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Let them stay

F THE PLIGHT OF REFUGEES in our country will affect
your vote in the upcoming election, don’t be fooled.
While Temporary Protection Visa (TPV) holders are
now cligible to apply for non-humanitarian visas, the
Federal Governiment is introducing yet another hoop in
this humiliating process.

The regulations, as recently reported, will allow
those TPV holders who have ‘made important contribu-
tions to their community during their time in Australia’
in country areas to apply for permanent residency.

For residents on TPVs in Greater Dandenong, the
regulations don’t seem to mean all that much, except
that many of them may now have to move to the coun-
try having spent many years establishing supportive
communities in this region.

We will be sorry to see them go. There is no doubt
that the City of Greater Dandenong would be a lesser
place had we never had any refugees scttle here. Those
living in our area on TPVs make substantial positive
contributions, they have built a vibrant community,
and they belong.

But I'm not going to argue that point, because
I'd be buying into the basic premise of the Howard
Government’s argument: that proving you are a refu-
gee and in danger of persecution in your country of
origin is not cnough. You must also prove that you
have special characteristics that make you ‘deserve’

assistance. Not only do you need to be a
refugee, you need to be the right kind.

I HE HowarD GOVERNMENT is trying to differen-
tiate the people on whose plight they so heartlessly
capitalised in the 2001 election (the ‘illegals’ and
‘queuc jumpers’) from those who are now ‘making a
contribution’. The main point of division seecms to be
whether they settled in the country or in the city.

This is a most amoral distinction to draw. People
who scttle in rural or regional Australia are not more
deserving of our protection than those who reside in
our cities. This is a shameless attempt to build public
policy around a balancing act of appeasing rural com-
munities while maintaining the demonisation of those
refugees who, in the government'’s view, don’t share the
same level of strategic political support.

Of course, any policy shift in the area of TPVs rep-
resents a victory. This is time for guarded congratula-
tions to groups like Rural Australians for Refugees and
Spare Rooms for Refugees.

The government has all the appearance of
compassion, but none of the policy that might sup-
port the rhetoric. This is not acceptable. We must
remember too, that there is a pretty simple answer
to this problem. One that doesn’t involve twisted
rhetoric, fanciful categorisations and perverse
moral judgments. Pcople who arc on TPVs in our
country have proven, by Australia’s legal defini-
tion, that they are in danger of persecution in their
homeland. For me, and I think for most other Aus-
tralians, that is enough to invoke our compassion.
Let them stay.

Clare O'Neil is the Mayor of the City of Greater Dan-
denong. Greater Dandenong settles more refugees than
any other municipality in Victoria.
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I ddha and the Society of Jesus

Anuradha, who entertained

the notion that his name

had led him willy-nilly to his lot,
endlessly pounded the concrete paths
of modern Anuradhapura

to enlighten however he could

tourists, pilgrims who walked to the great god Buddh'.

Nobody there was poorer

cxcept perhaps the beggars resting in shade

to whom my daughter gave whatcever she had
(she carried fruit; I gave her my small change
and a note or two perhaps of Monopoly money)

or e cattle moving the meadows in broad swathes.

I wallked and chatted to the old man
{younger than me, as it turned out)

out this and that: archcology, 1 anging times,
the ways of the world: who bows to whom,
how wives (and daughters) shop and talk -

it was a long, long walk
v ch finally lefe him drained.

Mostly we talked about what, alas,

scholars would call ‘comparative religion’.
Schooling in Lanka is still run

n nly by the Socicety of Jesus

and my learned, weary, learned Buddhist man
who wants to give his knowledge free

[l notes are being made into a book:

he promised one to me)

at last conceded that my friends could pay
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whatever it was worth
for further ¢ ies: ‘Lanka nceds the money’
(it has no lack of life).

I had foremost ind my Jesuit master,
contemplative ‘ault,

busy beyond belief:

their forces are no longer legion,

they try to cover ¢ same territory:
there’s this and that disaster -

but other mini-polymaths are eager too.

Bad news: a letter from my Buddhist pastor:
kidney trouble: hospital fees: the book’s delayed

(¢ hospital fces ¢, say, three hundred Aussic bucks):

i

anks for the lovely gift’
of ‘two modern poetry books’.
He has nothing left.

Now a new monster gives birth,

give what you can to Lanka:

they have them all, the deaf, the blind, the h
submissive, gentle, given to fate:

belief in God and gods covers a wide range.

Maybe Ganesh will thank you.

Evan Jones
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PHE AT TRON SPAEN

SK ANY SPANIARD for his or her
opinion on the forthcoming election in
Australia, and the response is invariably
two-fold. The first is an carnest disavowal
of any desire to meddle in, or even o
opinion on the preferred outcome of any
clection held overseas. Far from the apathy
characterising so many democracies across
the world, Spaniards consider democracy
as something akin to a sacred duty, hav-
ing only again become a democracy in 1975
after decades of dictatorship.

In Spain there are no tabloid newspa-
pers, no Herald Sun, no Daily Mail and no
New York Post to scnsationalise the issues.
Instcad, the future direction of the nation
1s taken very seriously. Although voting in
Spanish elections is a voluntary process,
voter turn-out is high—76 per cent at the
most recent national election in March.
Having had no control over the politi-
cal destiny of their country for almost 40
years, Spaniards exercise their democratic
rights with a sense of responsibility. At the
same time, they hold fast to the principle
that the only people who have the right
to determine political outcomes are the
inhabitants of the country in question.

It was thus with considerable dismay
that Spaniards emecrged from the grief of
the terrorist bombings on 11 March to
learn that they had been charged with the
crime of appeasement for voting out a gov-
crnment barely three days after 191 peo-
ple were killed. When Alexander Downer
blundcred into the fray during July with
his attack on Spain and other countries
for withdrawing their troops from Iraq,
his comments simply reinforced the idca
among Spaniards that their votes had been
cast wisely. Indeed the ruling Socialist

ran
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Party has, since being clected, grown ever
more popular, something not possible if the
election result had been solely a knee-jerk
reaction to profoundly unscttling, but tem-
porary cvents.

The sccond Spanish response to news
that Australia is having an election is a
genuine concern that the Spanish c¢lection
result—coming so soon as it did after the
bombings—does not encourage terrorists
to seck a similar outcome elsewhere. Far
trom being blissfully unaware of the impli-
cations of Spain’s vote for change, ny
Spaniards freely acknowledge that terror-
ists could take confidence from their appar-
ent ‘success’ in Madrid. However, they
resolutely refuse to accept that the election
result constituted an act of appeasement,
pointing out that the terrorist cause has
been aided far more by the invasion of Irag
than by a democratically expressed desire
to disengage from a war which 90 per cent
of the Spanish population opposcd.

That the Spanish government remains
wholly unrepentant about its withdrawal
of Spanish troops from Iraq was confirmed
on 9 September when Prime Minister Zap-
atero called for other countries to do like-
wisc, stating: ‘Nothing justifies terrorism,
but there arc responses to terrorism that
reduce violence and other responses that
multiply it’.

Among the people, Alejandro, a filim
producer in Madrid, summed up the pre-
vailing mood in the following terms:
‘Of course we worry that terrorists will,
during an election somcwhere clse, try
and do what they did in Spain. We  ow
what it’s like to suffer from terrorism
and would not wish that on anyone. But

I'm still convinced that we d  :he
right thing. It was necessary’.

N ANOTHER LEVEL, there are many
similaritics between the issues of concern
to Spaniards and those which will play a
role in the Australian election, indeed many
parallels between  Australian and an-
1sh society. There is a deep concerr  cre
about the independence of public broad-
casters, an uncasiness about terrorism and
the most effective way to fight it and a pre-
occupation with issues such as health and
cducation that impact morc immediatcly
upon pecople’s lives. Spain, like Australia,
rarely elects one-term governments, prefer-
ring each party, of whichever shade, to be
given at least two periods Hfficeto] e
its worth. Indeed, since 1978, Spain has,

like Australia, had just three governments,
each serving at least cight ycars. One of the
many pan-European jokes which regularly
does the rounds claims that Italians ¢
governments to reflect the fecling of the
moment, the French demand change and
then vote out any government which tries
to effect it, while the Spaniards clect a gov-
ernment and then require damnced good
reasons to kick them out.

Spaniards, also like Australians, view
patriotism with suspicion other than in a
sporting context. Apart from adorning gov-
c¢rnment buildings and sighted at footl |
matches, Spanish flags are rarely displayed
and most people associate more with their
local barrio than they do with any jingois-
tic sense of national identity. Perversely
this sentiment was tested by none other
than Australia, when the wrong Spanish
national anthem was played—a 1930s-cra
anthem that had survived just a handtul of
years—at the 2003 Davis Cup Final in Mecl-
bourne. At first, I considered the uproar in
Spain over the error to be quaint and chided
my Spanish friends for their preciousness.
That was until they pointed out that it was
the equivalent of playing ‘God Savc the
Queen’ to honour Australia.

And so Spaniards will watch the Aus-
tralian election with interest and a sense of
common feeling, even from afar. Events such
as the bombing of the Australian embassy
in Jakarta are met with great sadness but no
Spaniard will accept for a moment that he
or she is somehow responsible. Beyond that,
most will consider the clection to be none of
their business, something which, it scems,
we have yet to learn.

—Anthony Ham

NOUTTET O T TOTURI

F THE YOUTH ARE THE FUTURE, their
drcams are the blueprint for it.

These dreams; the great, and the not-so-
great, arc retlections of societal ambition.

In the last five years, I have variously
studied at university and worked in
Australia, China, and Japan. Currently, 1
am an aid worker in Kenya.

With little effort on my part, a suburban
q block ¢ ete with a Hills-
hoist drying the nappics of 2.3 kids seems



a likely future prospect. With this and the
almost stereotypical university travels
under my belt, I feel like I am living the
modern Australian student dream. This
has led me to investigate the dreams of my
peers throughout our global village.

Everyone knows the Great American
Dream. The dirty-poor-to-stinking-rich
story is still the mould of many American
personalities. In politics there is the
ultimate dreamer Martin Luther King
or, more recently the Democratic vice-
presidential nominee John Edwards. For
entertainers there is J.Lo. For business
icons, look no further than Bill Gates. In
all fields, the list is long.

The Japanese Dream is just as formulaic
but otherwise unlike the American Dream.
As a student of a Japanecse high school,
I heard my peers talk of their desire for
a stable job and a nuclear family. My
host sister studied abroad only briefly to
improve her English before returning to
Nara to begin what she hopes will bhe a
lifclong career in economics. This dream
is retlective of a fiercely modern socicty
that continues to pride itsclf on sustaining
traditional values.

But what of Africa and its people? The
lack of consideration of this drecam scems
to indicate, yet again, that the continent 1s
condemned not to dream but to suffer.

Either way, there are perhaps two
drecams for young Africans—what one might

call the Great African Dream and
I the Not-so-great African Dream.

sHOULD NOTE that the following
comments break a self-imposed rule not
to discuss Africa as if it is one country. Of
course, it is not. It is, for the moment, 55
countries. But for present purposcs, my
travels across six African nations indicate
that there is a consistency in the hopes of its
people that justifies use of the generic title.
The Not-so-great  African Dream  is

to escape the African nightmare. It is,
therefore a stepping stone to other dreams:
the  Australian Dream, the American
Dream and many others. By way of
illustration, in 2003, one-third of Kenyans
paid a substantial fee to add their name to
the lottery for a visa to gain entry to the
United States. The Not-so-great African
Dream is the dream of the refugees who
form the human tide washing across the
continent. Given that ten per cent of

Continued on page 10

he pharisees

N THE SCRIPTURES the Pharisees get a bad press. They are accused of being
legalist, obsessive about detail, hypocritical and self-scrving. The Scriptures, of
course, reflect the sharp contlict between the followers of Jesus and the Pharisees.
So many scholars ask if we should not give a more positive account of the
Pharisees, separating their attitude to law from the hypocrisy, self-interest and
obsessiveness with which the Gospels associate it.

Looked at with a little empathy, the Pharisaic way of life is ecasily seen as
noble and generous. In this world God’s love for us and our love of God are woven
intricately into the tapestry of daily life. In living by the Law we find God’s
favour and will joined to the rhythms of daily life. Times and places, work and
play, mecals and hygiene, arc all turned into ritual. The Pharisce walks with
respect and reverence in God’s garden by treading in God'’s intricate footsteps.

God takes delight in an ordered world where people live out the Law.
Meals properly conducted, with their distinctions between the just and
the unjust, between the washed and the unwashed, between clean and

impurce foods, are the image of the transformed world that we hope
God will bring about.

Y()U DON'T HAVE TO BE a Pharisee to admire this way of life. It is faithful and can
be lived lightly. So it should scem surprising that in the Gospels, Jesus constantly
criticises it, and Paul struggles with its incursion into the Christian community.
They do so, not because the way of the Pharisees is bad, but because it is good.

Paul, raised a Pharisee, appreciated their virtues. But the Jesus whom he
discovered led him to a God whose way of working was quite other than he had
expected. At the centre of God’s world was not the ordered garden, but the waste-
land ot Golgotha and a man the Law called cursed. The Gospels add that at meals
he had associated with sinners and treated the Law eavalierly. The God whom
Paul found in Jesus was not rapt with pleasure when looking on people observing
the Law, as the Pharisees would have expected. For Paul, the God of Jesus was
slightly distracted, concerned for the people who did not count.

Because the vision of the Pharisees is so admirable, it is found within all
religions, including Christian churches. It seeks God’s will in rubrical attention
to the demands of daily life. But to be made Christian it needs the mind of
Christ whose concern for humanity goes beyond law.

We can see the tension in the recent Catholic regulations on communion
breads. These exclude coeliacs from full symbolic participation in the Eucharist.
The decision belongs to an admirable tradition of attention to foods and ritual
prescriptions as the ficld of faithfulness to God’s will. But is it Christian?

Andrew Hamilton sy teaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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Higner learning

O FEWER THAN EIGHT Fellows of the Royal Society of London—an organi-
sation which has boasted Isaac Newton, Charles Darwin and Albert Einstein
among its members—were taught and inspired at secondary school by one sci-
ence teacher, Len Basser of Sydney Boys High School. This fact emerged from
the 2004 Prime Minister’s Prizes for Science.

Basscr’s former students include a Nobel Prize winner, Sir John Cornforth,
the current president of the Royal Socicety, Robert May {Lord May of Oxford)
and this ycar’s winner of the $300,000 Prime Minister’s Prize for Science, Pro-
fessor Graeme Clark, the man who developed the bionic ear. There cannot be
many others who have had such an cffect on science as Len Basser.

It brought home to Archimedes and those gathered at the awards ceremony
in Parliament House just how important science teachers are. And the PM's
awards recognise this. Of the five prizes awarded, there is a $50,000 Prime
Minister’s Prize for Excellence in Science Teaching in Primary Schools, this
year won by Mr Alwyn Powell, who teaches year onc at Darling Heights State
School in Toowoomba; and another $50,000 prize for Excellence in Science
Teaching in Secondary Schools, which went to Dr Mark Butler, head science
teacher at Gosford High School.

The delight and dedication of both winners was a highlight, and made an
indelible impression on the audience. Also Professor Ben Eggleton, the winner
of the Malcolm McIntosh Prize for Physical Scientist of the Year, realised at the
ceremony that one of his students had been taught by Mark Butler.

Despite this, how often do we  ink of the teachers who underpin our soci-
ety? Australia will need about 85,000 more scientists by the end of the decade,
according to Queen mnd’s chicf scientist, Professor Peter Andrews. His esti-
mate is based on the projected expansion of science-based industries such as
biotechnology, and the consequent need for qualified people.

We can import some of these scientists—although it will be expensive, as
wc will be competing with the rest of the world to do so—but the best solution
is to grow our own. However, the number of school leavers qualified to take up
science is dropping. For instance, Andrews says, the number of secondary stu-
dents studying physics and chemistry has halved since 1980. His solution is to
improve the pay and conditions for science teachers, so they can provide inspir-
ing teaching to get students interested.

To be fair, Federal and State governments recognise the problem and are
slowly trying to cncourage more young people into becoming science and math-
ematics teachers. ut it really necds more than that. In the past, teaching was
an honourable protession. Nowadays, how many young pcople aspire to become
teachers, and how many parents encourage them?

Maybe familiarity has bred a certain amount of contempt. Perhaps it's
time to sec them for what they really are: skilled professionals who help shape
the future of our society. From that perspective, in addition to a goodly share
of the taxpayer’s purse, they deserve our respect. ©  ere are few more sound
investments.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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Continued from page 9

Burundians are refugees, for example, this
dream is a significant consideration. For
these people, the dream is simply to escape
the continent’s uglicst corners.

My dear friends in the 8,000-strong
Sudanese refugee community in Australia
are living this drcam. In my experience,
they soon see that the Not-so-gr
African Dream is, in fact, not so gr
even when it is fulfilled. Who could come
to Australia, after all, and not aspire to
leave housing-commission units, dole-

dependence and a lack of means
to upward mobility?

HEN THERE 1s the Great African
Dream. According to my peers, the Great
African Dream, like the ideal quarter-acre
block, is surmised in three words: educa-
tion, education, education. This, they tell
me, is the key to their freedom and the
hope of their nations. But there is a catch.

‘My hope for my four-ycar-old daughter
is that she will study hard and then go and
find work overseas’, explained Brown, a
resident of one of the townships outside of
Dar es Salaam, Tanzania.

‘Do you want her to come back to work
in Tanzania$’ I asked.

‘Only when she has had a good career
overseas, then she can come back.’

Like my peers in Japan, my friends in
China view an international education
a means to bring the world back to China.
By contrast, Brown’s comments and those of
any of my younger work collcagues in Kenya,
indicate that an international education is a
route of escape, a means of survival not only
for the escapee but for the onlookers and
dependants who remain in Africa.

If these dreams are the crystal ball
into the future, the trends are clear. China
will rise. Australia will be stable. African
countries, varied as they arc, will continue
to suffer on the periphery of world affairs
while their citizens take their virtucs to
live out other greater dreams.

But we youth ar¢ flippant. We change
our minds, our plans and our drcams
regularly. For this great continent, we can
only hope this will happen soon.

—Matthew Alk

This months contributers: Anthony Ham 1s
a freelance erliv _ in Madrid; Matth
Albert is an aid worker in Kenya.






Margaret Lorey

T e Spanish factor

AM IN Niw York, along the east-west
grid from the site of the Twin Towers,
towards the tenements and the fledgling
gentrification of the Lower East Side. It is
a warm day and 1 have walked here past
pc e laying out on pavement trestles,
bits and pieces that only scavengers could
covet. Every door stoop is a patio and it
scems every building has a room to rent.
The church is tlush to the street corner in
that uncompromisingly New York urban
way, and hanging off its rear is a high nar-
row terrace. In the house, the basement is
alive with Spanish: women cooking in onc
room, toddlers plaving in another, an old
lady telling the cat to get out of the way
of her broom. Sitting over from me is a girl
whose future has just turned lucky and she
shines with the news. She is 16 and she has
come from an interview at the prestigious
Maoather Cabrini High School in Upper Man-
hattan, which has otfered her a scholarship.
Before the new school year begins she must
read, she says, Pride and Prejudice and A
Man For All Seasons.

This girl represents the Hispanic factor
in Amecrican politics and in the US Presi-
dential election. Two years ago she came to
New York from Ecuador, with her two sib-
lings and her mother, to join her father who
was alrecady working in the city. The chil-
dren had agreed, it was better for the family
to be together. In New York, their mother
cleans, their father works in construction,
they live five together in one room, and if
anything untoward happened to any once of
them it would be a tragedy. They are undoc-
umented  immigrants, working illegally,
who have no insurance, for whom access to
higher education is out of the question, who
pay taxes but whose healthcare depends on
charity, who arc the life-blood of the city
but tor whom sccurity of residence does not
exist. Of course they cannot vote. And they
arc hy no means unusual.

A considcerable proportion of the 39 mil-
lion Hispanics [or Latinos) living in the US
willnotbe takingpartin November’s ballot:

12 FURTRA STREET OCTOBLIR 2004

in California, for instancc, only 13 per
cent of its huge Hispanic population are
cligible to cast a vote, and then, only 30
per cent of the electorate overall even
make it to the polling booth. Put those
figures toge or and you understand how
little the Hispanic population of the US
might cnact citizenship. Under current
law, up to 40 per cent will never vote,
and probably only half of those who are
now of voting age are eligible to vote in
next month’s clection. Nevertheless, the
Hispanic or Latino population matters to
this presidential campaign in multiple and
complex ways.

To begin with, Latinos as a group stand
vividly before the American clectorate. As
a group they embody a range of important
issucs—border security, the cconomic anxi-
eties of low-wage earners, the obligations of

patriotism in a time of war, and the weight
that might be given to moral or cthical
issues as opposcd to economic issues. His-
panics now outnumber the African-Ameri-
can community. They are double the size of
the Asian-American and Jewish clectorates

and already in 23 states they form the larg-
est minority. Since 1990, this population
has grown by at lcast onc million cach
year and that growth rate shows no sign of
diminishing. In part now, it is growth native
to the US: there are ten million US native-
born Latinos under the age of 18. But in
great part it is growth duc to immigration,
legal and illegal. Last year, 210 people died
trying to make it across the border, through
the desert—there is no repressing that k

of desire.

Blood, sweat and tears is what Latinos
say it takes to begin the journey towards
the polling booth. You can bhecome a
citizen in the States five years after you
achicve legal permancent resident status
but to become legal you need cither the
sponsorship of a close citizen relative, a
petition from a prospective cmployer, or

acceptance as an asylum sccker—Dblood,
sweat or tears. Neither blood, sweat nor
tears can be drawn from many of the Latino
immigrants, at least not yet.

Alongside the scholarship winner is
a young couple from Guatemala. They



were in New York legally, as visitors,
when their young son was born an Ameri-
can citizen. Shortly after his birth, they
returned home. Two years later immigra-
tion authorities would grant them only a
onc month visitor’s visa: their citizen son
represented a risk that they would stay.
That one month has long passed and both
parents are working. Fifteen or twenty
ycars down the track their son will be their
avenue to documentation and then his vote
will tell. Now, their situation is an issuc
for activists and for the
enfranchised amongst Latinos.

I HE ACTIVISTS INCLUDE the Cabrini Sis-

ters who run this Centre for Immigrants and
who belong to a New York-wide network of
like-minded groups linked into a nationally
organised lobby for the rights of immigrants.
The city runs on the backs of these people,
Sister Pictrina says, and the sisters have no
qualms about lobbying.

‘1f we vote them into office we have a
right to tell them what we think. We go to

Washington, we go to Albany, we go to the
City Council. We try our best to get bills
passed that will ¢nable our clients to get
some kind of legalisation.’

At least locally, candidates have to
explain to activists, including all the major
church organisations, how they propose
to make naturalisation and legalisation
fairly available, and how they will afford
to immigrants some basic protections and
access to basic public benefits. They must
also explain their policies to the Hispanics
who are enfranchised, even though thesc
voters’ interests and view of the world may
be significantly different from that of His-
panics overall.

Hispanics have been described as occu-
pying an in-bctween space in American
public life. They tend to be socially con-
servative and cconomically liberal while
their own socio-cconomic status and their
common educational, social and political
concerns encourage them to be politically
progressive. Mexicans in particular are eager
to rally around the flag in time of war. The
result of these competing factors is that both
Republicans and Democrats can lay claim

to the Hispanic vote. About two-thirds of
the Hispanic electorate is made up of people
of Mexican descent and their political alle-
giances ten o mirror the political divisions
in their states of residence: in Texas, Mexi-
cans tend to be Republican, in California
they tend to be Democratic. However, both
Republicans and Democrats must mobilise
the Hispanic electorate. It was not the His-
panic vote that put Arnold Schwarzenegger
into the Governorship; rather, it was the
failure of Mexicans to turn out to vote as
loyally Democratic as the African-Ameri-
cans did in California.

In the state of Florida, for example,
two major groups of Hispanics and some
smaller groups could all influence the
election outcome. Miami Cubans who
maintain an exile mentality are critical of
the Bush administration for making Iraq
a priority when there was opportunity for
war much closcr to home, and the admin-
istration has been obliged to make some
gestures of good faith towards this com-
munity. On the other hand, the children of

the exiles are less interested in anti-Castro
politics and they now form a substantial
group that may not vote with their par-
ents’ interests in mind. In the north-cen-
tral part of Florida, young and affluent
Puerto Ricans—many of them re-located
from New York City-——are seen as voters
who must be retained by the Democrats or
wrested from them. A few hundred votes
decided the election in Florida, last time
around, so there is serious attention being
paid to the Latino voter in Florida.
Importantly for the campaign managers,
religion plays an intluential role in the lives
of Hispanics. The Republican Party is bus-
ily courting the Catholic mainstrcam vote,
banking on Catholic social mobility and
social conservatism. Think tanks arc devis-
ing clectorally strategic rapprochement
between Catholics and evangelicals around
issues such as abortion and gay marriage.
On the face of it, this is a strategy designed
to win the Hispanic voter but, intercstingly,
Latinos resist this simple categorisation.
While 70 per cent of Latinos in the
US are Catholic, the percentage of Catho-
lics decreases in the sccond and third

generations, where most  Latino  voters
belong. The shift is towards Pentecostal or
cvangelical Protestantism, by as much as
12 per cent in the third generation. In other
words, Latinos arc taking on in subscquent
generations something of the dominant reli-
gious character of the host country. There
arc now more Latino Protestants in the US
than there are cither Jews or Muslims.
There are more Latino Protestants than
cven the broad mass of Episcopalians and
Presbyterians  combined. However, this
shift towards a conservative religiosity does
not mean that Latino evangelicals respond
to the same prompts that mobilise white
cvangclicals. Whether Protestant (mainline
or evangclical] or Catholic, Latinos arc in
the majority Democrat voters. There was
little difference between the Catholic and
cvangelical Latino vote during the last
presidential election—the Latino evangeli-
cal vote for President Bush {35 per cent) was
reflected in the national Latino vote. It will
be intcresting this time to observe whether
there has been a shift in the relative weight

given by the Hispanic population to moral
issucs versus cconomic and immigration
issues. There is good reason to imagine the
shift may be slight.

In this election, Hispanic voters will
go to the polling booths identified as an
explicit challenge to the US. The man
who fingered the Clash of Civilisations,
Harvard professor Samuel P. Huntington,
has added The Hispanic Challenge to the
adventures facing America. Latinos do not
assimilate, Huntington says, in the way
prior immigrants did and their overwhelm-
ing numbers are seriously undermining the
cultural foundations of the American idca.
If Latin immigration is not stemmed, the
US could become a nation of two compet-
ing cultures, creeds and languages.

A volatile, independent, and issuc-
driven Latino vote is likely to identify ideol-
ogy where it sees it and vote accordingly

Margaret Coffey was in the US recently
to collect program material for Encounter
on ABC Radio National. An Encounter on
The Hispanic Factor will be broadcast on
Sunday 31 October.
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Feter Hamiton

W aitirg for Ar hur

AsT YEAR | stoop in a packed
Brooklyn courtroom, held up my right
hand, and with the fingers of my lef and
crossed firmly behind my back, I solemnly
sworc that ‘I absolutely and entirely
renounce and abjure all allegiance and
fidelity to any forcign potentate’.

I became a new US citizen, but a
mildly depressed one. 1 felt gutless—as
it T had chickencd out in the face of
September 11 paranoia, As I prepared
tor the ceremony, I'a od myself: What
rational US resident would want to test
their worst nightmare of landing at JFK
airport with a forcign passport while his
wifce and two children carricd American
passports?

I could imagince the tap on the shoulder
at JFK: ‘Mr Hamilton, plecase say goodbye
to your family, kindly take a scat in this
small, flourcscent-lit room. And blcasc
ignore that orange jump suit on the ook
behind the door.

‘Now, Mr Hamilton, the reeords
show that in 2003 you made two ma-
tions of $100 to Churches for Middle
East Pcace and another of $100 to Foun-
dation for Middic East Peace, which are
organisations that cspouse and fund pro-
Arab causes ...’

Aside from the paranoia, I've lived
for more than 20 years in Brooklyn, and
the only ‘foreign potentate’ that came to
mind was my mother. [ couldn’t escape
the vague feeling of shame that the whole
point of the citizenship ceremony was to
renounce her. I felt that [ was betraying
my allegiance to a distant way of life that
she represented, one that is preserved in
my deeent memories of silver birch trees
on a front lawn, side tables crammed with
puddings, and the latest ncws from the
Jesuit Mothers’ Club.

There was one important consolation
to my betrayal. 1 had gained the vote.
And in November 2004, my son will
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cast his first vote, too. I look forward to
helping drive the disastrous George W.
Bush from office.

I had voted for the first time in 1966. It
was a Federal clection. I vaguely remem-
ber walking from the university to a poll-
ing booth inside a red-brick school ncar
Rathdowne Strect, Carlton.

As we left the hall, a black Com m-
wealth car pulled up to e kerb, and out
stepped the rumpled Arthur Calwell, the
Honourabic Member for Melbournc Ports.
His large facc was famously jowly. It was
dominated by a crooked, bulbous nose and
a big natural smile. This was to be his
final term.

Calwell was the bright eldest son of a
working-class family. He left St Joseph’s
Christian Brothers’ School in North Mel-
bourne when he was only 15 to help put
tood on the family table. Educated in
what he proudly termed ‘the school of
hard knocks’, Calwell rose through the
Labor ranks to become leader of the Fed-
cral Opposition. A handful of Communist
preferences denied him the prime minis-
tership in 1961.

Calwell’s nemesis was Robert Men-
zies, the son of a Wimmera shopkeeper
who grew up to acquire raging royalist pre-
tences, The University of Melbourne-edu-
cated Menzices skilfully nurtured the idea
that regular Australians would be embar-
rasscd at Buckingham Palace if we werc
represented by the dishevelled Calwell
with his working-class accent. Onc thing
you knew about Mcenzies: He wouldn’t
dunk his biscuits or drink from the royal
saucer at tea time. You just couldn’t be
sure about Arthur Calwell.

In 1965, Menzies had sent Australian
conscripts to fight alongside the Ameri-
cans in Vietnam. The move lit a flame
under Labor’s anti-conscription legacy.
_1e Catholic _pulation was  it, and
the hard men of the Catholic Right filled

the air with charges of ‘treason’ and ‘cay
ulation to the godless communists’.

Unfortunately for students of my age,
this was more than a dcbhating exercisc.
We could soon be conscripted to fight in
Vietnam. Many of us knew draft resisters
who were being jailed. Our fate was to be
decided by the Army’s birthday lottery.
As we waited in our student hang-outs
for the ballot to be announced, we were
naturally drawn to arguc about the rights
and wrongs of the contlict. The official
linc was that the public debate was over.
There were only two approved courses
of action for the doubters: Shut up! And
meekly report for your medical if your
birthday is called.

Bitter arguments raged around many
Catholic dinner tables, and they left
wounds that took years to heal, if they
healed at all. After all, it’s hard for a 20-
year-old to feel comfortable with a middle-
aged man who feels so strongly about a

war that he is determined for the

I youth to do his fighting for him.

HAD COME TO apMIRE Calwell for tak-
ing a very tough and unpopular stand. I
walked up to him on the footpath, intro-
duced myselt, and we shook hands:

‘Mr Calwell, T want you to know that
this is my first election, and I'm really
pleased that I cast my first vote for you.’

‘Ah, Peter,” hc replied. ‘It’s a funny
thing. I first voted in 1917. And what s
the bitter issue that divided us? It was
whether Australian boys should be con-
scripted to die on distant battlefields in a
colonial war.’

‘And now, it’s your first votc. And
what’s the issuc? Should Australian boys
be conscripted to die on distant battle-
ficlds in a colonial war! It seems that
nothing’s changed!’

So here T am, a ncv -minted US
citizen, and I'm only wecks away from






16

FUREKA STREFT

Dorotny rHorstield

Survivor secrets

ROM THE CELLS of Guantanamo Bay, to Iraq’s
Abu Ghraib prison, to the thousands of secret, brutal
places in more than 80 countries across the world,
the experience of torture is described by Berlin’s Dr
Christian Pross as a ‘toxic agent’.

‘This new scason of cruelty’, Pross says, ‘infects
not only the victim, but the family, friends, the torturer,
the therapist, the wider community. Tt fundamentally
disrupts human relations in a diabolical way’.

Pross is Founder-Director of the city’s renowned
Centre for the Treatment of Victims of Torture
{BZFO) which he set up in 1992 to help those who
had suffered at the hands of East Germany's secret

police, the Stasi. Particu-

larly from the early 1960s,

when the West German

government began to pay

the DDR to release dissi-

dents from its jails. Berlin
has had an outspoken community of artists and oth-
ers who were tortured. One of the sinister side effects
of the publicity, as well as the international moni-
toring of torture by groups such as Amnesty Interna-
tional and Human Rights Watch, was a change in the
mecthods used.

‘At first persccution in the DDR was mainly
physical—beatings, bad hygiene, bad food. People
often died from TB’, Pross says. ‘Later the Stasi
became masters of sophisticated techniques of
“zersetzung” (disruption) which can do deeper harm
by making you doubt your own perceptions. Victims
were told: “When you leave this place, no one will
believe you”.

‘And cven if people never went to prison, their
family and social networks were manipulated to
create failures, so that step by step they lost career
opportunitics, status, job, income, family. Of course
it was a world described exactly by Orwell or Kafka.’

The intention was ‘to break a man’s soul’. Pross
describes the case of a poet in onc of his therapy
groups. He was a member of the small underground
movement that met once a month to read poctry
together. After he was twice arrested and released
with the threat, ‘we’ll find a way to shut you up’, he
gave all his poems to his closest friend to look after.
The third time he was arrested, the Stasi officer sat
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across lesk from him and rcad im the pocems,
leaving 1 utterly confused and paranoid. During
that time he had all his back teeth removed because
he was convinced that microphones had  be
implanted in them. After 1989 when he aceessed his
Stasi file, he said the moment when he understood
his best fricnd had betrayed him was as if ‘the world
had broken down over him’.
Pross is also quick to point to the
growing cvidence that such highly cffee-
tive psychological methods were also used
by the torturers of Guantanamo Bay and
Abu Ghraib prison. A recent article in the
New Yorker by veteran American journal-
ist, Seymour Hersh—Dbased largely on his
conversations with disatfeccted members
and ex-members of the US intelligence
coir unity—charts how official approval
was given for the use of solitary confine-
ment, sleep deprivation, endless interroga-
tion and sexual degradation, as part of a cov-
crt policy of ‘whatever it takes’ in the war
on terror. Investigations by the University
of Minnesota’s Professor Steven H. Miles,
published in the August issuc of the Brit-
ish medical journal The Lancet, draws simi-
lar conclusions, arguing much torture took
place v h the complicity of prison doctors.
In asingly, Pross’ centre  treats
refugees from lraq, as well as from the
former Yugoslavia, Turkey, Iran, Africa and
Chechnya. Last ycar more than 200 the
501 patients were women, 48 were children
or teenagers. Morcover the centre has a long waiting
list and a constantly growing demand on its scrvices.
The Cop 1agen-based International Rehabilitation
Cou il Torture Victims, to which BZFO is affili-
ated, estimates that for every person treated another
tenarcin ed. Approximately 17 million pcople are of
concern to the UN High Commissioner for Refugecs,
and UNHCR ecstimates that 30 per cent of
these people have been tortured.
|
ELIBERATELY PLANNED as a multidisciplinary
clinic, the centre uses a range of therapies from
music and handicrafts, to dream analysis, stories,












lony IMalkovic

Real’sing 1 dream

[

LT'S NOT EVERY DAy an archi-
tect wins a competition to design a
cathedral. And when it’s one that’s
been unfinished for more than
70 vyears, with detailed liturgical
and heritage considerations, it can be a
mixed blessing.

A lot of people will be looking over
the shoulder of Peter Quinn during the
next couple of years: fellow architects,
church-goers, heritage advocates, and a
considerable part of Perth’s population.

Quinn is the architect who won the
competition to draw up concept plans to
complete the Cathedral of the Immacu-
late Conception of the Blessed Virgin Mary,
commonly known as St Mary’s Cathedral,
in WA. The cathedral is a landmark herit-
age building that’s still unfinished, even
though it first opened in 1865.

It’s not the first time Quinn has designed
achurch. He’s heen responsible for designing
four suburban churches and a chapel in
Western Australia. It’s a specialised f¢ 1 of
architecture, with special considerations.

"There’s all the liturgical basics that you
have to know but somehow you've got to
imbue the placc with the transcendent,
that’s the difficult bit,’ explains Quinn.
‘The cathedral is probably easier in some
respects becausce of the extreme heights and
the volumes that can go into it. The exist-
ing large volumes and heights alrcady give
you a sense of space and grandeur.

‘You've got to crcate that feeling
somechow, that when you walk into it,
you're in a special place. T don’t think you
can rely on liturgical furnishings and fur-
niture to provide that. It’s got to be more
than that. It’s about light, light and space
and volume.’

Ar  n this case, it’s all about con et-
ing a job begun more than 70 years ago.
U:  z2anunwicldy house extension that’s
ha  its cobbled on over the years, the
cathedral has already 2en extended over
the decades. As a result, it’s a mish-mash
of styles long unsuited to being the main
house of worship in the Archdiocese.
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The challenge now is to finish the¢:  e-
dral, and open it up to make it func m
as a working church, while preserving as
much as possible of the heritage elements
of the building.

What is now the present cathedral
began in 1865 as a modest Italian-style
structure suited to the needs of church-
goers in Queen Victoria’s era. Additions,
including a porch and steeple for the bell
tower, were made around 1909. And in
the 1920s, the decision was made to
completely replace it with a much larger,
more imposing Gothic structure com-
plete with flying buttresses.

But with the onset of the Great Depres-
sion, the money ran out and construction
was halted mid-way. The result is two
churches of completely differing styles,
with one simply tacked onto the other.

"There was no real attempt to design or
marry the two together,” says Quinn. ‘At
the moment, visually it is two churches
rammed into each other, with different
ridge heights, different roof heights and dif-
ferent m  crials.’

Visitors to the cathedral still scratch
their heads at the result. One end is a sim-
ple narrow structure with a cement render
extcrior, while the other is wide, ornate
and built of limestone. And jutting iron
bars and serrated stonework on the build-
ing’s exterior show where the next section
of the cathedral was due to join up.

‘The present layout just doesn’t
meet the liturgical requircments of
Vatican II', explains Quinn, ‘the most
important being the active participa-
tion of the assembly in the liturgy. 1t’s
too small. They couldn’t get the num-
bers into the church, the sight lines arc
poor, the acoustics are poor, and the
quality of natural light is poor’.

In Quinn’s plan, = original nave
would be removed and a new, much
wider onc inserted between the existing
eastern and western ends of the cathe-
dral. The roof would also be raised to
match the 1930 extension. The altar

will be placed in the centre of this much
bigger space, and the pews arranged around
it in semi-circular fashion. The result will
mean a big increase in seating—from 800
to 1200 people—with the altar visible

toall churchgoers, and more light

and improved air circulation.

PETER QUINN’s DESIGN for the comple-
tion of St Mary’s was one of four com-
missioned by the Archdiocese. As well as
being unanimously sclected by the Arch-
diocesan building committee, it was also
voted the most popular by churchgoers
from around WA.

In announcing the winning design, the
Archdiocese said Quinn’s plan completed
the cathedral in an ‘extraordinarily simple
and beautiful way’ by using a 21st-century
building to link the two ecarlier eras.

But it’s a job Quinn nearly refused.

‘When I was asked to compete in the
design competition, 1 was very reluctant
because I'm a one-man band and I won-
dered whether I could handle it,” he says.
‘And then I'd be competing against nation
architectural firms, and all the resources
they could bring to the project. I thought I'd
get blown out of the water.’

Educated at Xavier College and Mel-
bourne University, Quinn settled in West-
ern Australia some 30 years ago. Most of his
work involves educ 1, religious |
domestic buildings. He says his underlying









would come the announcement, along with theories
about her colour and the shape of her jaw, and then
the waiting would continue.

The minute Aphrodite had drawn her last breath,
action was the thing. Vaso, her eldest daughter, pro-
duced a strip of white linen and bound her mother’s
jaw. Wine was produced for the bathing of the body, and
the neighbourhood women arrived and went about the
business of the laying-out. Eventually Aphrodite was
readied for her last journcey, clad in the complete cos-
tume of dress, gloves, headscarf and shoes, and placed
in a coffin ornately carved with the double-headed
eagle of Byzantium. Her shroud was covered in red
and white carnations, an icon placed on her breast,
while candles burned at her head and feet. All night
she lay in the sala, the best room, while people came

and went and paid their respects: Vaso sat
by her mother until dawn.

Practically the whole village accompanied the
open coffin to the church. Three priests officiated,
the voices of the choristers dipped and soared, and
the impression of the message ‘T am the Light of the
World’ took on reality as cach person lit a candle and
then snuffed it out at a certain point in the ceremony.
At the last, the mourners trooped past, made the sign
of the cross and kissed first the icon and then Aph-
rodite herself. It was then that T was reminded of a
lesson I learned long ago: simple communitics have
always known what the therapists try to teach us,
that we must say a genuine goodbye in order that we
ourselves can continue to live.

Memorial services are held at the very least, on
the third, ninth and 40th days after a death, after
six months and on the first anniversary. Griet is
replayed, and thus slowly diminishes in intensity,
enabling an absence to be coped with. Final accept-
ance comes with the ritual of exhumation, at which
point the stark fact of death is confronted as it has not
been before. When the exhumation is over, the living
arc truly free to accept a new life based on an absence
that has now been ritually assimilated.

My priest tather-in-law, a man I never knew, was
exhumed in the summer of 1980. Being very new to
rural Greece then, I could not face such a foreign and
frightening ordeal, and so cunningly volunteered to
mind all the children in the family. By 2003, however,
that generation of children had grown up, and escape
avenues were cut off: I was going to have to attend
Aphrodite’s exhumation.

Exhumations are usually scheduled for the
Saturday betore Pentecost, the Orthodox All Souls’
Day. Early in the morning, Aphrodite’s two children,
accompanied by their spouses, arrived at the grave-
yard, a place brooded over by mountains that seem, to
me at least, to tecach lasting lessons on the subject of
human limitation. [ was relieved to be spared a major
part of the ordeal, the actual digging up of the body,

because the verger/cantor/gravedigger/general facto-
tum met us with the words, “Ola kala’ [All is well). Tf
there is any flesh adhering to the bones, it is evident
that the devil has been at work and a reinterment
must take place.

Like Vaso, I am the eldest child and the eldest
daughter, but never have T been so thanktul for my
Australian birth as T was that day. Vaso lifted her head,
set her jaw, and disappeared into the charnel house
with her basket, which contained, among other things,
a pair of rubber gloves. She had to wash her mother’s
bones. They were then placed in a big plastic trough-
shaped container, boarded over and with an identify-
ing photo on top, there to await the liturgy and the
removal to the final resting place, a plain wooden box
with Aphrodite’s name printed on it.

We rcturned in the evening to find the graveyard
startlingly en féte. Whole familics were there: older
people strolled up and down and shook the hands of
those people whose relatives had been disinterred,
cven as the priest was reciting the service among the
generalised buzz; the boards were removed from the
plastic  contain-
ers  while  wisps
of incense tloated
ceiling-high. Chil-
dren ran  about
noisily and played
among the grave-
stones;  our own
lot, older and more
sophisticated than
the ones of 1980
had been, skipped
into the charnel
house and lit candles that they then placed in among
the bones of their great-grandmother Aphrodite.

I stood to one side, holding the bowl of kolivo,
boiled and sugared wheat, which is ceremonially offered
to all present. In a very ancient custom, those who eat
of this believe that they have achieved reconciliation
with the dead; any enmity that existed between the
living and the deceased is also dead and gone. I do not
like kolivo, but made sure that I ate a token amount,
in honour of Aphrodite and of our edgy relationship.
She had given me the culturally-prescribed hard time;
not only was [ a daughter-in-law, I was a forcigner. But
with the passing of time we had mellowed towards
cach other, and so I stood, ate, and remembered.

Although T was 35 when I migrated to Greece, it
was here that I grew up, being forced to test and use
parts of myself that I had never used previously, for
there is not even an attempt at disguising harsh real-
ity in this land. The facts of lifc and death are as bare
as the mountains and as the bones we all become.

Gillian Bouras is a freclance writer, whose books are
published by Penguin Australia.
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Lemma Ladad

Captured on canv=s

- ER BROAD FACIAL FEATURES and
lean frame makc hereas - distinguishable.
And Peggy Patrick’s voice, although gentle,
commands attention. ‘We want all people
to be strong in their spirit and strong in
their country.” Peggy is an elder and leader
of the Warmun pcople, an advocate for rec-
onciliation and instrumental in promoting
the history and stories of her people.

A community of around 400 predomi-
nantly Aboriginal pcople, Warmun is one
of the hottest places on carth, in the same
lcaguc as the Sahara desert. It is also onc
of thc¢ most isolated. The next town is
Halls Creek, 165km away. Food is at a pre-
mium here, an apple will set you back a
little over a dollar. Petrol, at $1.99 a litre,

is also a little pricey. Both food and pet-
rol are freighted up the west coast from
Perth, along the Great Northern Highway,
the lifeline of this community. Without
it, the community’s few businesses—the
local shop, the road house and the art cen-
tre—would suffer.

While the shop and the roadhouse pro-
vide the essentials for passing tourists and
the families that live here, the art cen @ 1s
a business returning much more. Although
produced in the most modest of circum-
stances, Warmun art is renowned world-
wide. More importantly, the sale of the
art produced here provides the community
with a growing economic independence
and stability. Thc art centre itself has a col-
ourful past; it was the first building erccted
here in 1890, 800km south-west of Darwin
and almost 900km cast of Broome. Origi-
nally an inn and butcher shop, the building
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was to become a post office in 1897 and
later a telegraph station. During the early
1900s this post office served as an outlet
for dispensing food rations to the needy. It
became the art centre more than 80 years
later, in 1998.

Now the artists sit in the shade under
the building and paint in something ¢
a meditative state. Each artist only p:  ts
their own country, the land in which they
were born and raised, the land to w h
they belong. There is no such thing as a
rough draft, each piece is permitted to
take form during creation.

Many of the artists come from separate
tribes and each paints the stories of their
own people. Although most of the artists

use traditional symbols, it is described as
contemporary Aboriginal art. Some artists
even incorporate Western style figures
and emblems into their work. Each paint-
ing is created using traditional ochre and
natural pigments. The rock is crushed in
stone bowls with the rounded end a
heavy steel rod and then sieved to remove
any unwanted material. Crushing the rock
is hard on the back and inevitably pain-
ful when fingers get in the way. Several
blackened and bloodied fingernails and an
hour later, a rock the size of a tennis ball
is reduced to a fine powder.

This powder is then mixed with : t-
tle water and PVA glue and applied to the
canvas with whatever may be handy; a
brush, a stick, or a gnarled finger. Char-
coal is used in the same manner to achicve
a midnight black. The result is breathtak-
ing, a fusion of textures and colours, each

unique and impossible to recreate. Each
work compriscs gecometric figures; circles,
half-circles, spirals and ¢ 1ight or curved
lines. These shapes are often repeated and
combined to create balanced patterns of
great elaborateness. Never, however, have
these patterns been regarded as pieces of
abstract art by the Warmun artists. Rath
they are used to sharc the
storics particular to each tribe.
MANY OF THE ARTISTS arc happy to
sharc the story of their work with a curi-
ous onlooker and the question ‘What are
you painting?’ is always mect with the same
answer, ‘I paint my country’. Nora Nagarra,
an artist from the Bungle Bungle region
laughs when asked what shc is painting,
for the answer is clear. Her picces almost
always include the repetitive bald dome
shapes of the Bungles, in dusty hues from
pale pink to chocolate. She sits, cross-leg-
ged on the concrete, twig in hand, bent over
her canvas in deliberation. Aside from the
constant dot, dot, dot of her hand, shc is
motionless, absorbed in her work.

Hector Jandany is thc oldest artist
here. He is so old, not even he is able to
pinpoint his exact age. He guesses he is
around 90—36 years older than the cur-
rent life expectancy of Aboriginal m  s.
Hector paints rarely now, making his
work all the morc valuable. Recently,
one of his earlier works was re-sold for
$300,000. Hector holds the brush gin-
gerly in his long bony fingers, his lcathery
hands shaking and contorted with cffort.
Pausing regularly, Hector contemplates
each mark. His beard is silver, streaked
with dark gray and his eyes a rhcumy yel-
low. His brush wavers from the pot to the
canvas and back again. No dot is acciden-
tal, no line misplaced.

Like Peggy, Hcctor too is known
among his people as a leader and chuck-
les about having met the prime minister.



‘Yea, I met John Howard’, he says, ‘and
I just said to him “G’'day”’. In all likeli-
hood, Hector probably had far more say
than just ‘G’day’. He is an advocate for
cducation of both children and adults and
partly responsible for the opening of the
primary school here in 1979, Of the many
children that wander this community
barcfoot during the day he says, ‘look at
all these children here, they should be in
school, they should be lcarning like you
have’. He is, of course, referring to the
Western education afforded the majority
of Australian children.

The primary school is called Ngalan-
gangpum, meaning mother and child and
has around 140 children enrolled. The
facilities are excellent, yet less than 40
children, usually the same ones, turn up
cach day. While many of the elders of the
community are of the same opinion as
Hector, enforcing education is an arduous
task at the best of times.

In addition to writing, reading and
arithmetic, the children are taught their
native language and traditional storics
with the help of Aboriginal Teaching
Assistants. Their language is Kija and all
of the elders and many of the children
speak at least some Kija. One senses
that the elders dcliberately speak to
the children in their own language to
promote the learning of their culture.
Krcol is also spoken here; it is a mix
of Kija and English. Aboriginal English
refers to the consistent adaptation of
the English language and is distinc-
tively different to Kreol or poorly spo-
ken English. Although the children are
encouraged to talk in English at school,
they converse in Aboriginal English as

this is often spoken in the home
and in the wider community.

- -VATER IS PRECIOUS HERE. Even the
smallest of children warn against wast-
ing water. Those that use the drinking
fountains carelessly in the playground
are regarded with disdain. It's not hard
to understand why. During the dry sea-
son, from April to October, the ground is
cracked, hard and dry. The heat is unre-
lenting, with an average temperature in
the mid 40s and the air hot and breathless.
The last few months of the dry season are
often referred to as the silly season, as the
heat drives people mad. With the first
rains comes a tangible sense of relief. It
is during this more comfortable weather

Nora Nagarra at work. Copyright Warmun Art
Centre, 2004.

that the elders like to return to ‘their
country’, taking their children and grand-
children with them.

Cattle Creek is a favourite camping des-
tination for Patrick Mung Mung and Betty
Carrington, who are also artists at the centre.
They care for around 12 of their own grand-
children in addition to many other children
in the district. Patrick and Betty met at Texas
Downs Station, near Cattle Creek, which is
around 50km cast of Warmun.

Texas Downs Station is now inhabited
by snakes and bats, both of which the chil-
dren delight in stirring up. This is daring,
considering the lack of anti-venom kept
on hand. It expires quickly and is simply
too expensive to keep. The nearest hospi-
tal is at Halls Creek, ncarly two hours’
drive away. Those scriously injured arc
air-lifted by helicopter while others may
be forced to endure a trip in the back of the
four-wheel drive.

Both Patrick and Betty were born and
raised on Texas Downs Station and as a
result have an intricate knowledge of this
land. Betty is able to identify the exact
trce under which she was born and the
shed in which she lived for her first 20
years. At the time of Betty’s birth, there
werce too many female babies. Some of the

elder Aboriginal women decided it would
be best to leave Betty on an ant nest to
die, rather than bring her up. Betty was
taken from her mother, who was in ill
health after giving birth. After a day, Bet-
ty’s grandmother, (who Betty speculates
may have actually been a great aunt),
went to check on Betty and discovered
she was still alive. She decided that the
baby girl was strong and that she would
raise Betty herself. Despite living on the
same station, Patrick and Betty don’t
think they met until Betty was around
20-years-old and were married ‘bush
way’. The tree under which they were
marricd stands less than ten metres away
from where Betty was born.

This is Patrick’s and Betty’s country.
This is what they paint. Their work is
then priced according to size, packaged
and sold, often before the paint has dried.
They receive 60 per cent of the sale—not
profit—which is usced to support their
family. The remaining 40 per cent is
used to fund outings to collect ochre, to
pay for cquipment and for other supplies
such as canvas and brushes. A small per-
centage of this is returned directly to the
community.

In an arid and unforgiving climate, the
small band of Warmun artists arc able to
provide their community with strength
and hope and to cnsure the survival of
their culture and storics. Patrick, Betty
and their fellow artists demonstrate that
technology is one of the least important
ingredients of successful existence—that
the things we have been clever enough
to invent have been much less impor-
tant to our survival than our capacity
to live together in groups, to co-operate
with onc another. As Alan Thorne and
Robert Raymond suggest {Man on the
Rim: The people of the Pacific, Angus
and Robertson, 1989}, they arc ‘living
proof that what is in our heads and our
hearts is more important than what we
carry in our hands’.

Gemma Gadd is completing her Mas-
ters in Journalism at Deakin Uni-
versity. For more information on the
artists and art of Warmun Art Centre visit
www.warmunart.com. Gemma would
like to thank Peggy Patrick, Nora Nagarra,
Hector Jandany, Patrick Mung Mung and
Betty Carrington for sharing their methods
and stories and for allowing her to partake
in and witness the creation of their work.
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ANSON APrNys

Page turner

LIFE-LONG LOVE AFFAIR is how many people
describe their passion for books. If you have missed
trains, trams, buses or ferries because you were cap-
tivated by a storv- if visitors to your home say ‘wow,
you could open: ookshop’; orif you can easily recite
passages (if not pages} verbatim from your favourite
titles and can’t remember a time when you didn’t
read, then welcome comrade, you’re in my tribe.

In an age of computers, text messaging and
digital TV, books still possess an incredible hold
over many people. What is it about the old-fashioned
printed word that compels us? What is it that lures
people to leave more lucrative careers to work with
theirenduringpassion? Isitthebindingsorthecontent?
The aroma of ol paper and leather or is it the story
inside? Again and again, booksellers state that
it’s not just their love of books but the people—
colleagues, customers, authors and publishers—who
make their choice a true vocation.

For second-hand bookshop proprietor Kreisha Bal-
lantyne-Dickes, it’s easy to spot a book addict. “You

can scc it in their
eyes’, she laughs.
‘I call it the “book
look” and people
cither have it or
they don't’. Krei-
sha and her hus-
band Adam own
Desire Books, a
friendly and funky
treasure trove of ‘60s ‘ beat and rebel” and 20th-century
literature near Manly Beach in Sydney.

‘For a lot of people, books take them back
to their childhood, to a very special place’, says
Kreisha. ‘They recall how wonderful it was read-
ing with their parents’. Adam nods in agreement.
‘Every couple of hundred volumes you get that
one beautiful book—inside and out—that makes it
all worthwhile’, he says. ‘Over the last two years
1 ve tended to attract the kind of person who
sy ot 0T a books p’, s Kreisha.
Before openi eir shop, these bibliophiles lived
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Kreisha and Adam from Desire books

in the UK book mecca, Hay-On-Wye, and knew
exactly the kinds of books they wanted to sell.

The common myth that booksellers get to loll
around and read for a living, is firmly refuted by Tim
Gott, the proprietor of Tasmania’s Davenport Books.

‘Never cver been able to do that’, he says. ‘Some
days we are so rushed that reading the back cover
before you shelve a new title is a bonus’, he says
with a laugh. While Tim may have been attracted to
the profession by his love of books, he reckons it’s
the people that make booksclling so worthwhile. ‘1
really love the variety of people you come into con-
tact with through my bookshop. Like books, we get
all kinds of customers.’ He feels that the combination
of hundreds of thousands of new titles a year and the
increasingly busy lives we lead, means that readers
are relying booksellers more than ever to assist
them to choose a great title. Consequently, booksellers



need to have excellent communication and people
skills, not to mention a good memory.

However, there are others for whom books
are non-essential. Reading is not only a non-essen-
tial aspect of life, it isn’t even on their radar. Their
reading is confined to the newspaper and perhaps a
magazine aligned to their interest. Like two countries
divided by an uncommon language, these people are
an enigma and I have yet to enjoy a close friendship
with a non-reader.

It seems ironic that despite over 100,000 new
titles being published in English each year, so few
seem to capture the ability to describe the abso-
lute delight that reading brings. Fortunately, some
eloquent writers proudly wear their hearts on their
sleeves and invite us into their libraries, their lives
and often their hearts. In Helene Hanff’s classic love-
letter to books and bookselling, 84 Charring Cross
Road, her passion is charmingly transparent and
addictive. Hanff effortlessly and articulately captures
the passion that so many of us have for books and her
own books are deservedly read and loved. Anne Fadi-
man's erudite and excellent Ex Libris: Confessions of
a common reader contains some wonderful essays on
how books can shape our lives and how much richer
we are for them.

‘The books that have the power to excite us by
stimulating our imagination rather than just enter-
tain, they are the books that become a part of our
lives’, says Kathy Mossap, editor of Good Reading,
an independent monthly magazine dedicated to
reading, books and the people who love them.

Kathy feels that everyone’s list of life changing
books is different and it’s interesting to hear of that
impact a book can have on a person when it may invoke
a very different response from you. ‘Great books reach
you in a very personal way’, she says. ‘They touch an
emotion and can produce strong feelings.’

In 2001, research commissioned by the Australia
Council on Australian reading habits, book buying and
borrowing, 72 per cent of people surveyed had read a
book for pleasure the week before their interview, 69
per cent have over 200 books in their homes.

Tim Gott from Tasmania’s Davenport Books.

Alison Aprhys in her usual haunt, Andy’s Bookshop.

Another ABS survey stated that the average Austral-
ian reader reads for 70 minutes a day.

Like many converts, booksellers are happiest when
either reading a great book or telling someone else about
its virtues. Anthony Marshall, the proprietor of that
Carlton institution Alice’s Bookshop concludes in the
introduction to his delightful volume, Trafficking in Old
Books: ‘My aim has not been to instruct but to entertain.
And the people T wish to entertain are people like you,
who have a passion for books and reading and who love to
visit old bookshops and [possibly| old booksellers'.

As Hanff would say, ‘Hurrah comrade!’

Alison Aprhysis a freelance writer and photojournalist
who writes for magazines in Australia and the US.
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HIS BOOK BEGINS with great expectations. On the cover,
Paul Kelly says it is the ‘voice and vision of a new genceration’.
On the back, Mark Latham welcomes it as ‘an cxcellent start-
ing point for a new dcbate about where our
country is hcading’, and Gareth Evans praises
the ‘lively analysis and sparkling writing’,
lamenting that he hadn’t written it himself.

As Australians go to the polls, here isa com-
prchensive policy blueprint, drawing together
new and old ideas based on solid research and
presented with passion and conviction.

With degrees from the world’s best uni-
versities, and experience in business, both
sides of politics, and the community sector,
these four authors offer a smorgasbord of pol-
icy ideas on topics ranging from politics and
civic engagement to social policy, economic
policy, and international affairs.

This is certainly a book for policy wonks.
However, it also warrants a wider audience. It
may well be the most original, persuasive and
intelligent policy offering during the election
season, that is, if it can get a hearing above the
bluff and bluster of the campaign.

Noting Australia’s strong economic performance, sporting
success, envious lifestyle and high international reputation,
the authors argue that Australia could be doing better. Offer-
ing a social, economic and political critique of Australia, the
authors set out, ambitiously, to offer solutions to seemingly
intractable policy debates and arguments.

Arguing that Australians ‘arc looking for new ideas’ to
advance the nation, the authors want a ‘country that conceives
of its future in grander terms’. The book appeals to ‘the greater
good of society’, to hope, and optimism, articulating a radical
centrist political philosophy. Nobody would agree with every-
thing in this book, but there is much grist for the policy mill.

Recognising the disillusionment with the political process
and the need to increase citizen participation in public life, the
authors argue for a republic, a bill of rights, regular constitu-
tional conventions, an increased policy role for the Senate, the
appointment of ministers from outside of Parliament, campaign
finance reform, public-private sector job mobility, allowing the
public to vote in party pre-selections, and an annual libera-
tion day to weigh up candidates and issues before elections.

They argue that central to their economic philosophy
‘is a belicf that open, flexible and well-functioning markets

DAVID MADDEN

MACGH

ANDREW LEIGH

PETER TYNAM

IMAGINING

AUSTRALIA

IDEAS FOR OUR FUTURE

"The voice and vision of @ new
generation of Australians...’

Paul Kelly, The Australian

ideas

arc cssential for strong growth’. They believe in trade lib-
eralisation, enterprise bargaining and comipetitive markets.
Although they are proponents of economic liberalism, they
acknowledge these policies have increased
inequality, damaged the natural environ-
ment and caused pockets of high and chronic
uncmployment.

They proposc to amecliorate the negative
effects of cconomic growth through mult-
lateral trade, incrcased foreign investment,
adjustable taxation rates set by a group out-
side government to smooth out the eco-
nomic cycle, changes to corporate bank-
ruptcy laws to allow businesses time to read-
just, more industry assistance and cncour-
agement for our innovative entrepreneurs.

Offering a social policy vision bascd on
‘cquality, opportunity and community’, the
authors propose an carned income tax credit, a
focus on incquality as well as poverty, several
innovative indigenous policy proposals, more
funding for education and greater tcacher sup-
port, and efforts to encourage philanthropy.

A good argument is made for increas-
ing social capital, which they define as ‘the bonds of
trust and reciprocity that bind communities together”,
proposing that local schools become ‘a focal point for
civic engagement’. Resecarch shows that in arcas where

social capital is high, the economy is stronger, there is
less crime, and better health, education and welfare.

ANOTHER PROPOSAL OF MERIT is an AustraliaCorps scheme
where young people are invited to work in a disadvantaged
community for a year, and by doing so receive a living allow-
ance, and earn an education credit which can be used to pay for
higher education or training. There arc other worthy proposals
to promote environmental sustainability, engage more closely
with the region and the world, and encourage Indigenous
entrepreneurship.

Nevertheless, there are some policy ideas which would
find little public support and demand more rigorous advocacy
than is presented here. A market-based HECS scheme, housing
vouchers, an inheritance tax, the abolition of negative gearing,
introducing competition to prisons, ‘rolling forward’ the GST,
abolition of the First Home Owners’ Grant and the Baby Bonus,
are notable in this regard.
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Return of the native

VER THE LAST DECADE OT SO, WC
have scen moves to dismantle colonial
legacics in places like South Africa and
East Timor, Northern Ireland and Pales-
tine. The success of attempts to redress
personal and socictal fractures in such
places has been mixed, but therc have
been some  significant homecomings.
The Palestinian poet, Mourid Barghouti,
has now published a powerful and mov-
ing chronicle of return in I Saw Ramal-
lah. Prefaced by the late Edward Said and
translated by the Egyptian novelist, Adhaf
Soueif, I Saw Ramallah is the record of
onc man’s journey back to Palestine.

Barghouti begins his account on the
‘prohibited wooden planks’ of the Allenby
Bridge, which crosses the Jordan River
to the West Bank. We learn that he last
crossed this bridge 30 years ago, on his way
back to Cairo University to take his final
exams. Around this time, the 1967 six-day
war broke out and he became part of the
naziheen, ‘the displaced ones’, a stranger
and outsider living in distant and fraught
relationship to various places of exile.
With the so-called ‘peace process’ making
it possible for him to visit the occupied
territories, Barghouti must now face the
fraught and intense feelings that he has
also come to fcel towards Palestine.

Exile and displacement do not form a
coherent and continuous narrative: we have
instead ‘scenes from an untidy life, a mem-
ory that bangs backward and forward like
a shuttle’. As Barghouti crosses the border,
memories and ghosts begin to crowd him:
his dead brother, Manouf, who spent a day
waiting on this bridge three years ago, but
was cventually refused and turned back;
the Palestinian novelist, Ghassan Kana-
fani, whose powerful voice was halted by a
bomb; the still raw pain felt at the London
grave of his friend, the political cartoonist
Naiji Al-Ali. Barghouti wants to recall those
now absent and reconnect them as part of
his return home. Clearly though, bereave-
ment and mourning shadow the hopeful
anticipation of his homecoming.

ISBN

Edward Said argued for secing Palestin-
ian and Isracli histories and geographies
as linked and intertwined. Barghouti
wonders about the family of the Israeli
soldier on the bridge: Did they come
from Dachau? Were they from Brooklyn?
Or were they dissident Russian émigrés?
He contemplates thesc historics, but he
contemplates also how their settlement
and presence is based on the removal and
denial of the Palestinians. He looks into
the young soldier’s face for some sign of
recognition, but sees only boredom and
vague discontent. The agreements have
placed Palestinian officers on the bridge
also, but there is no question as to who is
currently in control. In any case, repelled
by the indignities of imposed borders and
limits, Barghouti asks whether Palestin-
ian-controlled boundaries would be any
better than Israeli ones?

A strong self-critical impulse running
through this boolk resists any tempta-
tion towards the tribal. Barghouti realises

that it is insufficicnt to note only the
fault of others, and asks himself whether
‘attachment to the homeland can reach a
sophistication that is reflected in my song
for it’. While the defeated cannot really
escape politics, he feels ambivalent about
his place within the Palestinian move-
ment and admits to not understanding
the notion of ‘unconditional support’.
This is a text unapologetic at bringing the
aesthetic measure of the poet rather than
taking the supposedly factual approach
of the politician. Its concern with emo-
tions and states of being is intended to
make us see the difference between ‘facts’
and a more encompassing con-
ception of ‘reality’.

A.s HE TRAVELS from Ramallah to his

home village of Deir Ghassanah, Barghouti
is surprised at how much he had forgotten.
He wonders: ‘How did I sing for my home-
land when I did not know it?’ He refers to
the ridiculous ‘absentee love’ held by those
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Ben rraser

Grandstand politics

circle at the opposite end of the pitch.
The primary impediment is of course
the opposing team who have licence to
stifle the run of the ‘chapandaz’ (master
rider) by any and all means available. The
game therefore pits the smaller, spcedier
horses against the massive frames of
the larger breeds, with the riders
skilfully pulling the reins.

A THE GAME PROGRESSES, the rules

become secondary to the grinding scrim-
mages and the dash of open play. Crowds
are appreciative and knowledgeable; the
intricacies of stirrup work, strenuous turns
and blinding bursts of speed are not lost on
even the youngest potential apprentice. The
spectacle can continue for hours, though the
game rarely deviates from a breakneck pace.
At full gallop, riders two and three abreast
will grapple side-saddle over the remains of
the 'boz/, till the immense strain or threat of
fall rears them upright. Once clear and with
the prize sccurely aboard, riders will rally an
offensive posse and attempt to penetrate the
goal circle. As horses become entangled in
the throng, the ‘boz’ is often lost requiring
a designated rider to reach among the clam-
bering hooves to retrieve the booty. He then
forces an escape with several stabbing blows
of the horsewhip, muck like a gritty rover
from the pack. As the horses arc trained for
years prior to competition and are specially
conditioned in the lead-up months, they
rarely buckle or feign an encounter. Most
often the riders bear the scars of battle,
though they will generally resist leaving the
field even with the direst of injuries.

Other characters play bit parts in the
spectacle; the hopeful umpire, the roving
jester-like commentator, and the diminu-
tive groundsman who reapplies the bound-

aries of the scoring circle with lime chalk
as it is routinely trodden into the earth.
Often the crowds become unwitting par-
ticipants themselves as the action spills
over into the unprotected stands with rid-
ers tearing at the bloodied carcass as if it
were lined with gold.

Goals are grected with furious
applause, though the expectant crowds

rarely gift the rider’s acclaim. Competi-
tors are rewarded handsomely for scor-
ing and are heralded by supporters as
they make self-congratulatory runs along
the spectator stands. At more esteemed
tournaments, successful riders are plied
with gifts of cash, clothing and weaponry
in lieu of a trophy or sober presentation.
More precious however is the acclamation
among one’s peers, the value of the steed
and the honour of the ‘chapandaz’.
Though over recent decades, steps
have been taken to standardise the rules
of the game, principally by the fledgling

Afghan Olympic Committee, the game
still renews traditional rivalries and plays
out power struggles like medieval theatre.
Grudges are borne, deals arec made and
challenges laid down in the customary
manner of Afghan politics.

Aspects of the Afghan struggle arc
punctuated through the heroic leader-
ship of the chapandaz and the desire to

wrest control of the ‘great game’. Across
generations of Afghan familics, tribes and
communities, these realities remain both
stark and poignant.

Though not likely to challenge the gen-
tility of international cquestrian events,
buzkashi delivers more than a sporting
contest should; winners, heroes, repercus-
sions and the remnants of the ‘boz’ for rhe
true fanatic.

Ben Fraser has worked in Afghanistan
for several years as a project manager for
national and international NGOs.
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Musica sacra

HE PENITENTIAL PEWS of St
Patrick’s Cathedral, Melbourne, on a
mid-winter’s evening arc the perfect
venue for a concert titled Miserere, Latin
for 'Have mercy’. A couple of hours sit-
ting on cold, uncomfortable benches is
enough for most people to plead for res-
pite. And yet the rewards of this concert
amply compensated for any discomfort,
with some inspiring music enjoying the
benefits of the cathedral’s soaring acous-
tic.

The Melbourne Chorale’s well-
designed program comprised three a
capella pieces, each titled Miserere. It
included familiar works by Gregorio Al-
legri and Henryk Goérecki, and the world
premiere of a new piece by the Australian
Jesuit composer Christopher Willcock.
These three works all have a religious
theme, though each evidences a different
approach to asking God for mercy.

Allegri's Miserere is a setting of
Psalm 50-51, the Latin text of which be-
gins with the words ‘Miserere mei’. It was
composed in the early 17th century for
use in the Sistine Chapel during matins
on Wednesday and Friday of Holy Week.
Allegri’s setting has become one of the
most famous works in the choral reper-
toire, firstly for its awe-inspiring music,
but also for the story of how a young Mo-
zart allegedly made a transcription of the
secret score after a single hearing. The
work’s popularity was much increased by
the 1963 recording by the Choir of King's
College Cambridge, featuring the hoy
soprano Roy Goodman singing the angel-
ic treble line with its ethereal high Cs.

Gorecki’'s Miserere is a very differ-
ent work, written in 1981 as a response
to brutal suppression of a demonstration
by the Polish Solidarity movement. Gorecki’s
text consists of just five words: ‘Domine,
Deus noster, miserere nobis’. The work
builds layer upon layer for more than 30 min-
utes repeating the simple acclamation ‘O lord

our God’, before releasing its tension in the
humble supplication, ‘Have mercy on us’.
Like the Allegri, Christopher Will-
cock’s work is a setting of the psalm in
Latin. It is a text this composcr should
know well, for when not composing
Willcock teaches Liturgical studies at the
United Faculty of Theology in Melbourne.
Given thc intense feeling in this
psalm it might have been expected to
set the English translation of the text,
with its beautiful and powerful phrases
such as ‘My sin stands ever before me,’
and ‘Wash me and I shall be whiter
than snow’. But this work is a com-

mission that arose from Willcock’s
tenure as the Melbourne Chorale’s
Composer in Residence for 2004, and
the choir’s artistic director Jonathan
Grieve-Smith wanted a work that
would act as a companion to the often
performed Allegri version. There are
thus many deliberate parallels between
the two settings, such as the use of Latin,
and dividing the choir into three groups

with  structural interplay

between the various parts.

-V V ILLCOCK IS IN NO SENSE merely
derivative, however. Perhaps the most
important structural change is Willcock’s
use of repetition. Rather than proceeding
through the text of the psalm in a purely
linear fashion, key words are repeated
throughout the work, beginning with the
opening ‘miserere’. Willcock repeats this
word at the end of the text to reinforce
the mood of supplication, which can
otherwise get lost in the psalmist’s (King

David) sometimes egotistical outpour-
ings. Other phrases highlighted include
‘Asperges me’ and ‘Libera me’.

This is something that possibly
comes out of Willcock’s pre-composi-
tional process, as he explains: ‘T write out
the text many times, and the head grabs
phrases as the hand writes them out.’
Importantly too, Willcock tries to leave
time between his initial preparation for a
work and the ultimate composition: ‘Im-
ages take hold between the thinking, and
the writing.’

As well as the structural repetitions,
Willcock makes several phrases into

dramatic acclamations, such as ‘Am-
plius lava me’ (Wash me thoroughly) and
‘Averte [faciem]’ {Turn your face away).
Willeock’s liturgical interests seem to
be at work here, giving the psalm a role
closer to something like the Kyrie.

The actual music has a contempo-
rary feel, without being of any particu-
lar school. There are many close, dense
harmonies within the three choir parts,
with a focus on suspended seconds. As in
the Allegri there is a final harmonic reso-
lution, but only of sorts, as the sopranos
centre on a single unison note.

The first performance of the work
was a great success, with Gricve-Smith
directing the choir in a focused and con-
trollable performance. Perhaps Willcock's
setting might become a regular feature of
Holy Weck services at St Pat’s. Just a pitv
Mozart won't get to hear it.

Martin Ball is the Melbourne music critic
for The Australian.

OCTOBER 2004 EUREKA STREET 43


















	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48

