














French law could have assisted Diana and Dodi Fayed in
France had they invoked it.

As connected computers embed themselves in our lives,
we will not ‘solve’ the issue of privacy protection. But we will
think more clearly about it in Australia if we acknowledge
frankly that the Royals’ experience is uniquely unhelpful;
French law is ncither useless nor readily adaptable; and the
media’s sclf-interest will distort the debate, but ‘free speech’
and ‘public interest’ notions are important.

Wealth can buy privacy protection as well as access to law
for most famous people, who tend to trade privacy for fame.

Yet money and timely legal advice are usually lacking for pcople
aftceted by tragedy or disaster, who become tamous at the worst
moment of their lives. For them, the best protection will be a
greater willingness among media people to extend the
compassion and discretion which they habitually show when
tragedy afflicts one of their own.

Paul Chadwick was a member of the committee to review the
code of ethics of the Media Alliance [Australian Journalists’
Association). Its report, Ethics in Journalisim, was published in
September by Melbourne University Press.
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e OLITICS AND VOTE-CATCHING ASIDE, the Northern Territory and
Western Australian mandatory sentencing laws arc draconian,
vengetul and disproportionate.

Mandatory laws give no weight to the circumstances of an
individual rase. They take away judicial discretion, thus
rendering irr  :vant the nature of the specific offence, the impact
on the victim and the offender’s circumstances.

The Northern Territory mandatory laws, effective as of
March 1997, mean that a child of 15 or 16 ycars of age faces a
mandatory sentence of 28 days’ imprisonment for a second
offence. If the person is 17 years or over, he or she faces 14
days’ imprisonment for a first offence, 90 days for a sccond
offence and 12 months for a third offence. Offences can include
minor oncs such as stealing, unlawful entry, and criminal
damage.

The mandatory sentencing laws of Western Australia,
which came into effect in November 1996, make it compulsory
for a judge to sentence a repeat otfender (someone who has been
convicted on a previous home burglary for example) to a minimum
of 12 months’ detention or imprisonment. The legislation appears
to apply to persons 10 ycars of age or over.

In a case in the Northern Territory on 24th Junce 1997, a
man was scntenced to 14 days in jail for a $9 theft. In another
casc, a young mother faces imprisonment for the theft of an
item worth $2.50. In a case in Western Australia, a homeless
boy stole a small amount of money for food and was imprisoned
despite an admission by the Department of Family Services that
they had failed in their responsibility to look after the boy. In another
case a 12-ycar-old boy was sentenced to 12 months’ imprisonment.

The Starke Report and a large body of domestic and
overseas research has repeatedly highlighted the negative effects
of imprisonment. They include damage to physical health,
damage to mental health, psychologica  roblems, placing stress
on marital and family relations, jails becoming incubators of
crime, licit and illicit drug dependency, institutionalisation and
exposure to physical and sexual assault.

The principle of sentencing as a last resort is contained in
section 5 (4) of the Victorian Sentencing Act. The Northern
Territory law not only flics in the face of Recommendation 92

6 EUREKA STREET e OcToOBER 1997

Belting justice

of the Roval Commission Into Aboriginal Deaths in Custody
(which states imprisonment should be a sanction only of ‘last
resort’), but it also offends all concepts of fairness, justice and
proportion. In addition the laws are contrary to the United
Nations Standard Minimum Rules for the Administration of
Juvenile Justice {The Belting Rules) which state that:

‘5.1 The juvenile justice system shall emphasise the well-
being of the juvenile and shall ensure that any reaction to juvenile
offenders shall always be in proportion to the circumstances of
both the offenders and the offence.’

A criminal justice system built primarily on a philosophy
of vengeance and punishment holds out little hope for those
who may be capable of reform or who are treated unfairlv
because they belong to a minority, are poor or disadvantage
and pronc to come to the attention of the law. In a climate of
social strain, where a majority of the women in prisons have
apparently suffered some form of physical or sexual abuse, when
legal aid is restricted, where there is high unemployment, rising
levels of homelessness and families in financial strife,
government policies should ameliorate, not add to suffering.
Diversionary sentencing options which educate and reform can
often return offenders to a society as constructive human beings,

unburdened by the sense of bitterness and anger that

a disproportionate prison sentence is likely to instil.
M ANDATORY SENTENCING I8 LEGALISM acting in a vacuum and
is contrary to our community endorsement of forgiveness and
reconciliation. It contradicts the role of socicty as the protector
of human dignity, and can only lead to recidivism, a sense of
anger and volatility—a situation contrary to the long-term
interests of the common good.

In convict days, people could be transported and imprisoned
for the theft of a loaf of bread. Today, with the lessons of history
behind us, one would have expected a more enlightened
considered and compassionate responsc.

Liz Curran is a lawyer and Executive Director of the Catholic
Commission for Justice, Development and Peace (Melbourne
Archdiocese).



CaprPITAL LETTER

. SN
JACK WATERFORD

OTICE SOMETHING ABOUT the new rushes
of scandals or would-be scandals everywhere?
We've seen them all before.

Politicians rorting travel allowances? Ask a dozen or more
former ministers or members from Queensland or Western Australia
in only the past decade. Politicians who would not know a conflict
of interest if it bit them in the nether regions? Look at the
allegations made against poor old Phillip Lynch in 1977. Politicians
defiantly trading on the share market and secking share offers? Ask
Joh Bjelke-Petersen and half of his Cabinet about their deals with
Comalco shares. Prime Ministers sceking to get the numbersin the
Senate by exercising patronage on a disaffected member of another
party? Ask Gough Whitlam about Vince Gair. Fiddling the tender
system to make sure that some mates get the tender? I could think
of a number of Hawke and Keating Government examples of that.

It is not necessarily that politicians will not learn. They are not
all crooks, and find themselves writhing at the low estimation in
which all politicians are held, and their inability to be able to
achieve much because of this popular scepticism. It’s hard to move
minds when everyone thinks you are on the take.

A major part of the phenomenon of Hansonism is founded on
this profound distrust. A large part of the phenomenon of the
Howard majority {or at least the crushing defeat of Keating) was in
disaffection deriving from a popular perception that home groups
had a privileged in at the Kcating counsels while others were
ignored and treated contemptuously

And every time there has been a major scandal there has been at
least the pretence of fixing things up. And making things more
transparent so that those who slip must recognise a real risk of
getting caught. Look at some of the checks and balances imposed
after the Fitzgerald Royal Comunission, the WA Inc Royal Commis-
sion and any number of similar scandals in the states. Look at the
Bowen report at Commonwealth level into public interest and
private duty, and the more recent reports {admittedly sometimes
written by people who seemed to have problems understanding
what the fuss was about). Look at mechanisms such as public
declarations of shareholdings and assets, and the regular publica-
tions of how deeply snouts have been in the trough. Look at judicial
and administrative review, freedom of information legislation, and
the role of Auditors-General in blowing whistles, even as
Governments, state and federal, have tried to muzzle them. Not
only do rules and principles abound, but so also, one might think,
has the probability of being caught out and disgraced.

The fact is, however, that the latest nettings of politicians are
only at the surface of the sorts of corruptions of the spirit,
incompetent supervision of the public interest and lack of regard
for process which this government, like ones before it, routinely
manifest.

Members of this Government have, for example, consciously
played a populist line with the idea of welfare scroungers and dole
bludgers and promoted highly punitive legislation designed to
persecute them into the grave.

Injust the same week thatJohn Sharp and Peter McGauran were
talking long about innocent mistakes, forexample, the Ombudsman
was reporting to the parliament about a host of cases in which the
Social Security Department scemed unable to manifest any
flexibility or comprehension of the possibility of innocent error in
relation to benefit claims. One case involved an Aborigine living in
fringe camps around Alice Springs who spoke no English and had

Corrupiion of the spirit

departmental counter staff make up his claim. Even a populist
could not fail to notice that such a person got less in a week for his
wife and four children than Peter McGauran got for staying in his
wife’s apartment in Melbourne.

The very same Ombudsman’s report complains that Government
is going willy-nilly into outsourcing and the contracting out of
government services without protecting the public, keeping risk in
the public sector, or protecting records, privacy, or access to
information. She was not complaining of the change in culture
involved in handing over services to the private sector but the lack
of thought about how the public, and those who are now called
‘clients’ can be sure they are getting what they should.

Precisely the same attitude abounds with proposed new public
service legislation, supposedly focused on replacing that unhealthy
obsession with ‘process’ by a focus on outcomes—whether or not
public administration is actually achieving what government and
the public want of it. [[t has been process, of course, which has stood
in the way of getting the outcomes the rorting politicians wanted].

Strip out almost all of the protections a public servant once had,
make it clear that she or he is just an employee like any other,
emphasise that the careers of even the most senior public servants
areentirely at the whim of government [even constitutional fictions
about the governor-general and the Executive Council have been
stripped from the appointment and dismissal process] and you have
a formula for a compliant and politicised public scrvice.

Just before John Sharp handed in hisresignation, it emerged that
he had demanded of all of those whom he appointed to supposedly
statutorily independent boards, that they sign an undated letter of
resignation that he could use whenever it suited him.

In the same vein, the Minister for Immigration, Phillip Ruddock
threatens to sack members of asupposedly independent immigration
tribunal who hand down decisions with which he disagrees. And an
interdepartmental committee dominated by Max Moore-Wilton,
the hand-picked head of the Prime Minister’s Department, tries

(unsuccessfully) to have all administrative review bodies
brought under bureaucratic control.

BACK AT CABINET, MORE TIME 1S SPENT ON approving patronage
appointments, and in vetting pcople for secret Labor sympathies,
than on considering industry protection. Even poor old Robert De
Castella, a Xavier lad like Peter McGauran, gets the flick from the
Australian Sports Comimission for having had the nerve to accept
his initial appointment from Labor.

It’s not a pretty sight, and it makes little difference that the
Coalition’s predecessors ran things in their own interests as well.

John Howard wanted to create a new culture and recognised
that to do so he had to break up the old one. Fair enough, up to a
point, if heis straightforward about what is happening and why. But
the problem about taking too many short cuts, and making too
many presumptions on the public’s tolerance of partisan
government, is that too many of those involved scem to lose the
fibre for the little personal rectitudes and responsibilities.

Usually it takes a party a term or two to realisc that it holds
office on leasehold, rather than frechold. This lot have been showing
all of the arrogance and corruption of the spirit of people who have
forgotten being in opposition. It took Labor more than a decade to
get to that point. [ ]

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times.
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Pastoral cynical

From John Kersh

Something is rotten in the state of
Queensland. Do T not hear its
government making very strong calls
for the moral necessity of upgrading
the tenure of Queensland leaschold
country?! So can somecone please
cxplain how they can concurrently
downgrade the grazing homestead
perpetual  lease of the Orindi-
Cloncurry property ‘Greenwood’, to a
term lease?

There were district owners of other
small, marginally viable GHP lecascs,
most anxious to purchase the said
place to enhance their own viahility.
Yet while hearing verbal assurances
from the highest-rar  ing National
Party hierarchy that the mooted down-
grade of the lease would not occur to
cnable the Stanbroke Pastoral Co.
[AMP subsidiary) become an cligible
purchaser, this outcome is now fait
accompli. For how much longer will
the rank and file of this party be the
victim of such contempt? Arc
National Party principles as flexible
and as grossly inconsistent as the size
of a company’s cheque book?

John Kersh
Bora, Maxwelton, QLD

Ex axdificio Elvis
sortitus est

From H. ] Grant

The US Memphis extravaganza
remembering Elvis Presley twenty
years after his death in 1977 has been
excelled in Finland, where a University
classics professor translates and sings
Elvis’ songs in Latin. Emulation in
Australia is urgently nceded to save
the classics, in particular the Latin
language.

Boudoirs have heen full of Latin
lovers, some not lousy. Not less
generally should Australian universitics
with classics professors in mortar and
gown ccho in Elvis technology,
supported by student bands and
econometric choirs, the Latin seeds of
The Seekers.

The seceming lack of interest of the
Federal Government in the classics
could well have arisen from lack of
submissions writt in  Latin;
advocates’ declining to declaim has
been attributed to Napoleon’s
conqueror, the Duke of Wellington
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who when British Prime Minister
[1828-30) gave this advice to a new
MP: ‘Don’t quote Latin, say what you
have to say, and then sit down.’

The adoration of Elvis through
Latin should howcever, be pursued and
is a clear sign to the Catholic church
to reintroduce  this noblest of
languages. What could be more
enticing to a game of tennis than this
Latin invitation couched by a
Cardinal: ‘Ludere manubriato reticulo
quisnan vult!” {Is there someone who
wants to play the game of the net with
a handled instrument?) Rock on
Elvis—in Latin—and save the classics.

H. J. Grant
Campbell, ACT

Last words

From Brent Howard

Helga Kuhse (Eureka Street, Septem-
ber 1997] correctly points out that the
fact thac 96 out of a pool of 1112
doctors said that their last terminally
ill patient would have heen able to
reccive better or more appropriate care
if the law had allowed active voluntary
euthanasia [{AVE) and/or assisted
suicide is a matter of great moral
significance and constitutes a
powerful argument for the legalisation
of AVE and/or assisted suicide. Dr
Kuhse however did not directly
address Fr Uren’s question (May and
July-August 1997] about the likelv
effect of legalisation ‘he inci

of end-of-life decisions taken without

patient consent. Surcly nodnce is
scriously suggesting that there will be
more  open discussion  about
cuthanasia and related matters when
AVE is illegal than when it is not.

If they are, they would do well to
consider the words of Dutch
rescarchers. AVE was effectively legal-
ised in the Netherlands in the mid
1980s, and in The Lancet of May 8§,
1993 Piinenborg et al. refer to ‘com-
ments from our respondents about the
increasing possibilities for open dis-
cussion’. Similarly, in The Hastings
Center Report of November-December
1993 van Delden and colleagues speak
of ‘more possibilities for an open
discussion between doctors and
patients and growing readiness {and
skill} of physicians to discuss end-of-
life decisions’.

Does increased open discussion
lead to a reduced incidence of end-ot-
lifc decisions taken without patient
consent when patients are competent
to decide? We are entitled to conclude,
again unsurprisingly, that it very
probably does.

Reporting the results of the 1990
Dutch survey, van der Maas et al.
wrote (Euthanasia and other Medical
Decisions Concerning the End Of Life,
p59): ‘A respondent sometimes
indicated that greater involvement of
patient and others in the decision-
making process would certainly have
been possible. Several times cases were
involved that had occurred several
years ago and the respondent indicated
that due to present day acceptance of
clear decision-making in such matters
he certainly would now have opted for
a more extensive decision-making
process.’

Furthermore, across all end-of-life
decisions, rescarch data suggests a
significantly higher competent patient
consent rate in the Netherlands in 1995
than in 1990. Van der Maas and his co-
authors write in the relevant report
(New England journal of Medicine, Vol-
ume 335, No. 22, ppt699 -1705): ‘[W]e
thought it likely that the incidence of
decisions to end lifc without an
explicit request by the patient would
decrease becausc of the growing
openness with which end-of-life deci-
sions are discussed with patients. A
coherent picture emerges from the
present study that confirms [this
expectation].’

Now, with the Kuhse survey, we
sce that in a country with AVE banned
{Australia) the incidence of end-of-life
decision-making {including active



non-voluntary cuthanasia) without
patient consent is significantly higher
than in a country with AVE effectively
legal; and that (projecting from the
survey results) Australian doctors
report that in scveral thousand cases
per year the legal availability of AVE
and/or assisted suicide would have
allowed them to improve their care of
their dying patient.

I suggest that there is more than
cnough cvidence about the probable
bencfits in terms of increased respect
for patient autonomy-—as well as the
near certain benefits in terms of the
alleviation of great suffering—to
justify the lcgalisation of active
voluntary cuthanasia.

Brent Howard
Rydalmere, NSW

Glib and glibber

From Geoff Hastings

Full marks to Paul Turnbull for his
concise and incisive essay ‘The Body
& Soul Snatchers’. It is worth ‘drawing
Priam’s curtain in the dead of night’ if
something so worthwhile is exposced. 1
hope the Koorie elders remain resolute
and ensure that their descendants are
cqually resolved.

I'm one of the millions of people
who have walked through the tombs
of the Pharoahs and gazed without any
sense of shame or irreverence at the
exhumed remains of those who took
such infinite pain to sccrete and
protect  their bodies, but find
themscelves in unholy glass cases in
muscums throughout the world.

1 shudder when T hear politicians
attempt to extend their political
continuum by such glib expressions as
‘multi-racial harmony’; as if culturc is
merely the donning or doffing of
colourful costumecs at the weekend.
The more prudent, and accurate, say
‘multi-racial harmony’.

Canadian, American, and Australian
are non-cthnic geopolitical designations,
yet not all can be eponymously identi-
ficd without, it scems, a qualifying pre-
fix. I've yet to sce a Chincse-Brit, but
French-Canadian, Afro-American and
Chinese-Australian are supposcedly
indicative of racial harmony. They do
of course save strangers getting nasty
surprises before meeting people.

Geoff Hastings
Watsons Bay, NSW

Culpable
ignorance

From Edward Khamara,

senior lecturer in Philosophy,
Monash University

Tadmire Mr Kennett's ability to guote,
accurately and off the cuff, Christ’s
intercession at the Cross on behalf of
his enemies: ‘{Father,) forgive them, for
they know not what they do’ {as
reported in the Age, 22 August; the
reference is to Luke 23:34). These
hallowed words encapsulate a central
moral tenet of Christianity which is
undoubtedly rcelevant to the current
debate about what to do with Konrads
Kalejs and his like.

However, as the great German
philosopher Hegel pointed out nearly
two centuries ago, Christ’s moral
stancc in these his last words has often
been distorted; and 1 find it
worthwhile, in view of the current
debate, to report and claborate his
points.

The main point to notice is that
Christ himself is not forgiving his
enemics, but praying on their behalf
for his Father to forgive them. And the
right way to spell out that prayer is, |
suggest (with Hegell, the following;

|i) Although they {my e¢nemics) do
not know that they are committing a
heinous sin, this does not mitigate
their sin, but I pray my Father to
torgive them.

The distorted interpretation that
has sometimes heen foisted on Christ’s
last words is the following:

(ii} They (my enemies) do not know
that they are committing a great sin;
that renders them innocent and calls
for ‘forgivencss’.

This construal is so morally
perverse that one wonders how anyone
could be attracted to it; and indecd it
scems to yield the very opposite of
what Christ’s words were intended to
convey. For it suggests that people are
not to be held morally responsible for
their actions unless they act with a bad
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conscience through their knowing that
their action is morally wrong. But,
Hegel objected, not all bad actions are
accompanied by qualms of conscience;
so that, on this view, the arch-sinner
who commits crimes without the
slightest qualm of conscience is not to
be morally blamed! Against this
perverse moral principle, Hegel
invoked Pascal’s powerful retort
{which I here give in translation]:

‘In that case only the half-hearted
sinners would be damned, those who
have some love of virtue. As for the
arch-sinners, the hardened sinners, the
unalloyed sinners who arc completely
unperturbed, hell will not receive
them; they have deceived the devil by
giving themselves up to him.’

Hegel had another objection to the
second construal of Christ’s prayer:
‘Father, forgive them, for they know
not what they do’. He remarked that,
on that construal, this would be ‘a
superfluous prayer’, since ‘the fact that
they did not know what they did made
their action innocent, and so took
away the nced for forgiveness’. To
explain: those who were responsible
for Christ’s crucifixion had no bad
conscience about it; and so, on the
view that Hegel is attacking, they
ought not to be blamed. But Christ
prayed for them nonctheless: which
shows that he did not consider them
blameless despite their ‘not knowing
what they do’.

Edward Khamara
Clayton, VIC

De mortuis ...

Froni John Lee

William Byrt’s ‘forgotten source’
[Eurcka Street, letters, Sept, 1997) is
W.H. Auden’s poem ‘In Memory of W,
B. Ycats’. The stanza is:

Time that with this strange excuse

Pardoned Kipling and his views,

And will pardon Paul Claudel.

Pardons him for writing well.

In the last line the author heing
‘pardoned’ is clearly Yeats (d.1939], not
Claudel {d.1955), who at the time
Auden was writing was not safcly
dead. The implication of the lines
scems to be that ‘pardon’ (i.c.
admission to Auden’s Hall of Literary
Fame)} for good writers with bad
politics can only be posthumous.
Presumably not quite the sort of point
Mr Byrt wanted to make about
Manning Clark.

John Lee
Dudley, NSW
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Democrats, announced a 10-point plan for
the restoration of peace and democracy in
Cambodia. It called for the signatories to
the 1991 Paris Pcace Accords, including the
UN and ASEAN, to provide enabling
technical and financial support and also for
these aforementioned organisations to
preside over an independent commission
that would supervise the safe return of
political leaders and activists.

Ranarridh left in the days following the
coup to ask world leaders to continue
pressuring Hun Sen. The response of the
international community demonstrates
some uncertainty about the National
Assembly’s appointment of Ung Huot as
Ranarridh’s successor.

Atthesame press conference Sam Rainsy
told the assembled media that the situation
in Cambodia can change very rapidly and it
is getting more difficult for Hun Sen all the
time.

‘He said he could take O’smach in a day,
and it has now been one month’, Rainsy
said [at the time of writing Royalists forces
were still holding out], ‘and the cconomic
andsocial situation is getting more difficult
and diplomatic pressure is going toincrease.’

Assessments of the financial stability
of Hun Sen’s government vary depending
on whom you listen to. Many Cambodians
are mindful of Hun Sen’s past as leader of
Vietnam's puppct state, and rumour has it
that the Victnamese are heavily behind
Hun Sen. These reports may be coloured by
Cambodian resentment of Vietnam. Other
rumours suggest his involvement with the
drug trade. Teng Boonma, the high-profile
president of the Cambodian Chamber of
Commerce, denied (in an interview pub-
lished in the Phnom Penh Post) that the
$UST million he gave to Hun Sen bankrolled
the July putsch. He said the moncy was
provided to stop soldiers looting after oppo-
sition forces had fled Phnom Penh. The US
State Department alleges that Teng Boonma
is ‘heavily involved in drug trafficking’.

‘It may be profitable for you to reflect, in future, that there never were greed
and cunning in the world yet, that did not do too much, and overreach them-
selves. It is as certain as death.” {David Copperfield to Uriah Hcep.)

Thou shalt not muzzle the ox when he treadeth out the corn. (Deuteronomy 25:4)

C Perks, lurks and rorts

ONFECTIONERS TEND TO ALLOW WORKERS an open go at the lollies on the conveyer belt.
Members of parliament have generous travel allowances, study leave, use of government
cars, and a host of other comforts designed to make up for the fact that they have to mix
with other politicians and turn up for work for about six months of the year. These side
benefits of employment are ‘perks’.

The word is a colloquial shortening of ‘perquisite’, a word that The Shorter Oxford
English Dictionary tells us was first used in1450, and derives from a medizval Latin
word perquisitum, meaning acquisition. Perquisitum in turn derived from the Latin
perquirere: to seek diligently, something you might do if you’re looking for a way of
including a perk in your package. The sense of ‘perquisite’ that gives us ‘perk’ means,
according to the Macquarie Encyclopedic Dictionary (MED): ‘1. an incidental emolument,
fee, or profit over and above fixed income, salary, or wages. 2. Also, perk. a. anything
customarily allowed or left to an employee or servant as an incidental advantage of the
position held. b. any fringe benefit, bonus, etc., attaching to a particular post which an
employee receives in addition to his normal salary.’ In other words, something cxtra-
salary that you get from a job, all quite legal, all above board.

Lurks, on the other hand are not at all above board. The fact that the verb ‘to lurk’
also means to sneak or hide, often with a whiff of being in ambush, gives the noun a sense
of underhandedness. If the confectionery worker, instead of snacking on the sweets at
work or taking home some misshapen rejects for the kids, were to start quietly selling
those rejects out of the boot of his/her car, the perk would have transformed into a lurk.
If the honourable member were to take study leave in Las Vegas or Amsterdam to make
avery personal survey of gambling or brothels, then that perk would have become a lurk.
Lurks are, at base, frauds.

Sometimes a lurk is, in itself, a way of life or, as MED puts it, ‘a convenient, often
unethical, method of performing a task, earning a living’. Poachers, black marketeers,
embezzlers, all are lurkers. The word has an air of sticky fingers in the till, cops on the
take, the labyrinthine tax avoidance scheme that has found a loophole in the overbur-
denedletter of the law and flouts its spirit—all lurks, though some might take issue with
the last since it clings by a manicured fingernail to the ledge of legality, and whether you
can have a legal lurk is debatable. Ask the bottom-of-the-harbour chaps—while they
were doing it, it was legal.

‘Rort’. Itseems to be a peculiarly Australian word meaning very much the same as ‘lurk’,
but perhaps with added connotations of outrageousness, shamelessness.

‘rort ...n. Collog. 1. a trick; lurk; scheme. 2. a wild party. —v.t.3. to gain control over (an
organisation, as a branch of a political party) esp. by falsifying records. 4. to take wrongful
advantage of; abuse: to rort the system. [orig. uncertain] -rorty, ad;j.’ (MED)

[ first came across the word as a fresher at uni, 2ons ago. The engineering faculty was
advertising one. I was warned by friends that overconsumption of beer and deflowering
of virgins figured largely at engineers’ rorts, although the former may well have
precluded the latter. Before long there were attempts to prevent such cxcesses, not by
banning them, but, with a touching faith in the power of culcha, to require all
engineering students to do one humanities subject. {The Life Drawing Class was always
the first to be booked out, as indeed most of the lads could scrawl two circles with central
dots. But there were dark murmurings of rorts of the other sort from 1 ) )
out and had to read a novel.) -
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Singapore originally and is a trained nurse.
She would have to be somewhere in her
carly fifties.

As I continue to work with her, the
burdens and complexities of running this
homebecome more apparent. This morning
Sister Luke is screaming her head off as 1
wallk in the door. Apparently a patient is
missing. What is cven more disturbing is
the possibility that this Muslim man has
heen inadvertently mixed up with a Hindu.
Nobody seems sure about the status of this
man, thatis, whetherheis dead oralive. As
[ try to pass by Sister Luke she grabs my arm
and tells me to check the morgue.

‘How am I supposed to find him? Ask
him to stand up?’ I ask.

‘Don’t be stupid,” she yells. ‘Check the
decad bodies and make sure that the Muslims
and Hindus ar¢ not mixed up.’

‘And how am I going to accomplish
that?’ I ask.

‘Muslims are circumeised,’ she informs
me and then sweeps past.

Approaching the doors of the morgue, 1
am unconvinced of my suitability for the
job but have learnt never to argue with
Sister Luke in one of these moods. The
morgue is a basic cement-and-tile room
about 12 ft by 10 ft. There are two shelves
on either side where the bodies are placed.
The rule of thumb in here is ‘Hindus on the
left, Muslims on the right and Christians
ontop’. Theonly concession torefrigeration
is a overhead fan which is rarely turned on.
A small framed quotation proclaiming, ‘I'm
on my way to heaven’ adorns the far wall.
There are several bodies in residence and
cach is wrapped in a thin white cotton
sheet, tied at the head, middle and toes.

I have been in and out of this room on
dozens of previous occasions and never
greatly worried about it. Now I feel like
some form of criminal. I part the sheet of
the first person on the Hindu side and heave
a sigh of relief when I recognise one of the
women. I'm starting with faces in the hope

that recognition will make further
investigation unneccssary.

NFORTUNATELY THE NEXT BODY i$ a2 man
and he looks similar to many that have
passed before my eyes. Taking a deep breath,
Iinspect the poor man’s genitals and justify
his place on the left-hand benches. As
quickly as possible I look at the remaining
six bodies and convince myself that
everything is as it should be.

There is one man that I am not sure
about and the last thing I want to do is go
out and ask for a second opinion.

Escaping to the roof for a cigarette, [ run
into John, a Canadian volunteer. Dragging
deeply on each calming breath of smoke, 1
relate my problems to John. Inexplicably he
collapses into fits of laughter. Several min-
utes later he informs me that Sister Luke
found the missing Muslim ages ago. He was
in the wrong bed, semiconscious and cov-
ered with blankets. I storm back down the
stairs. Sister Luke is crouched beside one of
the beds and as she stands, hands me a
white sheet and says, ‘Here is our missing

man’. Once again [ am back in the morgue.
At least this time everyone is at rest. The
great panic over this man is all to do with
burial practices. The Hindus ar¢ cremated
and Muslims buried and there is hell to pay
if they are mixed up.

L 4

For six days a week, Kalighat is the
centre of my existence. Many books have
been written about Mother Teresa and her
work here and they all scem to describe
Kalighat in ethereal terms. In Malcolm
Muggeridge's Somerhing beautiful for God
he usesimagessuchasadivinelight stream-
ing through the windows.  can only believe
that he must have been there on one of the
many days when the stove blows up and the
entire place is shrouded in smoke. To me it
oftenresembles photoshave seen of World
War I field hospitals.

Itisabrutal and demandingplace, where
theresults of man’s inhumanity toman end
up. Not only are patients admitted with
discases, many find their way here after
acts of violence committed against them.
Some of the saddest cases are those of young
beggars, usually mentally retarded who have
had hot oil thrown in their faces by shop-
keepers, anxious to move them on. It is the
callous treatment of these and many others
in Calcutta which often lead you to despair
that anything will ever change here. To sce
a human being brought in with barely an
intact inch of skin left on his back and legs,
with maggots infesting his flesh, and know
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thatonly hours previously other people had
walked over him and around him without a
second glance, is enough to make you won-
der if this society descrves to survive. But
the philosophy of the Missionaries of
Charity centr¢ on the man and not the
cause, and his care and comfort are the
reasons for their existence.

Since my foray into the morgue some
time ago, I have often been deputised to
inspect the inhabitants and make sure that
all arc present and correct. Today as I check

the bodies, movement on the second shelf
on the left-hand side almost has me joining
the residents of the right-hand side. With
my heart pounding in my ears and the ever-
present sweat turned to ice, T tentatively
reach for the offending sheet. My fingers are
shakingsobadlyIcan barely untie the knot.
I recognise the man and immediately real-
ise he is still alive, if only just. Storming
from the morgue I feel nothing but rage.
Sister Luke starts yelling once Thave calmed
down enough to inform her of my discov-
cry. The poor man is rescued from the
morgue and his shroud removed, only to
discover that there is no bed for him. Sister
Luke then performs the Kalighat shuffle
and the person deemed least sick is ¢jected
to make way for this man. His condition is
critical and it will only be a matter of hours
before he makes a return journey, but for
now he is safe under the statuc of Our Lady.

It has been part of my work here to
instruct and cducate the brothers and sis-
ters in basic nursing care. They have no
academic or practical training before they
are let loose on the patients, either here or
at the other homes. While this placc is far
from being described as an acute care medi-
cal facility, I have tried to stress to the
brothers and sisters that our goal should be,
at least, not to cause any harm.

Gathering the brothers around me, T ask
the all-important question: ‘How do you
tell if somebody is dead?’ The gencral con-
sensus among them seems to be that you
have to be cold and not moving. With more
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We used to

speak of
‘westernisation’ or
‘industrialisation’
but the new term
‘elobalisation’
displaces them.

It subsumes the
notion of
‘development’,
implying the rise
of a new
economic
man/woman
equipped with
moveable
technical and

intellectual skills.
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Indonesia’s global warnings

NE EVENING IN JAKARTA, In
the week of Mohammad'’s birthday,
I sat in the hotel room transfixed by
prime-time TV. Three main channels
were all broadcasting e final event
of the 18th annual Koranic recitation
competition.

Ranks of regionally garbed
young people stoodonaficld
behind banners announcing
their archipclago-wide
origins. Rows of middle-aged
dignitarics and their wives
were arranged on a dais, the
women chatting with that
manncred politesse of the
official classes. The TV
presentation duo pattered
and the speeches hammered
on: desperately long lists of
sponsors and prizewinners.
Then the female announcer
and the great hauled-in
brcaths of the finalists’
nerve-wracking perform-
ances. It wene on and on.
Awful television.

So was the TV on the
afternoon train  from
Yogyakarta to Surabaya.
Therc was no avoiding this,
tour hours of horror,
violenceandobscenity from
video screens strung along
the train corridor. American-
made horror, violence and
obscenity. The paddy fields
flew by.

I have a modest
acquaintance with Indonesia

a mere three weeks this
time and a less focused stay
twenty years ago. This time
I went to hear people talk
about religion, democracy,
pluralism and the future, and
I heard enough to make my
State-sponsored and quasi-
compulsory televisual

cxperiences cmblematic. The
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themes they render are broad and
intersecting: on the onc hand the
role of Islam in Indonesia, on the
other, Indonesia’s experience of
globalisation.
We usced to
speak of ‘western-
isation’ or ‘indus-
trialisation’ but
the new term
‘globalisation’
displaces them. It
subsumes  the
notion of ‘devel-
opment’, imply-
ing the rise of a

o

cconomic
man/woman
cquipped with
moveable
tcchnical  and
intellectual skills.
The bencfits of globalisation ‘trickle
down’. There arc some who believe
that democracy rides on its tail, but
that’sthe extent to which globalisation
talk invokes human values as dis-
tinct from economic benefits. Even
then, it is assumed that democracy
has cconomic purpose and advan-
tage. Incvitably, the scale of unfet-
tered globalising change—for all the
glorious infrastructure and scrvice
development—is such that for some
peopleitisanexperience of violation.

I began my trip in Sumatra so the
complexities gathered as I moved
cast. On my first day in Medan, young
graduates, still jockeying for jobs six
months to a year after leaving
university, described their ideal
futurcs in marketing, tourism, on
televisionandin the timberindustry.
In the meantime they yearned for
scholarships overscas, studied
English, watched TV, never read
books, and, as Bataks whosc tribal
identitics determine whom they
might marry, were always careful to
enquire after a new acquaintance’s

new

tribal name. {I mct a young man
called “Yarra’, as testimonial to his
father’'s students days by its murky
waters.|
In Jakarta, of course, there were
the air-conditioned shopping
malls where one can feel at
home in front of a Benctton
store or before an Italian
coffee-making machine. In a
magazine office an cditor
described a burgeoning read-
ership: Muslim, middle-class,
Western-cducated,
professional, ‘very well-
acquaintced with cyberspace
and with CNN'"andrelishing
the opportunitics prottered
by Indonesia’s seven percent
growth ratc.
In Central Jakarta, Medan,
Surabaya, the banks stood forth;
the rupiah is a tiger (or cven a
colossus], declare the bank build-
ings, but word tfrom the headquar-
ters of the global finance markets
was giving the lic to that. The rupiah
and little brother Malaysia’s ringgit
were shrinking and even the Indone-
sian government was saving that
some ot those edifices must, meta-
phorically spcaking, come down.
In a south Jakarta slum they
talked about demolition tomake way
fordevelopment: at the Jakarta Social
Institute a priestandalawyer showed
photographsofawomanon her knees
before the police. A child tugged at
her, the sccurity police and the
military stood by. Behind — cm her
shack burned. The settlement had
been torched. The shock was too
much for the woman’s husband, the
lawyer said. He was taken
to hospital, where he died.

HE PRILST Sandyawan
Sumardi s, who faces trial for
sheltering young pro-democracy
demonstrators in the aftermath of

WAS



the 27 July, 1996 Jakarta ‘incident’.
Aswe talked, young people wandered
in and out—studcents, dropouts,
activists. Some of their pro-
democracy pecers arrested after 27
July will be in jail for a very long
time. The perpetrators of church-
burnings, in Surabaya, Situbondo,
Tasikmalaya, haven’t made it tojail.
‘The army generals say they know
who is behind these movements but
they do nothing.’

In the last two ycars more than
200 churches have been destroyed.
Add to that the flare-ups of inter-
cthnic violence. It is violence created
by political e¢nginecring, said
someone in Yogyakarta. There are
rcal fcelings, real resentments
abroad, but the mystery is the way
they arc translated into particular
kinds of violence. ‘They are playing

games’, said Professor

Sahatapy in Surabaya.

H E DIDN'T EXPLAIN wWHO ‘they’
are but why, he asked, after a riot in
Banjarmasin were over a hundred
people found dead huddledina corner
of abuilding. ‘People just keep quiet.
How come their families don’t make
statements: my brother, my husband,
my child is killed?’

I met women activists with an
inter-religious feminist group who
described the contraception
mechanismused toquell Indonesia’s
population growth. If women do not
accept this ‘family-planning’ their
husbands will not climb the job
ladder or gain credit for business,
they said. Canada produces these
implants for the Third World poor.
Sceventy-five per cent of users
cxperience problems—hypertension,
varicose veins, excess fluid.

In Central Java the elders
complained that the new textile
factories brought to their rural village
a ‘proletarian’ work force—people
who belonged nowhere and owed
obligations to nodne, and who
indulged in ‘free sex’ and alcohol.
The village was poor, they said, there
was no choice but to accept the
factories and prepare their young
people morally. Every week for five
years they had collected a glass of
rice from each houschold; the money
they carned by seclling the rice
financed a road. Now they were

collecting for what seemed an
impossibly costly water supply. With
$A10,000 to go, it was hard to
maintain the villagers’ confidence,
but if the women did not have to
walk for waterat the end of each day,
they would have more time with
their children who were running
wild. The factory wages were Rp3000
per day. No, it was not enough to
survive on (not quite $A2) and no,
there was no trade union—not yet.

The leader of SBSI, the
independent trade union, isin prison.
He incited riots and mass hysteria
against the government, say the
authorities. I write one year after his
arrest and Muchtar Pakpahan is at
last on trial, for subversion.
Mecanwhile he has been in hospital,
prohibited by the government from
seeking medical trcatment overscas.
On the planc to Jakarta I sat next to
Spencer Zifcak who was on his way
from Melbourne to enquire after
Muchtar Pakpahan’s case, and
others, on behalf of the International
Society of Jurists. It was his first
visit to Indonesia. Professor Zifcak
was detained on arrival, questioned
for two hours and put on the next
plane home.

This is why I retain in my mind
that train journcy to Surabaya: it
stands for a certain, even
pervasive, force or vio-
lence which is part of
the Indonesian people’s
experience.

However, T heard the
language of human
values from the village
elders, I heard it from
the feminists, from
Muchtar Pakpahan and
Sandyawan Sumardi.
The village clders, who
are Catholic, spoke of
‘sacrificingourselves for
others’. The feminists
found in their diverse
religious backgrounds common
elements than can liberate women.
Pakpahan's language is the Biblical
language of justice for the people—
he was formed as a Batak Protestant.
Sandyawan speaks of a theology of
the warung tigal—the street food
vendor—to whom everyone may
come, especially when they are
afraid, stay as long as they wish and

move away when they need
to. But the food vendor is
always there, traversing the
neighbourhood, the focus of
a community and a kind of
parliament of the people.

Even the Catholic
bishops, historically wary of
rocking the boat, have found
a prophetic voice. Their
Lenten pastoral letter this
year, ‘Concern and Hope’,
noted ‘the weak, unjust and
inconsistent enforcement of
the law, disregard of the
rights and dignity of man;
where justice is, as it were,
only for the strong, the rich
and the powerful; ... corrup-
tion, collusion and manipu-
lation ...". People told me
about the letter, thrilled.

For many people in
Indonesia, religious faith
provides the frame within
which they can articulate
ideas about justice,
democracy and pluralism.
Religious tradition is the
foundation and the resource
for discussions of tolerance,
human dignity, human
rights.

But it is especially the
case among Mus-

lims that reli-
gion, rather than
its rejection, is
the means of
envisioning ajust
society.

Amien Rais,
who chairs Indo-
nesia’s second largest
Islamic organisation, is
fond of remarking that
Muslims form 88 per cent
of the population and
ought tobe given thatlevel
of representation in Par-
liament. ‘Islam must be
given a fair, honest and just repre-
sentation. The only way to trans-
form our society into a harmonious,
peaceful, stable and decent future is
of course by establishing justice for
all people—where there is no major-
ity dictatorship over the minority
and there is no minority dictatorship
over the majority.’ At the same time,
‘Muslims do not feel neglected or
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On my first day

in Medan, young
graduates, still
jockeying for jobs
six months to a
year after leaving
university,
described their
ideal futures in
marketing, tourism,
on television and in
the timber industry.
In the meantime
they yearned for
scholarships
oversedas,
studied English,
watched TV,

never read books.
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discounted any more.” Gestures like the
compulsory broadcast of the Koranic recita-
tion competition are designed to contribute
to that sense of recognition.

Amicn Rais’ organisation,
Muhammadiya, is hcir to Masyumi, the
Islamic political party banned in 1959 when
some of its members were implicated in
organising an insurrcection in Sumatra.
Amicn Rais’ own parents were members ot
Masyumi. With its dismissal from the public
scene, organisations like Muhammadiyah,
confined to social and cducational roles,
took onnew lite. While Masyumi had voiced
hopes foran Islamic state, Muhammadiyah
had to come to terms with the pluralism
cxpressedin Pancasila, the Indonesian state
idcology.

In Amicn Rais’ rhetoric, ‘Muslim’ was,
it scemed to me, most often a synonym tor
the 80 per cent of Indonesians who do not
control the cconomy—who have not
crcamed the benetits of cconomic
expansion. That leaves the non-Muslims as
those to whom Muslims remain subordinate
and whose commanding role in Indoncesian
cconomic and political life must be rejected.
[t was casy to find pcople who take up
Amicn Rais’ argument and contrace the
non-Muslim minority to ‘the Chinese’. Of
course, there were those who go a step
further: “the Chinese” arc ‘the Christians’.

Thereal picture is more complex—down
to the fact that of the 13 conglomerates
owning 67 per cent of the nation’s wealth,
six arc owned by the family of the Muslim
President. It is hardly possible, still, to
speak of an 88 per cent Islamic majority in
apolitically or religiously meaningful way.
Religion in Indonesia, Tslam included, is
just too plural. Amien ais must know
this. He knows certainly that no clection

return has provided an Islamic party
with a clear vote of confidence.

ROM AMIEN Rars’ pOINT OF viLw, democracy
is bifurcated—thcere is a majority and a
minority—and ‘true Islam’ is the mcans to
achicving the protection of minoritics,
harmony and justice in Indonesian socicety.
Islam is harmony, he said, and the Koran
teaches human brotherhood, religious
harmony and many other noble things. The
values are unassailable, but the mechanisms
arc a puzzle to minorities unclear about
their status should the teachings of Islam
be implemented in a ‘collective” way, by
majority rule, as opposed to the means of an
[slamic state.

The strong criticism of Am 1 Re
comes from Islamic quarters. His vision is
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frightening, said Abdurrahman Wahid, who
lcads the Nahdlatul Ulama, the largest
Islamic organisation, 30 million strong.
People like himsclf would like to sce ‘a
modern Indonesian socicty where Muslims
would implement the teachings of their
religion voluntarily and individually. Even
if they actina collective way it would be an
individual decision to join or not.’

In his own being Abdurrahman Wahid
expresses the pluralism of Indonesian Islam,
implicitly denied by Amicen Rais. He is a
Muslim intellectual, drawn to traditional
Javanese mystical practices and certain
Western cultural forms. He could ery at the
right kind of Koranic recitation, with its
marriage of meaning and sound, he said,
but the TV competition mystificd him.
“This is all that is left for the government to
do to placate Muslims. It doces that with
much cost.’

Abdurrahman Wahid is not a politician
but he is a figure of national importance.
Unlike Amien Rais he avoided cooption by
the state-sponsored association of Muslim
intellectuals, ICMI, an association
established, some say, in another move to
placate Muslims. (Amicn Rais has
subscquently been “spat out’ for criticising
the status quo too stridently). In spite of
somc cnigmatic public gestures, such as
joining with the President’s daughter during
an clection campaign event, Abdurrahman
Wahid remains a source of inspiration for
many people, young people especially.

Among young Muslims, democracy and
pluralism are flourishing ideals. There is a
host of non-government organisations
where young intellectuals, taking theirlead
from some notable antecedents, take issuce
with traditional Islamic tcachings by going
back tothe Koran, rejecting literal readings,
and cxamining the sacred  text
‘contextually’. In the scholar William
Liddle’s phrase, they look for the substance
of the Koran’s teachings. The substance,
they find, is not cxclusive, or sexist.
Depending on the focus of their
organisation, they carry the message out to
schools, rural communitics, universitics,
Islamic religious leaders.

There is an interesting range among
these NGOs. T went to one, Paramadina,
which caters for Jakarta’s middle-classes,
inviting them to a ‘rational’, ‘moderate’,
cven ‘post-modern’, Islam. The emphasis
here 1s on Islam as spirituality, onc that is
well-tuned to the demands of contemporary
lifc. The language clearly appeals to those
who want to integrate Islam into their lives
as Western-cducated technically-trained



people{those whoare ‘well-acquainted with
cyberspace’), hence the emphasis on
‘rationality’. Sometimes there are hiccups.
When [ listened to a conversion discussion
going on in a back room I discovered that,
from onc Paramadina associate at least,
there was deeper analvsis of political and
cconomic aspects of Islam than social ones.
The ‘teacher’, a businessman involved in
multi-level sclling, remained certain that
there was in Islam a place for the jilbab
(veil), for polygamy, for
circunicision.

female

Ididn’t find the same kind of incoherence
among thosc Islamic organisations serving
the poor. Amongst them, the issuc of gender
cquality was intrinsic to discussion of
democracy and cconomice development.
From LKPSM, a Nahdlatul Ulama ‘Institute
for Developing Human Resources’, the
members go out to rural communitics tak-
ing Islamic tcachings as the basis for grass
roots training in gender perspectives. ‘The
question may be, who owns the buffalo?
The man or the family? We ask, what is
justice? What is equality in Islam?, and we
reinterpret the teachings step-by-step. At
first the people are shocked. But after that,
they arc cager to deconstruct and reconstruct
again.’

AtKalyanamitra, an inter-faith women'’s
organisationin Jakarta, the Muslim activist
wore a veil. On her feminist head, she said,
it was a symbolic rejection of both Muslim
patriarchy and the codption of Islam by the
State. Inorder to change society inIndonesia
it was necessary to start with religion.
Religion was not merely a personal belicf
but a way of being active to change socicty
and the struggle was not to reject Islamic
law but to reinterpret it.

In Yogyakarta, at an Islamic institute
which ‘researches the response of religion
tosocial, political and economic problems’,
young intellectuals spoke about introducing
a ‘variety of thought, even extremes of
thought’ on Islam. They listed issues of
human rights, equality between men and
women, the democratisation of political
life in Indonesia. It wasn’t an attempt to
reject their elders they said, but again a
question of reinterpretation.

Democratisation was their key concern.
‘In our opinion, the old interpretation of the
Koran put the people as servant to the
King—inJavanese, kowalo—soin Indonesia
the important thing is to democratise
political life by reinterpreting Al Koran and
reinterpreting fig {law)’.

In their group, they said, ‘we do not
reject the Chinese. We donot reject anyone

who wants to live in Indonesia. We sec
them as equal to Muslims, It is our Islamic
opinion in LKIS'. These young Islamic
democrats disseminate their ideas through
publishing and through lcadership train-
ing courses. Some of them have links with
Interfidei, an organisation made up of
people of different faiths who come to-
gether voluntarily and not as official
representatives  of  their religious
institutions. {They arc keen on the
distinction between taith and religion).
Interfidei is cqually vigorous in its
cducational activities—distributing books
through a wide network, holding seminars
and monthly discussions, doing field
rescarch {what really happened, for
example, when the churches were burned
in Situbondo?). Democracy, human rights,
tribal religion, how to live together in a
pluralistic socicty, how to achicve clean

government—these are the topics

they discuss.

VEN AT THE LEVEL of the Maijlis,
Muhammadiyah’slaw-making body, there
isbusy reinterpretation fromits only female
member, appointedin 1991, She is Ruhaini,
an academic at a Muhammadiyah
university (she studied social theory at
Monash) who has the great advantage of
fluent Arabic. Her way of going about
achieving change is to look closcly at the
Arabicreligious texts, including the Koran,
to extricate the general meaning rather
than the cultural meaning Indonesian
Islamic tradition teaches. She was also
instrumental in the setting up of Indonesia’s
first women’s crisis centre in Yogyakarta
in response to a high rate of domestic
violence, ‘70 per cent from Muslim
families!” In Yogya, she said, there were
many groups training pcople, alerting them
‘to the way culturc moulds perspectives,
including the way we interpret a Bible or a
Koran.’

I retain that image of the Koranic
recitation competition on television not as
a pro forma one but rather as a complex
image. It seems to me that there is a tension
init, between the youngpeople set cheerily
out on the field and the eamest officials on
the dais. On the dais they are going through
the motions. They are paying their dues in
all the appropriate directions. There is no
certainty that they even mean what they
say. There is only hopefulness and pride on

the field.

Margaret Coffey is a program-maker with
Radio National.
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to develop and survive’ a culture has to ‘put down firm ethical roots in the place from which it
grows’. He maintained that white Australians nceded to come to terms with ‘the story of homicide,
rape’—and all too pertinently for 1997—the forcible abduction of children from their parents’.

Smith also argued that it was not enough for whitc Australians to acknowledge these crimes;
they needed to give Aborigines inalicnable title to land and adequate reparations for their debasement
and degradation over 200 years. Smith predicted that, if Aborigines gained these political and
cconomic rights, a ‘mature’ culturc would follow in which there was ‘effective cultural interchange’
between white and black Australians. But if white Australians denied Aborigines these rights, not
just Aborigines but all Australians would be the losers.

Smith was exceptionally well equipped to develop these arguments. Just as John Mulvancy
instigated the academic discipline of Australian prehistory and Manning Clark brought
unprecedented substance to the study of Australian history, so Smith created Australian art history.
Before him, it was chronicle. Smith not only made it intellectually exciting through his rcading of
Marx and Lenin, Toynbee and Wofflin, but also recast its empirical base through ferocious research.
The result is a powerful sct of cultural arguments written with unusual clarity. More than fifty
years on his carliest writing has hardly dated.

Smith first showed how cxciting Australian art history could be in Place, Taste and Tradition
which was published in 1945 when he was 29 and yet to enrol as an undergraduate at the University
of Sydney. He followed in 1960 with European Vision and the South Pacific, a revised version of
his doctorate from the Australian National University. Two years later came Australian Painting,
which art historians and curators now like to dismiss in conversation, though not print, as dull,
cven mechanical. Yet their criticism ignores the depth of Smith’s research, his command of

his material and the customary verve of his writing. If only we had Australian Painting’s
! equal exploring Australian photography, printmaking or urban design.

RT HISTORY, HOWEVER, (S JUST A SLICE OF BERNARD SMmITH. Like Mulvaney and Clark, he has never
been confined by the discipline he established. Instead he has made major forays into anthropology
and architecture, Aboriginal history and autobiography; he has been almost as at home in the rest
of the South Pacific as in Australia. Even in his ‘retirement’ since 1977 when he stepped down as
the first Power Professor of Contemporary Art at the University of Sydney, he has covered greater
intellectual ground than any academic art historian in Australia.

Like Mulvaney and Clark, Smith has also been an exceptional
academic in his commitment both to writing books of enduring
importance and to engaging with the culture and politics of today.

Between writing and editing more than a dozen major books, he
has been an effective urban activist and an incisive newspaper art /
critic. Significantly he has almost never bothered with articles in
refereed journals, let alone the international referced journals, given ‘
such excessive credence by modern university managers and their
counterparts in the Australian Research Council.

For all these reasons, it is more than time Smith himself was
the stuff of a book. Until now, the only substantial essays about
Smith have been written by Humphrey McQuecen in the
Independent Monthly and 24 Hours. Nancy Underhill’s Making
Australian Art includes a fine account of how it was that Sydney
Ure Smith of Art in Australia published Place, Taste and Tradition
even though Ure Smith was a ‘King, Empire and Menzies man’ and Bernard an active member of
the Communist Party. But Australian Art and Architecture, the 1980 festschrift in Smith’s honour,
is characteristic of so much of this genrc in almost ignoring Smith’s work. Smith’s own award-
winning autobiography The Boy Adeodatus stops in 1940 when he was just 24 and had abandoned
his own painting but was yet to publish his first article. Smith’s book on the artist Noel Counihan—
often suspected of being his vehicle for writing more of his own life—is no such thing. Smith’s
regard for Counihan is too great for him to abuse his memory in this way.

Now Peter Beilharz has begun giving Smith the extended attention he deserves, in The
Antipodean Imagination, alias ‘Culture, Theory and the Visual in the Work of Bernard Smith’.
Wherceas Smith considers himself a cultural historian and Humphrey McQueen has cast him much
more broadly as Australia’s greatest living historian, Beilharz identifies him as a social theorist of
international importance. He maintains that Smith is ‘best read ... as ... a theorist of peripheral
vision’ who has understood that the antipodes is not a place but a relation. The key to Smith, for

The busts of Truganini and
Wouredcdv, by Benjamin Law,
are reproduced from the cover
of Bernard Smith's 1980

Bover lectures, “The Spectre of
Truganini’, published by the
ABC, und from Bernard Smith's
European Vision And The South
Pacific, published by Oxford,
1960. The photograph

of Bernard Smith is from

The Boyer Lectures.
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of Glebe in which they sought ‘to create a better informed and more appreciative public for the

Australian architecturc of the second half of the nincteenth century’ and by doing so encourage its

preservation both in Glebe and elsewhere. At the same time, the Smiths emphasised that Glebe

was more than just buildings because there were groups such as pensioners who had lived most of
their lives in Glebe, wished to remain there and had ‘a special social and even moral
stake in the arca’.

Y THE TIME THE Arciirrarural CHARACTER OF GLERE APPEARED IN 1974, the Smiths had helped to
render it partly supcertluous by working to sccure federal intervention in Glebe. Encouraged by a
range of organisations, including not just the Glebe Society but also the Leichharde Council and
the Anglican Church, the Whitlam government decided to buy the Church’s Glebe Estate. As
described by the Melbourne architect Neil Clerchan, ‘On the day the review copies were posted,
the Government announced that it had bought the central area of Glebe with the admirable if
impracticable intention of preserving its present social mix and maintaining, which is easier, its
original character.” In fact, the federal government’s unprecedented decision not only preserved
Glebe’s buildings but also went some way to maintaining its diversity becausc the 700 dwellings
within the Glebe Estate were increased by careful infill to 1100 and retained as public housing.

The most far-reaching fruit of Smith’s architectural writing was, howcver, his discussion of
Australian domestic building between the late 1880s or perhaps the mid-1890s and the First World
War. Until then, houses of this period were typically dubbed ‘Queen Anne’: a reference both to
English domestic architecture of the first decade of the eighteenth century and the British revivals
of this style in the 1860s and 1870s. The implication was that the Australian buildings characterised
in this way were typically derivative; they were mere foreign imports.

Smith argued that this view was mistaken, although his reasoning shifted markedly between
cssay and book. In The Architectural Character of Glebe he accepted that Australian houses from
the turn of the century had possessed links with Wren’s England such as their ‘partiality for red
bricks and terracotta ornaments’. But he maintained that they also revealed French, American and
distinctively Australian influences. The result, he argued, was buildings of ‘a character that is
uniquc to Australia and deserves therefore an Australian name’. His suggestion was ‘Federation’
becausc ‘it tlourished throughout Australia from Fremantle to Bondi during the years immediately
before the federation of the Australian colonies into the Australian Commonwealth in 19017,

Smith’s manifestly nationalist suggestion caught on. The prominent architectural historian
Morton Herman embraced ‘Federation style’ in 1974, Soon it was in general currency—a linguistic
fcat on Smith’s part which changed the way Australians understood their suburbs, naturalising
what had previously scemed foreign, and leading them to look with more regard on their own
surroundings.

Beilharz is no more alive to the significance of this aspect of Smith’s work than he is to Smith's
litcrary foray into the sources of Coleridge’s ‘Rime of the Ancient Mariner’. While making no
claim to ‘any new explanation of the profound moral and spiritual experience’ conveyed by Coleridge,
Smith argues that a key source of its naturalist base was William Wales, the astronomer and
metcorologist on James Cooks’ sccond voyage, who taught mathematics at Christ’s Hospital when
Coleridge was a pupil there. Smith maintains that both the course of the Ancient Mariner’s voyage
and much of Coleridge’s imagery grew out of Wales's stories. In particular he argucs that ‘the
precision and clarity of Coleridge’s atmospheric imagery derives much from the precision and
clarity of Walcs’s astronomical and metcorological observations’.

This argument is significant because so much of what Smith has written about in both Furopean
Vision and its successors—whether the paintings of the still to be identified ‘Port Jackson Painter’
or even those of the Royal Academician William Hodges—occupies little or no place in accounts of
European culture written with a metropolitan lens. The ‘Ancient Mariner’ is very different because
it is a cornerstone of high culture—part of the international literary canon. If one wants to
demonstrate what Smith has described as ‘the relation of regional content to the universal forms of
art’, it is an cssential example.

Just as Beilharz’s omission of Wales’s influence on Coleridge weakens his account of the two-
way relation between centre and periphery in the cighteenth century, so his failure to consider the
impact of Smith’s work on the study of Coleridge over the last 40 years weakens his analysis of the
antipodean relationship today. This issuc is significant because most of Coleridge’s biographers, as
well as literary critics writing detailed studics of his work, have ignored Smith’s study even though
he first published it in the Journal of the Warburg and Courtauld Institute in 1956, republished it
in The Antipodean Manifesto in 1976 and then again in his Imagining the Pacific in 1992. Onc of
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But what of Smith’s other writing, particularly his books? Truganini offers another way of
examining Smith—and not just because of the impact of Benjamin Law's bust on the cover of his
Boyer Lectures. Law’s sculpture is also central to Australian art history; it is of manifest anthropo-
logical interest and its signiticance extends beyond the cultural to che political. Not feast, Truganini’s
place in Smith’s work over the fast 40 years provides a vehiele for exploring how Smith's ideas
have changed over timie and how he has responded to new social and intellectual developments.

When Law sculpted Truganini and her ‘husband’ Woureddy in 1833-36, he was so confident of

contemporary interest in Tasmania’s Aborigines that he cast about
30 pairs. Each was available in two versions. One was ‘stone-
colourcd’, the usual colour for plaster casts of Europeans, which
offered the pretence of marble. The other was ‘bronze’ which
suggested metal. Almost all Law’s contemporarics preferred the
bronze, most likely because they could not imagine Aborigines
other than dark. For some colonists, these busts were important as
art. The Hobart Town Almanack recorded (not gquite accurately)
that Law’s casts were ‘the first attempt at sculpture in the colony’.
Others saw them as cthnography. The Polish scientist John Lhotsky
observed, “As the race of the natives of this island is ncearly
extinguished, these casts will retain a constant historical valuce.’
Within a few years, this view had triumphed. Nearly all the
known versions of Law’s work ended up in cthnographic collections
ranging from the Royal Anthropological Institute in London to the
Muscée de 'Homme in Paris and the Anatomy Departiment of the
University of Edinburgh to its counterpart in the University of
Melbournc. Until 1947, the Tasmanian Muscum and Art Gallery
in Hobart ¢xhibited Law’s bust of Woureddy in a showcase which
had as its centrepicee Truganini’s skeleton which had been
articulated, following its burial and exhumation, by Professor Baldwin Spencer of the
National Muscum of Victoria.

HIS DIVISION BETWEEN ART AND ETHNOGRAPHY did not trouble Bernard Smith when he published
European Vision and the South Pacific in 1960. Had he confined himself to what was then considered
art, he would have had little to write about. Even so, he considered Law’s work only at sccond-
hand. Instcad of reproducing Law’s busts, Smith included lithographs of them published in the
1840s in the anthropological atlas of the French explorer Dumon d’Urville’s Voyage to the South
Pole. In doing so, Smith identified the lithographer Léveillé but not Law. His only comment was that
Dumon d’'Urville thought that the Tasmanian Aborigines ‘were somewhat worse off than the beasts’.

This observation fitted perhaps Smith’s best-known thesis in European Vision about how
Europeans began by sceing the people of the Pacific as noble savages. Smith argued that when
James Cook visited Australia in 1770, his company fitted the Aborigines into this classical mould.
They looked on them as ‘hard primitives’ distinguished by their courage. But while this image of
the Aborigine as ‘an idcalized figure possessing proportions, attitudes, and expressions derived
from classical art’ survived the arrival of the First Flecet, it collapsed in the mid-1790s as Aborigines
were degraded by contact with Europeans. Instead the Aborigine was ‘depicted as a monstrous and
comical absurdity’.

This argument about the transformation of the noble savage into the ignoble savage is flawed
because it takes no account of the many sympathetic portraits of New South Wales Aborigines
from the 1830s—particularly those by Charles Rhodius. It also ignores all representations of
Tasman 1 Aborigines in the 1830s except for John Glover’s Aboriginal landscapes. In doing so,
Smith omitted Thomas Bock’s portraits of the Aborigines and Benjamin Duterrau’s portraits, history
paintings and large-scale cthnographic paintings of them. Not least he ignored Law’s casts of
Truganini and Woureddy.

Thesc omissions distorted the place of Aborigines in colonial art. As Law’s nco-classical busts
amply demonstrate, there was no straight trajectory from noble to ignoble savage. Instead the
noble¢ savage flourished in Tasmania in the 1830s just as the Black War was being won by the
scttlers and the Aborigines brought in by George Augustus Robinson were being transported to
Flinders Island. While Smith was probably right to suggest that conflict over land inspired negative
portrayals of Aborigines, he did not recognise that as this threat disapp  :d, at least some colonists
were happy to restore Aborigines to a classical mould.
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actions and parliamentary hearings
launched by the government since 1981,
when Jeyarctnam  became the first
opposition politician to sit in the

Singapore Parliament in well

over a decade.
IT WAS THE PRrESENCE of the international

observers and the unusually large foreign
media contingent that helped give the
trial its special character. Indeed, at once
point in particular—Goh Chok Tong’s
three hours in the witness stand—the
foreign coverage of the trial became an
issuc within the trial itsclf.

Although it occurrced on only the
second of five days of hearings, Carman’s
cross-cxamination of Goh Chok Tong on
hehalf of Jeyarctnam was the climax of
the trial. Carman’s argument hinged on
two main themes: that Goh had suffered
no real distress as a result of Jeyarctnam'’s
words, and that the actions against his
client were motivated simply by the
desire to drive him from political life. He
showed how Goh himself, with Lee Kuan
Yew, had relcased the contentious police
reports to the press on clection day, and
he gained from Goh the admission that a
confidential letter to the Speaker of the
Singapore parliament had been given to the
press without the Speaker’s permission.

Faced by a fairly tough line of
questioning, Goh's performance lacked
assurance: on one occasion he became
tangled in a trap laid fairly openly by
Carman, when he conceded that 1997 had
been ‘a good year’ in which his standing
as a leader had not been damaged. This
action, after all, was launched on the
basis of the damage wrought by
Jeyaretnam’s words.

Carman’s cross-examination of Goh
was a gripping courtroom performance.
Reports in the Guardian and the London
Times and through the news agencies, the

BC and Australia Television emphasised
the key points of Carman’s argument and
his allegation, on two occasions, that Goh
was not being entirely truthful in his
answers, Day Three opencd, consequently,
with Shields foreshadowing his intention
to usc the media coverage of the cross-
examination as cvidence in support of a
claim for aggravated damages, which he
duly did on the last day of the hearings.

This level of media interest—
contrasting with Tang’s hearings—was
partly a recognition of Jeyaretnam’s long
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carecr in opposition politics. Jeyarctnam
helped revive the Workers Party back in
1971, and bccame its first post-
independence MP in 1981, He has been
one of the targets of the dozen or more
defamation actions launched over the
years by Lee Kuan Yew. And, as the
video-taped evidence showed in court, he
is a skilled performer on the hustings.

From the British media’s point of
view the attraction of the trial was the
presence the two London QCs, especially
the 69-ycar-old George Carman who, the
Straits Times reported, is paid up to
$10,000 a day back in the UK. As well as
bringing publicity for the case, Carman
showed his remarkable advocacy skills
throughout the hearings. His right to
appear for Jeyarctnam was contested by
the plaintiffs in a preliminary hearing;
once he had been given permission to
take on the case, the plaintiffs appointed
Shields as their counsel.

In the absence of a jury, Carman’s
strategy was partly to appeal to the court
by challenging Gol’s case, and partly to
appeal to international opinion (and to
liberal opinion within Singapore) by
setting the casc in the context of the
pattern of the government’s dealings with
opposition figurcs. According to Carman,
Goh’s claim that his reputation had
suffered was not only contrived, but it
fitted a pattern of government behaviour
that had generated a ‘climate of fear’ in
Singapore.

The tension within the trial was
generated by these two overlapping
strategies, and on a couple of occasions
the conflict between them brought an
uncomfortable moment in the courtroom.
At one point Carman, insisting on his right
to put his case to Goh in the witness stand,
said to the judge: ‘The assertions are made
against my client. Is he not allowed to
defend himself against them? Am 1 not
allowed to put his case to this witness?
Is that what you w t me to do in
Singapore?’

Carman, as he later said himsclf, was
simply doing a ‘job of work’ in the
courtroom, attacking the motives of the
plaintiff as effectively as he knew how.
But there was a whiff of the old colonial
relationship there that prove ed the
Prime Minister and may well have
annoyed the judge.

In tactical terms, Carman might
have overplayed his hand.






h
|

RAYNER

OW DO YOU PROTECT YOUR CHILDREN from sex offenders?
Tecach them they have rights; that their body may be touched only
with respect, and their permission. Treat them so they expect to be
takenseriously, andlistened to. Do notassumec that family, friends,
and pillars of the community would not harm your child. Do not
discipline your children by force or fear. Train them to object to
being hit, hurt, or subjected to unwanted carcsses, from anyone—
police, priest or principal.

At most, only about 20 per cent of known sexual exploiters of
children are ‘strangers’. Most arce fathers, siblings, extended family
and people known and trusted by both the child and usually her,
(much less often hirs), parents. Paedophiles are often kind, respect-
able people whom children are taught to obey. They are not gay men,
who arc attracted to other gay men, nor dirty-old-men-in-raincoats—
very few pacdophiles loiter around playgrounds and public lavatories.
They catdinnerat your table, teach Sunday School or swimming, drive
buses and baby-sit. They are your friends.

We would prefernot to believe this. Evil strangers and paedophile
rings protected by high personages arc casier to deal with than the
worm in our hearts. So it was that many, including the prurient and
conspiracy theorists, were upsct and disappointed when Justice
Wood released his Peedophile Report, on 26 August, and failed to
name names. There was noone to pillory but ourselves.

Waoods wamed at the start of the public hearings of his Inquiry
into corruption in the NSW Police, in March 1966, that we would
be shocked by the pardophile evidence. We were more shocked
about official callousness. Police didn’t charge a Catholic
schooltcacher, though they possessed video tapes of his squalid
activities with crying little boys. Child protection authorities
didn’t dismiss “T7’, a senior welfare officer, accused by ex-wards of
sexual misconduct, because they respected his industrial rights. He
told the Inquiry that by accessing Department of Community
Services files, he had tracked down a former ward and paid him tor
sex: he was also running a pornographic mail order business.

The Report was scathing. Children were unprotected because
officials were carcless, jealous, defensive and cowardly. Services for
abusced children were grossly under-resourced. Their staff were
untrained. Agencies with child protection and investigation
responsibilities were inept, aloof, fought over ‘turt’, and largely
refused to admit their staff could do any wrong. Mandatory reporting
laws were largely ignored by teachers and principals—not that
reporting to a flabby child protection scrvice would have done
much good.

Warst of all, deference to authority figures both discouraged
children from complaining, and ensured — at the abusers of their
trust were protected, especially within church authorities, by ‘less
than thorough or impartial’ police investigators.

The Report's 140 recommendations were scrappily reported.
Many journalists highlighted a few controversial, and largely
symbolic, proposals, such as a national ‘pacdophile register’ {very
popular in the tabloids); lowering the age of consent to homosexual
acts between males, and the civil liberties implications of checking
employment records of workers with children.

Disgracefully, the most damning finding dropped off the front
pages within 48 hours, testimony to community and institutional
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Silence about the lambs

hypocrisy.  Despite myriad reports and promises, every single
ageney responsible for managing child sexual abuse in NSW had
mealy-mouthed, and failed to deliver on, a commitment to inter-
agency codperation.

Wood recommended, and the Carr government is expected to
announce in mid-September that it will create a new, powertul,
Children’s Commission to deal with this. The resources of the
NSW Community Scervice Commissioner, and the Child Protection
Council, will be usced to support it.

Let us consider the mission of this new Commission. To begin,
it should be recalled that Roger West, NSW’s Community Scrvices
Commissioner, was charged by Premier Carr, in carly 1996, with
the job of informing every State ward of his/her rights to complain
about scxual abuse ¢ was given no additional resources for this,
didn’t complete the job, and incurred the Minister’s displeasure for
publicly raising both facts.

Neither West’s Commission nor the Child Protection Council
will have the role Wood describes:

to monitor and advise on the performance of the relevant depart-
ments and ageneies involved in child protection, to assist in policy
development, to collectintelligence, to assist in the dissemination
of information concerning suspected child abuse and offenders, and
to perform an important role in making administrative decisions as
to whether persons working, or secking work in positions involving
closc contact with children, are suitable for that purpose. {Para 20.17)

because, according to Wood, the Community Scrvices
Commission ‘covers other matters than child protection,” (why
couldn’t a specialist division be established and resourced?) and
because the Council ‘lacks statutory authority’ {which it

could have been given).

NSTLAD, WES TS JURISDICTION IN CHILD PROTEC TION, and his resources,
arc proposcd to be handed to the Children’s Commission. The
Child Protection Council’s secretariat would be shifted to the
Commission (‘to prescerve its special expertise’], but the Council
will disappear, as will the Community Services Commission if it
appears to lack sufficient residual responsibility to justify its
retention. Wood suggests its remaining functions—disability
and budget should pass to the Ombudsman.

scervices, particularly
That office scems remarkably unsuited to such investigations.

The relatively new (April 1996 Office of Children and Young
People, close to the Premier, will apparently remain and perform
its policy advisory role. Given reputed disagreements over ‘turf’
between that Office and the Child Protection Council, and the
Children’s Commission’s broad-ranging responsibilities—scet out
below—this could result in border skirmishes between the two
young agencies.

The proposed Children’s Commission would report to
Parliament. Its three divisions would be:

o1 Centre for Child Protection, which would coordinate child
protection agencics’ activities, carry out rescarch, training and
COMMUNITY AWarcness programs;

ean Employment Information Centre. This would issuc
‘unacceptable risk’ certificates in relation to offenders wishing to



work with children {the Commission’s own
staff would be subject to an external
checking process); and

ean Investigation and Review Unit
would monitor systemic issues, complaints
about children’s carce and protection, and
review foster or substitute carc as well as
backing up the Employment Information
Centre’s work.

As well, a Children’s Commissioner
would lead the new body: a ‘Special
Guardian’ for children in care; with the
right to take matters to the Children’s Court,
and to report to Parliament if police
commitment to child protection flagged, or
if inter-agency codpceration or resources were
inadequate for child protection.

This prescription does not quite fultil
the hopes of those who have long advocated
tor a ‘Children’s Commissioner’. Children
have more than a right to be rescued and
helped to recover from exploitation or abuse.
Their interests must be first in government
priorities. But though Australians hold dear
a warm and fuzzy vision of ‘the family’ we
do not care to commit sufficient resources
to protectits most vulnerable members. We
love children but fear that to acknowledge,
and teach them that they have, ‘rights’, will
take away parental authority: yet without
such sclf-confidence any child is a sitting
duck in a sexual predator’s sights.

The Paedophile Report recommenda-
tions posit a Children’s Commission
preoccupied with sniffing out that tiny
proportion of potential scxual abusers of
children whoare strangers to them. It would
be primarily concerned with children
already damaged by sexual exploitation,
withless emphasis on the far more common
physical and emotional maltrcatment, and
neglect.

Our moral obligation is to prevent child
abuse by promoting child and family well-
being. The proposed Commissioner has no
cxplicit responsibility to persuade
governments to give primacy to ¢very child’s
right to a decent life, and to sce that this is
not denied by niggardly community services;
poverty, homelessness, isolation, lack of
support, or inadequate parenting skills.

The integrity and personal qualities of
that Commissioner will determine whether
the Commission is for children or, five
years down the track, just another child
protection scandal.

Commission with care, Mr Carr.

Moria Rayner is a lawyer and freelance
journalist. Her internet address is:
<MoiraRayner@compuserve.coms>

NLIKE SOME OTHERS OF ITS ILX, the school had not rushed headlong into
computers. Sure, there were several computers around for the students to use,
but until the last year or two there scemed little serious effort to introduce all
students to the information revolution. One of the reasons became clear at a
recent speech night. During the evening—at which considerable expenditure on
a network of computers for the school was announced—the principal made her
disquiet about computers clear. It was not a simple, Luddite distrust of technology.
The reasoning was much more profound. She found the cold, solitary,
unambiguous world of interaction with computers strangely out of place in a
school community which unashamedly worked at civilising and humanising
students. In short, she felt that the old virtues of teaching the humanities had been
too easily discarded for the vocational advantages of teaching technology; that
computer skills were easily acquired by educated people, social skills were not.

She has a point. Too casily in last gasp of the twentieth century, we have lost
sight of the fact that science is a tool, rather than an end in itself. We can usc
science to acquire and provide us with information and knowledge to make
decisions, and technology to give us the power to put those decisions into action.
But we still have to make those decisions.

In April 1993, more than 400,000 people in the city of Milwaukee, Wisconsin
became ill with diarrhoea. About 4,400 were admitted to hospital. And at least 69
people, most of whom were HIV positive, died. It was the largest outbrcak of
waterborne disease in US history. The finger was pointed at poor operation of a
water treatinent plant which became overloaded with dirty, contaminated water
from an unusually large spring thaw into Lake Michigan. Less than a year later,
103 people in Las Vegas contracted severe diarrhoea. By May 1995, at least 41 of
them had died. Once again, almost all were HIV positive. Once again, studics
linked the disease with drinking water. But this time, there was no obvious reason
for what had happened. The water supply authority was using the latest equipment,
and drawing its water from a relatively clean reservoir.

Both outbreaks were caused by an enigmatic, microscopic, single-celled
animal or protozoan, known appropriately as Cryptosporidium {‘hidden seed’).
At present, there is no simple, straightforward, unequivocal test for it, cither in
water or people. It is a parasite of the gut and infects people by means of its tiny
cggs which can pass through all but the finest filters and survive in a chlorinated
swimming pool. They can also be encountered in food or in nappies at the daycare
centre as well as in water. Noone knows for sure what the most common source is.
For the vast majority of people Cryptosporidium is not much of a problem. It is a bug
that makes life unpleasant until the immune system cradicates it within five to 10
days. But in those severely affected by HIV or who arc undergoing treatment, such as
chemotherapy, which suppresses their immune system profoundly, it’s a different
story. Cryptosporidium can become chronic and lethal. There are no known antibiotics
and no vaccine against it. At present, according to the experts, the number of people
at risk in Melbourne amounts to about one in 5,000.

To eliminate Cryptosporidium from drinking water is expensive. At the very
least, you have to pass large volumes of water through very fine filters. Just last
year, for several reasons (not just Cryptosporidium) Sydney installed such a system
at a cost of $500,000,000. Melbourne’s catchments are more highly protected
than those supplying Sydney, and its water is largely unfiltered. So there you
have the science of what we know. But someone still has to make a decision.
Should Melbourne filter its water supply for the one in 5,000? Ultimately humans
have to decide when the benefits outweigh the costs. Scientific method is only a
tool to help us make that decision. [ |

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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bribe Cheeky Watson, the star among the
brothers, with a soft job as an army rughy
instructor. On the appointed day, a cabinet
minister came on the radio to warn white
players against participating, while the
police turned up in armoured cars. The
Watsons managed to avoid them and duly
played. Their lives would never be the same
again.

Checky had been all set up to become a
member of the Springbok team; that
prospect now vanished. But that was merely
the beginning of it. Friends, even relatives,
melted away; so too did a good deal of white
custom. Black custom went too, in the
sccond big boycott against white-run
businesses.

There was also to be the whole repertoire
of threats and minor persccutions, together
with arson and all-out murder attempts
against the brothers. If onc says it was a
miracle they came through alive, the word
is not uscd altogether loosely: they werce
subjected to cvery conceivable trial (in-
cluding a trumped-up one). Their faith,
supplemented by family solidarity, kept
them going.

As did an increasing commitment to
the liberation struggle. The brothers became
ANC activists, a fact they withheld for a
long time even from their wives. While
they still had it, they poured their money
into the cause, hid people on the run, even
used their shop as a field hospital to remove
shotgun pellets from people wounded in
demonstrations. Yet the government did
not charge them with being members of a
banned organisation, even though it could
have put them away for ten years, It was
known how popular they had been, and it was
not scen to be advantageous to reveal to the

public that prominent whites were
now active members of the ANC.

IH[ PARTICULAR VILLAINS In all this are the

security police. Apart from the scrious
crimes already referred to, no tactic was too
low for them to engage in—the spreading of
malicious rumours, the deliberate failure
tocall ambulances in the hope that enemices
would die, the torture of witnesses so that
they would give false evidence, and so forth.
The totality of their opposition to any inter-
racial amelioration is what comes through
this narrative with frightening clarity.
Today, the white town of Port Elizabeth
seems at one level as innocent as the
Geelongitresembles, but Williamson gives
us a glimpse of former operatives sitting
around glumly in seedy cafes. Her masterly
account of a conversation with the former

local sccurity head reveals his closed values,
his sometimes surprising and sophisticated
calculativeness, and his persistent grubby
certainties.

Thisbook originatedin a film proposal—
a number of film proposals, in fact. It is a
great pity that nonc of them got up, since
this is less likely now. Since it is such a
striking example of the radicalisation of
ordinary pcople, Williamson understandably
could not let the story go.

Her book, as John Pilger implies in his
foreword, is a good example of journalism
as the first draft of history. It may not have
breadth, and there are a number of small
mistakes. But Brothers To Us does have
clarity and urgency. At times it reads like a
thriller, and should prove of lasting value ra
anybody interested in South Africa.

Jim Davidson tcaches a course on the Rise
and Fall of Apartheid at Victoria University
of Technology.

.0
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Beside th

ETHH{ WiLLiam HackerT left two gifts to
Catholic Melbourne. Once was the Central
Catholic Library. The archives of its lend-
ingcards, displaying whorcad what through
the 1930s and 1950s, show how rich a gift it
was. [t was apologetic, of course, but, like
Father Hackett himsclf, adventurous in
exploring the broadest heritage of Catholic
thought.

I remember once riding a bicycle with
others beside Father Hackett, he in a horse-
and-trap, from Corpus Christi to the top of
the You Yangs. It was after Christmas
Midnight Mass and he had agitated us to go
with him to sce the sunrisc over Port Phillip
Bay from the mountain top. He talked G.K.
Chesterton, Dorothy Day and Irish history
all the way.

FatherHackettleft another gift, a special
sort of Jesuit school, Kostka Hall. Kostka:
Xavier by the sea is a history of that school
from its beginning till the withdrawal of
the last Jesuit in residence in 1994, It is
published by the Eldon Hogan Trust.

Xavier by the sea begins on the Feast of
the Dedication of St Peter and Paul, 18
November 1936. Father Hackett was saying
mass for the first time in the house which
he, as Rector of Xavier College had found
and bought as Xavier’s Preparatory School.
Mass for him was a wriggling, writhing
dance as he arched his shoulders back and
exploded his Irish-accented Latin over the
missal. It was a splendidly symbolic
moment for him. He had often said Mass
conspiratorially and secretly in Black-and-
Tan Ircland. Now on a starched waxy cloth
for a temporary altar stong, on a table foran
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e seaside

altar, in the beautiful bay window of the
parlourat Maritima, he would have enjoyed
the ironies of the Introit—Hoc est locum
terribile, 'This is a terrible place’. He had
scarched high and low for this placc and felt
he had triumphed in sccuring Maritima,
‘By the Sea’, the long-time residence of the
famous Professor of Natural History at The
University of Melbourne, Professor
Frederick McCoy. Father Hackett's long-
time friend, Archbishop Daniel Mannix
would have enjoyed his triumph too. Kostka
would raise the Catholic flag in rich
Protestant Brighton. He would have been
surce to have had something sharp to say
over another possible site, overlooking
Caulfield race-course.

William Hackett was amaverick Rector
of Xavicr College. He had little time for the
notion of a Public School. He had little or
no interest in sport or money. The ‘old
boys’ would never really forgive him for
that. His educational ambitions werce all for
the mind, the spirit and the heart. But he
didlaugh at his own entreprencurial acumen
in purchasing Kostka. He bought Maritima
and its six acres just a few steps away from
Brighton beach for £€20,000 over twenty
years—21000 a year. And almost
immediately he bought an acre beside it
with its large riot of a Tudor housc for
£€4000. This ‘terrible place” would make a
wonderful school.

And Kostka did make a wonderful
school. For all the apocryphal belief about
what the Jesuits could do if only they had a
seven-year-old boy under their influence,
they were not very good with small boys.
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That is my prejudice at least, take it for
what it’s worth. They tended to think that
primary education was just secondary
education writ small. Their energies were
too exhausted with discipline and institu-
tional face to be patient and imaginative
with the really young, Where the priest-
hood was an asset of extraordinary value
among older boys because it allowed them
to counscl understandings of how morality
andspirituality really work, the simplicities
of small boys were just too complex.

At Kostka it was different. One of the
many graces of Helen Penrosc’s and
Catherine Waterhouse’s history is that they
show how Kostka was different. There are
not many school histories that capture a
sensc of place as well as they have. They do

it with abrilliant selection of visual records.
More importantly they weave into the
narrative of their research the memories of
undreds of boys and teachers. By a simple
device of setting the memories in a distinc-
tive font, they create a sense of immediacy
and presence for those they interviewed.
These two women’s skills inre-creating
the school obviously docs not come from
experiencing it. They are not ‘old boys’
after all. It is patent that they are good
steners. Oral history is a tough task. The
interviewees casily stiffen with the
expectancy of what should be said, or of
what is ‘true’ history. It is a good oral
historian who allows the interviewees to be
themselves.
Their essential thesis about Kostka is
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that the location, the character of the
original and continuing Jesuits, the
humanity of the lay staff, the freedom that
distance from the ‘bigschool” allowed them,
gave a familial, not an institutional,
character to the schor I am sure that
characterisation is a compliment any school
wouldlike to have made aboutit. For Kostka
it is well deserved.

I have another thesis to add to theirs,
though: from the beginning William
Hackett’s spirit hovered over the school,
impishly no doubt, always ensuring that
there was no contradiction between faith
and humane education.

Greg Dening is Emecritus Professor of
History at the University of Melbourne.

The great incorrigible

AVING ONCE HAD A GLASS Oof water
dashed in his face in Parliament by Gough
Whitlam, Sir Paul Hasluck might have been
expected to turn a baleful gaze on him in his
posthumously published The Chance of
Politics {1997), a portrait gallery of his
contemporarics. In fact, Hasluck is not
ungenerous, even if, as usual, determined
never to be too impressed. Writing in 1975
before the Kerr ‘king hit’, Hasluck wonders
that Whitlam could have been 36 when he
cntered Parliament and all of 56 when he
became Prime Minister:

‘It had always been characteristic of
Whitlam to act younger than his age ... not
that he is intellectually immature or that
his development has been in any way
retarded but that he still takes the role of
“the bright boy of the family”.’

Thisis as truc of the octogenarian Gough
today as it was a half century ago.

Thislively if cluttered miscellany of the
great man’s ‘abiding intcrests’ has one
supervening preoccupation: todemonstrate
that the great man has alimost always been
right. Onc says ‘almost’ because Whitlam
does express an odd regret at having let his
tongue overrule his tact. It was not the
occasion when he reduced Garfield Barwick

40 EUREKA STREET o

to tears of frustration, triumph though that
was, but it was ‘cruel’ of him to call the
future Chief Justice ‘a truculent runt’.
Another man might simply record regret at
using unparliamentary language but Gough
tinds it reprehensible ‘in view of my height’!

When Whitlam entered Parliament, says
Hasluck, he was ‘a real smarty pants’ with
‘agoodmemory, awide range of information
and a ready tongue’. But Hasluck warmed
to ‘the quickness of his mind and his good-

umoured obscrvations’ even about him-
sclf, ‘his courtesy and attention to his
duties’, and ‘the favourable impression both
of himself and of Australian public life he
generated overseas’. Hasluck might have
added the vision that Whitlam brought to
resurrecting the Labor Party, to
international issues such as the recognition
of Red China, Aboriginal land rights, and
education and health policies, even if he
could not coordinate a cabinct, or pay his
bills, or resist parading overseas when his

ome turf needed him.

Naturally enough, although his rage at
Kerr’s coup has not been maintained, his
scorn for the cvents of 1975 has, especially
in view of the publication of Barwick’s A
Torv Radical (1995). The first two chapters,

OCTOBER 1997

a‘review of and‘clucs to’ the coup continue
Whitlam'’s apologia. He reduces Barwick’s
constitutional view to absurdity: obviously
the Chief Justice thought that, without
control of the Senate, there was no right to
govern.

In practice, this would have stultified
government in Australia. Whitlam persists
with his conviction that the crisis was a
political not a constitutional one in 1975.
Given a little more time, the Senate would
have capitulated. The evidence is not
conclusive cither way. However, while
excoriating Barwick for giving Kerr advice
at all, Whitlam ignores the fact that Sir
Anthony Mason, whom he admires, did so
too. To his credit, Whitlam sces no necd—
and never has—to suspecta CIA conspiracy.

Chapters three and four are concerned
with the ‘Legacy of Empires’ in Asia and
Europe respectively. Here not all readers
will think Whitlam as free of ‘distorted
memorics and compressced chronologices ...
selective amnesiaand selective animosities’
as he thinks they should be. He offers a
plausible exculpation of his alleged role in
encouraging Indonesia to annex East Timor.
However, he still thinks that economic
non-viability is an argument against















the sceming powerlessness of childhood
observation.

But the demands of cultivating Ulee’s
Gold—tupelo honey, the traditional Jackson
trade which sustains what's left of the family
and Ulee’s sanity—Dbrings a slight bond
between Ulee and his youngest grandchild.
Seeds of friendship also take root when
their neighbour-tenant breaks through the
staunchly self-reliant Jackson unit.

The drama of the story unfolds when a
call from prison scts the reluctant Ulee a
task of blood-tics and obligation, to rescue
Jimmy’s drug-riddled wife from the clutches
of ‘bad men’. Those ‘bad men’ and the loot
from Jimmy’s last heist give this small-
town film its cdge and tension. Their
increasing proximity to danger forges some
renewced family cohesion, previously
frustrated by pain, though their recovery is
subject to cinematic time constraints.

Ulee's Gold is a gritty portrayal of a
family in crisis: intense, believable and
moving. Ignore the boring title and poten-
tial bleakness. Take this journey: it is its
own reward.

—Lynda McCaffery

A pub with no peer

Kiss or Kill dir. Bill Bennett {Independent
Cincmas). This is not a comfortable film to
watch. Nikki (Frances O’Connor} and Al
(Matt Day) have a routine going whereby
they lure businessmen into a trap, drug
them and rob them. One time they
accidentally kill their target. Wasting no
time on sympathy, nor even on thinking
through their predicament, they take to the
road and head across the Nullarbor. Their
only protection is the fact that they found a
video in the hotel room of their victim
which shows the legendary football star,
Zipper Doyle (Barry Langrishe) engaged in
child pornography. Doing little to cover
their tracks, they put up at one of those
outback motels which rates negative three
stars on the day the bathrooms get cleaned
and necgative four the rest of the time. It’s
lucky for the proprietor, Stan (Max Cullen),
that most of his patrons are unfussy eaters
who don’t mind their cheese fondue a little
rough. Unluckily for him, the following
morning finds his throat cut. The police are
narrowing in. So is Zipper.

Formuch of the film, the audience is left
to wonder whether Nikki or Al is a killer.
Nikki wants to be. Her life has been
traumatised by an experience as a child. As
the number of bodies pile up, she is ready to

confess. ‘1 kill men,’ she says. ‘That’s what
Ido.’

Kiss or Kill is a funny film, but the
humour shares the same desperation as the
characters whose story this film tells with
limited compassion. Nikki and Al have a
moment’s triumph, but the triumph sees
them cut adrift again with nowhere to go
and, as the last scene makes abundantly
clear, noone to trust. I may be taking the
whole jaunt too scriously: Kiss or Kill is
certainly worth more stars than the motel
on the plain.

—Michael McGirr

White trash

My Best Friend’s Wedding, dir. P.J. Hogan.
(All cinemas). P.J. Hogan (of Muriel’s
Wedding fame) has chosen to head down
the aislc one more time, marching lightly
but hilariously to the strains of Burt
Bacharach. It is hard to underestimate the
popular power of a good Burt Bacharach
nuimber. Do You Know The Way To San
Jose is certainly a hearty snack for the
greediest and most discerning trash
consumer. So, I might add, is My Best
Friend’s Wedding.

Julianne (Julia Roberts) and Michacl
[Dermot Mulroney) have been best friends
since college. Making blood vaths, indulging
in late-night phone marathons and sharing
one another’s daftest secrets has kept their
friendship comfortably c¢xclusive—until
Michael decides to marry. News of the
impending union plays merry hell with
Julianne’s heart and she responds by
appointing hersclf head wedding-wrecker.
But the bride-to-be, Kimmy Wallace
(Cameron Diaz), despite looking remarkably
like a butterfly cake, is far from being a
pushover.

My Best Friend's Wedding is a
wonderfully lightweight film, obstinately
refusing to be dragged down by any feel-
good nonsense. Despite being upstaged by
her improbably gorgeous (not to mention
enormous) hair, Julia Roberts manages to
put in a very serviceable performance. But
asissooften the case in romantic comedies,
the finest performances are to be found
outside the main coupling. In this case it’s
Rupert Everett as Julianne’s gay friend
George, and Cameron Diaz as Kimmy who
really liven up proceedings. Given that both
actors corner the opportunity to belt out a
Bacharach classic it’s hardly fair to compare
them with those actors confined to speak-
ing- roles. Everett’s rendition of I Say A
Little Prayer is all but sublime.
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While Muriel gleefully transcended
genres and tore up ideas of modern white
weddings, My Best Friend is a little more
traditional in its approach to this maddest
of modern rituals. But be a guest at this
event—cven the most hardened cynic will
titter.

—Siobhan Jackson

Paying dues

Doing Time for Patsv Cline dir. Chris
Kennedy, (independent cinemas). Ralph
(Matt Day]) is an innocent boy from a far-
away farm. His good old dad buys him an air
ticket to fulfil his lifc-long dream of going
to Nashville and making it big as a country
and western performer. His good old mum
gives him some good old advice. His dad
cranks up the good old truck to take him as
far as the road. From there, Ralph has to
hitch to the airport.

Ralph doesn’t need to get as far as
Nashville to losc his innocence. He only
has to get beyond the farm gate. He gets a
lift with a shifty-looking pair in a smart
Jaguar. Boyd (Richard Roxburgh) and Patsy
{Miranda Otto] are running drugs. They are
not the wholesome company Ralph is
accustomed to keeping. The threesome
stays for the night in an out of the way
roadhouse which has run out of coffee
because they’ve had a ‘run on it.” This is a
different establishment from the one that
hosted Matt Day’s performance in Kiss or
Kill, but roadhouse proprictors must be
nervous these days about when their turn
will come to be hit by an Australian film
crew. During the night, Patsy and Ralph
discover a strange rapport as musicians.
The next day, the police have been tipped
off and Ralph and Boyd are taken into cus-
tody while Patsy makes her escape. Ralph
takes the rap for Patsy. Try and work out
why.

This is a difficult film to categorise
because the motivations of the main
characters are always just beyond the reach
of your understanding. It ismade even more
clusive by what I took to be a recurring
fantasy of Ralph’s that he and Patsy make it
as stars in Nashville. Teould well be limited
by my lack of appreciation of C&W and am
happy to testify that a group in suede behind
me in the cinema certainly enjoyed all the
in-jokes. Itis a good-natured and clever filim
in which Ralph is neatly rcturned to his
original innocence. He consoles himself
that at least he spent longer behind bars
than Johnny Cash.

—Michael McGirr SJ
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