

















HEN PEOPLE CALCULATE the likelihood of things going
pear-shaped for John Howard, the usual assumption is of econom-
ic downturn, a bust in the housing bubble, sluggish world trade
and increasing voter dissatisfaction over issucs such as university
cducation and Medicare. On international matters, the Prime
Minister is thought to have both the initiative and the advantage.
But most of the uncertainties of the year ahead are international,
particularly in our region. John Howard will be lucky if things
work out as he hopes. Indeed, they could throw all the disadvan-
tages of his strategy into broad relicf.

Indonesia, the Philippines and Malaysia will have clee-
tions over the next year. It is hard to predict outcomes, cven
harder to see how the results could work to Australia’s ad-
vantage. Indonesia will host the first popular election for the
presidency: previously the president has been chosen by the
parliament. It is doubtful that Mcgawati Sukarnoputri can win.
While it is not clear who her opponent will be, at least one can-
didate should be a stalking horse for the TNI, the Indonesian
armed forces, and his chances—it will certainly be a he—would
have to rate highly. Not a few of the candidates will campaign
from Muslim platforms, even among those who are secularist.
They arce unlikely to think that saying friendly things about
the United States or its local deputy will be attractive to vot-
ers. The Bali bombings shocked Indonesians and do not assist
extremist politicians; but Iraq and the anti-Islamic aspects of
the crusade against terror, as well as lingering resentments
about Timor, keep the West unpopular. Australia’s tentative re-
newal of relations—particularly involving police co-operation
—may be difficult to sustain under a new regime.

Malaysiasces the exitof Dr Mahathir Mohamad, along-time
critic of Australia, but also one who has successfully suppressed
Muslim  tensions and maintained a broadly pro-Western
outlook. His successors are likely to hold similar views, but
may find 1t difficult to match his capacity for juggling balls in
the air—mnot least as Malaysia aspires to champion the rights of
developingcountriesinsecuringaccesstotheagriculturalmarkets
of Europe, the US, Japan and Korea.

In the Philippines, it's by no means clear whether Gloria
Arroyo will stand for the presidency again. Co-operation from
her government in countering domestic Muslim separatists and
international connections is patchy at best and unlikely to improve
under her successor.

The outlook in the Pacific is hardly rosy. Renewed Australian
determination to get value for money from its extensive aid to
Papua New Guinea is already exciting deep anger at what is alleged
to be Australian neo-colonialism. The day has long passed, if ever it
existed, whenPapua New Guinca had choicesabout whomit begged
from, but that nation is too big and complicated to be liquidated
and restructured like the Solomons.

Well- aid plans

The situation in North Korea seems hardly likely to improve,
so too the prospects in Pakistan and Afghanistan. Iraq is a night-
marc—to the Americans and the British, if not for us—and it's
unlikely that anything in the next 12 months will repair the much
sabotaged roadmap to peace between Israel and Palestine.

Dangerous and unstable times, which make voters look for
steady, reliable and calm hands on the tiller, right? Perhaps, if not
for the role John Howard has himsclf played in creating some of
thesc hostilities, or in making them worse, while assuring voters
that the worst would not happen, or that it did not matter if it did.
Who scemed insensitive to how some of his smug statements, spo-
ken for domestic consumption, sounded in the regional capitals?
Who has helped undermine the United Nations and the role of
international law and, now that Americahasrediscovered this body,
is scrambling for a new position? Who has seemed impatient and ill
at easc with Asian lcaders, while unable to get Australia any polit-
ical dividends from appearing as the pig in the minefield for Amer-
ican pre-emptive and unilateralist foreign policy, not least over
the volatile stand-off with North Korea?! John Howard is no more
the man for nimbleness in a quickly changing and more hostile

regional cnvironment than his foreign minister,
Alexander Downer, scems the one to advise him.

ERHADPS SIMON CREAN seems as ill-equipped. His tlounderings
in scarch of an umbrella position in the crusade against terror sug-
gest so. But the times could suit him if he, or spokesmen such as
Kevin Rudd, were developing the right positions now, anticipating
Australia’s situation in nine months’ time, rather than the present
moment. In the way in which, for example, Laurie Brereton was
able, rather against Kim Beazley’s will, to reposition Labor on
East Timor. A smart Labor Party, cven with a strong pro-Ameri-
can wing, might recognise and respond more quickly than John
Howard to the fact that, in Washington, the nco-conservatives
arc losing sway and that George W. Bush, swinging into election
maode, becomes rather more conventional in his foreign policy.
In arcas such as this, Howard’s old clevernesses may do him in.
To an old reputation of being mean and tricky, he has now added
a reputation for looseness with the truth and a refusal to accept
personal responsibility for poor outcomes. The clectorate, on the
evidence of the polls, sees this but, so far, does not much care. But
it works its poison, cven within the Government. Few of Howard's
colleagues trust him these days; fewer trust his instincts.

Unpopular as Simon Crean is, Labor is not that far behind
in the polls. Importantly, once an election is on, the nature
of campaigning mecans that Crean will get cqual time and
attention—if he has anything to offer. It can only be his fault
if he has not.

Jack Waterfor s cditor-in-chief of the Canberra Times.
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England has experienced that rare thing,
a long, hot summer, and thc heat and
extended hours of sunshine scem to have
turned the dial on the behaviour of the
locals from quaint and eccentric to strange
and disturbing. It’s official: the green and
pleasant land is now brown and feral.

A case in point is that of Steve Gough
who decided that it would be a tremendous
achicvement if he could walk the length of
Britain from Land’s End to John O’Groats
clad only in a pair of boots and a tloppy hat.
Reports of ‘the naked rambler’ filled the
papers for days in August, with w:
describing him in the fraught language
usually reserved for Yeti sightings, until
Gough identified himself. His progress
has been interrupted by repeated arrests by
bemused constabulary.

Continuing with the ‘there’s something
out there’ theme, Kent is supposedly being
terrorised by wild cats led by the ‘beast of
blue bell’, attacking livestock and scaring
the bejesus out of the locals. Crop circles
were definitely out this year as a result,
probably because the spotters—a race unto
themselves born, it is rumoured, already
clad in a mac with binoculars hanging
from their neck—weren’t game enough to
get out into the wheat ficlds for fear of a
mauling.

But the weirdness is not only in the
countryside. Illusionist David Blaine, who
pretends to slice off his ear in public and
wanders around with an cye tattooed on
the palm of his hand mumbling nc  ense
in a monotone someone must have told
him gave him a sensc of mystery but
just makes him unintelligible, decided to
spend 44 days in a glass case suspended
from a crane next to the Thames. He only
had water to drink and a lot of nappies.
No-one has been able to answer the
question: why?

The poms

255€8

will say they aren’t
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responsible for Blaine as he’s an American
but he was an accountant in Baltimore
before he got to the UK.

[ think it’s mad cats and Englishman,
Mr Coward.

—
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Meanwhile, back in Australia, bike paths
carly on Sunday moming arc usually
bereft of naked runners or feral cats.
Last Sunday, however, the local path was
divided by witches’ hats and decorated
by runners lured by the antipodecan
cuckoo call that harbingers spring: the
oxymoronic fun-run. On the runners’
T-shirts was a coloured rectangle, and on
this patch a name and a number; Sclf-
Transcendence 9, Self-Transcendence 125,
etc. Along the path, the birds were singing,
the bees were beginning their working day
harvesting from wattle, and the sun was
breaking through the light spring mist.
But the runners were sclf-preoccupied.
At the finishing line, there was a large
digital clock measuring out the seconds,
by the saving of which, it seems, is sclf-
transcendence measured.

%))

Self-transcendence is usually the currency
of cevangelists, because it involves a
quantum leap which your ordinary self
cannot produce or even imagine. The
colloquial version of Quantum Leaps
is Jump Up, a Koori coining which
means rising suddenly beyond vyour
capability. The phrase occurs in the title
of Germaine Greer’s recent Quarterly
Essay in which she shows herself to
be a powerful evangelist. The jump up

she pleads for is that white Australians
should renounce their colonial attitudes
and history and c¢mbrace Aboriginality.
This is a leap of faith and of imagination:
you can stand up and be converted, but
you are not quite surc what you are being
converted to or how it will save you.

Germaine Greer displays all  the
evangelist’s skills in cvoking the totally
corrupted world of white Australian
society, and in offering a subtlc rcading
of classical Australian texts in
to bring out the sad rcality which we
habitually ignore. And her readers are
likely to treat her like most evangelists—
when they return from the pulpit to the
fireside, they will wonder whether things
arc really as bad as all iat, and whether
the conversion she calls for is cither
necessary or enough.
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Swimming ecach day through a sea of
language, Eurcka Street has developed a
list of words we never wish to see again.
As is often the case, it is not so much
the words we despise, but the service in
which they are employed.

Historically, key offenders have
included lifestyle and nuance. More
recent  chart-toppers  arc  synergy,

actualisc, scxing, positivity, discourse
and cnhance. Adverbs are best used like
garlic, sparingly, and anyonc caught
thinking outside the envelope, square or
circle shall be shot.

We are sure that readers have their
own list of ‘love to hate’ favourites.
To soothe the jangled nerves of serious
word watchers, we have three CDs to
give away courtesy of ABC Classics:
Malcolm Williamson’s Complete Works
for Piano, Marcus Stenz's Mahler
Symphony No. 5 and Macquarie Trio
Australia’s Libertango: The Music of
Astor Piazzolla. Please send your top five
words to Word Watchers, Eureka Street,
PO Box 553, Richmond VIC 3121, by 31
October 2003.



TOT NN DAY

RARELY HAVE sO FEW mourned the death
of a man.

On 16 August Idi Amin Dada, one of
the most notorious and brutal dictators
in modern history, passed away quictly, in
peacctul and luxurious cxile far from his
native Uganda.

Idi Amin seized power from Milton
Obotc in a 1971 coup. He arrived on the
world scene with the blessing of the British
Government, the former colonial power
in Uganda. He had served his time in the
British army, playing rugby with British
officers, before going on to become once
of the first Ugandans to receive the pres-
tigious Qucen’s commission. Upon his
ascension to the presidency, a British intel-
ligence report described him as ‘benevolent
but tough’ and ‘well-disposed to Britain’.

A year later, Amin cxpelled 40,000
Ugandan Asians. Mostly Indians and
Pakistanis, their families had been resident
in Uganda for generations since their grand-
fathers had been put to work on British gov-
ernment construction projects. Those exiled
were the backbone of the Ugandan economy
and most sought refuge in Britain. The Brit-
ish government of Harold Wilson began to
hatch sceret {but never implemented) plans
to assassinate Amin.

Abandoned by his father as a child and
now by Britain, Amin unlcashed the rcign
of terror for which he will be most remem-
bered. Under Amin’s rule, from 1971 until
his overthrow in 1979, more than 300,000
people were killed in this country of 12
million. His years in power were marked
by widespread torture, ‘disappearances’ and
extrajudicial killing. But what brought him
to the attention of an international media
hungry for macabre figurcs of African
barbarism were the unconfirmed reports
of cannibalism, his practice of keeping the
hecads of his victims in a refrigerator, drop-
ping opponents from planes high over Lake
Victoria and singling out entire tribes for
ritual humiliation and slaughter. Through
it all, Amin forced white residents of

Uganda to carry him around on a thronc.

Amin will also be remembered for the
high farce which accompanied the brutality.
Amin once described President Nyerere
of ncighbouring Tanzania as a coward, an
old woman and a prostitutc. Soon after he
told the world’s press that he ‘would have
married [Nyerere] if he had been a woman’.
On the 25th anniversary of the coronation
of Queen Elizabeth, Amin let it be known
that he expected the British monarch to
send him ‘her 25-year-old knickers’ as part
of the festivities. He even declared himself
the King of Scotland and offered to lead
the Scottish people in their struggle for
self-determination.

Perhaps it is because of these twin
personas—Idi Amin as the face of cvil
and the tragi-comic buffoon—that the
world dismissed him as a madman. Amin
was, howcver, a complex personality. A
compelling specaker with a commanding,
charismatic presence, he spoke to the
newly independent citizens of Africa in
the language of African nationalism and
won plaudits for his brazen willingness
to confront the former colonial power.
Denis Hills, a Briton sentenced to death
in Uganda for criticising Amin and rescucd
only after a  ntic visit to Kampala by the
British Foreign Sccretary James Callaghan,
refused to accept the stereotype of Amin
as a madman. Instcad, he acknowledged
that Amin ‘personified aggressive black
national leadership’ and had:

the successtul tribal chicf’s compensatory
qualities for his lack of formal education:
cunning, a talent for survival, personal
strength and courage, an ability to measure
his opponents’ weaknesses and his subjects’
wishes. It is not cnough to dismiss Amin as
a buffoon or murderer ... He has realised
an African drecam: the creation of a truly
black state.

The novelist Giles Foden captured the
multifaceted Amin in The Last King of
Scotland, portraying a magnetic, larger-
than-life figure from whom his personal
doctor, a Scot, could not tcar himsclf
away, as fascinated as he was repulsed. The
world’s attitude towards Amin’s rule was
similar: we were unable to look and we
were unable ) look away.

From his cxpulsion until his dcath,
Amin lived a lifc of comfortable exile in
Jeddah as a gucest of the Saudi Arabian
Government. He sometimes  seen
shopping in the supermarkets of Jeddah,

was

and cven tried to set himself up as a taxi-
driver. Throughout, according to confi-
dantes, he never ceased to drecam of a return
to Uganda where he would be welcomed as
a hero by the Ugandan people.

In an uncharacteristic gesture, members
of the African press overcame their usual
reluctance to criticise political leaders, at
news of Amin’s death. Kenya's Sunday
Nation newspaper declared that ‘one would
not be faulted for shouting “good riddance”
from the rooftops’, calling Amin ‘one of
the worst accidents of leadership on our
continent’.

The depth of the enduring pain caused
by Amin was captured by Uganda’s Sunday
Vision newspaper. On the day after Amin's
death, the paper turned to an epic and
bloody Old Testament vision, as if nothing
clse could capture the moment. Quoting
Isaiah, they wrote:

You uscd to be honoured with the music of
harps, but now you arc in the world of the
dead. You lic on a bed of maggots and are
covered with a blanket of worms.

In life, Idi Amin was never made to pay
for his crimes. Ugandans hope that he will
do so in death.

—Anthony Ham

ACTUCONTERINCT

T{E GAP RETWEEN the pragmatism of
the ACTU lcadership and the instinets of
many of the 900 delegates at its congress in
Melbourne was revealed in the responsc to
three speakers.

Under the watchful gaze of ACTU
sccretary  Greg Combet, there was a
restrained reception for Qantas chair
Margaret Jackson, who spoke on ‘the
futurce of work’. As she did so, members
of the Transport Workers Union were
striking at Mclbourne Airport over the
airline’s  introduction  of
baggage handlers.

But Kevin Quill, a member of the
plumbers’ and clectricians’ CEPU, received
a standing ovation from most of the hall
for his account of the attempt to rchuild
unionism at a former movement strong-
hold, Rio Tinto’s Hamersley Iron opera-
tions in Paraburdoo, Western Australia.

Similarly, was a4 warm
reception for Henry Li, a member of the

labour-hire

there
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miscellaneous workers’ LHMU union, who
spoke about a campaign by Australian and
US unions to force Westfield boss Frank
Lowy to increase pay for shopping centre
cleaners, who earn $12.80 an hour. ‘We
know the union is the only way we have
power in our job,” said Li. ‘We will ot be
an invisible workforce.’

The tension between ‘realis and
resistance surfaced in different ways. On
the opening day, the police band played in
uniform on the stage, while on the final
day virtually the entire Construction For-
cstry Mining and Encrgy Union (CFMEU}
contingent abandoned congress to get
back to the real business of unioni
delegates meeting.

Delegates sat patiently through video
presentations and academic panel discus-
sions, and then joined rallies outside by
the CFMEU and the National Tertiary

ducation Union. With so little genuine
contest on the conference floor, and so
much of the event given over to the placing
of stories at key points in the media cycle,
this was one of the few ways that activists
could show where their sympathies lay.

There was one cxceeption to the rule,
with a sharp argument surfacing over
attitudes to reform of anti-union laws.
Initially, this led to two days of heated
debatce within the lefe caucus. The majority
of left delegates argued for a total rejection
of non-union collective agreements. Oth-
crs, spearheaded by Australian Manufac-
turing Workers Union national sccretary
Doug Camcron, argucd for the ALP’s
‘realism’—that unions had to live with
such agreements.

The matter finally spilled on to the con-
ference floor, providing a rare contested
debate. The left’s amendment went down
with a respectable minority in support.

The issue was part of a broader tension
within congress—how the union move-
ment strikes a balance between backing
its own positions while supporting Labor.
So there were speceches from the platform

1ata

For rent, Mclbourne:

three nights to threc months

Modern one-bedroom furnished
apartment in St Kilda.

Sunny courtyard, close to cverything,
quiet street, car park.

Tel 03 9525 5324 or 02 4236 0551
email: gg@illawarra hotkey.net.au
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from Simon Crean and his deputy lcader,
Jenny Macklin, and video prescntations
by Gough Whitlam, Bob Hawke and Paul
Kcating. Combet urged delegates to get
behind Labor’s election campaign.

But the union leadership cannot simply
ignore widespread workers’ dissatisfaction
with what is seen as Labor’s weak, pro-
market agenda.

Although the ACTU lcadership of
Combet and  Sharan Burrow  still  for-
mally defends the years of the ALP-ACTU
Accord—1982 to the mid-1990s—as a plus
for the union movement, many union
officials and most activists now recognisc
that period as a disaster which laid the basis
for a sharp decline in union membership.

That mood was reflected in the ACTU
adopting policy on questions like  tax,
tariffs, free trade agreements and public-
private partnerships which put it at odds
with ALP positions.

The real test for rebuilding unionism,
however, is whether union members at
companics such as Qantas can win their
fight for safc¢ jobs and decent wages.

—David Glanz

FHIE N BOURNE WRITERS FESTIVAL

ON THE FIRST Saturday morning the
photographers had a ficld day. Therc
was the Rt Hon Malcolm Fraser deep in
conversation with Tarig Ali, out on the
gritty sand that links the Melbourne
Writers’ Festival Malthouse home to
the rusted fagade of the Contemporary
Art Museum. And if the ironics and odd
bedfellows of 21st-century politics didn't
grip the journalists, they could roll the
cameras across the bonnets of the four
vintage F] Holdens parked there as visual
complement to Don Loffler’s passion for
Australia’s iconic auto.

At lunchtime Pat Dodson turned up,
the famous hat set firmly over the famous
bearded face. A photojournalist with an
eye to history could have got the lot.

Two nights before, at the Town  all,
festival patron, the Hon John Button, kept
Tariq Ali entertained and interrogated
backstage while the Age Book of the
Year winncrs were announced. ‘Very
interesting man’, remarked Ali as he

walked ¢ to deliver an hour- s
history of the international situation
pre- and post-Iraq. Not a note, and not
a moment’s hesitation. If the 1000-plus
crowd had comce to hcar the Marxist
rant predicted by some columnists, they
would have been disappointed. Tarig
Ali crafted his address for a sceptical
Australian audience, and was as carctul
to include  American perspective (‘I go
there very often these days’) as he was
to provide a causc-and-cffeet history of
Middle East politics from the beginning
of the 20th century.

By Saturday, word of
cnsured that Tariq Ali’s conversation with
David Marr was booked out. Marr played
the journalist-devil’s asking
questions that might have been devised by
the Prime Minister’s statt—how could one
possibly regret the overthrow of Saddam'’s
appalling regime, cte. Ali's answers, if
predictable, were hard to contest. Whatever
the audience came away thinking about
the politics, they'd heard more informed
history than is customary in Australia’s
managed politics. The pity was that Tarig
Ali was not dchating with Australia’s
current power brokers.

Peter Carey, by contrast, did not want
to be confined or confirmed by history.
Yes, he used the Ern Malley hoax as a
springboard for his ncw novel, My Life
as a Fake, but he was morc interested
in the anarchic life of creatures that
the imagination contrives than in any
fictional replication of the lives of
Max Harris, James McAuley or Har
Stewart. Carcy read, unusually
informatively, from z earlier, rejected
draft of his ncw novel. It was a shrewd
and enter  ning way of detlecting the
more prosaic questions that the new
novel has prompted because it lit up the
more mysterious corncrs of the plot. And
if I tell you any more I'll be giving away
secrets. Read the novel.

Keith  Windschuttle  and  Robert
Manne did seem cor ned by history.
Their debatc over Aboriginal deaths
in Tasmania, scrupulously and civilly
chaired by La Trobe historian John Hirst,
was a frustrating and impacted affair—
as much for the participants as their
listeners. The two men scemed unable to
find—or grant—enough common ground,
cither about historical methodology
or about rules of en; ement, to yicld
much to an audience keen to learn what

mouth had

advocate,



happened in Tasmania, and what is
happening in history generally.

More satisfying, because less fraught,
were some of the many other sessions
that could looscly be labelled ‘history’
or ‘political’. lain McCalman, Rcbe
Taylor and Stuart Macintyre, chaired by
Marilyn Lake, made abundant sense of
the question ‘Can we change the past?’
Rche Taylor’'s personal experience  of
black/white family interrelations on
Kangaroo Island showed how difficult
it can be to find out ‘exactly what
happened’, but also demonstrated how
much can be learned by careful sifting
and cven more careful interviewing of the
people involved. She provided a uscful
countcrfoil to Windschuttle’s insistence
on ‘dispassionate’ history. Michacl Puscy,
Judith Brett and Mark Peel looked at the
state of the nation through the prism of
their recent rescarch into the Australian
middle class, the Liberal Party, and the
poor in Australia. They didn’t always
agrce  but the audience came away
smiling and arguing volubly as they made
their way downstairs to buy the books.

At the Celtic Club, class storytellers
Gerard Windsor, Anthony O’Neill and
Andrew O’Hagan were genially corralled
by Michael McKernan. All three novelists
rcad, wonderfully, though ‘read’ isn’t quite
adequate for O’Hagan’s performance. In
rapid Glaswegian, he did New Year’s Eve
in a Scottish nursing home. Heartbreaking,
black and utterly hilarious.

There were more than 200 writers at
the festival and 34,000 people came, so
[ can give only a sliver of what went on
over 11 days. The festival was intenscely
political,  ‘and  that’'s  wondcrful,’
remarked  the decidedly  unpolitical
Annic Proulx. ‘It’s wonderful that people
should come together to talk rationally
about such things.’

And from Annie Proulx came the
quote of the festival. How one might
rcact to repeated rejection by publishers?
‘Write better’, said the woman who
works her words as hard as anyone
writing today.

—Morag Fraser

This month’s contributors: Anthony Ham
is Eurcka Street’s roving correspondent;
David Glanz is a Mclbourne-based writer;
Morag Fraser is an adjunct professor at La
Trobe University, and former cditor of
Eureka Street.

Unsexy science

EVERAL YEARs AGO Archimedes travelled to China to write about an
Australian pilot program which introduced the idea of peer cducation about
AIDS to Chinese university students.

It was remarkable that such a program was given the go-ahcad. Knowledge
in China traditionally flows from eclders and betters, not peers. The program
was imported from a Western country. And the Chinese Government is sen-
sitive about scx education. Despite all this, to the Chinese academics work-
ing in the program, onc of its most significant aspects was the insight into the
Western way of doing science—specifically, how such programs were assessed.

The most mundane, unglamorous aspects of science can often be the
most uscful. All our safety and efficiency testing, programs for improving our
industrial processes, and the reliability and durability of our products rely on
behind-the-scenes science that is almost never reported.

Recently Archimedes wrote an article about mining automation. The CSIRO
and other research organisations are developing technologies to take people away
from the dangerous work at the ore face. The rescarch at CSIRO Mining and
Exploration in Brisbane is a fascinating mix of robotics, communications,
mechanical engineering, clectronics and navigation, but it lacks the media appeal
of a curc for breast cancer or the extinction of a rainforest buttertly.

Australia supplics software to more than 60 per cent of mining opera-
tions worldwide. The export of mining scrvices and expertise puts more than
$3 billion a year into the Australian cconomy, a figure that is growing by
about 13 per cent annually. Hands up those who know anything much about
Australian mining rescarch?

In another example, the Cooperative Research Centre (CRC} for Clean
Power from Lignite, based in Melbourne and Adelaide, is charged with finding
out how to burn our brown coal more efficiently while emitting less pollutants.
Not glamorous stuff, and positively frowned upon hy the greener segments of
socicty. But the CRC has come up with processes that have the potential for re-
ducing greenhouse emissions from brown coal by more than 30 per cent. At the
same time, they will increase the efficiency of energy output of brown coal from
about 29 per cent to about 44 per cent.

Substantial deposits of such low-rank coal exist in many of the most
populous countries of the developing world such as China, India, Indonesia,
Thailand and Turkey (as well as in the United States and Germany). For devel-
oping nations, thesc coal reserves represent a way of powering their expanding
cconomics and raising living standards. The work of the CRC may end up doing
more for the environment than more environmentally acceptable studics.

Archimedes would argue that such science forms the backbone of our soci-
cety, in the way that adequate sewerage, clean water and good dictary information
do more for human health than heart transplants and Viagra. Yet it’s not the kind
of work that catches the eye, that people remember in their wills, or that news-
papers tend to report. Like electricity transmission lines, unglamorous science
tends to go unnoticed until it’s not there. Maybe that's why the Chinese were so
interested in what went on behind the scences.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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UST $AY YOU WERE on Who Wants to be a Millionaire?
and, coming up to the $500,000 question, Eddie asks you,
as he would be highly likely to do at that moment, ‘What
do the following have in common? King Humbert I of Italy,
President William McKinley of the United States, King George [
of Greece and Marie Frangois Sadi Carnot, President of France?
{a) John Howard denics knowledge of any of them and says we
should move on; (b} Wilson Tuckey will not confirm that he
has written to them; (¢} Tony Abbott denics having funded
them; (d) they were all assassinated by anarchists.” Lock in (d)
Eddie and let’s head for the million.

Not many contestants would get that right, but Joe Toscano,
the subject of a brief, slightly awestruck report in a recent issue
of The Australian, probably would. Who is Joe Toscano? I hear
you cry. Well, he’s Dr Joc Toscano, GP, for a start and while
that may not especially distinguish him from the medical ruck,
the fact that he bulk bills does lend him a fading and arcanc
particularity. When you add that Joe is a radical anarchist and
a sometime S-11 protester he bursts from the ranks of the grey
and anonymous as surcly as if he's paraded down Pitt Street in
peak hour wearing a jockstrap and playing the bagpipcs.

Anarchism, as distinct from anarchy, has fallen on hard
times since its heady days in the late 19th and early 20th
centurics. The founding father of anarchism, Pierre Joseph
Proudhon, and his so-called Philosophical Anarchists, sought
to remove the idea of authority from socicty, and replace
it with cxtreme individualism, but they expected anarchic
organisation of society to evolve without violent stimulus.
Proudhon would have been appalled by the modern cquation
of anarchism with random terror. Though it was definitely
anarchists who finished off Humbert, McKinley, George and
Marie Francois, (and who, unlike some latter-day ideologues
of the left, right and centre, proudly owned up to their handi-
work), the movement was blamed for many deaths of which it
was innocent.

Joe Toscano is in the apparently contradictory position
of being an anarchist—that is, somcone who is opposed to
all forms of government—and at the same time a vigorous
campaigner for Medicare. I'll leave Joe to sort that one out for
himsclf while applauding the fact that a truc anarchist has
emerged at this time of anxiety and stress: such a manifesta-
tion allows us to identify the closet anarchists among us, one
of whom pre-eminently is Wilson Tuckey.

He would be appalled at such an idea, but consider the
evidence. In a flurry of activity a few weeks ago, he attempted
to influence the role of a government official, accused an entire
state of being soft on drugs, suggested that the whole Labor

Anarchy rules

Party hated children and then, having donc all this on
Parliamentary notepaper or trumpeted it in the House, stood
up in that same Parliament and, after vigorously justifying all
his actions, about-turned and apologised for them abjectly in
his own brand of tortuous, logic-chopping malapropisms. In
comparison to Tuckey, Phil ‘Let me say this in relation to that’
Ruddock is a veritable fount of rhetorical limpidity.

If that’s not anarchy of a sort—even if only intellectual
anarchy, a species with which Mr Tuckey has always shown
himself to be peculiarly afflicted—then T'll dust off my bag-
pipes, dig out the stiff and starchy jockstrap from under

the old, still mud-encrusted footy boots and join Joc
Toscano in Pitt Street.

13UT THE GREAT ANARCH, as Alexander Pope would have said,
is Tuckey’s boss, John Howard. Returning from important tatks on
war, rumours of war and plans for war, Mr Howard found himself
engulfed by a distracting confusion at the centre of which stood
the hapless Tuckey. With drum rolls from the Westminster Sys-
tem booming in his ears and an image of his own Parliamentary
Code of Conduct hovering above his head like the Holy Ghost,
Howard rcbuked Tuckey and let it go at that.

Just over 130 years ago, Mikhail Bakunin and his barrackers
were cxpelled from the First International. The expulsion
occurred partly because Bakunin and tecam were outvoted by
the socialists and partly because they were regarded as too
violent. The interesting thing is that, when told to go on a matter
of principle, they went; though admittedly they probably didn’t
want to stay. A kind of Westminster System among anarchists
and socialists, forsooth. This is not the kind of behaviour for
which Bakunin, Kropotkin, Emma Goldman and others of like
beliefs were normally known. It is what we expect of our own
leaders and representatives, but probably even Bakunin, as a
spectacularly transgressing member of the Liberal-National
Party Coalition, would have had no more than an irritable nod
from Mr Howard and stern advice to ‘move on’.

Of course, it is distorting anarchism as a political doctrine
to apply it to these and similar demeaning, shameful and
embarrassing events and bchaviour among our highest clected
leaders. ‘Shambles’ would be ncarer the mark. Or—if we
want to stick to an ‘A’ word to describe the Primce Minister’s
brazen disregard for the Westminster System and the erstwhile
impressive but now tattered and comic Code of Conduct—
what about ‘arrogance’?

As for Tuckey: lock him out, Eddie.

Brian Matthews is a writer and academic.
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Denying the Grir1 Reaper

HEN THE FIRST case of AIDS was
reported in Australia 20 years ago, health
cxperts braced themselves for a morbid-
ity rate to rival World War II. In 1987, the
Grim Reaper advertisements announced
that 50,000 Australians might alrecady be
infected and this figure would continue
to rise. Duc to Australia’s pragmatic and
innovative response, the rate of new HIV
infections fell from approximately 2500
per year in the mid-1980s to less than
500 per year within a decade. Aus  lia’s
response represents a SUCCEss Story; one
frequently cited by the World Health Organ-
isation as a model for other countries.

‘Gays cause AIDS’

The first casc of AIDS in Australia was
diagnoscd by Professor Ronald Penny, an
immunologist at Sydney’s St Vincent’s
Hospital, in November 1982. His patient
was a 27-year-old New York City resident
visiting Sydney. The case was
reported six months later in
the Medical Journal of Aus-
tralia, by which time the first
Australian had been diagnosed
with AIDS. The carly news
reports of these cases were
announced in a tone that bor-

red on hysteria. © 2 public
was left in no doubt about who
was harbouring the fugitive,
as media reports em asised
that all of the cases involved
homosexual males and that
this group in the US was in
the middle of an epidemic.
Even doctors lent support to the opinion
that gays were responsible for exposing
Australians to a malicious new killer.

The public’s anxiety about AIDS soon
manifested in  discrimination against
homosexuals. A Sydney dentist banned
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homosexual patients from his surgery,
and numerous gay men were evicted
from their homes or denied ac 10da-
tion. Sydney Telecom enginec used
to carry out repairs at the Pitt Street
mail exchange because, they claimed, it
was staffed by a large number of homo-
sexual telephone operators ‘who probably
had AIDS’. News that threce Queensland
babies had died from AIDS as a result
of receiving HIV-contaminated blood
donated by a homosexual prompted a gang
of men to roam Sydney’s gay strip looking
for poofters to punish.

Such responses continued even after
the viral origin of AIDS had been estab-
lished. In November 1984, New South
Wales police called for a halt on random
breath testing, and then insisted on being
issued with plastic gloves, becausce they
believed that HIV could be transmitted
via the saliva of motorists. (This caused
one commentator to ponder which part of

the policeman’s apparatus the
subject was required to blow.)
Seven months later, Ansett
and TAA airlines banned
HIV-positive individuals from
travelling on their planes as
a means of protecting their
staff. The Australian Flight
Attendants’ Association re-
jected the bans. A spokesman
wryly noted that if anyone
managed to have mid-flight
sex with an HIV-positive
passenger—one of the few
ways of transmitting the
virus—they should be given
‘points for enterprise’. No-one was laugh-
ing, however, when three-year-old Eve
van Grafhorst was prohibited from attend-
ing pre-school in July 1985 after parents,
fearing contagion, threatened to witk  aw
their children from her class.

the hostility towards homosex-

he public’s fear of those afflicted

seemed likely that Australian

‘ 1ts would be persuaded to enact
a range of coercive public health meas-
ures in effort to contain the spread of
AIDS. Opinion polls in 1986 and 1987
suggested that 25 per cent and 50 per cent
of the population favoured the quaran-
tince of infected individuals and universal
screening of the entire population for HIV
antibodies respectively. An cven greater
number supported mandatory testing of
‘high risk’ groups, such as gay men, injcct-
ing drug users and sex workers. Advocatcs
of this ‘traditional’ approach to the con-
trol of infectious discase also called on
the government to close gay bathhouses
and other venues where disease might ¢
spread. In addition, they asked for tunds
to be channelled into research institu-
tions and  nical facilities in the h =
that a cure for AIDS might be found and
widespread HIV antibody testing

programs implemented.
GAY AIDS ORGANISATIONS, which
emerged spontaneously within Australia’s
gay communities in order to cducate
their members about AIDS prevention
and care for the sick, also asked for
funding and to be a part of the policy-
making process. This looked unlikely
while medical experts dismissed their
claims for legitimacy .d homosexuals
were still perceived to be the cause of the
problem. Australian governments looking
to the US for guidance would have noticed
that most federal and statc authorities
in that country were fusing to fund
gay community-based  organisatic
preferring to support programs devised
by public health authoritics. Facing
the prospe of mand ry testing, the
destruction of community institutions,

































on Crown lands. Extraordinarily cnough,
of both these forms of land occupation
Windschuttle is altogether unaware.
Much of Tasmania is mountainous or
wilderness. By the time the war began a
sizcable proportion of the valuable central
plain of Tasmania was occupied by British
scttlers’ grazing stock. These were also
the most important traditional Aboriginal
hunting grounds. As almost all historians
before Windschuttle understood, this is
the basic cause of the War, not a ‘quasi-
Marxist’ explanation, as Windschuttle
preposterously claims.

Again because he has no understand-
ing of the reality of life in early Tasmania,
Windschuttle belicves that most British
hunting activity cecased after 1811, when
in fact, as James Boyce shows, for several
decades the scttlers went on a veritable
hunting spree, allowing Van Diemcn’s
Land to become a major exporter of kan-
garoo skins and other furs. As Boyce
notes sardonically, if Windschuttle had
read the early Van Diemen’s Land news-
papers, beyond the indexed references to
Aborigines, he might have noticed that in
December 1819 the Hobart Town Gazette
editorialised against the practice of the
grazers of animals who ‘employ almost all
their time in hunting, losing sight of their
tlocks for days together’.

And if, indeed, Windschuttle under-
stood early Tasmanian society he would
not, most egregiously of all, have assumed,
as he does, that orders issued by the early
Governors, in this case against the wan-
ton Kkilling of Aborigines, were almost
automatically obeyed. On this question
Windschuttle is caught in a hopeless
contradiction. According to him in June
1813 not a single killing of an Aborigine
had occurred in Van Diemen” and for
five years. Yet in th; oy month the
Governor issued an oruct to the settlers
warning them against taking Aboriginal
life. What is the explanation for this appar-
ent gubernatorial slander of the settlers?

The most distressing feature of Wind-
schuttle’s Fabrication is its vilification
of the Tasmanian Aborigines. Some is
almost comical—like his suggestion
that the Aboriginal survival over 35,000
years or so was mainly a matter of good
luck. Some is not amusing. Windschuttle
accuses the Tasmanian Aboriginal men
of treating their women brutally, by sell-
ing them into prostitution. The evidence
about mistreatment of women comes

almost cxclusively from the time when
Aboriginal society had alrcady almost
altogether broken down. Windschuttle
eitherhasnotread,orignores, theevidenceof

the French explorers who give a

very different view.
Accmmmc TO James Boyce, the

least sympathetic of the ecarly French
visitors to Van Diemen’s Land was Péron.
Yet he wrote that the family life he had
observed among the Indigenous people had
touched him deeply. Moreover, as Péron
makes clcar, the cfforts of the French to
have scxual rclations with the Aboriginal
women were strongly rebuffed. In fact it
seems almost certain that Windschuttle has
not read Péron’s account of the Baudin visit.
For if he had, why does he confuse the dates
of the publication of the volumes for the
years when the expedition took place?

There is, however, a far more serious
point here. In an account which is sup-
posedly sympathetic to the plight of
Aboriginal women, why does Windschuttle
omit from his account of the reason for
violent clashes the considerable evidence
concerning British  settler abduction
of Aboriginal women, clearly one of the
most important of the grievances of the
Tasmanian Aborigines?

Because Windschuttle has not fol-
lowed conten orary scholarly debate,
he repeats Plomley’s early view that
Tasmanian Aborigines could not light
fire, without realising that, on the basis
of later argument and evidence, Plomley
subseque y changed his mind. And
because Windschuttle lacks understand-
ing of the historical context, without the
support of any evidence he claims that the
Aborigines went ‘maked’ in winter even
in the mountain regions, presumably
because, as the most primitive people on
earth, they had been unable to work out
that animal furs might protect them from
the cold. As James Boyce points out, in the
18th century ‘naked’ normally implied the
lack of cover of the genitals. James Cook,
for example, wrote of Van Diemen’s Land
that ‘the females wore kangaroo skins tied
over their shoulders and round their waist’
which ’‘did not cover those parts which
most nations conceal’. As Boyce rightly
says, the idea of a people existing in such
a climate for tens of thousands of years
without working out that they might wear
kangaroo skins is, to put the matter chari-
tably, too ridiculous for words.

As Dirk Moses argucs in the conclusion
to Whitewash, the way Keith Windschuttle
responds to criticism will reveal a great
dcal about whether Fabrication is merely
a failed effort at historical revisionism
or the first instalment of an authentic
Australian historical denialism with regard
to the dispossession of the Aborigines.

For my part I am not optimistic. In
Whitewash Cathie Clement tells the
story of how, on noticing an error Sir
William Deane had made concerning a
massacre of Aborigines at Mistake Creek
(Sir William placed the incident in the
1930s; in fact it took place in 1915),

Windschuttle went on the attack. One of
the people who bore witness to the mas-
sacre was an Aboriginal woman, Peggy
Patrick. As Peggy speaks not standard
English but a local Kriol, when she was
interviewed she spoke not of the loss
of her grandmother and grandfather
but of ‘mum mother and father and
two brother, two sister’. Windschuttle
thought at first that Peggy Patrick was
referring to the killing of her mother
and father, not to her grandmother and
grandfather. He mocked her mercilessly
on that account. How could she argue
her mother was alive in 1915, and so on?
Windschuttle has been informed since
then, on very many occasions, of his
error. He has refused to apologise. He has
even repeated his mistake.

In Whitewash a statement of Peggy
Patrick’s appears. She concludes by
saying that in talking openly about what
had happened to her family she had hoped
that ‘black and white can be friend when
we look at true thing together’. After her
recent experience, she says, ‘Look like
nothing change’. For my part 1 hope that
this is not the case. Anyhow whether
things have or have not changed—
whether there will ever be a history which
Indigenous and non-Indigenous Austral-
ians might share—is what the debate
between Keith Windschuttle and myself
is finally about.

Robert Manne is Professor of Politics at
La Trobe University.
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states do fail and that there is a role for the international
comimunity to assist in reconstruction. But he secs how
difficult it is to exercise a genuine act of solidarity in
these circumstances. The principles of imperial power
and self-determination are not casy to reconcile. The
empire wants quick results, at the lowest possible
cost. This means an early exit. Nation-building and
reconciliation are long-term processes. Phrases such
as ‘capacity building’ and ‘cmpowerment of local
communitics’ sit uneasily beside the fixation of
nation-builders with political timetables. For Ignaticff
the task of the nation-builder shou  be to keep an
area free of external aggression and internal civil war,
and to support local political authoritics to take over
political rule. The ‘Empire Lite’ fails on both counts.
It neither provides a stable long-term security guar-
antce nor creates the conditions under which local
leadership may take over.

I found many echoes of the UN’s nation-building
venture in East Timor in Ignatieff’s descriptions. While
not an exercise in American imperial objectives in the
samc way as these case studies, East Timor offered
an unsurpassed opportunity for nation-building ‘from
scratch’. However, the impossibly short time frame
imposed on the transition process was designed to
suit the needs of the international community more
than those of the East Timorese. Consultation and
participation of the ‘East Timorese people’ in decision-
making was often rushed and piecemeal, confined to the
Dili-based leadership. While all attention was turned
to political self-determination, the World Bank called
the shots on cconomic policy, wiclding enormous
power in the determination of funding priorities
and promotion of a market economy based around
privatisation and a limited role for state regulation.
Nation-building created a fine vencer of democracy
and human rights which only too soon has begun to
unravel. But the caravan has moved on.

Lying somewhere on the boundary of politics and
moral philosophy, the strength of Ignaticeff’s writing
lies in the moral guestions raised rather than answers
provided. Does the role of the West in nation-build-
ing tell us more about ourselves than about the
places that we take up as causes? What is the role of
outsiders in the healing and nation-building process?
Ultimately, Empire Lite is itsclf a ‘lite’ read, a broad
sketch rather than a rigorous study of nation-building
in particular situations. There is much left untouched
or merely alluded to, such as an exploration of the role
of nations like the United States in contributing to
unrest and state failure in those states  >w undergoing
nation-building. After the most recent ‘humanitarian
intervention’ in Iraq and as the caravan rolls in again,
one can’t help but feel Ignatieff lets the nation-builders
off a little too casily.

Lia Kent was a human rights officer with the UN

Transitional Administration in East Timor and is
completing a Masters in International Law.
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With blinds pulled down

We're in six/cight and if this keeps on going

we’ll soon be rocking in three-qu. er time—

thank God the blinds are down ... we're slowing ...

relief! The postillion’s horn is blowing,

the horses are straining for the climb.

My score is in my 1 . A ficld of grain

would poison thought, a tree corrupt a metre—
if something’s good, then serve it up again,
save paper, let the future take the strain—

manuscripts are neat, but minds are neater,

Music has bridges, proper network roads,
waterways which don’t need locks and levels—
it bears its own anticipatory loads,

The Natural Order hands it down s codes—

saints appear—a bar beyond, they're devils.

God rested on the seventh day—why rest?
I'm like a fish inventing where it lives.
Life outside’s a sort of palimpsest

of good and evil nurtured at the breast—

ncedy, you become the need that gives.

And so I keep the blinds drawn, lock away
the milk and honey of a proffered Canaan
to travel to the concertland of play,

and in the coach, by halflight, nig  or day,

create the only world I can be sane in.

—Peter Porter






























generation lost in space

HE MOBILE PHONE has given us, as if we weren't bulging
with them already, a new kind of cheat: the phone-weasels
who infest trivia nights. T was at one recently and the table
who won made my gang very suspicious. We suspected that
it was furtive texting that was giving such unfeasibly correct
answers on Melbourne Cup history to a table of respectable-
looking women and their teenagers. My table of cagle-eyed
specialists came robbed-second. We were good: Rick the
Renaissance man, Tom the sports fan, Terry the scientist,
my sister the lit and music bible, and me the useless-info
meistress and winner of the bubble-gum-blowing contest.
Hah, those bimbos were left picking goo out of their bridge-
work—they couldn’t text their way out of that onec.

Some of us use our TV-watching time profitably. There
arc those who knit in front of the telly, others who crochet
or embroider, and yet others who construct Victorian paper-
tassel-work mermaids in tasteful colours to go with that tole
picturc of the white geese on a blue background that they got
from Family Circle. And some of us chew gum, never know-
ing when it might come in handy. I mcan, you have to do
something. The telly isn’t the same any more since the end
of Buffy. The new stuff doesn’t grab me.

The post-Buffy vacuum has left me grumpy. I discov-
ered this best and fairest emanation of Amecrica last year, in
its sixth series, the one that puri 5 deplore. Hooked, lined
and sinkered on the least Buffy had to offer, I hired out the
rest, the sheer gold, and watched them with all the fervour of
the middle-aged who've discovered something new to think
about. The nephew who’d goaded me into watching threw
up his hands and rolled his cyes at his Aunt Frankenstein.
‘Never try to get her interested in something because you just
might succeed,’ said my son. 1 think I've spoilt Buffy for him.
He, being yo g and male, prefers the more Y-chromosomed
approach of Angel, which to mc is nice but mere Cadbury’s
compared to the pure Valrhona of the Buff.

He occasionally finds he likes something out of the usual
21-ycar-old male ken, like the reruns of Keeping Up Appear-
ances on cable, though he would die rather than admit it. {He
has developed the annoying habit of calling me ‘Hyacinth’
when partict  tly narked, but that puts me in guite exalted
company: rcaders of crikey.com well know that our beloved
first lady is somctimcs referred to by that name. It seems
we're not alone when we imagine her answering the phone
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with ‘The Howard residence, the lady of the land speaking!”)
The trouble with new telly is that it is so predictable most
of the time. The Shield looked quite interesting for a time,
but The Sopranos it ain’t. Six Feet Under ca  still make you
watch if you’re up at the midnight hour, but it is turning into
an excellent soap opera, which is no shame, but, but, but ...
Perhaps it’s to do with being a decadent 21st-century person
constantly looking for the shock of the new. And
strangely, finding it in classic reruns.

IHE ABC Hnas realised this and has acquired the origir
Dr Who series. It screens at 6pm from Monday to Thursday.
You can get dinner ready {or chew gum) while listening
that fantastic WOOEEEYOOO music that was made at
the BBC Radiophonic Workshop long before Fairlights or
even Moogs. And wonder of wonders, Auntic s started at
the first one, the one with the irascible and witty Willi:
Hartnell. (T have an affection for Patrick Troughton’s Doctor,
because that’s where I began to take notice of the series.
But Hartnell made Dr Who what it is.) Until this rerun, y
could reliably tell a person’s age by whatever Gallifrey
avatar they attached to: the layers of Whos are like the
rings on a tree trunk. It would make a good, though knotty,
question for trivia, too: how many Whos? {Do you count the
movie one! Who Wants To Be A Millionaire recently he
a clever Kiwi chap who wisely took the half-mill because
he couldn’t decide how many Dalai Lamas there had been)
The ABC have also bought a revival of Basil Brush, though
unlike the Dr Who series, not the original boom-boom. The
new one is cute, though, and if it misses some of the ¢lan
of the old series, it’s still miles better than the usual stuff
aimed at young kids so you’ll enjoy it too. This is presuming
that you're still sensible enough to have only one TV so
that you can have family conversation even if it’s mainly
comprised of mithering at the choices of whocever has the
remote. Though there won’t be any argument when you're
watching fron Chef, SBS’ wild Japanese cook-off that is like
nothing on earth except Japanese TV. It begins 11 October on
Saturdays at 7.30pm. Do watch it: it’s like a cross between
Takeshi’s Castle and Jamie’s Kitchen. And the food is like
WOOEEEYOOO.

Juliette Hughes is a freelance writer.
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