s views are still
judged to have been ‘on certain decisive points,
incompatible with Christian doctrine’. No change
there then. But ‘some aspects of the handling of his
casc ... cannot fail to be a source of profound regret
for the Church today’. For, cven in the presence of
doctrinal error, ‘truth itself demands an absolute
respect for the conscience and the dignity of every
person’. Cardinal Sodano is carcful, as are all the texts
associated with the Pope’s ‘Day of Forgiveness’, not
to sit in judgment over the consciences of those whose
deeds are now reprobated. There is no suggestion, for
cxample, that the Jesuit Cardinal Inquisitor, Saint
Robert Bellarmine, should be ‘uncanonised’ for
putting his signature to the sentence of condemnation,

Field of flowers

where it was shortly followed by that of the
Dominican Master General. (Bellarmine might have
inked his quill with more than customary brio, and
the Master General been even more chagrined, had they
known what has recently been alleged—that Bruno
had spent some of his years of liberty spying on
Catholics for Queen Elizabeth’s Scecretary of State, Sir
Francis Walsingham.) All that needs to happen is the
acknowledgement that what was done to Bruno, and
to so many others, was cvil; that there is something
profoundly disturbing in Bruno’s being told by his
judges, ‘we cast you out of our holy and immaculate
Church, of whose mercy you are no longer worthy’;

that this was itsclf unworthy of the church,

and properly an occasion of sorrow and regret.
L

HAS BEEN OBSERVED that some of the newspapers
which have found cause to sniff at aspects of the Pope’s
secking of forgiveness have small claim to unalloyed
pride in their own past—in their initial appraisal of
Hitler’s regime, for example. But no-one would
scriously expect a newspaper to apologise for its
remote past, for such an apology implics continuity
of moral consciousness: from a newspaper it would
be both pompous and ridiculous. But matters are
different with the church. The church’s understanding
of its past is crucial to its scH-understanding. As with
an individual, it is only in its memory that the church
can recognisc itself, and hence have a conscience, at
all. To confront the evils of the past, to acknowledge
their wickedness, to be sorry for them, and to seck
forgiveness is not a mark of mawkishness. Quite the
reverse, it is a sceking of healing—the Pope calls it a
‘purification of the memory’—which is essential if the
memory is properly to serve its vital role as the home
of a good conscience. A morally mature church needs
a hcaled memory quite as much as any morally mature
individual. Whether a nation needs onc also, or
whether a nation is more suitably compared with an
institution like a newspaper, which nobody would
expect to have a conscience—mature or otherwise—
is, 1 gather, still a matter of debate in Australia,

Denis Minns ovr is Eurcka Street’s United Kingdom
correspondent.
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Still flows
the river

IMMY Has LONG, dark eyelashes and curly
black hair. He walks quickly with a kind of
limp. He lives with Rachel and Cheryl and
his street mother Jade in the park above the
Kings Cross parking station. He is 22 and
has lived on the streets since he was 14, He
has lymphatic cancer and another cancer in
one eye. He is on methadone. He is a dancer
and performs for school groups in a
company.

A month or two before Easter, Jimmy
asked mec if I would baptisc him. ‘At the
Easter vigil mass,” I replied. He sometimes
comes to the presbytery to have his clothes
washed and so we keep in touch. The night
before the Easter vigil, Good Friday, I went
looking for him to sec if he was ready. I was
having my doubts and decided I had better
ask him why hc wanted to be baptised. We
walked back from the park and were sitting
at a table in the presbytery. Timmy had
madce himself some toasted  cese and
tomato sandwiches. Before cating he had
prayed: ‘Thank you Lord for all the
wonderful things you have done through-
out the world.’

When 1 asked my question, he said,
‘T want to get to know the Lord better before
he comes. I don't want to be left behind
with all the other sinners when he comes.’
He was lifting the melted cheese off the
toasted bread to eat the tomato underneath
and thenfolding ebread around the warm
cheese and cating it. ‘“They are all just
turning against cach other, being nasty and
greedy and they're all just stabbing cach
other. I've got no-one to talk to but the
Lord. The only person who really wants to
hear you is Jesus, no matter what happens.’

I thought of Cheryl in the park when
I went to find Jimmy. ‘Do you talk with
people?’ she asked me. ‘Can I have a talk
with you in private?’
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‘Where did you get all your knowledge?’
I asked Jimmy later in the night. We were
in the parish 14-seater and I was driving
to the airport. Maurie had rung and asked
if I would put up 14 Aboriginal and Torres
Strait Islanders for a few days. They were
flying in from Darwin. I told Jimmy that
he would have some supporters at the
vigil mass.

‘My uncle was a minister,” he told me,
‘and my mother a Catholic.’ Jimmy hadn't
been baptised because he was scared of the
river. ‘I used to go down to the river with
my uncle, but I would hide. I didn’t want to
go under the water.’

We walked towards the security check
across the wide and white open spaces of
theairport. Jimmy was shuffling behind me
in his oversize jeans and runners. I emptied
my pockets of keys and moncy and went
ahead. Jimmy turned out his pockets: broken
cigarettes, a lighter, jelly beans and a white
bag. The security man seized the bag and
empticd it—chocolates. Then he frisked
Jimmy. Iwatched, angry and shocked at the
extra attention he was being given. I don't
think he was aware thathe was being treated
differently. I don’t know whether he had
been in an airport before.

I had misunderstood Maurie and had
come to the airport on the wrong night.
Jimmy and I came home along the new
underground freeway. ‘Can the devil make
you fight with your best friend?’ he asked.
I could only feel the pain behind the
question. ‘What will I wear? They pinched
the bag with all my clothes init.’ I told him
that I would try to find him somecthing.
‘They won’t laugh at me will they?’

The next day, Easter Saturday, I went
looking for him again. I found him with
Rachel, comingout of the methadonc clinic.
‘T think we will wait till the mob from
Darwin come,’ I said to him.

“That’s good Father. I've got nothing to
wear.’

‘Maurie told me that they would do a
dance for us if we wanted them to,” T said.
‘We'll ask them to dance you to the water.’

—Steve Sinn sy
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Rwandan
reprisals

IN THE FOUR MONTHS since [ visited Rwanda
and 1t four government ministers, the
signs 1 justice and rcconciliation have
become less hopeful.

It was my third visit to Rwanda. During
the g ocide in 1994, [ was on the Zaire-
Rwanda border and, in 1995, toured the
country for the Anglican Church. The
world’s biggest genocide since the Holocaust
was fading in the¢ public memory by the
time of my third visit last January.

B1 many Central African cxperts
continue theirinterest, believing that unrest
in the Congo-Rwanda-Burundi-Uganda
axisv ilddestabilise the geopolitics of the
whole of Africa. Political unrest compounds
the natural disasters which Africa keeps
suffering—disasters like the current
Mozambique floods and the Echiopian
famine. The experts arc concerned at the
moment about Rwanda.

In January, while I was in Rwanda
primarily to conduct an AusAID-funded
workshop for a local non-government
organisation, onc minister after another in
the government expressed their concern.

Secretary-General of the Commission
on Unity and Reconciliation, Ms Aloysea
Nyumba, explained the ncw grassroots
justice system called gacaca, which has
trained village courts, set up to proscecute
misdemeanours, to handle the much more
serious charges of involvement in the
genocide. All is ready, she said, for 70,000
prisoners to be dispersed to these local
courts for specedy justice. Reconciliation
will follow when people see justice done.

M ister for Justice, M. Jean de Dieu
Mucyo, tutored me in the schedule of
punishments for various crimes—mass
killings, rape, a single homicide, destroying
a housc. The courts would even excreise
‘grace’ if true remorse is shown and some



compensation offered. Minister Mucyo was
adamant that the village court would not
have the power of capital punishment. There
had been too much international criticism
of dcath sentences carricd out in the central
courts in Kigali.

But in the last four months there have
been signs which make outsiders uneasy.

First, the Prime Minister resigned,
allegedly after corruption was exposed. Two
previous ministers had been deposed last
year for the same reason, and were replaced
by Muslims. I brought back a request from
the Minister for Justice to the Australian
Government for aid funds to help with the
gacaca justice process. Foreign Minister
Alexander Downer said no, Australia had
alrecady contributed $1.2 million to the
International Court in Arusha, Tanzania,
and had switched future legal aid to East
Timor. Are other countrics doing the same,
leaving Rwanda to go it alone?

Then in April the President of Rwanda
resigned, ‘under pressure’ according to the
wire services. This is not a good signal, as
he was the symbolic Hutu leader in a ‘non-
racial’ government. Vice-President Paul
Kagame becamc Acting President. As he

was the Tutsi liberator of Rwanda in 1994,
it will begin to look like a totally Tutsi
government. This could sced resentment
within the Hutu majority.

Worst of all recent cvents was the
announcement of the results of the first
village trials: six received life sentences,
eight death sentences, which were carried
out immediately. So much for the
minister’s assurance. So much for the
right of appeal.

No-one viewing Rwanda from a distance
can say that it would be easy to govern after
the devastation of the genocide. The
economy was wrecked by the mindless
destruction of crops; the pre-1994 govern-
ment left an international debt which
consumes 60 per cent of the government's
tax incomie; community services are over-
whelmed by a million widows and orphans.
And this list does not even mention
HIV/AIDS, whichisnear-cpidemicbecause
of the breakdown in social mores among
militias on all sides.

Political hopes within Rwanda now rest
firmly on Paul Kagame and his relationship
with Uganda’s President Musevene. While
this holds, the country will be at peace on

iEs \>€o‘>‘€ Wike \TQ\_)
. . = /
whe o\eg\‘ro\\ Nacth oval\ umb,\~

VouumE 10 NUMBER 5

its borders and within. But rcconciliation
will be tougher if it becomes apparent that
aTutsi minority government or theiragents
are prepared to carry out the death penalty
on thousands of genocide perpetrators.

Wherc are the churches in this scenario?
The Anglican Church, having got over its
embarrassment at having four bishops in
exile afraid to go home, has been doing
prodigious community work in schools and
hospitals for five years. Unfortunately,
Anglican bishops have been diverted from
the big picture by an internal squabble. Arch-
bishop Emmanucl Kolini, without consulting
his fellow bishops, illegally co-consccrated
three priests to ‘shepherd’ conservatives in
the US Episcopal Church opposed to
women’s ministry and to homosexuality.

The Catholic Church, twice the size of
the Anglican, was deeply shamed in 1994
by allegations that their Archbishop and
President of the House of Bishops were
directly involved in genocide propaganda.
Both wecre assassinated by the liberation
forces and their bodies were left unburied.

The shame has continued, with
continuing allegations about foreign nuns,
indigenous priests and bishops. A White
Father was extradited from France last
December tostand trial in the International
Court in Arusha for inviting parishioners
into his church compound at Ntarama and
then calling in the Presidential Guard. Five
thousand were slaughtered. Their unburied
remains are the principal ‘museum of the
genocide’ to which foreign visitors are still
taken.

Allof this will take years for the churches
to live down. Yet, away from the citics,
local churches are busy repairing, evange-
lising, tcaching and building community.
So they have not quite dealt themselves out
of the game.

Rightin the game—and maybeit’s casier
for them-—are non-government organisations
and para-church agencies. One such group
is the Barakabaho Foundation, a nation-
wide foster care agency founded in 1995 by
Anglican Bishop Alexis Bilindabagabo. It is
held in much higher regard than the church
which gave it birth. The same applies to
African Enterprisc, a South African-based
multi-racial team of evangelists which lost
its entirc Rwanda tcam during the genocide
becausc they preached reconciliation. The
Jesuits likewise lost their entire household
in Kigali, and arc¢ revered heroes of
reconciliation. Perhaps the renewal of the
church in a country under pressure will be
based on such ministries.

—Alan Nichols
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E riscopal
ticker

’I:E EasTerTiDE media appearances of new
Primate Archbishop Peter Carnley
catapulted the Anglican Church into public
consciousncss.

An article by Dr Carnley, published in
The Bulletin during Holy Week, prompted
the Archbishop of Sydney, Harry Goodhew,
to take issue with his brother archbishop
over remarks which he feared could be
understood to compromise the uniqueness
of Christ as Saviour of all humankind.
A diffecrence of theological opinion is
nothing new in the Anglican Church, but
this dispute became public property after it
was posted on the Sydney diocesan website.

Headlines that week predicted aboycott
of Dr Carnley’s inauguration as Primate.
A few protesters stayed away but Aus-
tralia’s Anglican cpiscopate
gathered in force at Sydney’s
St Andrew’s Cathedral on
30 April, together with the
Primates of South East Asia,
Papua New Guinea, Mcla-
nesia and New Zealand.
Archbishop John Bathersby,
as President of the Australian
National Council of Churches,
represented other churches at
Dr Carnley’s commissioning.

The position of Primate
bestows moral rather than
executive authority in the
Anglican Church. Dr Carnley
believes his role includes
interpreting the views of the
national church, with the
mecdia as a normal channel of
communication. He hopes to
bring the church into the
modern world by airing real
issucsinatheological context.
To date he has commented
articulately in the secular
media on drug retorm, homo-
sexuality in the church and
indigenous land rights. He
tackled national cconomic
management head-on in
his inaugural addrcss as
Primate.

But he doces not want to
sustain this public dialogue
on his own. The Anglican
Church retired its Social
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Responsibilities Commission in 1998 for
financial rcasons, so the church has had
no national voice on issues such as
mandatory sentencing and GST. With an
intellectual’s zest for debate, Dr Carnley
encourages ‘bright young minds’ in the
Anglican Church to engage with contem-
porary society.

‘1think, generally spcaking, protest has
replaced conversation as a way of expressing
a political point of view. [ think the
Enlightenment so stressed the individual
as against the community that any kind of
community conversation designed to come
up with conventionally agreed-upon
standards of morality and belief was shelved,
as the individual was given the right to do
his or her own thing.

‘T think that’s come home to roost. We
d-n’t believe in community conversation
becausc we believe in protecting individual
rights ... [think the excessive individualism
of the Enlightenment leads to an ethic, not
of virtues, but of rights—individual rights—
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and the responsibilities of the community
get e, wed out of the way.’

In the context of the . glo-Catholic/
Evangelical debate within the Australian
Anglican Church, the Primate accepts a
divergencc of views with conscientious
theologians in the Sydney Diocese, but he
will not condone ‘bullying’.

‘The Anglican Church is a very diverse
body 1wecannothave onegroupdictating
to therest, incisting that their interpretation
of th: sis conlyone’

He is delighted, if somey  at mystificd,
by public canvassing of his own views on
the resurrection, which he defends as
orthc  x. ‘The points at issuc really aren’t
hugely intellectual. It’s between resuscita-
tion:  Lazarusand the unique resurrection
of Christ. It's a very ir  ortant thing for
people to get under their belt if they're
going  have faith at all’

Dr Carnley describes himsclf as
‘progressive orthodox’, a term used by
sections of the Jewish community to
distinguish bctween con-
servative and liberal ortho-
doxy. He has both the
intellectual agility and the
‘ticker’ to become a figure of
reference in the Australian
national community.

But a certain naivety
colours Dr Carmley’s hope for
public dialoguc in the secular
media. During Easter week,
The West Australian rebuked
Anglican Church leadership
inan cditorial remarking that
for all the good this ‘childish
squabble’ does for those
seeking Christian guidance
in their everyday lives, they
might as well be arguing
about how many angels can
dance on the head of a pin.
The Australian commented
that Easter seems a strange
time to wash the soiled altar
linen of doctrinal difference.

The new Primate’s style
is attractive and his wit
cngaging, but honeymoons
with the media tend to be
brict. It remains to be scen
how he willnavigate Anglican
diversity through ten-second
grabs and gutsy headlines.

This month, he embarks
on the ecumenical pilgrim-
age to Uluru.

—Maggie Helass



Al de ts off

IN ANINTERVIEW 0n Good Friday, MrHoward
was asked about the government’s
announcement, made that day, that it had
forgiven bilateral debts owed by Nicaragua
and Ethiopia. He called it a ‘small but
important contribution to relieving the debt
burden of the very poor countries in the
world’.

How important is this step, and how
small? Australiais now matchinga number
of other countries which have made similar
promises—Norway, Holland, Canada, the
US, UK, France, Italy and Germany. The
move is in line with calls from left, right
and centre for debt cancellation as an urgent
key step in the fight against poverty. There
is a chorus from such diverse notables as
United Nations Secretary-General Kofi
Annan, Harvard Economist Jetfrey Sachs,
the Pope, numerous Archbishops, the US
conscrvative Meltzer Commission, South
African President Thabo Mbcki and Bono
of U2,

In onc respect Australia has done better
than some of the big players. Our contribu-
tion to financing multilateral debt relicf
through the IMF has been $55 million; the
USA and Japan managed only $200 million
or so cach.

But it remains true that Australia’s step
of promising debt cancellation for Nicaragua
and Ethiopia is a small onc. Even if the
$18.3 million writc-off came into cffect
today, the amount of money in question
‘would not be significant in overall macro-
cconomic terms’, as Senate Foreign Affairs
spokesman, Scnator Robert Hill, put it
{Australia’s GDP is around $400 billion.)

The fact is that Treasury will be not one
cent out of pocket for some years yet, at
least while the promisc is safely tied to the
Heavily Indebted Poor Country Initiative,
mark 2 [HIPC2). HIPC2 was to be the new
debt relief program agreed upon at the G7
summit in Cologne, intended to deliver
debt relief faster, more generously and to
more countrics than HIPCIL. The new
‘improved’ version of HIPC is ostensibly
more focused on making sure that any
moncy released through debt cancellation
would be usced on poverty reduction. But
tenmonths later, of the $ 100 billion bilateral
debt promised to be cancelled, less than $13
billion has actually been delivered. By April
2000, the Managing Director of the IMF had

Hard cases

HAT LIFL IS UNFAIR 1S, of course, a given, but sometimes it can be brought
home more forcefully than usual.

‘Sandra’, an Aboriginal woman, rccently struggled to have her twin
daughters restored to her care. Her daughters, who are now nine years old, have
been in foster care on and off since 1994, In 1996, they were taken from her by
court order, as she was unable to care for them adequatcly. The children have been
with excellent Aboriginal foster parents and supported by Aboriginal social
workers and welfare officers, and have bheen receiving therapy.

‘Sandra’ was born in 1960 in Quccensland. When she was two she was taken
from her parents and placed in an orphanage, thus joining ‘the stolen gencration’.
When she was 12 she returned to live with her mother. Untfortunately, her
mother was a violent alcoholic who beat her badly. When she was in her late
teens she began to display signs of mental illness, and was also beginning to
drink heavily. She was diagnosced as suftering from paranoid schizophrenia.

The twins are disabled, both having scvere learming and language difficultics.
They have, at age nine, the cognitive function of average four-and-a-half-year-
olds, and have cnormous difficulty in spcaking and making themsclves
understood.

Sandra, though, has madc colossal progress since 1996. New drugs without
devastating side cffects have enabled her to live a more or less ‘normal’ tife. She
has reduced her drinking to moderate ‘social’ levels and is undertaking courses
at Aboriginal learning centres. She married a 76-year-old white man in November
1998, and gained some stability in her life for the firse time. Together they
moved into a Housing Commission home with a spare room which they
dedicated to the twins. It was with reasonably high hopes, then, that she applied
to have the 1996 Care Order rescinded. [ saw her a few weceks ago in court. Her
hopes turned to ashes.

The independent clinical psychologist was completely against restoration
of the children to her, both for their sake and hers. He said, ‘“When one talks
about restoration, onc is not talking about placing intact children back in the
care of an intact parent; rather onc is talking about placing intellectually disabled
children with quite scevere language disorders, and with a history of severe
behavioural disturbance, back into the carc of someonce who has chronic schizo-
phrenia and other neurological and intellectual disabilities.’

The representatives of the Aboriginal Children’s Service, the Department
of Community Services and the children’s own lawyer all agreed with the psycho-
logist’s assessment. To compound Sandra’s difficultics, two days before the court
hearing, she and her husband had split up.

The legislation (and common humanity) decrees that the children’s best
interests be the paramount consideration in child welfare matters. Sadly, the
decision was easy to make. Sandra, when she spoke in court, acknowledged
that it was for the best that the foster parents care for the children. While she
obviously gricved for the kids, and for her own fate, she put the children’s
interests above her own desires and need for comtfort.

Séamus O’Shaughnessy is a NSW magistrate.
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heo ogy and Justice Kirby

- \CECENT DELIBERATIONS BY ANGLICAN BISHOPS on sexuality bring to mind a speech
delivered by Justice Michael Kirby to students of St Ignatius’ College on
24 February, and partly reiterated in a lecture at Monash University on 27 April.
Extracts of hoth speeches appeared in the Svdney Morning Herald. In the earlier
address, Justice Kirby argued that, although the churches ultimately ‘tend to
get it right” on matters that at the outsct scem controversial {such as apartheid,
and the teachings of science) it often takes them “a long time to see the crrors of
their ways’. Homoscexuality, he believes, is such an issue—one on which history
suggests a belated ecclesiastical apology might reasonably be expected.

While I fundamentally agree with Justice Kirby’s opinion, I have some
difficulty with his mecans of arriving at it. Somewhat too modestly, he denies
his competence to engage in theological debate with the Anglican and Roman
Catholic Archbishops of Sydney about their admonishments over the Mardi
Gras. Understandably, Michael Kirby prefers to take up the conversation in
terms of justice, in particular the obligation to respect and uphold the human
rights and dignity of others.

[ am not convinced that such a boundary can be drawn. Indced, Justice
Kirby illustrates this by straying into an overtly theological argument towards
the end of his specch:

In my experience, few if any gay and lesbian people choose their sexuality. It is like
your gender, your skin colour or being lefe-handed ... And if that is how you are, that
is how God meant you to be.

It is the last sentence that troubles me—specifically, the combination of an
appeal to social justice with an argument from existence. Justice Kirby's own
position is in danger of being undermined by the association he malkes between
God and ‘the way things are’. As he so rightly points out carlier in his speech,
all sorts of evils have been defended on the basis of an assumed divinely appointed
status quo.

The social justice which ought always to be the political form and corollary
of Christian theology is not predicated merely on the way things—or people—
are. Nor is a Christian doctrine of creation a form of ‘essentialism’. The kingdom
of God proclaimed and inaugurated by Christ is not envisaged by the gospel
writers as a ‘natural’ unfolding—or even perfecting—of what alrcady is. Rather
it describes ar - lemands a radically new way of being that breaks into, disturbs
and transfigures the status quo.

In no way am [ suggesting that homosexuality is an aspect of ‘what is’ that
requires transformation in the face of ‘what will be’. My point is that arguing
from ‘what is’ to ‘what must thercefore be of God’ is not theologically persuasive.

Were it not for the fact that this debate can no longer atford to be conducted
in the comtortable spaces of our own disciplines and discourses, this may scem
like an exercise in pedantry. Perhaps more of us need to take the risk that Justice
Kirby has taken, despite his disclaimer, and attempt to learn and to speak
somecthing of cach other's language.

Ri ard Treloar is Associatec Chaplain to Trinity College, University of Melbourne.
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expected eight to 11 countrics to start
receiving the benetfits of reduced
requirements for debt servicing. In fact,
only five countries made it to this stage in
the expected time frame. Those five that
made  have their obligations reduced by
an average of only 35 per cent.

Tanzania’s advantage is only aseven per
cent reduction, and it continucs to spend as
much on scrvicing debt as on cducation.
Bolivia will be paying its creditors $240
milli.  aycarafter coming through HIPC?2,
while 60 per cent of the population are
without access to basic sanitation and onc
third without access to safc water.

Pope John Paul 1l has questioned the
pace ot reform:’We have to ask why progress
in resolving the debt problem is still so
slow. Why so many hesitations! Why the
difficulty in providing the funds needed
cven for the already agrecd initiatives? [t is
the poor that pay the cost of indecision and
delay.’

HIPC2 mecans, in practice, that any
excuse may be used to delay the delivery of
debt relief: delays in meeting structural
adjustment targets, not having the perfect
Poverty Reduction Strategy Paper, a change
of government, a border conflict.

The bottom line is that, while debt
canccllation is tied to HIPC2, Ethiopia will
continuc paying Australia $2 million a year
for sc 2 time, famine or no famine. Com-
pare thisto the $1.5 million recently boasted
for famine relief, and you rcalise just how
smal. ¢ government’s promisc is.

And why is Vietnam not among those
countries towards which the Howard Gov-
ernment is making a small but important
contribution?

Vietnam was the HIPC which owed the
largest sums to Australia, now $57 million.
But it fell off the list of HIPCs eligible for
debtrelief basically becausc it was perform-
ingtc welleconomically and spending too
much on social programs.

If the Howard Government is scrious
aboutmaking an important contribution to
relicving the debt burden of very poor
countries, it needs to act on a number of
fronts. It might take a lead in the reform
process in international forums rather than
lagging behind. Te could do some serious
lobbying for an HIPC Initiative which
actua  delivers on its promises of debt
cancellation, faster and to a much larger
numbecrof impoverished countries. Vietnam
could be put back on the books tor bilateral
debt relief from Australia, and Echiopia, at
a4 minimum, needs a moratorium on debt
repas ents. Structural adjustment












year opened with the Gulf War and
ended with an attempted coup in
Moscow and the final overthrow of
Soviet Communism. The world scene
had altered fundamentally and today
1991 looks like the end of the beginning
of a new cra.

And at the heart of this change is a
process which everyone around the world
has a name for. The French call it mondi-
alization, the Germans, ¢lobalisierung;
while in Latin America it’s known as
globalizacion. We call it ‘globalisation’,
and it is leading to declining national
sovereignty, weaker states, and trickicr
domestic politics. Aided and abetted by
the information revolution, this process
of change is disturbingly rapid. As
Kcating points out: ‘the edition of the
Macquarie Dictionary published in the
year I became prime minister, doesn’t
have an entry for the word “internet”’.

If there is an overarching idea in
Engagement, itis trying to find a positive,
optimistic take on the globalisation
process. According to the sociologist
Anthony Giddens, ‘the battleground of
the twenty-first century will pit
fundamentalism against cosmopolitan
tolerance’. Not surprisingly, Keating
comes down on the side of ‘cosmopolitan
tolerance’: ‘1 think globalisation is a good
and exciting development,” he told
Eurcka Street. ‘It has helped transform
Australia for the better, and it has helped
transform Asia for the better as well’

But isn’t this the same man many sce
as egregiously misguided over the issuc
of East Timor?

The agony of East Timor has not
reflected well on any Australian govern-
ment since 1975, Keating’s included. But
then, it was probably never going to.
Rcalpolitik dictated the terms of our
engagement with this particular part of
Asia. And for continuing this tradition
Keating is unapologetic.

In Engagement he notes, for example,
that ‘howcever unattractive or dissem-
bling it seems to the human rights
absolutists, relations between govern-
ments involve other interests and often
require messy, complex and incomplete
trade-offs. Governments have no alter-
native but to pick a careful path among
very different, and sometimes contend-
ing, issucs and to try to remain true to
national interests and national ethics
while doing it’.
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Referring to East Timor specifically,
Keating told his audience at last year’s
NSW State Labor conference: ‘When
Suharto used to say under pressure “No”
to me and “No” to Hawke, what did
people want us to do? Invade the place?
You sce, common sense dictates ... there
must be a balance between realism and
moralism.’

Despite the criticism he often draws
for them, Keating’s views on East Timor
are at least based on defensible strategic
arguments. John Button records in his
memoirs that when he went to see Gough
Whitlam about the plight of Australia’s
East Timorese refugee community in
the dying days of 1975, he¢ was told by
the great man, ‘What are you worried
about them for, comrade? They're all
mulattos.’

A major criticism of Keating’s
diplomacy towards Indonesia rests on his
rclationship with Suharto. Though never
as fawning as it is caricaturcd, the
relationship was too close. In particular,
Keating’s desire to strengthen our military
ties with Suharto’s regime was deeply
flawed. But cven here the record is not
simply black and white. Keating considers
as one of his greatest foreign policy
achievements the creation of APEC. And,
as Engagement shows, Australia could
not have done it without the support of
Suharto’s Indonesia.

For human rights absolutists, Keating's
passion for APEC has an interesting
source: ‘T had a Japanese prime minister
ask me what the leaders in China were
like; he asked me for a sketch of their
personalities, becausc he hadn’t met
them. And then a prominent Japanese
person asked me, “Do you think they’ll
attack us, the Chinese?””’

Given the history of these two nations
it was a worrying thing for Keating to
hear. ‘Now, of course, they know one
another quite well [and] as a consequence
there’s a whole level of trust that didn’t
formerly exist.” Not surprisingly, Keating
maintains strong ambitions for the
institution. ‘APEC’s destiny is to be a
strategic body,” he says.

This gets to the heart of Engagement's
second main theme: in a globalised world,
lcadership matters more than ever.
Kcating, for example, committed a lot of
prime ministerial time to setting up the
APEC Leader’s Mecting in Scattle during
1994, And once it happened, the mecting
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‘had all the  >wer arraigned at the table;
you had the knees undcr the table: the
Presi nt of the United States’ knees, not
the Secretary of State’s knees, not the
foreign minister of China but the
President of China. And once it was
decided that certain things would happen
[they would get done].’

Besides his belief in principled realism
and strong leadcrship, a lot of Keating’s
ideas on forcign policy come from an
instinctive curiosity about the world and
its pcople. ‘Ido really enjoy Asia, you sce
Ilike 1e diversity of Asia. This gets back
to whether you feel happicr in a mono-
culture. John Howard does, I don’t. People
from other cultures are just inherently
interesting, its as simple as that.” And you
can sce this when you ask him about areas
of forcign policy that are not normally
associated with his term in office.

On the South Pacific Forum: ‘I think
it’s very important for the Australian
Prime Minister to go because we're the
ones with the bag of money ... So
I attended every South Pacific Forum—
my snccessor doesn’t. 1 did, because
Ithi; it’s important.’

On nuclear weapons: ‘They’re indis-
crimmate, they're nasty, they leave long-
term cffects and, of course, while ever we
have them we’ll have more proliferation
of them. So let’s understand that we've
come to a fork in the road and we should
make a decision about them.’

On India: ‘It is absurd for those
countries and people who run the main
comi rce of the world to try to ignore or

marginalise a billion pcople, with
all the creativity that’s there ...’

OR A LARGE PART of his prime minister-
ship, Keating tracked the 50th anniver-
sary of key events from World War 11.

In 1992, while laying a wreath at the
monument to Victoria Cross winnecr,
Privatc Bruce Kingsbury, in the town
squarc of Kokoda, Keating, who consid-
ered himse to be on ‘hallowed ground’,
broke with convention. ‘I thought that
placine a wreath was too formal and

unfe  aga gesture’, he writes in Engage-
ment, ‘[so]  bent down and kissed the
base  the memorial so all would know
he w  not forgotten. Not him nor his

mates’. He did this, he says, because our
commemorations of war were becoming
‘too lise It would be a hard gesture
to fake.



Keating took this side of being prime
minister very scriously. ‘I think the
spirituality of the country is in a very
large measure within the prime minister’s
carc—and by spirituality T don’t mcan
religious spirituality—Dbut T mean mat-
ters of the heart and soul, matters that
go to the national character, matters that
affcct what it means to be an Australian’.

He is, of course, talking to a large
extent about the issue of an apology to
the Stolen Generation. If Howard simply
repeated Keating’s Redfern speech word
for word a great logjam at the heart of
Australia’s body politic would be swept
away.

A few years later Keating was back in
Papua New Guinea for a scrics of official
functions, including being made a
paramount chief of Kokoda’s Oro people,
an appointment not without political
risks.

As Kcating cxplains in Engagement:
"Head-dresses arce the bane of politicians’
lives. It is very difficult to look dignified
while wearing part of another culturc on
your head. And the news that the ceremony
would taker place at the top of a rickety
bamboo platform and would involve the
feathers of the hornbill, an endangered
species, did not reassurc my staff.’

But Keating threw himself into the
ceremony. ‘It was such a high honour that
to refuse it for cosmetic reasons
I thought, if not an affront, would be
pretey sad,” he told Eureka Street. “They
hosted the battle for Australia and many
were killed ... they were acknowledging
that “you’re one of us” and you can’t
really say “well, no I'm not” .’

And this is the same man who an hour
after we finish talking will add to his
alrcady bulging clipping files in the news
libraries of the nation because of another,
very different, spontaneous act. The same
man so rcnowned for his sartorial
clegance that his lack of a tie will be
commented on. But also the same man
who once gracefully accepted the Oro
people’s invitation as the honour that it
was, and entered into the spirit of their
ritual with enthusiasm.

Brett Evans’ book, Labor Without Power,
will be published later this year by
UNSW Press.
Engagement: Australia Faces the Asia-Pacific,
Paul Kcating, Macmillan, 2000. 1ssn 0 7329
1019 6, rrp $40.

Rewarding experiments

LAST MONTH, the 2000 Eurcka Prizes were awarded in an occasion described
by the press release as ‘glittering’. Te wasn’t quite the Logies, but perhaps it was
a bit more dignificd. Among the winners were ScienceNOW!, the national
scicnee forum held cach year in Melbourne, and Science in the Pub, a monthly
cvent initiated in Sydney, and now spreading across Australia. Together they shared
the Industry, Science and Resources Eurcka Prize for the Promotion of Science.

The ScienceNOW! award actually went to the man who was the driving
force behind its establishment, lan Anderson, the former Australasian editor of
New Scientist. With the demisc of the annual congress of the Australian and
New Zealand Association for the Advancement of Science (ANZAAS)—the only
national cvent where science, the media and the general public shared common
ground—it became Anderson’s dream to cstablish a forum for presenting science
to a lay audience. He modelled his idcas on the very successful American
Association for the Advancement of Science conference, which has become the
largest generator of science stories in the world. And he had the inspired notion
of gathering the brightest young unknown researchers from all over Australia
to tell the tale of what they were doing to the gencral public and the media.

Scicnce in the Pub started literally as that—a couple of ABC scicence
communicators, Wilson da Silva and Paul Willis, talking over an alc, and
wondering whether they could encourage eminent rescearchers to solve the
world’s problems in the same way. Science in the Pub has become an institution
in Sydney and has been run in many other places, from Hobart to Narrabri; it is
also broadcast on ABC Radio.

But ncither of these events would have happened without the advent of
another organisation that began in Geelong nearly six years previously at one of
the last ANZAAS congresses—a group which calls itself ASC {Australian Science
Communicators). In fact, the key people who clothed the bones of Ian Anderson’s
dream were drawn from (and drawn together by) the Victorian chapter of ASC.
Likewisc, Science in the Pub began life as an activity of the NSW chapter.

In keeping with the times, ASC is a multimedia association, with members
from print, broadcasting, education and muscums, among other arcas. Science
in the Pub is a good example of the ASC’s diversity: a performance put on by
people grounded in the electronic media, but backed by scientists and other
communicators of all descriptions. It has its own wcbsite, and involves food
and drink and human beings—it is not just words on a page.

ScienceNOW! also involves people from many different arcas of science
and science promotions. lan Anderson’s role was to harness thesce ditferent forces
and then interest the science establishment and the Victorian Government in
their potential.

Tan Anderson died in March. But his memory will live on as a result of the
Eurcka Prize. At the awards ceremony, his wife Robin announced that, in keeping
with his wishes, she will use the prize money to launch a memorial trust in hie
namec to bring an ecminent forcign science journalist to Australia cach ycar.

Tim Thwaites is on the organising committee of ScienceNOW! and has been
involved in the odd Science in the Pub.
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FAancicntr (CAnDoenoasZTmENT— D

Eureka Street reports on the background to Zimbabwe’s ¢ d battles, on rites
of passage in Cambodia, and on fallout from the strife on Bu 1a’s borders.

Credit where it’s due

ucH of THE focus during the
Zimbabwe crisis has been on President
Mugabc.

But we should also scrutinise the
Structural Adjustiment Programme, spon-
sored by the International Monetary Fund
{IMF) and the World Bank, and adopted
by the Zimbabwean Government in
1990. The Programme’'s policies—partic-
ularly the withdrawal of food subsidics,
deregulation of the exchange rate and
increased cducation and health fees—
have contributed to the present crisis.

The origins of the present-day poverty
lie in the Land Apportionment Act of
1930, passcd by the Rhodesian state. It
scgregated land on a racial basis and
granted whites—a mere five per cent of
the total population—access to the best
half of the country.

Africans were relegated to communal
arcas, 74 per cent of which were drought-
prone and subject to food deficits. Yet
they were required to support about 60
per cent of the African rural population.

To avoid mass famine and social
chaos, the Rhodesian state adopted a
cheap food policy and an industrialisation
strategy. Subsidised prices for maize,
becf, milk and other food items compen-
sated dispossessed African farmers and
lowly paid workers to some extent, while
the fixed exchange rate kept imports
affordable and sustained industrial growth.

Once clected in 1980, Mugabe's
ZANU-PF Government sought to
tackle the fundamental distortion
inherent in the land question. The 1979
Lancaster House Constitution, at Britain’s
insistence, crippled the state’s capacity
to address the inequity fully. Land
redistribution was restricted to market
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transactions the state could ill afford and
any expropriation of land had to be paid
for in foreign currency.

Yet despite the constraints, the
government managed to reduce white
minority ownership of the agricultural
land from 47 per cent in 1980 to about
36 per cent in 1990. Somc 52,000
families, actually from the poorest strata
of Zimbabwean society, were resettled on
about three million hectares. But this was
only 32 per cent of the target.

Most importantly, the government
maintained the cheap food policy, the
fixed exchange rate and the expanded
health and education services which
made life tolerable for the people during
the 1980s. The World Bank and the IMF
argued that food subsidics and the fixed
exchange rate resulted in low producer
prices and inhibited growth. Neverthe-
less, GDP growth averaged four per cent
between 1986 and 1990, exports grew
about nine per cent and some 28,000 ncw
jobs were being created cach year.

For a varicty of reasons, not least the
tying of World Bank and IMF credit to
policy changes as part of the Structural
Adjustment Programme, the govern-
ment, from the carly 1990s, removed the
food subsidi=s, floated the exchange rate
and increased education and health fees.
Under the weight of currency devalua-
tion, food inflation, unemployment and
droughts, average GDP growth between
1990 and 1995 slumped to 0.8 per cent
per year and job creation to a mere 9,500
new positions annually. Average real
wages fell by one third, some 50,000
people were retrenched, school enrol-
ments fell drastically and HIV/AIDS ar
crime rates shot up. The Hararc-based
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Central Statistical Office concluded in a
1998 report that since 1990 there had
been an ‘unambiguous’ 23 per cent
increase in noverty, atfecting 60 per cent
of the popr  tion—35 per cent of whom
did not have enough to cat.

The gulf between the rich and poor
widened. Meaningful land reform ground
to a lt: in fact, the whole philosophy
of land redistribution altered. The World
Bank and th» Commercial Farmers Union
both gue that land in the 1980s was
given to those least able to utilise it and
that the exigencies of increased produc-
tion, employment and exports meant
sclection would have to favour those with
capital. The very samc argument was
used by the government to justify the
alloration of farms to members of
ZADM -PFin the carly 1990s.

Meanwhile, most of the seven million
trapped within prevailing land structures
failed to meet their food requirements let
alone share in the export-led growth
hailed by the World Bank and the IMF as
their salvation. As they were no longer
cush ned by food subsidics or affordable
health and education scrvices and were
facii  grim employment prospects,
access to fresh land became a matter of
absolute survival. The impoverishment
of Z 1babweans, undcr the Structural
Adjustment Programme, became the
secdhed for extremist war vetcerans, squat-
ters,  sperate politicians and their thugs.

T  mistake that President Mugabe
made was to adopt the policices of the IMF
and World Bank before resolving the land
question.

The Programme dismantled the
mecasures of economic protection—
employment and cheap food—that the















IVER SKIPPERS WHO TRAVELLED the Murray River during the late
19th and early 20th centuries were contemptuous of farmers who
thought the Murray started in a 1o0le "1st ¢ ove their property and
ended at the most immediate downstream ber 1.

The skippers’ knowledge of great stretches of the river
was unusual—not many people have had such an
intimate knowledge of the whole of the Murray’s 2570
km length. Most settler Australians have known the
river only through its specific moments and qualities,
or through encounters with particular specices of tlora
and fauna. But often these specifies have offered them
columns of light into the emotional, ecological and
historical depths of the Murray.

Scttler Australians have been parcicularly
attached to Murray cod. Thesce fish have been the focus
of many of their memories and stories. They have been
the source of metaphors and experiences by which
individuals were able to think themsclves into the
life of the river.

These attachments arc now threatened by the
demisce of once-abundant Murray cod populations.

During the 1940s and 1950s, vast numbers of
Murray cod were caught by protessional and amateur
fishermen. In the first week of the 1953 open season
on Murray cod, professional fishermen sent six tons
of fish from Mildura to Melbourne markets. In August
1997, the NSW Fisheries Oftice of Conservation and
the Co-operative Research Centre for Freshwater
Ecology released the results of a two-year survey of
NSW rivers. The survey team used the most efficient
types of fishing gear but did not, in two years of
sampling 20 randomly chosen sites along the Murray
River, catch a single Murray cod.

It is now known that the health of Murray cod
populations is an indicator of widespread ccological
change. The river has been in severe decline since the
end of World War 11, largely because of its regulation
by a series of locks, weirs and dams. Pollution, over-
fishing and irrigation and urban development have
also played a significant part. But while concern is
regularly raised about the deterioration of the
Murray’s water quality and biodiversity—we know
the whole basin is in deep strifc—the broader cultural
conscquences of this decline are rarely considered.

In the past it was gencrally aceepted that the
exploitation and development of the river would exact
environmental costs, but those responsible also
believed that river regulation and irrigation would
create a new river basin so bountiful in agricultural,
horticultural and viticultural products that the history
of the old, unregulated river would soon be forgotten.
The ‘development’ narrative has long dominated
scttler-Australian perceptions of the Murray; it has
encouraged scttlers to think of themsclves as
conquerors of lund and water. But in fact river

regulation and ‘development’ has not provided the
unlimited rewards it promiscd. Salinity now threatens
to destroy the last vestiges of the river’s past by
poisoning places and specics and destroying much of
the Murray’s symbolic significance.

The decline in Murray cod has closed off many
of the old pathways into the ccological and human
history of the river. The presence of the cod made
people feel that they also belonged to the river. It
helped establish their sense of moral obligation
towards it, allowing them to feel that they had access
to the river’s ancient secrets.

Individuals who spent hours scarching the river’s
surface for signs of unscen lives often forged strong
relationships with places and species. These people’s
knowledge of the river and skill as hunters often
contributed to their sense of stewardship and
belonging, however the Murray’s diminishing bio-
diversity now means that these ways of establishing
a connection to the river are no longer sustainable.

The ambivalent stories of care and cxploitation
told by settler-Australian fishermen tell us a lot about
the inter-relationships of ccologies, geographies, and
histories. Often the memorics of hunters offer more
complex hope and understanding—-certainly more
than the rhetoric of irrigationists, who continue to
sce the river only as a water-delivery system and drain,
or the environmentalists, who think that the decline
of the river only reveals destruction,

The fishermen’s memories of the Murray are a
source of more hope because, unlike many who
casually reap the rewards of the river’s regulation, the
fishermen were witnesses: the death of cach fish was

the price of their desire to make the river
part of their lives.

MURRAY coD EVOLVED for a river that had ceased

to exist by about 1966. In that year, A. Dunbavin
Butcher of the Victorian Department of Fisheries and
Wildlife reflected on how ‘relatively few of the natural
characteristics of the uncontrolled river system
remained’. This fact did not curtail fishermen’s
drecams of catching onc big Murray cod whosc age-
span could parallel their own lives and soothe doubts
about the overall health of native fish.

Post-war fishermen were connected by ephemeral
and cclectic memories to an older, pre-regulation river,
residually preserved in the present by Murray cod. A
mature fish may have been spawned around the same
time as its captor was born, although popular and
scientific knowledge of the river from which Murray
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‘Some fishermen
believe that skin
taken from behind
the gills reveals a
detailed picture of
the part of the river
where the fish was
caught. A slight
variation on this
story suggoests that

the tree-like

markings on the

cod’s swim bladder
were an image ot the

lish’s birthplace.”
Photographs, lett:

the AMurray cod and

its skin map.
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Bub’s second gift is his stories. When he tells a
tale he turns to long-dead people, and by changing
the tone of his voice, puts words into their dry mouths.
His sentences are filled with ‘bloody hell!” and ‘oh
Jesus!”, but said with an incredulous wonder that
softens the edges of harsh words. Some of his best
stories are about Murray cod.

As a child, Bub and his brother Ray spent most
of their Christmas holidays camping at a place known
to them as ‘Tea Trecs’. They’d cut saplings to make a
crude frame and then cloak the frame with wattle-trec
branches. We used to love being there ... I love the
bush. Most weekends the brothers spent fishing.

In 1995, Bub’s brother Ray, who had moved to
Queensland, was admitted to hospital just before they
were to leave on a fishing trip to the Darling River.
Doctors found a lump as big as an orange behind his
heart. Ray decided he did not want to be kept alive on
amachine. They'd find a way out of it, said Bub. Ray
died soon afterwards. On the wall of the Sebastians’
kitchen is a talismanic photograph of Ray and Bub
holding four of the 270 1b of fish they caught on a trip
to the Darling River in the early 1960s.

In 1998, I wrote a series of vignettes about
people’s relationships with the river. One of them was
loosely based on stories told to me by Bub.

Each Murray cod has a map of its birthplace inscribed
upon its skin. Our father told us this. He worked on
the dam and on weckends taught us to love the bush.
The skin map was hidden within the cod so the desire
to find its home cost the fish its life.

My brother and I caught cod in a drum net. Water
fell away from the mesh of the net as we pulled it
from the river. We brought the cod into our world
and madec it part of the love we sharcd between
ourselves. My brother killed and cleaned the fish then
held its skin map to the sun and searched for his own
likeness amongst the red-gum snags and deep river holes.

Years later, after my brother had died and only my
grief travelled with me into the bush, I returned to
our fishing place and saw him again. He was big as a
wheat bag and moving through the water with the
grace of a warm brecze.

For Bub Sebastian, and those like him who have
spent a great part of their lives involved with the river,
Murray cod are characters woven into memories and
lifc stories. They are repositories of meaning, at once
symbolic of profound social and ecological change,
but also deeply rooted in specific times and places.
Murray cod are tokens of a way of life. People have
fished for them because the act of catching them
partially defines who they are and the lives they
remember.

The stories Bub tells about fish are complicated
because they blend exploitation and care, regret and
satisfaction. Bub loves Murray cod, thinks there is no
fish to compare with it for sweet flavour. For 30 years
he went on an annual fishing trip with friends along

the Murray or Darling Rivers. He looks back on these
trips with a mixture of pleasure and remorse. We
wouldn’t even bring yellowbelly home. We were too
bloody proud, we only wanted cod ... Now I get crook
on myself ... because no stream could stand the
amount of fish [we took] ... We only had lines and
rods and we caught them legally, but we came back
to Wodonga with a quarter of a ton of cod. We had
the boat full, we had the back of the utility full of
bloody cod ... it was unlimited.
Bub knows Murray cod are no longer unlimited.
In 1995, John Kochn, Australia’s leading expert on
freshwater cod, told The Age newspaper that saving
‘Murray cod goes way beyond conservation. It's part
of our culture.” But the trouble scientists like Koehn
face is, as he puts it, that ‘we don’t know anything
about this beast that we're trying to save ... There’s
obviously something wrong, they’re going down the
tube faster than anything else. They’re not going to
last the next 200 years unless something

drastic is done.’

EFFORTS ARE BEING MADE. NSW authorities have
phased out commercial fishing for Murray cod and
are trying to improve their habitat by leaving snags
in the river. In South Australia, commercial fisher-
men still fish for Murray cod and a bitter debate is
currently raging at public meetings and on the letters
pages of local newspapers about their right to do so.
Some professional fishermen argue that they, like the
fish they catch, are part of the river’s heritage.
Scientific data collected from NSW would suggest that
professionals’ use of gill and drum nets allows them
to target remnant populations of Murray cod. The
decline of Murray cod raises difficult decisions about
the sort of river that settler Australians want to live
with. How can we foster deep relationships with the
river while keeping its fish alive?

John Davis, onc¢ of Australia’s pre-eminent
sculptors, died recently. John grew up near the Murray
and considered Murray cod to be a ghost of his own
past. He talked of the river and the adjacent mallee as
being his country, and gained deep satisfaction when
he was able to collaborate with Koori artists who
painted their own stories on Murray cod he’d made
from bitumen, eucalyptus twigs and calico. He said
it was good to celebrate with other people who
claimed the Murray cod as central to their culture
and their country.

It's time that more settler Australians started
valuing these sorts of connections. We need to start
telling stories about the difficult and ambivalent
relationships we have with particular species, and
acknowledge the ways that their lives interconnect
with our own and bind us to a deep past.

Paul Sinclair is a Research Fellow at the Australian

Centre, University of Melbourne, and is based at the
Bookimark Biosphcere Reserve, South Australia.
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Review Fecav

JAELIN L XIUZININDIN

Sccial capital and weltare re.orn

What builds one, what drives the other!

I,

« medCONOMIC REFORM,’ Prime Minister
John Howard told the Liberal Party National
Convention in April, ‘is about achieving
social goals.” In a second speech on the
same occasion he explained, ‘If economic
reform doesn’t deliver benefits for people,
then it’s not worth embracing.” The
Convention was then described by the Prime
Minister, in a third address, as having its
‘focus very heavily onsocial policy’. Further,
Mr Howard twice rejected the ‘rather naive
notion that if you had an unrestrained
marketapproach to everything, that through
some kind of miracle of trickle down
cconomics every problem would be solved’.

The days of the big dry are apparently
over. Social policy is on the government’s
agenda. But can fruitful social policy be
achieved without a change of social heart?
The move to welfare reform provides a case
in point.

*

On 29 Scptember 1999, Senator Jocelyn
Newman, Minister for Family and
Comnunity Services, delivered a major
speech on the future of welfare policy in
Australia. Modernising the welfare system,
she declared, was now a ‘first order issue’
for the Howard Government. A month later,
precisely, Senator Newman announced the
membership of ahigh-level Reference Group
commissioned to draft the Green Paper on
welfare reform.

The group of seven was broadly based
idcologically, if Sydney-centric, but it was
bound by terms of reference which included
‘adopting the reform principles established
by the Government’ and giving ‘particular
consideration’ to ‘the broader application
of Mutual Obligation’. The group was also
constrained by the requirement tocirculate
an interim report carly in the New Year and
to submit their final draft by 30 June 2000.
The tight timelines were necessary, it has
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been said, to allow the Department room to
prepare its bids for the 2001-2002 budget.

With great dispatch, after considering
over 360 submissions, the Reference Group
released its interim report, Participation
Support for a More Equitable Society, on 28
March 2000. The report proposes not just
modifications to the welfare system, but
genuine reform, a 5-20-ycar plan aimed at
rebuilding nctworks in socicty so that
participation in the economy and socicty is
available to all. In a nutshell, welfare as
income support is to be replaced by welfare
as participation support.

While applauding the direction taken in
the interim report, the welfare sector is
sceptical about the lack of detail and
suspicious of how the vision splendid might
be implemented. The Australian Council
of Social Service’s response, ‘Renewing
Welfare’, expresses many of the sector’s
concerns. ACOSS argues first and foremost
that ade 1atc financial support remains
essential tor participation in society and
economy.

The welfare sector is also concerned
that the principle of mutual obligation will
be applied morc cocrcively to welfare
recipients than it will be to businesses and
governments when they fail their social
obligations to maintain scrvices, training
and employment in areas of nced. Many
other concerns are detailed, and the sector
cannot help but point to the gap between
the current realities of welfare practice and
the idcal models proposed in the interim
report’s case studies. Furthermore, the
interim report does little to specify levels of
investment and service delivery.

Policy often has to be made on the run,
details may have to come later, and this
government may not get another chance at
welfare reform. The pressure to complete
such a major project by 30 June is nonethe-
less unfortunate. The government has to find

June 2000

room r attention to at lcast some of the
detail. It also needs to be clear about the
driverstoreform. Are they economic orsocial?

*

The two key drivers to reform had been
identified in a departmental briefing paper
as ‘welfare dependency’ and increased
spending on welfare. As the formidable
appendices to the interim report show,
spending on welfare in Australia has
quadrupled in the past 30 years. Statistics
can be selective, however, for spending on
welfare over that period has, according to
ACOSS President Michacl Raper, increased
merely from 6.0 per cent to 6.5 per cent of
GDP. What is uncontested is that the gap
between the ‘job rich’ and the job poor’
continues to widen, poverty continues to
become more entrenched, and social
exclusion increasingly appcars endemic.

T concernabout ‘welfare dependency’
is double-edged. True, there arc increasing
numbers of Australians who are spending
longer periods of their life in receipt of
welfe  support, but ‘welfare dependency’
can be a value-laden term implying that
recip 1ts have become dependent on
welfare, as if welfare were an addiction.
Rece:  research indicates that there is no
such thing as transgeneration. weclfare
dependency, and it is significant that the
inter:  report talks about ‘growine reliance’
rather than ‘welfared  zndency’ fact, as
noted in Appendix 3 of the report, ‘most
social sccurity recipients are not economic-
allya  socially inactive’. The v ort thus
recognises that problems may lie more in
the system than in the people who use the
system.

*

What remains relatively unscrutinised is
the interim report’s assumption that social
participation can be achieved by changing






for good socicty then we have implicitideas
of the good. Thus, ‘social capital theory and
practice are closely linked to the arena of
ethics’. They point to nco-liberalism’s
neglect of morality and to the opposition
between social capital and ‘the type of
abstract individualisin that has informed
most of our culture in the modern epoch’.
Latham likewise sees investment in values
education as a key to the generation of
future social capital. Researchers Philip
Hughes, John Bellamy and Alan Black find
that education is ‘the strongest factor
relating to trust’ and stress the importance
of moral thinking and values training.

*

But what values? Individual values or
community values? Mr Howard reminded
the recent Liberal Party Convention that
his party is the trustee of both the liberal
and the conscrvative traditions in politics:
one stands for ‘the values and virtues of
individual liberty’ and the other for ‘the
bedrock institutions of our community’.
The balancingactis adimirable but difficult.
Where the individual reigns supreme,
socicty is likely to suffer. For some, like
Margarct Thatcher, ‘there is no such thing
as society, only individuals’.

Thatcher’s mentor, directly or indirectly,
was surely John Stuart Mill. “The object of
this Essay is to assert one very simple
principle,” wrote Mill in On Liberty, ‘as
entitled to govern absolutely the dealings
of socicty with the individual ...” His
conclusion, though not without nuance:
‘the individual is sovereign’. The British
libertarian tradition and its values have
influenced much neo-liberal policy,
peculiarly in the United Kingdom and its
former colonics. Economic rationalism has
flourished, after all, particularly in Britain,
America, New Zcaland, Canada and
Australia. Only in these countrics have
policy issues been primarily economic and
sccondarily social. Scandinavian and
Catholic European nations have devel-
oped modcels of welfare that rest much
more on a collecrive social and moral
sense (see Gosta sping-Anderson, The
Three Worlds of Welfare Capitalism). Does
Australian social policy need to reconsider
its roots?

The myth of Australian egalitarianism
and mateship remains a myth. The prag-
matism of looking after number one has
overtaken the irrationality of looking after
others. Geert Hofstede’s Culrures and
Organisation thus rcports that Australia
now ranks second only to the United States
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as a nation of individualists. Social policy
reform nceds to attend to reversing this
trend.

Local community groups and not-for-
profit service providers can make a major
contribution. MacKillop Family Services
has made ‘Building Community’ a primary
focus for all its work with families at the
edge of society. Resources are thin, however,
and most services arc underfunded.
Organisations like MacKillop face a
dilemma: how much of their resources
should be devoted to meeting immediate
individual need, and how much should go
towards strengthening the wider com-
munity and social fabric, ultimately
working towards the elimination of poverty
and disadvantage?

*

Economic pressures andsocial changes have
led to the transformation, if not disman-
tling, of Australia’s health, education and
welfare. The bulk of the electorate may be

financially better off, but there are many in
our society who are much worse off. Equally
seriously, the social fabric has suffered.
Mr B  ard observed at the recent Liberal
Party Conv tion that government has ‘a
limited but strategic role in our community’.
This role includes not just creating new
structures in early intervention, cducation,
and social participation support, as recom-
mended in the interim report. It also
dem: s offcring leadership in the valucs
that puild up community. The cool
reasonableness that marks the government’s
defence of its policies on reconciliation and
refug  will not suffice. There is such a
thing  ‘society’, and the intangibles of the
interconnectedness of the human
community must bce acknowledged and
strengthened if reform of social policy is to

bear  ting fruit.
John onner is Co-ordinator of Mission
and  cial  >licy at Ma  illop Family

Services in Melbourne.

\CHKIS IVICATILLIVUN

Witness for the
prosecu ion

N PENTECOST SUNDAY in 1998, a group
of gay and lesbian Catholics and their
supporters donned rainbow sashes (a symbol
of unity in diversity) and presented
themsclves for Holy Communion before
Archbishop George Pell in Melbourne’s
St Patrick’s Cathedral. Pell refused the
members of the group the eucharist, offered
them a blessing instead, but also rebuked
themn for orchestrating such an obvious
challenge to church teaching and
ecclesiastical authority.

Many in the congregation applauded his
response. To Father Ted Kennedy, parish
priest of Sydney’s inner suburb of Redfern,
however, Pell’s response to the group was
insensitive, un-Christian, and a sign of how
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far the church has departed trom the
essential message of the gospel. Many people
will agree with this judgment and praise
Kennedy’s courage for saying so in his book,
Who is Worthy!. Others will be outraged by
such a public criticism of a senior Catholic
cleric and question the sincerity of
Kennedy’s vocation as a priest and his
loyalty to the church. This is the sort of
book that draws battlelines; that is its
strength, but also its weakness.

K aedywouldlike thereader tobelieve
that the « urch’s trcatment of the
marginalised (specifically homosexuals and
Aborigines)  the measurce of its authen-
ticity. Fair enough, but how measured is his
trcatment of the issuc raised by Rainbow



Sash? The author fails, for instance, to
mention that soon after the incident in
St Patrick’s, a similar confrontation
occurred in St Christopher’s Cathedral,
Canberra. On that occasion, Bishop Patrick
Powecralso refused todispense the cucharist
to those wearing rainbow sashes—the
problem was not their unworthiness so
much as his fidelity to his office—but he
madc a point of welcoming the group into
his church, urged his congregation to do the
samce and acknowledged the pain the
church’s sexual teaching had caused so
many people for so long.

Two bishops, two quite different
responses, but cach of them a product of
onc and the same church.

By focusing on Archbishop Pcll’s
response to Rainbow Sash, Kennedy tells
only part of the story of this struggle for
inclusion and exaggerates the importance
of onc of its characters. It is true that Pell is
a powecrful influence in the church—well-
conncected in Rome, responsible for the
most populous diocesc in the country, and
possessing a force of personality none of his
fellow bishops can even begin to match.
Butitisalso true that George Pell is not the
Australian Catholic Church, that he is
widely disliked within the hicrarchy
(witness his staggering under-employment
by committces of the National Bishops
Conference) and that he wicelds less
influcnce even in Melbourne than many
pcople like to imagine. At onc point,
Kennedy makes the point that bully hishops
and parish pricsts appear in every generation
and ‘the memory of them seems to fade
with a finality proportionate to their penal
severities’. That would suggest that they
arebestignored. In time, who will remember
George Pell?, Kennedy asks, as if in
agrcement with this sentiment. But then
the author proceeds to contribute to the
Archbishop’s already inflated reputation
by making him virtually the sole witness in
his casc against the church.

Oncotherinitiative Bishop Power under-
took afterhis encounter with Rainbow Sash
was to set up an ongoing dialoguc with
representatives of the group. To my
knowledge, that dialogue has only fallen
silent on occasions when those clamouring
for inclusion have failed to take up its
lalbeit limited) invitation. There are
demands, including the demands of justice
and of the gospcel, but there are also agendas.
By not acknowledging and investigating
these, Kennedy over-simplifies what this
dispute is all about and how it might
eventually be resolved.

The author is on stronger ground when
he accuses the church of a gross injustice in
its trcatment of Aborigines. Here, after all,
he is drawing not only on the raw facts of
history but also on his own experience of 40
tough and gritty years in Aboriginal
ministry. But is Kennedy overlooking
something significant here as well? Tt is
true that the Australian church has produced
no Bartolomé de Las Casas (the bishop forced
outof Mexicoin 1547 when Spanish scttlers
tired of his thirst for indigenous justice) or
Samucl Ruiz Garcia (Bartolomé’s recent
successor who dodged the assassin’s bullet
several times in pursuit of the same causel.
But it has produced Ted Kennedy and many
other men and women (both clerical and
layl like him. Again, different pcople,

different responsces and all of them

products of the same church.
Hnw ARe rHESE differences to be

explained? How might they be reconciled?
Who is Worthy!? is a book of passion, not
analysis. It therefore has little to offer by
way of answer to the first question. Its
answer to the sccond is to suggest that
no-on¢ is worthy but that everyone has
worth. Thus, instead of acting as the
gatckeeper who protects God from
humanity by fostering a sense of sin in the
faithful and imposing legalisms on them

enforced by hard-hearted clerics, the church
should, Kennedy says, once again become
the vehicle through which men and women
encounter God. Include, don’t exclude.
Restore informed conscicence to its rightful
place as a guide to individual moral choice.

Again, that is fair c¢nough, indced
overdue and well worth striving for. But
what does it mcan for those people who
applauded Archbishop Pell’s response to
Rainbow Sash? What about those conser-
vative Catholics who have been
instrumental in the recent suppression of
the Third Rite of Reconciliation? Is it time
to take to the barricades in defence of the
church’s integrity or time to recognise—
and cclebrate—the pluralism that alrcady
exists in the church and, in practice, is the
way most Catholics accommodate
themselves to its contradictions and
imperfections?

Nothing is achieved by ignoring these
questions and, in provoking them, Kennedy
has done the church a considerable service.
But Who is Worthy! is less the voice of
prophecy then of the partisanship that calls
the prophets forward.

Chris McGillion is a religious affairs
columnist with the Sydney Morning Herald.
He teachesin the School of Communication
at Charles Sturt University.
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AL VY KIGTTE

Jesus in context

AULA FREDRIKSEN 18 probably best known
for her contribution to the documentary,
‘From Jesus to Christ, the First Christians’,
aired carlier this year. However, her latest
book, Jesus of Nazareth, King of the Jews, is
an interesting departure from the current
contributions to the historical Jesus debate.

I read Jesus of Nazareth, King of the
Jews during Lent. The timing was not
intentional and the content a little more
detailed than the usual Lenten study, but
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the outcome has been a challenging reflec-
tion on the life and death of Jesus.
Fredriksen draws on a varicty of sources
as a ‘standard of judgement and an inter-
pretive criterion’ in order that the conflict
and confluence of the Gospels may be
addressed. Drawing on all four evangelists,
the letters of Paul, early Jewish sources
such as the Dead Sca Scrolls and rabbinic
writings, as well as the works of the first-
century Jewish historian Josephus, she
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his surroundings. A compass coursc is a
hypothesis. It has length, but no width. It
can’t be seen or felt (though once, perhaps,
we couldfeel it, as the rainbow troutappears
to). Tt cannot even be steered ... The real
track of the boat through the seaisa weaving
zigzag path whose innumerable deviations
define the idealized pencil line of the course
asitappears on the chart. Steering a compass
course, by machine or hand, it is by
indirection that once finds direction out.

So the helmsman looked away from the
sca, wedding himself instead to a geo-
metrical abstraction that had no tangible
reality in nature. Posscssion of a compass
soon rendered obsolete a great body of
inherited, instinctual knowledge, and
rendered the sca itsclf—in fair weather, at
least—as a void, an empty space to be
traversed by a numbered rhumb line.

Too little has been made of this critical
moment in the history of navigation.
Because the compass has been with us for
a thousand ycars, we've lost sight of the
mental revolution it caused. The figure of
the helmsman, his cyes glued to the tilting
card in its bowl, turning the spokes of the
wheel to keep the assigned number on
target against the lubberline, is an early
avatar of modcern man. The compass has
turncd him into a steering machine ...

[Boas] was an arresting anthropological
specimen in his own right: short, wiry,
with black eyes, black hair, an aquiline
nose, and a bushy black moustache. His
face was deeply incised with duelling scars,
from his student days in Heidelberg {that
must have interested the Indians). His
personality was forbidding. He had an
ascetic relish for physical hardship; detested
frivolity in any form, but cspecially light
opera; and his grim prose style reflects a
mind of such flinty seriousness that one
quails at mceting it on the page. The man
was a research engine. Not a glimmer of
warmth shows in his writing, which reveres
the cold fact to a degree rarely scen since
Mr Gradgrind made Sissy Jupe define a
horse.

What can the Indians have made of him?
He looms craggily over the field of North-
west cthnology, with his dictionaries and
grammars, his collections of native myths
and stories, his relentless tabulation of
motifs in Indian art and oral literature.
Somewhere there must be Kwakiutl or
Tsimshian stories of Franz Boas—Scarfacc,
with fountain penand ledger, meatgrinding
their whole worldinto volume upon volume
of the Columbia University Contributions
to Anthropology.
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"The compass has turned him into a
steering machine’, “The man was arescarch
engine’: over 130 pages separate the
passages, but the metaphors collude
instructively. For Raban is cxercised,
commonly and sometimes obsessively, by
the question of human liberty and its
relation to human drivenness. One
formidable ghost in much of his book is
that of George Vancouver, investigating
navigator of those parts, of whom Raban
says:

His meltdowns werce triggered by the
slightest affront to his authority. An
unpunctual rendezvous, smoke from a
bonfire set by natives, a flicker of
insubordination from a midshipman,
a mention of Menzies’ accursed
gquarterdeck grecnhouse—and
Vancouver would explode,

scalding everyone around him
with the lava flow of his rage. Yet
when it came to the tedious and
frustrating business of nautical
astronomy, an ccric calm came over
him ... So quick to blaze up at any
man-made impediment to his will,
Gceorge Vancouver was benignly tolerant
of the vagaries of the weather
and the stars.

ABAN DEVOTES PAGES to Vancouver in
his own right, and in his dcalings with his
crew and with the Indians. I sense that he
does this in part because, as he says when
making his bow to Barry Lopez and other
Northwest nature writers and taking his
departurce from them, ‘Lopez was too good
for me. Perhaps I was disqualified from
following him because I had led a morally
inconsistent life. Turner’s whirling abyss
scemed to me a true picture of reality as
I generally experienced it; Lopez’s version
of it struck me as improbably tidy and
benign.” Homer’s word for ‘the sea’ is,
simply, ‘the salt’, a very un-conceding
designation, and Raban’s attention both to
the great physical bath in which we are all
moored and to life’s ‘sea’ is commonly of
the salt, salty. He has an ample lyricism,
but it is always in part that of the blues.

He is far from alone there, of course, but
what is perhaps rarer is that it should go
with a certain lavishness of spirit. From
almost the first of his writings to the present
book, Raban has been the sort of chronicler
and reflecter who prompts the reader to

June 2000

wonder whether he has come across certain
other writers, and what he would make of
them. Passc  to Juneau ca d two of that
band H my mind. One, much given to
cbullient sternness, is Sebastian Brant,
whose The Ship of Fools, first published in
Bascl in 1494, neatly following Columbus’
run to a new world, made an immediate
splash. Things went quiet for Brant for a
couple of hundred ycars, but cven
including those, there has been a new
ed onof the book, onaverage, cvery six
yearssince it appeared. His Ship isladen
cxclusively with the morally dysfunc-
tional, which of itsclf guaranteed a
supply of appropriate viewers. Brant's
more than a hundred versified
chapters rattle through a great range

of ways to blunder, some of them
(like “Of Jabbering in the Choir’)
now of less pressing concern,

and some ke ‘Marrying for
Money’} as up to date as one might
fear.
The Ship of Fools gave its title to a
novel by Katherine Anne Porter, a
¢ crless work enough; but, at least in
acouple of modern translations, it wears
its own rue with considerable flair—
something which isnotably the casc with
Pas<age to Juneau. Musing discontentedly
on : ska, the richest state in America,
Rab: ensesakinship with that territory—
‘Ttanswered to the thick streak of nomadism
in my own makeup. It mirrored all my
slovenliness, my taste for the temporary
andt  makeshift, my weakness for crazes,
discarded almost as soon as embarked on.
Were [ cver called on to construct and
popu ¢ an American state, it would look
a lot like Alaska’—but hc finishes his
sentence with the words, ‘and I wouldn’t care
tolive there’. If this has a customary human
ration of misgiving about the self, it also
has a saving touch—the salt again—of wit.
T other writer who comes to mind is
the ’th-century Jesuit polymath
Athanasius Kircher, whose subject might
be sa.  :0be The Lot. Kircher was avid for,
in particular, the arcane and the mysterious,
but his appetite for the factual—and for its
construals—seems to have been insatiable:
he was an  yclopedist’s encyclopedist.
He was also richly ingenious—as when, for
instance, in his Noah's Ark, dedicated to
the 1 year-old Charles 1T of Spain, and
handsomely illustrated with woodcuts, he
assig the planet’s mcnagerie in




appropriate order (hospitable to unicorn
and mermaid, though hedging his bets about
the gryphon), without neglecting provision
for a year’s supply of food, and for
excrement sluiced into the bilge and sealed
off with tar.

Raban, partly sceptical in temper, would
cock an appropriately ironic eye at this
performance: but he would, I think, salute
the ranginess of it all, most of all because
ocean is the clement. He might, in fact,
offer Kircher, in return, a passage like this:

A tcaspoonful of Puget Sound water yielded
a whole world of Hollywood monsters:
copepods; rotifers; flagellates, their whips
flailing on the glass. Each time I dipped the
slide in the bucket, the cast changed: new
wrigglics waved spiky antennae, inflated
their balloon-like luminescent torsos,
flexed their cilia, flapped rubbery watery
wings, or gazed up at me with vacantsoceer-
ball cyes. They put me in mind of
Hieronymus Bosch. Imported to Venice
from Holland by some doge, Bosch was so
impressed by the scampi from the Venetian
lagoon that his painted Purgatory (in a
triptych in the Doge’s Palace) is adminis-
tered by an officious burcaucracy of giant
prawns. If plankton were a little bigger,
they would figure ineveryone’sbad dreams.

The phytoplankton—diatoms, spores of
green algac—provide food for the
shrimp-and jellyfish-like zooplankton.
Zooplankton arc food for fish. Fish are ... It
takes only two or three links in the food
chain to arrive at the killer whales, sca
lions, bald eagles, black bears. At the bottom
of the whole animal hierarchy lay the
ceaseless tumbling of the water in the basin,
as it answered to the drag of the moon.

Kircher, who addressed the matter of
the Tower of Babel, was of the view that it
would have been logistically and
economically impossible, and also that, had
it been brought off, it would have had the
effect of pulling the very earth from its
place in the centre of the universe, to the
ruin of the cosmos. Raban is untroubled by
just that prospect, but he shares plenty of
imaginative territory with the earlier writer.
Unlike Kircher, he maynothave had himself
lowered into the crater of a Vesuvius
threatening to erupt, but his seas are
convulsive enough—the bright one off Puget
Sound, and the dark one whose sounds we
all know.

Peter Steele sj has a Personal Chair at the
University of Melbourne.

The Atheist’s Comedy

Variety’s the life of spice words say
Stumbling from the oracle of dreams

Once more misled by sound’s confused decay.
This rocky hinterland has only streams

Of consciousness, The Boyg of Underuse
Leads firelit dancers on his gamepath haunt;
‘Ah, ¢’est Le Radeau (vrai) de La Méduse’,
Our education’s boast become a taunt.

And that’s the lolloping of Heaven’s hounds;
Their hot breath stinks of childhood’s aniseed,

They hunt used condoms in your Prep School grounds—

Ridiculousness is forced to intercede

In every tragic option; fear alone
Maintains its rugose countenance; we die
In earnest but pallidity of bone

Is all the colour of the empty sky.

But don’t complain as poets do too much

That while we’re doomed we don’t rate very high
Among the villains and that none we touch

Is cured of anything. For how could I

(I dare say you as well) be self enough

To earn as Quisling or as Tamburlaine

A singularity: there go the rough

We knew at school, as natural as rain.

The play ends happily—that is, it ends.

It’s left to tragedy to champion hope

And promissory time to make amends.
Sheet-lightening {punning on the darkened slope)
Reveals a joking face, abandoned now

By its fair-weather friend, ironic doubt,

But still for closure keeping to its vow

To see the Inward outed by the Out.

Peter Porter
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feeling into open argument in a public place
with an inanimate rcepresentation, it is
probable that something more than the
mere desecration of a novel is taking place.

‘Yes, dear sister, it was indced most
dully photographed. There was a lack of
brightness in the film which made me
wonder if the makers of this work had paid
sufficient attention to the vagaries of the
English climate; they were certainly not
competent to remedy these deficiencies in
interior scenes. And as for the art direction,

introduce the child Fanny Price into a
Mauansficld Park drawing room that was more
akin to a dilapidated garage, fit for the
inhabitants of a gothic novel but certainly
not demonstrative of the many comforts of
that great house. And when a characterina
film cxclaims, in an appcal to a false
contemporancity, “Remember this is
1806!" one shudders.’

‘Dorecall, dearest Geraldine, the almost
complcte absence of servants in the film!
Were the young ladies to fend for them-
sclves?’

1feel, dear Lucille, that such considera-
tions were beyond such adirector. Were the
female characters to be allowed to dress
appropriately for the situations in which
they found themsclves, T would have had
morce confidence in the work.’

‘Ah vyes, the almost total absence of
hats. How irritating to scc bare-hcaded
young wonien outside. Such a want of
propricty and good scnse.’

‘And the story, too, my dear Geraldine!
So strangely uncompelling, so lacking in
sympathetic characters, so gratuitously
improper!”

‘Indced, my love, the slanders upon the
characters of Sir Thomas Bertram and Mr
Price are outrageous. To impute unnatural
feelings of the two men towards Fanny was
an inexcusable clumsiness as well as an
insult to the taste of the filmgoer who, it
must be deduced, isassumed by the adapters
torelish such vice ina story. And to suggest
that Sir Thomas was a slave-master who
behaved immorally with the unfortunates
is so far to misinterpret the original author
as to confound undcerstanding. 1 quite
wonder at Mr Harold Pinter’s allowing
himsclf to be portrayed as such a travesty of
the character.’

‘How well 1 agree with you, my dear
Lucille. To think that 1 had scruples over
the recent BBC adaptation of the novel.
How trivial and unkind do my then
criticisms now seem to mc! In fact, the
main fault with this filmis that the original

plot has been so meddled with as to be
unintelligible to those who have not read
the book.’

‘We are more to be pitied than they, my
dear sisters. They have only wasted a little
time and money; we have witnessed mind-
less vandalism.’ —TJuliette Hughes

Sounds off

The Straight Story, dir. David Lynch. David
Lynch’s last film, Lost Highway (1997),
perhaps more than any of his other films,
addresses the darkness and horror that lics
within and bencath the cveryday, to the
point of impossihility or incoherence. To
this extent, it is almost a summary of his
work to that point {if a slightly cryptic one).
Qddly enough, however, his latest film,
The Straight Story, is as simple and direct

and pure-hearted a tale as once could hope to
imagine (it’s even G-rated).

Richard Farnsworth plays the 73-year-
old Alvin Straight, who sets out to cross
from Ohio to Wisconsin to patch up a
10-year-old feud with his ailing clder
brother, Lyle {Harry Decan Stanton). Of
course, he docs so on a motorised
lawnmower. On his way he dispenses wise-
old-man knowledge to all around him, in
his wise-old-man way, pronouncing homely
homilies about how family is like a bunch
of sticks tied together, and offering a very
cogently argued pricing structure for
lawnmower repairs. Finally, he reaches
his brother, communes with him word-
lessly, and sharcs some manly weeping
with him at being re-tied to this particular
bit of old stick.
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Frankly, it’s all a bit saccharinc. What
redeems it (slightly), and what connccts it
finally to his other work {cspecially the
R-rated Lost Highway), is Lynch’s attention
to the things outside the story, the things
that don’t collapsc down casily into a plot
description. The texture of a wheat ficld,
the sound of agrain clevator in the distance,
the cmpty spaces within a scene, the
particular colour of the darkness in a
shadow-—these things take on an over-
whelming importance in a film whosc one
‘action’ scene consists of a man rolling
down a hill on his lawnmower and not
getting hurt. Just as the vast background
hiss that pervades the soundscape of Lost
Highway scems to encapsulate a meaning
always just out of rcach of words, so these
clements scem to offer us the unspoken,
unspeakable voice at the heart of The
Straight Story. You can sec how important
sound is to the film in the fact that David
Lynch credits himself as‘sound designer’ as
wecll as director. Is it enough to outweigh
putting up with Alvin’s crotchety wisdom
for 111 minutes forafinale of cheek-wetting
between brothers? Not for me, in the end.
Give me Lost Highway's R-rated incom-
prehensible, violent ravings before a trip on
the ride-on mower of redemption any day.

—Allan James Thomas

Cut and paste

Fantasia 2000, various dircctors. Disncy
made a huge mistake when it decided to
keep The Sorcerer's Apprentice from the
1940 original Fantasia in its new millen-
nium Fantasia. The 60-year-old animation
was lively, clever; there was a complexity
of facial e¢xpressions and cven some depth
and power in the portrayal of the magician.
(Whatever rare technical felicities the
animators achieve in the new Fantasia are
negated by the shecr banality of the minds
behind the storyboards.

But it was the conducting of the Dukas
picce that really showed up the shallow-
ness of the new cffort. Stokowski was so
stratospherically above the leaden careful-
ness of James Levine and the Chicago
Symphony that someonc should have
noticed and said something. Stokowski’s
conductingmade the orchestraalive, playful
entity, so far above worrying what notes to
play that it was rcleased into expressive
frecdom. In his Sorcerer, light picce of fluff
thatitis, you hear life, not academia, music,
rather than musicology.

—TJuliette Hughes
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