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Commonvea.th dea hta

HE NATIONS OF THE COMMONWEALTH are indebted to
Britain for many things, but onc unfortunate legacy that 37 of
the 54 Commonwealth countries owe to former British rule
is the death penalty. Of those Commonwealth countrics that
retain the death penalty as part of their eriminal code, seven
have carried out executions in recent years: Bangladesh, Bot-
swana, India, Malaysia, Nigeria, Pakistan and Singapore.

Singaporce is one of the world’s leading executioners, with
morc than 400 prisoncrs having been hanged there since 1991,
With a population of just four m ion, this gives the Singa-
pore government the dubious title of having the highest rate of
execution of any country in the wo L

The Singapore Penal Code provides for a mandatory death
sentence for a broad range of different offences, including
murder, attempted murder and 20 different drug offences. In
such cases, the criminal court is deprived of any discretion to
weigh the evidence in order to ¢o  ider the circumstances in
which the crime was committed. Resultant decisions are often
obscrved to be arbitrary and disproportionate to the crime.
This is certainly not a legacy of the British courts which have
maintained a reputation over a long period of time of giving
the accused a fair trial and a transparent process of investigat-
ing criminal actions and imposing criminal sanctions.

Singaporc’s enthusiasm for putting a noose around the
neck of criminal offenders now marks it out for special atten-
tion in the worldwide community. The United Nations and the
Europcan Union have both raiscd their concerns in interna-
tional forums, such as a recent session of the United Nations
Commission on Human Rights. The Singapore government’s
official response was simply: “The death penalty is primarily a
criminal justice issuc, and therefore is a question for the sover-
cign jurisdiction of cach country ... the right to life is not the
only right, and ... it is the duty of socicties and governments to
decide how to balance competing rights against cach other.!

It is clear that the right to life is not the only right, but in
most societies it is now recognised as an absolute one, against
which other rights arc to be balanced. The right to have private
property, to accumulate wealth, to build a prosperous socicty,
and to defend one’s privacy and independence are all to be bal-
anced by a deeper, more abiding right to life.

In those Commonwealth countries that are actively exce-
cuting their own citizens and forcign nationals, it has become
clear that those who lose their lives to the power of the
state represent the most vulnera -, marginal, cconomically
deprived members of that society. When you consider the case
studics of those who have been exccuted by the Singapore gov-
crnment in recent years, this becomes quite clear,

Many Australians were awakened to this fact when an
Australian national, Nguyen Tuong Van, found himseclf on
death row in Changi Prison. The imposition of a mandatory
death sentence was widely recognised as unjust in this partic-
ular case. Moreover, as was clearly attested by his honourable
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legal representatives, this young Australian ha  admiteed his
guilt, co-operated with authorities in Sing  ore and Australia
and had so much to offer, were his right t¢  fe to be acknowl-
edged by the Singapore government.

The voices of so many Australian people fell on the deaf
cars and hard heart of the Singapore government during the
final months. Australian government officials and representa-
tives constantly reported that they had engage  in numerous
private negotiations and representations with the Singapore
government. With several weeks to go re the exceution
occurred on 2 December, both the Austr. 1 Prime Minister
and the Forcign Minister suggested that t had done all that
was possible. Many in Australia would have Tiked to hear a
clear stacement from the Prime Minister tl ¢ opposcd capi-
tal punishment and the excecution of this young Australian.

While many Australian people remain divided on the
question of capital punishment, we can rejoice in the fact that
in this country there is public debate about the issue. In Singa-
pore, where the media is under such tight government control,
little if anything is mentioned in the popular press, and only
occasionally does a state-sanctioned killing get reported.

How can this matter be raised in the public forum so that
citizens of Singapore have the opportunity of reflecting on dif-
ferent perspectives on such a critical moral and ethic issue,
away from the media control imposed by such a repressive
political regime? The Commonwealth Games provide such
an opportunity, with large numbers of visitors from countries
that still sanction death by hanging expected in Mclbourne at
this timec.

Onc of the most inappropriate preoccupations of Olympic
and Commonwealth Games is the so-called medal tally. How
one could cver compare the cumulative pc rmances of ath-
letes, in terms of gold, silver and bronze medals, from such a
broad range of Commonwealth countries is tar from clear. The
recognition of individual performances by individual athletes
is to be commended. The odious comparisons made between
countrics of such diverse popula  mn sizes and economic pros-
perity make it a ridiculous activity, which only countrics like
Australia, New Zcaland and England scem to enjoy.

Instead, perhaps the spectators attending the Games
from thosc Commonwcalth countrics that  crsist with the
state-sanctioned hanging of human beings might be moved
to deeper retlection by the public presentation of a death
tally, indicating the number of Jives lost by hanging in the
previous tour years. Such a demonstration would lead us all
to a deeper appreciation of the common value that manv
Australians  -ach to all human life.

Peter Norden sj is policy director of Jesuit Social Services and
pastor at St Ignatius Church in Richmond. He is also convener
of the Victorian Criminal Justice Coalition and an adjunct pro-
tessor at RMIT University in Melbourne.



The getting of values

The article by Freya Matthews ['The art
of discovering values’, Eureka Street,
January-February  2006) is  interest-
ing and thought-provoking but I wonder
whether it really advances understand-
ing of the subject. T suspect the writer
takes the same position that is also criti-
cised in others. For example, towards the
end of the article we read, ‘Children who
become such independent thinkers will
be well equipped to respond appropriately
to future situations ... Therce is, in this,
a quite clear value placed on ‘independ-
ent thinking'. There are many who would
question that.

Others may well advocate instead that
children need to first learn the mores and
values of their culture. These may empha-
sise such things as honouring parents, obe-
dience to authority and responsibilities to
family and community. In one sense this
is really no different to the importance
of learning the oral and written language
of their society. Without such grounding
they can never learn to use language cre-
atively and in ways that enable them to
communicate with others.

I think it’s a bit unfair to describe
Brendan Nelson’s proposal as something
that would lead to asking children to
‘swallow a state-sanctioned nine-point
code’. T also suspect it is naive to think
children can talk through the issue
of morality without first having some
grounding in a moral code of some sort.
It's like asking them to talk without ever
having learnt speech.

Joe Goerke
Lesmurdic, WA

Niger’s sorry ¢ ght

Anthony Ham’s ‘Anatomy of a famine’
{Eureka Street, November-December 2005)
turns the spotlight onto Niger's sorry plight
yet again, by presenting a background of
causes for that country’s 2005 famine. And
it is good information indeed.

That sad nation has been placed in a
most parlous position in regard to provid-
ing the basic necessities for its 13 million
people. Yet, in 20 years’ time, it will have
to cope with an cxtra 13 million more
than those who are already in need. The
stressed womenfolk are currently bur-
dened with an average of eight children
each. The population increases at 2.8 per
cent a year.

Anthony Ham wrote that Niger was
a land of plenty in 1950s. For the then
population it mighe very well have been.
Even without the environmental preda-
tion foisted on the countryside, so ade-
quately described by Anthony, the basic
needs of an extra nine million since then
would impose heavy burdens.

Colin Samundsett
Farrer, ACT

Vale the joy of print

It was with great sadness that [ rcad your
letter outlining changes for Eurcka Street.
While understanding that it was a hard
decision that you have made with care
and thought, I will miss the hard copy
immensely.

I carry it with mc on trains, trams, buses,
plancs, in the garden at coffec times, in
waiting rooms, in bed for 20 minutes
before falling asleep.

I have always looked forward to the
physical pleasure of opening the packert,
browsing and then mentally deciding the
order of reading the most stimulating
and rewarding of articles, ctc. from such
a wide range of people. Online will have
nowhecre near the same attraction.

It is a sad indictment of our current
community values that I can go into the
local small country town newsagent and
find 20 almost identical glossy produc-
tions on ‘lifestyle’, all of them equally
vapid and consumerist-oriented, yet
barely find one publication that has any
challenging stimulation.

My best wishes to you all for the
future. 1 will continue my subscrip-
tion cven though the smell of che print
doesn’t come through online.

[ use online for information rather
than knowledge and stimulation. Per-
haps I necd to reorder my prioritics.

Roger Borrell
Port Fairy, VIC

The Hoorer for it

It is with a considerable sense of loss that
I take note of your letter |[informing sub-
scribers of Eurcka Street’s move from print
to online magazine]. In fact, it has taken
me the best part of a week hefore T had
the heart to take up my pen to respond.
Not that your decision came wholly as a
surprise: I could not help but notice that
Eureka Street, like many another quality
magazine, had been struggling to survive.
Although T wish you well in your new
venture, I will not be joining you in it as |
still prefer the printed page to the compu-
ter screen. But I shall miss reading—and
quoting—Eurcka Street.

So much for my personal disappoint-
ment—Dbut there is another aspect which 1
would briefly ask you to consider. I bought
my first copy of Eurcka Street |it was the
one with Dean Moore’s marvellous Easter-
tide cover) at a news-stand. Not long after
becoming a subscriber [ remember being
thrilled to see a lady reading the maga-
zine in a public space. This physical pres-
ence of Eureka Street meant something.

As onc who has particularly valued
Eureka Strect’s strong stance on social
justice, it secems to me especially regret-
table that a ‘magazine of public affairs,
the arts and theology’ should become
invisible, as if it were going underground.
In my view this leaves not only many of
your readers, but the nation as a whole,
poorer—and more vulnerable.

J. M. T. Groenewegen
NorTH RYDE, NSW

Correction

It was Sir Eugene Goossens who was
associated with Sydney identity Rosaleen
Norton, not Sir Charles Mackerras, as
D. L. Lewis stated in his review of Robert
Holden’s book Crackpots, Rebels and
Ratbags, in the January-February issue.
We apologisc to Sir Charles for this crror.
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shock, battle fatigue, post-traumatic stress
syndrome and the impact this has had
on the lives of thousands of Australian
families over the years. Something about
the difficulties of homecoming after war
would be salutary. I also would like to see
the Discovery Room try at least to intro-
duce into its rationale the idea that war
isn’t all fun and games.

The Englishmen of Vera Brittain’s gen-
cration were schooled in such a way as to
cmbrace the idea of sacrifice in war for
country and Empire. It would be nice to
think that Australia in the 21st century
might find something other than the
Anzac myth to definc its identity.

—Adrian Caesar

SHANGRET AIN FHE HHGH COVINTRY

N 1933 A YOUNG English schooltcacher
living by the river at Woodford Green
in Essex wrote a novel that had a quiet
impact on our world. James Hilton had
never been out of England, but his Lost
Horizon described a paradise clinging to
the edge of a precipice somewhere in the
mountains of Tibet. Tibctans call this
sort of place a beyul. Hilton called his
Shangri-La.

The dream of an unspoiled paradise
has stayed with us, as has Hilton’s fanci-
ful name. Deep in the buttoned-up breasts
of modern city dwellers beats the urge to
get away—from traffic, from pollution,
from people like ourselves. Wilderness
calls, and for some, mountains call loud-
cest of all.

In the 1950s I met John Hammond, one
of Britain’s so-called ‘hard men’—thosc
who were doing the toughest mountain
climbing then. Edmund Hillary, the first
to be knighted, reached the top of Everest
in 1953, a tremendous feat of endurance,
unlike the walk it is today. But John Ham-
mond was the most interesting, quite dif-
ferent from the others, a suave, urbane
man you could never quite imagine wield-
ing a piton or struggling through a bliz-
zard up the sheer face of a peak.

It was Hammond who convinced me
I had to come to Australia. ‘It may be the

Liturgy in a time of terror

AMBODIAN WEDDING CEREMONIES are highly ritualised affairs, pre-
dictable in their parts. But they are also responsive to cultural change. In one
of the signs of mutual service, for example, the bride used to peel a banana
and offer it to her hushband, More commonly now, she lights his cigarette.
The video and its preparation, too, are now integral to the ritual,

Liturgy is like that. When it is alive, it is a drama with a given shape, but
onc that is responsive to the culture and conditions in which it is celebrated.
Where its fixed and unalterable character is stressed and its authenticity is
identified with words and actions fixed in their detail, it is paradoxically
most vulnerable to infection by its cultural environment.

The responsiveness of ritual to culture is evident in an Australia increas-
ingly shaped by fear of terror. Secular liturgies of travel and sport arc now
incomplete without uniformed security that addresses any deviant voice or
action, warnings to be alert to unattended luggage and suspicious behaviour.
Police warn off artists who take photos of industrial sites. Fear and anxi-
ety express themselves in ritual that mimics menace, asserts boundaries
betwceen the safe and the suspect, privileges identity over difference, and
promises safety to those who graze within the boundarics.

The rituals of security challenge Christian liturgy. In the drama of the
Eucharist the participants identify with a man who chose to live insccurely,
was tortured and killed in a demonstration of state terror, and was raised
from the dead in mockery of such terrors. Through the enactment of his
death, people are brought into solidarity with God and with one another,
particularly with those excluded in the name of sccurity. The liturgy does
not promise security but freedom from the fear of death.

You would not want to alter the starkness and universal significance of
that drama. It comprehensively judges the rituals of security. But at a time
of insecurity, liturgy itsclf can become a focus of anxiety. This infection by
culture can be scen when the authenticity of liturgy is judged by the exact
and unvarying repetition of each word and action as prescribed. When, in the
name of opposition to the prevailing culture, the fear of ccclesiastical disap-
proval dominates the shaping of liturgy, the celebration of liturgy mimics
the culture.

In a time of terror, daily life and liturgy alike demand boldness. Twenty
years ago, many Cambodian and Vietnamesc refugces died when their camps
werce shelled. The survivors were relocated in an inhospitable part of Thai-
land. It was Christmas time. A French priest who had walked with the refu-
gees celebrated the Christmas liturgy on a picce of blue plastic stretched over
the carth. He uscd makeshift cups and plates, wore no vestments except the
Cambodian scarf. He began in tears, saying, ‘Today we share the utter pov-
erty of Christ.” He then invited them to chant the prayer for forgivencss.

Celebrated with such fidelity and frecdom, liturgy has power to drive
out fear.

Andrew Hamilton sy writes regularly for Eureka Street.
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were paved. There was much less snow
but many morc visitors, and it was now a
national park.

And there lies the conundrum. If each
of us sccks our Shangri-La, will there be
any Shangri-Las left?

The days of white exploration had
cnded when James Hilton wrote Lost
Horizon—the realisation of this could
have compelled him to write it. Another
world war was looming, an escapc to a
perfect utopia was alluring, as it is now.
After the war, there was the bomb. The
atomic age had all those men climbing,
when John Hammond found his version of
James Hilton’s paradisc. Perhaps what was
driving me to scck it were the tensions of
our own belcaguered age. But wherever
we go, there’s no escaping. We lug our
tlawed selves in our backpacks, and if we
no longer believe in the right to explora-
tion, we believe in tourism instead.

I had no trouble finding Suggan Bug-
gan this time. The tiny two-room school-
house, built in 1860, ten years before
Black and Allan began surveying, was just
as Hammond had described it—the irony
being that tourism made this possible, in
a place where history is kept more alive
than just about anything clse.

It was all so utterly changed, perhaps
irreparably so. The Snowy River Scheme
had diverted most of the water inland.
The bulk of the rivers Hammond saw have
shrivclled, and most of the trout had gone.
As for the native fauna, it was depleted
too. A wombat, a possum, was scarcely to
be found. I saw one dead quoll.

The hand of the national park seemed
far too heavy. My Canadian friend was
shocked to learn that rangers were using
the chemical 1080, banned in most coun-
tries, to ‘kill off harmful predators’—din-
goces and other feral animals. The problem
is, it kills native animals too.

The dream of Shangri-La lics at the
heart of the dilemma. Tourism, the sal-
vation of many rural economics not only
in Australia but around the world, is the
market’s answer to the call of the wild.
But we're kidding oursclves to imagine
there’s no harm in it. From Everest to the
Rockies, the marks are evident: invaded
habitats, garbage middens, dried-up
streams. Not to mention the unintended
consequences of well-meant intervention,
like hydro-electric schemes or the mis-
guided use of poisons to reclaim an area
for its native species.

It’s a tough nut to crack, and if I had
the answers I wouldn’t be writing this.
But it may be time to revise our thinking
about our Shangri-Las.

—Anthony Taylor

INCTHE FOOITSTERS OF ST U THEBERT

HE BRITISH RAMBLERS Association
has 143,000 members. They swarm over
countryside where ancient routes to mar-
ket trod by English and Welsh peasants are
enshrined in law. Walkers on 208,000km
of public rights of way arc allowed to open
farm gates, split herds and, if the farmer
has planted crops over the path, trample
those crops.

But only dwindling numbers tackle
any of Britain’s 19 National Trails. Thesc
range from the self-ecxplanatory South-
West Coast Path to the more opaque Ped-
dars Way. In the 1960s the 430km Pennine
Way was churned by hordes of ramblers
into a mud slick thirty metres wide. When
I walked it in high summer a few years
ago I took a tent. I thought I'd be banished
to the lawns of overflowing hostels. The
tent turned out to be dead weight. I had
whole buildings to myself and mct three
other walkers, all retired.

The decline of the long-distance walk
is a cultural shift. Many Britons now
wouldn’t contemplate holidaying at home,
especially in the chilly north where the
classic trails arc. They chase the sun. The
young focus on Europe, where food and
fun arc done with finesse. They enjoy
superior beaches and ski slopes, though
they themselves are overall less active.
Doing something truly arduous in your
free time is not the idea. The Continent
can also be relatively cheap. With no-frills
airfares you can, perversely, spend less
weekending at a French resort than going
out in London. And though rambling is as
popular as ever—and 20s to 30s walking
groups are the new marriage market—
many don’t have time for a weck-long
bash through entire counties. That would
need the patience of a saint.

Against this background a friend and
I decided to walk St Cuthbert's Way:
two Australians tramping 96km from
southern Scotland to northern England,
midweck in mid-November. The trail
opened in 1996, a rare joint cffort by local
burcaucracies. They all wanted tourists to
visit the Borders, a barren region outshone
by the Highlands to the north and York-
shire to the south.

Rodney and I begin in Melrose, where
Cuthbert, seventh-century monk, began
his ministry. As we set out, I consider
what this man might teach today’s ram-
bler. He was a tircless missionary who
roamed far and wide. He loved nature
and solitude, took life at a slow pace and
never liked being far from the sea—which
is where we're headed. He befriended ani-
mals, a skill that might be worth our
acquiring, and at times slept rough in the
hills, which might become unavoidable.

On the pilgrims’ path we encounter a
surpriscd and loncly housewife who takes
one look at us on the doorstep and orders
our clothes offt—to wash them. Well off
the path, we stay with a married couple
who talk to us incessantly. We suspect
their marriage is boring them both. And,
unlike Londoners, they are remote enough
to still find Australians cxotic. Finally,
for real exoticism, we stay with a Gypsy
woman in a place called Romany House.
In the morning we grill her on her Eastern
ancestry until she gently boots us out.

We detour around flooded valleys that
stink of rotten hay. The water theme cli-
maxcs with our set picce finale—a five-
kilometre walk to Holy Island at low tide.
It’s a nervous exercise in timing, but at
sunsct we arrive where Cuthbert, now
Bishop of Lindisfarne, ¢nded his carcer.
We stay at the local pub, in whose dining
room we order multiple main courses and
leaf through Country Life magazine. After
four days on the road we are bit over one
another’s company. After all, we hadn’t
met a single other walker.

—Martin Elliott

Contributors: Adrian Caesar is a Canberra
author and poct whose book The White
won the Victorian Premicr’s Award for
Non-fiction in 2000; Anthony Taylor
worked as a geologist in Victoria before
leaving for Canada in the 1960s, and
now lives in Sydncy; Martin Elliott is a
freelance writer.
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Lavia Loriett

Kedefin'ng the Australian nation

With the unlinking of the politics of asylum from the debate over national identity,
Australia is now within reach of an opportunity to engage in much-needed policy reform

N LATE 2005, AUSTRALIA'S moOst
famous asylum sccker family, the Bakhti-
yaris, hit the headlines again. Nine
months after they had been forced from
Australia to Pakistan, Fairfax journalist
Paul McGeough revealed that the Afghan
government had itself concluded that
Mrs Bakhtiyari was indeed, as she had
claimed, an Afghan. The family’s sup-
porters jumped up and down, shouting, ‘1
told you so.

The Australian Government stuck to
its linc that the Pakistanis had said that
Mr Bakhtiyari was a Pakistani, and that
was the end of the matter. Then, after an
ABC Lateline interview was aired, the
Government sought to even the score
with the same I-told-you-so line. Alamdar
Bakhtiyari had apparently admitted that
the fanmily had lied.

The following day Alamdar’s confes-
sion was all over the media. Unfortu-
nately, the ABC’s admission that it had
incorrectly transcribed the interview and
that the boy had said that he blamed his
predicament on his ‘lawyers’ and not his
‘lics” received a wholc lot less attention.

Notwithstanding this regrettable mis-
take, the treatment of the Bakhtiyaris was
reminiscent of the fate that befell them
while they were in Australia.

I began my book Following Them
Home: The Fate of the Returned Asvium
Seckers with a chapter about the Bakhti-
yari case. My conclusion was that the fam-
ily had been caught up in a larger contlict
than onc simply concerned with their well-
being. It was a contlict about how Aus-
tralia ought to respond to asylum scckers.
But it was also morce than this. It was part
of a larger battle about how the Australian
nation ought to be defined. T wrote that
the family was positioned ‘at the butt of a
battering ram designed to demolish Aus-
tralia’s onshore protection regime and, to
the extent this symbolised it, the Howard
conception of the Australian nation’.

The struggle for national identity is
often understood as an attempt by the

12 EURERA STRFFT MARCH-APRIL 2006

Howard Government to redefine the Aus-
tralian nation in responsc to the way it
was constructed under Labor and, partic-
ularly, under the leadership of Paul Keat-
ing. But in many ways the Hawke/Keating
governments continued work begun under
Whitlam  and—arguably impor-
tantly—Fraser. Undcr Liberal and Labor
governments since the carly 1970s, the
Australian nationhad becomeincreasingly
imagined as an inclusive place, a placc in
which, within certain limits—notably a
commitment to institutions such as the
rule of law and parliamentary democ-
racy—difference was tolerated and even
celebrated. The fences associated with
Australia’s emerging immigration deten-
tion regime in the carly 1990s marked
the outward limit of that tolerance: if you
arrived here without prior authorisation,
especially if you arrived by boat, you were
going to be treated harshly.

The struggle for the nation under
Howard is, then, not only a response to the
previous Labor administration, but a break
from the past two-and-a-half decades of
both Liberal and Labor governments.

Importantly, it is a contlict in which a
group of people called ‘ordinary Austral-
ians’ are pitted against the ‘élites’—a mis-
nomer because it includes a pharmacist
in rural New South Wales and a builder
on Victoria’s Surf Coast but excludes the
most powerful media commentators and
some of the wealthicst businesspeoplc in
the country.

Keating—and to the extent that he
was continuing the work of carlicr prime
ministers, they too—backed the special-
interest groups, including Aborigines and
multiculturalists, of the elites. These
elites terrorised ordinary  Australians
with their politically correct views, chas-
tising them for their history of stolen land
and racial exclusion and preventing them
from speaking freely about the direction
in which they wanted their nation to go.

The fight to reclaim the nation for
Howard’s ‘battlers’ (another misnomer if it

more

is taken to include the likes of Kath and
Kim of Fountain Gate for whom the bat-
tle is about deciding v ¢h of the intcrmi-
nable goods to buy next while excluding
those whose disabilit'  msions are threat-
ene py current reforms) has been fought
out on a number of fronts including on the
questions of Aboriginal reconciliation and
the stolen generations, and in the history
wars, betwecen ‘black armband’ and ‘white
blindfold” historians. It has also been
fought out in the asylum-sccker arca.

Because of this link between the poli-
tics of asylum and the politics of national
identity, it was impossible for those who
were interested in a more inclusive, more
compassionate nation not to be interested
in the way the politics of asylum was
being played out. But engaging in the con-
tlict for the nation did not always scrve in
the interests of developing better public
policy in the asylum-sceker area. Indeed,
for some people, the distinction between
the politics of asylum and the politics of
national identity and their roles within
these two—as advocates for individuals
and as activists for change both in asylum
policy and in the national imagination—
became blurred, as in the Bakhtiyari case.

There have recently been some posi-
tive policy developments, most notably
thosc negotiated by the Liberal Party
backbencher Petro Georgiou and his hand-
ful of supporters. These have resulted in
the releasc of many asvlum seckers from
long-term detention. There is increased
hope for those people who were granted
only temporary protection after being ree-
ognised as rctugees by Australian immi-
gration officials.

The Pacific Solution is also largely
obsolete.

How should we understand these recent
changes?! What allowed them to occur?

To be sure, the mid-2005 changes were
the result of a number of factors. There has
been a slow thaw in policy for some time.
August 2004 amendments, for example,
meant that temporary-protection  visa









Gough Whitlam in 1975: “Well may we say

CGod save the Quecen, because nothing will save
the Governor-General.’

Photo courtesy the National Archives of Australia

increased rapidly. At home, commodity
prices and profits fell, and the balance of
payments was an ongoing concern.

In July 1974, Treasurer Frank Crean,
running the Treasury line, argued to Cabi-
net that the outlook was ‘grim’ and that the
country faced ‘an inflationary crisis’. He
advocated reducing cxpenditure, increas-
ing taxcs, and other monetary measures.
Neither Crean nor Whitlam was able to
convince Cabinet. Jim Cairns replaced
Crean as Treasurer in December 1974,

In late 1974, the Governor of the
Reserve Bank told the Treasurer he was
‘concerned and apprehensive’ about the
cconomy and feared that rising unemploy-
ment and intlation ‘could become much
worsc and the potential damage could be
very severe’.

In 1975, Cabinet was divided over cco-
nomic strategy. There were the economic
troglodytes who failed to understand the
changing economy and were wedded to
their policy ambitions; Crean, who had
argued for the adoption of Treasury’s
deflationary approach; Cairns, who was
unsurc how to respond and also racked
with personal struggles and marred by
political scandal;, Whitlam, who did not
offer strong leadership in Cabinet; and
Bill Hayden, who recognised the need for
expenditure reductions and a mix of other
measures, and who would become the
third Treasurer in less than three years.
In fact it is Hayden who emerges from the
Cabinct records as the most clear-cyed
and prescient political analyst of all the
figurces of the cra.

The key issue was reducing expendi-
ture. In 1973-74 expenditures had increased
by 20 per cent—the largest increase in two
decades. In 1974, Crean had arguced to Cabi-
net that the proposed 32 per cent increase
in expenditures for 1974-75 was ‘economi-
cally irresponsible’” and would lead to ‘the
worst of all worlds’. In Fcbruary 1975 Cairns
warned Cabinet that budget expenditure
would now likely increase by 42 per cent.
He said the deficit would be ‘several times’
the estimated $570 million.

But it was soon clear that Cairns
was anything but clear about what to do
about the economy. In carly 1975, Cairns
warned Cabinet that ‘the economic situa-
tion is very bad’, yet arguced there were mo
quick solutions’. While acknowledging
the need to reduce expenditure, he argued
that the implementation of the govern-
ment’s policies must be paramount. In a

rambling 20-page submission in May he
argued that controlling inflation should
be the primary goal, and advocated using
wages policy, monetary measurcs and
reducing the deficit. However, he urged
his colleagues not to ‘surrender any sig-
nificant part of our major social programs
and cultural advances’, saying that ‘it is
far better to be defeated while attempting
to implement Labor policies than to be
defeated after surrendering them'.

In his memoirs, Whitlam said Cairns
was ‘undergoing an agonising reappraisal
of long-held personal and  cconomic
beliefs” and espoused ‘the economics of
love’. Whitlam said Cairns failed to sup-
port his own submissions in Cabinet. He
was sacked over the ‘loans affair’ mid-
year. Cairns was also dogged by media
speculation about his relationship with
his assistant Junic Morosi, for whom he
had declared ‘a kind of love'.

When Hayden became Treasurer in
June 1975, he was already well versed on
what action needed to be taken. In mid-
1974 Hayden arguced to Cabinet that ‘fis-
cal expenditures’ needed to be ‘pruncd
heavily’. The spending proposals, he said,
‘scem too grand in scale for the present
circumstances’. Now Trcasurer, he argued
the ‘cconomic malaise’ was duce to ‘rapid
intlation’, but acknowledged ‘a significant
contributing factor has been our attempt
to push ahcad a little too quickly with our
social and cconomic goals. He said the
deficit was heading to ‘about’ $4.8 billion,
and would causc ‘pervasive psychological
shock’ in the community. Cutting expend-
iture was the only way forward; the ‘sim-
ple Keynesian world” many ministers were
accustomed to was long gone, he said.

Further, Hayden argued to Cabinet that
if drastic measurcs were not taken now:

Our drive for social and cconomic reform
through redistribution will be discredited
for a decade or more. Our record as a gov-
crnment will be jeered at and our capacity
to manage the basic atfairs of the country
ridiculed. If we don’t courageously and
responsibly handle the present cconomic
problems successtully, we will he seen
to have wasted our chance to fulfil these
promises we held out and talked about so
articulately for so fong.

By June, $2 billion in savings had been
identificd. Tom Uren said in a letter to
Whitlam that the cuts to his programs
were  ‘totally  unacceptable’. Hayden

wanted to go further, and proposed to
Cabinet that the totemic abolition of uni-
versity and college fees could be reversed,
the pharmaceutical benefits scheme could
be restricted and the child endowment
abolished. These ideas were rejected.
Other cuts were found. Despite Hayden’s
goal of a §2.5 billion deficit for 1975-76,
it was projected to be $2.8 billion. It later
cxpanded to $3.5 billion.

Incxorably linked with the c¢conomic
debates was the so-called ‘loans affair’. It
was this scandal that led dircctly to the
dismissal of the government. Fraser said
the ‘loans affair’ provided the ‘reprchen-
sible circumstances’ it needed to delay
passage of the supply bills, unless the gov-
ernment called an ¢lection for the House
of Representatives.

The scandal began in 1974, when the
Minister for Mincrals and Encrgy, Rex
Connor, sccured approval for a US$4 bil-
lion dollar loan to fund national resource
projects. Cairns had also made inquiries
about substantial loan raisings. Connor’s
loan would be ncgotiated by a Pakistani
moncy trader named Tirath Khemlani,
who would source the funds from Arab
investors. The decision to attempt to
sccure the funds was donce without Loan
Council approval and outside of Treas-
ury’s normal channcls. Khemlani would
carn a US$100 million commission if he
scecured the loan.

Treasury arguced forcefully against the
loan, saying Khemlani was ‘highly sus-
pect’, and made a ‘note for file’ express-
ing ‘doubts about the legality’ of the loan,
arguing it was perhaps a ‘sting’ operation
or ‘a confidence trick of eclaborate pro-
portions’. Concerns were also raised by
the Attorney-General’s Department and
the Reserve Bank, but this advice was
ignored. An Exccutive Council mecting
in mid-December 1974, with Governor-
General Sir John Kerr absent, authorised
the loan arrangements.

However, Khemlani could not sccure
the funds. Connor’s loan authority was
revoked in January 1975, But he later
won approval for a US$2 billion loan.
Dctails soon leaked of the government's
plans, and when no funds were sccured,
the authority was revoked on 20 May. In
October, the press revealed that Connor
had continued to negotiate with Khem-
lani after the authority was revoked. Con-
nor was forced to resign.

Mcanwhile, Cairns had also sought to
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raisc overscas loans and had offered Mel-
bourne businessman George Harris a 2.5
per cent brokerage fee. Yet Cairns denied
the cxistence of any letters confirming
these arrangements. But letters did exist,
and when it was realised he had misled Par-
liament, he was sacked from the ministry.

The Cabinet papers illuminate all of
these events, particularly the associated
departmental files held in the Attorney-
General’s Department, Treasury and the
Prime Minister’s Department.

The most significant cvent of 1975
was the dismissal of the government.
The sequence of cvents is well known.
The opposition was continuing to delay
passage of the government’s supply bills.
Fraser called for a House of Representa-
tives election. Whitlam phoned Kerr on
the morning of 11 November and said he
intended to advise a half-senate clection
in person later in the day. Kerr, accord-
ing to new accounts, spoke to Fraser and
essentially outlined his plans before tell-
ing Whitlam. At about 1pm, Kerr, armed
with the supporting advice of the Chicf
Justice of the High Court, Sir Carficld Bar-
wick, dismissed Whitlam and installed
Frascr as ‘caretaker’ Prime Minister. (This
advice was o supported by judges Sir
Anthony Mason and Sir Ninian Stephen—
although not known at the time.} Supply
was sceured. A no-confidence motion in
Frascr was passed by the House of Repre-
sentatives. Kerr dissolved both housces of
Parliament on the basis of 21 other hills
being rejected. The Queen was kept in the
dark and later refused to intervene. At the
clection held on 13 December, Labor was
routed; its vate fell by 6.5 per cent and 30
seats are lost.

The papers show that the strategy to
‘mot call an clection in the House of Rep-
resentatives’ was endorsed by Cuabinet.
A special ‘ad hoc¢’ committee was also
established to deal with the crisis. Cabi-
net authorised ‘expenditure control meas-
urces’ as supply was drying up and began
planning for payment of salaries through
private trading banks. Treasury adviscd
that salary payments could be met up to
30 November. Whitlam said at the embar-
goed relcase of the papers that the Loan
Council would have been used to authorise
expenditure. In any event, the banks were
wary. A front-page report in The Ausiral-
ian on 11 November said that the banks
were ‘preparing to reject’ the proposal.

At the embargoced release of the papers
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Whitlam also presented a letter sent to
him by the nephew of the then NSW Gov-
crnor, Sir Roden Cutler. It argues that
Cutler had advised Kerr against dismiss-
ing the government. Whitlam also argued
that Kerr's claim—that had he discussed
with Whitlam his plans, Whitlam would
have contacted the Queen to have him
sacked—was  nonsense.  Whitlam  pro-
duced papers appointing and withdrawing
Queensland Governor Colin Hannah's dor-
mant commission, which cnabled him to
act as governor-genceral in Kerr’s absence.
They show that an appointment cannot be
terminated, but can only come to an end
when another is appointed, and that these
steps took time. He also presented former
governor-general Paul Hasluck’s personal
notes showing his candid discussions with
Whitlam, and questioned why Kerr could
not take him into his confidence.

Following the dismissal, Frascer agreed
not to initiatc any new policies, or hold any
inquirics into the previous government,
until after the forthcoming clection. The
Cabincet papers show that ‘certain com-
plaints’ had been made to Kerr and that
he referred these to Fraser for ‘advice’. A
request by new Treasurer Phillip Lynch
for information on the previous govern-
ment’s expenditures was rejected by ‘cer-
tain officers’ in the department, and they
petitioned the Governor-General foradvice
on the ‘carctaker guidelines’. Labor mem-
bers John Wheeldon and Doug MceClel-
land wrote to the Governor-General about
similar incidents. Fraser responded that
his government would ‘strictly and scru-
pulously” adhere to the guidelines.

While the latest release of Cabinet
papers may provide a few new clues to
the coup, that is not their primary sig-
nificance. What is significant is that the
warning signs for the government were
there from the beginning; indeed, many
of the later problems which culminated
in the dismissal, perhaps, could have
been avoided. This is the real tragedy of
the Whitlam years.

The drive to implement  far-reach-
ing reform, almost regardless of the cco-
nomic consequences, or considerati of
the need for gradualism in implementing
this agenda, was a central factor in the
government’s poor showing in opinion
polls throughout much of the period. The
public service and some ministers 1 red
alternative courses of action.

The scandal of the ‘loans affair’ set in

train the cvents that  +d to the dismissal.
It is what prompted Fraser to delay sup-
ply. Better oversight of ministers and the
heeding of advice not to proceed with the
loan might have avoided the scandal.

Yet, the denial of ¢ legitimacy of the
government should . not be forgotten.
Within months of coming to office, Oppo-
sition Leader Billy Snedden and Senate
Leader Reg Withers had embarked upon
a strategy to delay p ¢ of supply in
order to force the gov ient to an clec-
tion, which it achicved in 1974,

Then there are Kerr's seceret negotia-
tions with Frascr, his deception of the
Prime Minister, his collusion with the
Chicf Justice against the Prime Minis-
ter’s wishes, his ambush, and failure to
lee Parliament res ¢ 1at was a parlia-
mentary deadlock.

Frascr also better understood Kerr's
psyche. Fraser used is mectings and
phone calls with Kcrr—sanctioned by
Whitlam—to apply political pressure on
Kerr, saying that if he didn’t intervene,
the opposition would say the Governor-
General had ‘“failed his duty”.

Pcrhaps the real legacy of the dis-
missal is that a precedent now exists for
a government clected by the people to be
dismissed bv a governor-general clected
by no one.

No period in Australia’s history has
had so much attention as the Whitlam
Government. The scale and breadth of its
achicvements, led by a remarkable leader,
yet spoiled by scandals and surrounded
by high drama, and u  nately dismisscd
in controversial circu  tances, have pro-
vided much fodder for journalists, com-
mentators and scholars.

Despite the scandals, the frenctic
style of government  d the dismissal,
this government now warrants a more
detailed and considered analysis. But ¢en-
tre stage should be the legacy of the entire
government, not least  : substantial pol-
icy achievements, now with additional
insight thanks to these Cabinet papers

Troy Bramston is ap ¢y adviscer in the
private sector. He has  ritten articles for
Furcka Streeron the 1971, 1972, 1973 and
1974 Cabinct papers. He is co-cditor of
The Hawke Government: A Critical Ret-
rospective (Pluto Press, 2003), and cdi-
tor of a collection of cssays on the Wran
Government to be published this year by
Federation Press.



ND THE PEOPLE gathered together,
grumbling among themselves.

Theyapproached the Lord saying, ‘Now
don’t get us wrong and we're really grate-
ful for the way you got us out of Egypt.
But quite frankly things get a bit quict in
the desert, especially at weekends!

‘“What’s your point?’ asked the Lord.

‘“Well,” said the people, ‘we wondered if
we could invent some sort of game—.’

‘T'm the inventor around here,’ the
Lord reminded them sharply.

‘Of course, of course,” said the people.
‘Sorry. Perhaps You could create a game to
provide carefree family entertainment and
encourage a sense of tcam spirit amongst
the young.’

‘Let me sleep on it,” said the Lord. ‘U1l
let you know tomorrow.’

‘Docs the Lord really sleep too?” asked
one little boy in the crowd.

‘Shhh’, his mother warned.

The next morning the gong sounded
and the people assembled promptly.

‘OK,’ said the Lord, ‘T've come up with
a game called Cricket. It’ll be played over
five days and will be called a Test.!

‘There He goes again,” muttered a mid-
dle-aged man, ‘always testing us. Can't
He give us a break just for once? And five
days, how ridiculous!”’

‘That’s enough, dear,” soothed his wife.

‘Here are the rules,” the Lord contin-
ued. ‘I've had them carved into these stone
tablets. Mind you study them well!’

‘Yes Lord,” replied the crowd, ‘thank
you Lord for Cricket. We shall play it in
Thy name.’

And they did. And they were content
and peace and healthy sporting attitudes
bound the community closcly together.

But after a while, fresh grumbling
could be heard.

‘Tt’s a silly game,’ a few of the men
said. ‘It goes for so long and sometimes
therc’s not even a winner and they call it a
“draw”. What a stupid word. Or occasion-
ally, on the fourth or fifth day, it gets a bit
intercsting and then there’s a dust storm
or a tlash tlood and still there’s no result.

‘But we asked for it in the first place,
some of the other men chided.

‘We asked for something that would
kill time, not drag it out endlessly.’

Feler noagers

The greatest game

‘Cricket is the Lord’s work,” said its
defenders. The others fell silent.

But not for long. For the fecling that
Cricket wasn’t all it might be gradually
gained strength. Teams were hard to mus-
ter, very few turned up to training, and
crowd attendances dropped sharply. A del-
egation was despatched to mect the Lord.

‘What is it now?’ He demanded.

‘We thank You daily for all You have
given us,’ the delegation leader intoned.
‘But,” he paused for a moment, ‘the truth
is that, um, Cricket in its current form is
not holding the community’s attention.’

‘And why not?’ asked the Lord tetchily.

‘“Well it goes for a bit too long and often
it gocs nowhere.’

‘All right,” said the Lord, 'T'll see what
[ can do. Again,’ he added, with heavy
c¢mphasis. ‘But I really don’t know how
any of you will get to Heaven if you can’t
keep your mind on one thing even for a
few days’

‘Thank you Lord,’ the delegation
sighed in unison, anxious to be away.

‘He’s in a great mood,” onc of them
whispered sarcastically.

‘Quict! the lcader snapped. ‘Haven't
you heard of omniscience?’

‘Oops, sorry. Do you think He might
have—¥

‘Forget it! Just watch your tongue.’

But the Lord was as good as His word.
And so Onc-Day Cricket came to pass.

‘Hallelujah, Hallelujah,” the crowd
cried out. ‘God is the greatest and so is 50-
Overs-a-Side Cricket.” Contentment lay
across the community like a thick wool-
len blanket on a cold clear night.

And then, amazingly, the rumbles of
discontent started all over again.

‘A whole day to watch one game, what
a4 waste!’

‘T could pick half my olive harvest by
the time the game’s finished!”

‘The crowd behaviour’s just disgrace-
ful. Why don’t they ban the sale of pome-
granate juice at the grounds?’

So another delegation was despatched.

‘“What is it with you lot? the Lord
asked in exasperation. ‘Can’t you kecp
your mind on anything for more than five
minutes:’

‘No,” the delegation replied sheepishly.

‘Lord, might it be possible to have
a word in private? asked the youngest
member of the delegation, a handsome,
clean-cut man in his early 90s.

‘Well, T supposc so,” said the Lord.
‘What's your name?’

‘Moses,’ replied the man.

‘OK, Moses, see that hill over there. Be
at the top at midnight.’

‘Thank you Lord.’

Next morning, as the people gathered
around their campfires to cook breakfast,
Moscs appceared, a look of triumph on his
tired face.

‘Here at last is the answer,” he pro-
claimed, unfurling a chalk-white parch-
ment. The people gathered around and
read aloud in wonderment.

One-One Cricket—the rules

Each side shall consist of 12 players, one of
whom shall be nominated as umpire; Each
side shall bowl a maximum of one over;
No bowler shall bowl more than onc ball;
No hatsman shall face more than one ball;
The position of wicketkeeper shall rotate
after cach ball; Whoever is wicket keeping
shall assume the position of team captain;
Whenever the ball is hit, no matter how
ncar or far, the batters must run; A ball hit
to the boundary scores five runs, plus any
additional ones run by the batsmen while
the ball is being ficlded; A ball hit over the
boundary on the full scores 10 runs, plus
any additional ones run by the batsmen
while the ball is being retrieved; Balls hit
to or over the boundary must be returned
without delay by spectators.

As they finished reading, the people
fell to their knees. ‘Oh Lord, provider
of all that is good, we give thanks for
One-One Cricket. Through it You have
cnsured that never again will our inter-
est wane or our concentration lapsc.’

I wonder about that, thought the Lord,
I really wonder. But He kept His doubts
to Himself.

Peter Rodgers writes regularly on Middle
Eastern affairs. His latest boolk on the

Isracli-Palestinian  contlict is  Herzl's
Nightmare: One Land, Two People
(Scribe). He has also written prize-

winning short fiction.
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SALTLHIO Y ialitl

A sorry tile of human bonda_ 2

In drought-ravaged, impoverished Niger, slavery is still a way of fe for ma -

ATIMA IS ONE OF THE lucky ones.
Every day since she could walk, without
exception, she has worked from before
sunrise until long after sunset. She has
never been allowed to cat, get married or
have sex with her husband without some-
one else’s permission. She doesn’t under-
stand the concept of money because she
has never had any. Fatima is 53 years old.

Fatima lives in Niger, a landlocked
West African state that was, until fam-
inc thrust it to international attention in
2005, one of the least-known countries
on Earth. But e¢ven in good years, Niger
stands on the brink of perpetual emer-
gencey, a sand-scoured country whosc only
natural resource—uranium—is a dirty
word on international markets. Green is
a colour you rarely sce here—hardly sur-
prising given that just three per cent of
the country’s land is suitable for agricul-
turc. That three per cent, huddled into the
extreme south-west of the country, will
soon be engulfed by the Sahara Descert in
its southward march.

Niger’s human landscape is no less
grim. According to the United Nations,
it is the worst place in the world in which
to live. The average Nigerien earns less
than a dollar a day and 85 per cent of the
adult population can neither rcad nor
write. One out of every three Nigeriens
is malnourished.

If Niger is, among nations, the poorest
of the poor, then people like Fatima are
truly the wretched of the Earth.

Until recently, Fatima was a slave, a
forgotten vestige of an institution that
continues to stalk Africa like a dark
spectre of the continent’s past. But even
though Fatima spent all but the la  few
months of her life—more than five dec-
ades—in captivity, she is lucky. She man-
aged to cscape.

Now she must, like a child, arn
what it means to live in frcedom. When
asked her plans for the future, her answer
is simple: ‘I shall try to live by watch-

18 EUREKA STREET MARCH-APRIL 2006

ing what other people do./ And then
she smiles.

Asibit, another former slave in her
50s who managed to escape and whose
parents were slaves before her, alrcady
knows how to live in freedom. ‘1 have
never known happincess until this month
of freedom,” she says. ‘Now I can go to bed
when I want. No one insults me. Now
that [ am free I can do as I please.’

In Niger, a staggering cight per cent
of the population—870,363 people
slaves, according to an authoritative
report by Timidria, a local anti-slavery
NGO with affiliations to Anti-Slavery
International {ASI].

Later verification of these figures sug-
gested that somce double counting was
involved. Studies also found that the final
figure included people who are slaves by
birth and social status and who arc offi-
cially owned by masters but who do not
live under their daily supervision. Of
those who suffer from the worst form of
slavery, Timidria found 46,382.

Stories told by slaves to Timidria offer
up a bleak vision of hell in describing the
world which Fatima and Asibit left behind.

To be a slave in Niger means many
things. If you are a woman, it means you
will be raped and your children will be
taken from you at the age of two to elim-
inate family bonds. You will most likely
never scc your child again. If you are a
man, you will cither be castrated or given
the role of ‘stud’, forced to impregnate
slave women to produce more slaves for
the master. Thus is slavery perpctuated
across generations. If you are a child, you
arc born a slave and you will be set to work
from the moment you can walk. You may
never in your life enjoy a day of freedom.

All slaves—women, men, children—
who were interviewed by Timidria had
been heaten. Many had been branded with
hot irons like cattle. The denial of food or
medical care was routine. Public undress-
ings or other ritual forms of humiliation

are

were cited as common punishments for
real or imagined disobe  2nce. Some slaves
were tied in chains or to a stake in the sun
or to the neck of an animal for days on end.
Most knew somconc whe — ad been thrown
down a well and left to drown.

Tagou Amagal, from Tessaoua in south-
ern Niger, was born a slave. Her parents
were slaves. Now 90 years old, she tells of
a lifc in which she has never known free-
dom. T have suffered torture; as you can
sce, one of my legs 1s lifcless. My children
arc used as bedposts, made to carry the
master’s bed throughout the night.

Islamana, from Gadabeji, can only
watch powerless when her two daughters
‘are treated like goats. The master invites
men to sleep with them.

Slavery of this kind has existed in
West Africa for centuries. The arrival of
European traders in Africa from the 15th
century accelerated trade in slaves,
resulting in the mass transportation of an
estimated 11 million slaves to Europcan
colonies in the Amecricas.

When the French—Niger’s formier colo-
nial rulers—arrived at the beginning of the
20th century, up to three-quarters of the
population in some arcas of what is now
Niger were slaves. The French army and
administrators came with lofty ideals—
slavery was abolished under French law in
1848—and they did succeed in largely end-
ing the commecrcial trade in slaves.

They did little, however, to free those
alrcady held captive. In some cascs,
French officcrs even paid their soldicrs in
slaves—concubines, porters and domes-
tic workers—from am¢ : Niger's con-
quered people.

Since the carly colonial era, distress-
ingly little has changed. The impoverished
governments of Niger  1ce independence
in 1960 have had ncither the means—Niger
is a vast country of poor roads and remote
desert settlements—nor the inclination
to eradicate slavery. After all, traditional
chiets—Niger’s most powerful slave own-










would be on my own. I could walk by the
river, stroll through the town, or sit in the
garden to meditate or to read.

Before leaving home, I'ddecided to bring
a book T was finding difficult, reasoning
that with fewer distractions I would focus
my attention more intently. The book, The
Fabric of the Cosmos by Brian Greene, I'd
purchased after reading His Dark Materi-
als, a controversial trilogy for children in
which the author, Philip Pullman, uses
plot devices based on quantum physics:
alternate realitics, parallel worlds, infi-
nitely expanding possibilities. I'd found
mysclf curious about the workings of Pull-
man’s mind, and realised I had to go to the
source of his ideas; hence, Greene'’s book,
which deals with current notions about
space and time—what is called space-
time. With scant scientific background, 1
knew that even material written for ‘the
general public” would be hard going,
and it was. Here were concepts I'd
never encountered, and not only
that, most of what Greene describes
is invisible, reliant on mathemati-
cal substantiation instcad of actual
obscrvation.

Howcver, unable to refuse, |
also accepted reading material in
the notellerie: books and maga-
zines tracing the lives of saints
and martyrs, including Sainte Thérése de
Lisicux, whose ornate reliquary of bones
is constantly circling the globe, bringing
miraculous curcs to believers from the
banlicues of Paris to the Seychelles. At
first [ found the saintly histories so quaint
and strange—miracles are not part of the
Preshyterian tradition from which I come
and, to me, sclf-induced suffering in the
name of love scems peculiar—that I only
skimmed them as relief from Greene's
weighty concepts. Slowly, however, T saw
astounding similarities between  these
two, scemingly polar, extremes. So much
is unscen. So much must be taken on
faith or in the belief that numbers do not
lic. The world is full of mystery we seek
to explain, and so much that happens is
uncxplainable. Discoveries in science can
suddenly invalidate idcas we've held with
conviction: no, the Earth is not the centre
of the universe. One must keep the mind
open to all possibilitics.

Why was I there? Curiosity, no doubt,
not so much about Sister Margaret-Mary
(not until she’d spent several years work-
ing in France did she realise her vocation),

as about the general state of ‘being a nun’
about which I knew nothing except from
films and books. Some of that information
was wildly attractive (Audrey Hepburn in
The Nun’s Story influenced a generation
of Protestant girls to drecam of being Cath-
olic with high cheekbones) and some of it
sad and shocking, such as Karen Arm-
strong’s poignant memoir Through the
Narrow Gate. Never, until now, had I the
opportunity to talk with anyone who had
chosen—or been called—to celebrate God
with her life.

Her Iife.

Every waking hour spent in the pres-
ence of other women in the service of
God the Father, God the Son, and God the
Holy Spirit. Not to mention Mary, and the
Saints. Every day spent in an unbrcak-
able chain of prayer and worship, cvery
day held firmly in the chains of faith.

Year after year within the confines of the
cloisters and the gardens, in a pattern so
perfeet it never nceds altering because
onc size fits all: everything is done to the
glory of God. AfterI've been there a while,
I try this ideca on to see how it feels—the
simplicity and the clarity of purposc is
so attractive, it slips over me as easily as
silk, yet when I try to move [ discover it
is too tight, too constricting. But when 1
study my new friend’s screne demeanour,
I understand that for her it has been the
only choice.

In the chapel, where 1T go five times
a day when offices are sung, a life-sized
Christ hangs on a slender cross behind
the altar, the long muscles in his arms
stretched and pulled by the nails in his
hands. Such suffering—and what appears
to be glorification of torture in aid of
mankind—when contemplated at  the
same moment as the exquisitely sung
music of the liturgy, confuses me, and 1
withdraw into a neutral, agnostic state.
Nevertheless, my heart soars as light
tloods through the stained glass windows
as Vépres is being sung, and I when I go to

bed at nine after Vigiles, I am filled with
a profound scnsc of well-being.

The Sisters of this Monastére have arep-
utation for their fine a cappella, but they
do not sing for others, they sing for God.
Over the course of my visit {even getting
up in the pitch dark for Laudes at 6:15am),
this realisation took hold as T sat at the
back of the chapel, hearing their voices
risc from the hidden choir stalls—like
morning mist swirling up from a river—
knowing that they could not see whether
others were listening. This seemed so dif-
ferent from the churchy singing I recalled
from my Protestant girlhood, urged by the
choirmaster not only to enunciate clearly
but also to smile and reach out to the con-
gregation with the holy force of song. Our
hymns and anthems were cast like nets
to bring sinners in, chorus after chorus.
Here, the nuns weren’t ¢ven trying, but

they were gathering me in.

Still, questions  plucked at
my sleeve. How can my soul
respond to this music at the same
time as [ continue to be critical
of the Church itself: outmoded,
cven dangerous attitudes toward
women, birth control, condoms,
divorce, homosexuality? T look at
my hands, folded in prayer over
the bench in front of me, and am

struck by my wedding ring—a band of
precious gold. Everything related to the
mining of gold—cnvironmental pollution,
inhumane working conditions, destruc-
tion of family—should lcad to rejection of
this substance and the harm it causcs. Yet
I look at the ring, and think ‘beautiful’. Yet
I hear the liturgy and think ‘beautiful’,

In four days, what do I lcarn? Not
cnough to satisfy my curiosity. T know I
must come back, and back again. First,
Sister Margarct-Mary and I have begun
a friendship ncither of us could have
predicted and T want to sce where that
will take us. Second, being in this place
allows me to ¢mbrace the ambivalence 1
feel, posed between incredible religion
and incomprchensible science. A Roman
Catholic convent may not be where 1
belong for more than a few days, but in
this setting my mind roams freely—scek-
ing, finding, taking notcs.

Isabel Huggan is an award-winning Cana-
dian writer who now lives in France. Her
most recent book, Belonging, is available
through Random Housc Australia.
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Ldnny rdney dnd wuydng 1u

The King: ury Tales: the storc 1n’s tale

In Kingsbury, when summer is not yet available
And spring is but another season of poll s or hua fen

Revolutions In the lead up to
An occasion

Full sick I am, That makes the warehousc storeman

heart like a stamped upon grape,

head lost in the backwaters Increasingly uncomfortable

where regret dwells like ancient pike As he prepares for

cager to feast More Christimas sales and boredom

I have lost the path. The longer I stay, he says

I have sundered the light.

I have become my father In this country

in the eyes of my son! The stupider I grow

If you know what I mean

Full sick I am, Money made us

juices dried up, Us made money
thoughts a pack of barking dogs

fighting over my bones. And money made money

I have failed the test. [ hated ballet dancing

I have embraced the dark. But when I started

I hear iy father’s voice [ was only 5

And made my way
To the top

as I shout at my son!

Full sick T am,
Then I quit

At 20
For this is a profession

tired to the core,
shedding tears at night

while my son sleeps -

wanting to embrace him You eat youth rice in

promising to manage things better You have to be young

and knowing In it

it is not easy to untangle knots To make it

woven in me
years before Or else
my son ever saw the light of day. You become a storcman

Like me
Danny Fahey Or a stockbroker
Like Cunxin or Tsunhsin
Kceping Faith
Is never part of the deal
The important thing is keep your kids alive

Ouyang Yu

e
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Jihali bOul d>

Tracking twins

UTUMN IN CAMBRIDGE, 1999,
with a pale sun shining after a frost, and
patterned light falling through the chest-
nut and lime trees. The academic year
is three weeks old, and students are pre-
dictably dashing about in gowns and on
bikes, or punting slowly along the Cam.
In Chesterton Lane, a friend and 1 eventu-
ally find a certain house, Gothic Revival
Castlebrae, now a part of Clare College. A
bored receptionist shows me the plaque |
have come so far to sce:

This house was originally the home of
DR AGNES SMITH LEWIS {1843-1926)
and

DR MARGARET DUNLOP GIBRSON
(184321920}
inscparable  twins, tireless travellers,
distinguished Arabic & Syriac scholars.

Lampada Tradam

Lampada Tradam. Lee me hand on the
torch. Later I go alonce to Westminster Col-
lege, an institution originally established
in London for the training of Preshyterian
ministers, but onc that owes its current
Cambridge incarnation to these twins,
born Agnes and Margaret Smith, for they
gave the college its land, and also founded
scveral scholarships. A trimmed and dec-
orated late Victorian red brick edifice, the
building is a mere hundred years old.

1 enter. Raised an Australian Preshyte-
rian, [ feel the past settle weightily on me
the minute I eross the threshold, and auto-
matically expect to see stretches of blue
tlcur-de-lis carpcet along the corridors, and
multiple copics of the old Scottish Psal-
ter and Church Hymnary ranged on the
various shelves, Even the old-books-and-
wood-and-dust-and-midday-dinner  smell
seems familiar. But this is the purposeful
present, and so Lam led straight to the din-
ing hall, where ruby light filters through
stainced-glass windows bearing improving
mottoes, and where T view the portraits
of Agnes and Margaret. By an unknown
artist, alas. The pictures sit above High
Table¢, and my guide turns discrectly away
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as [ kick off my shoes and climb on a chair
in order to take scveral colour snapshots.

Neither Agnes nor Margaret  ever
attended university, but they were painted
in full academic dress, as holders of sev-
cral honorary degrees. The portraits face
cach other, and the women are wearing
identical red-buttoned black robes and red
hoaods; both hold books, and their grey hair
is swept back under mortarboards. A fluted
column is a heavily symbolic part of each
picture, for the twins were formidable clas-
sical scholars and travelled extensively in
the Ancient World.

1843. This was the year of the Great
Disruption of the Church of Scotland,
and the resultant emergence of the Free
Church, and also the ycar that ancient
Ninceveh was discovered. It was then that
solicitor Johm Smith, of Ayrshire, Scot-
land, lost his dearly loved wife, mother of
the three-weck-old Agnes and Margaret.
Smith lived on for more than 20 ycars, but
his grief was so protracted and austere that
he forbade his wife’s name to be mentioned
again, and it never was. Smith madce his
daughters the centre of his life, and suc-
cessfully educated them out of the local
marriage market by ensuring that they
lcarned Latin, French and German from a
very carly age. He also bribed them with
travel, taking them to the Continent scv-
cral times before they were 14.

In 1866, when the young women were
only 23, Smith diced, leaving them the then
huge sum of a quarter of a million pounds,
at a time when a doctor with a thriving
practice could expect to make about £1000
a year. The twins had no relatives; their
greatest attachment was to a young teacher
called Grace Blyth, whom they had met at
their Kensington finishing school. Eventu-
ally they moved to London to be near her.

In London Agnes and Margaret, as
Scots, unmarried  and
merely middle-class, with no domestic or
maternal model, and devout in their Pres-
byterian taith, were very much on the mar-
gins of life. It is difficult to comprehend
today what it once meant to be a practis-
ing Nonconformist. In 1673 Charles IT had

overeducated,

been foreed to consent to the passing of the
Test Act, which prevented hoth Catholics
and Nonconformists from holding statc or
municipal office; the Act was repealed only
in 1828, a mcre 15 years hefore the twins
were born, and the soct.
of the Test Act can be said to linger on.
‘Never admit to being Presbyterian when
in England,” a friend once warned me. ‘In

class termes it’s the cquivalent of

saying you aven't got a garden.

conscquences

s A NONCONFORMIST you have to
carn your place in the w . No automatic
rituals (confession, penance, absolution)
can rescue you; in matters of conscicnce
you confront your Mak  dircctly, and you
are responsible for your actions and their
conscquences; you have a Puritan horror of
idleness; you acknowledge the overriding
importance of always doing your duty. You
also know your place. Thus Agnes, in sign-
ing her name in the Astronomer Royal’s
Visitors’ Book, added: ‘Wc are servants.
She and her sister were strict sabbatarians
as well. But Nonconfor v aside, theirs is
the familiar story of Victorian women, for
Agnes wanted to study  dicine and Mar-
garct science, futile aims for the females
of the time. They sct themscelves to study
ancient and modern Greek instead, and
filled in the rest of their time with writ-
ing, sketching and painting,

Both sisters eventually married, choos-
ing Cambridge clergymen of an academic
turn, but remained chil
alrcady widowed when Agnes married;
they went on cach other’s honeymoons
and always lived toge 1. Their biogra-
pher, A. Whigham Price, contends that
neither the Reverend James Gibson nor
the Reverend Samuel Lewis could ‘hope
to compete successfully with twin-sister’,
so that there was ‘nothing for it but to dic
quietly and become a beau  ul memory;
a condition which both achicved with a
minimum of tuss’. In Victorian society
widowhood could mecan both status and
liberation, and as widows the twins had
wedding rings, the married stvle, wealth,
respectability and the treedom to tollow

'ss. Margaret was



their interests, chief among which were
travelling and the lcarning of languages:
at the time of their deaths they had mas-
tered 14 between them.

Once an incentive to learning, travel
later became a distraction in time of
trouble: in 1868 Agnes and Margaret,
draggingarcluctant Gracealongwith them,
journeyed to Egypt and Greece in order to
recuperate from the shock of Smith’s death
and from the strain of 18 months’ strict
mourning. Nothing daunted the twins:
they endured rat-infested cabins, rows with
river-boat captains, tumbles from the backs
of camels and the disquicting knowledge
that scveral travellers had been killed by
bandits along the track from Jerusalem to
Jericho a mere week before they went that
way themselves. Agnes had become gravely
ill with fever in Vienna, but recovered, and
went on to keep her diary assiduously:
Eastern Pilgrims was published in 1870.
Unsurprisingly, the travels were part of
a mission: to prove that ‘any woman of
ordinary prudence (without belonging to
the class called strong-minded} can find

little difficulty in arranging mat-
ters for her own convenience’.

N 1883, having survived a voyage dur-
ing which all the windows in the ship’s
saloon were broken, several stewards
injurcd, and the ship itsclf bricfly headed
the wrong way, the twins spent four
months in Greeee, an interval that pro-

duced Agnes’s successful Glimpses of

Greek Life and Scenery. illustrated by
Margarct’s sketches. Having checked the
spots that are still favourites {Sounion
took days instead of hours, and Aegina
meant yet another hairraising and stom-
ach-churning sojourn stormy
scas] and having thoroughly investigated
Athens and much of Attica, the twins
undertook an extensive tour of the Pelo-
ponnese.

Although they were formidable net-
workers who scemed never to go anywhere
without letters of introduction to pco-
ple such as Dr Schlicmann and assorted
abbots, in Athens the twins could find no
woman who had ever been to the Pelopon-
nese, which then had very few passable
roads and a reputation for being a brigand-
infested wilderness. But they organised
their side saddles and portable beds from
England, their Keating’s powder defences
against bed bugs, their flannel sleepwear,
a bundle of New Testament tracts trans-

dCross

lated into modern Greek, and hired a cou-
rier named Angelos, who then engaged
two servants to act as cook and waiter.
Five horses and four mules catered for the
party and its luggage, the latter animals
being cared for by three muleteers dressed
in what has become part of Greek national
dress, the Albanian fustanella.

From the balcony of my house in the
Pcloponnese T can sce a white rectangu-
lar shape set against a mountain some
ten kilometres away: the Voulcano mon-
astery. Here the twins spent the Easter of
1883, usced their London-acquired modern
Greek to engage in spasmodic theological
arguments with the monks, and gazed out
over most of Messenia, which, they noted,
was studded with villages. It still is. The
Voulcano was the southernmost point of
their travels. They trailed their slow way
back to Athens, calling in at Corfu during
the voyage to England.

Some years later, desiring a distrac-
tion from Agnes's recent bercavement,
and wanting to investigate rumours of a
haphazard wealth of ancient manuscripts,
the sisters travelled to St Catherine’s
Monastery, arriving in Cairo in January
1892. During the ten days’ journey across
the desert, safety was not an issue, for on
meceting any Bedouin or would-be brigand
Agnes brandished a portrait of the late and
heavily bearded Samucel Savage Lewis to
great cffect.

The monks of St Catherine’s werce gen-
crally cavalier about the niceties of the
table. So it was, according to legend, that
they served the breakfast butter on torn
picees of parchment or vellum. And so it
was, again very probably according to leg-
end, that Agnes realised that her butter was
being served on a fascinating palimpsest.
(Agnes could rcad Syriac, Margaret Ara-
bic.) The topmost layer narrated the lives
of female saints and dated from 778an, but
among the blurred edges of the lower layer
Agnes perceived the Syriac for Evangelion,
Mathi and Luca. At her excited request
the monks produced matching bits and
picces, which she and Margaret laboriously
stcamed apart; they then took at least 350
photographs of the text.

When Agnes and Margaret  arrived
back in Cambridge, cxperts confirmed
that Agnes had discovered an ancient Syr-
iac text of the four Gospels, dated not later
than the fifth century. The language used
is the literary form of Aramaic, and so
contains the authentic accents of Christ

and his disciples. Theological and cccle-
siastical circles were enthralled; the text
was to the 19th century what the Dead
Sea Scrolls were to the 20th.

Professors Burkitt, Rendell Harris and
Bensley and the twins then set about the
task of transcription with such dedica-
tion that the work was published in 1894,
Similar dedication went into the transla-
tion of the whole document, 358 pages in
all; Agnes spent 17 years on this work,
and the sisters made four more trips to
St Catherine’s, visiting the monastery for
the last time in 1906, when they were 63.
The twins’ publications run to five-and-
a-half pages of titles, but in 1917 Agnes’s
final word on her discovery was published:
Light on the Four Gospels from the Sinai
Palimpsest.

To the end of their lives the twins
continued to work and to see themselves
as pioncers for women, and as scrvants
of God. During World War T they helped
Belgian refugees and studied Russian.
Punctilious worshippers at St Colum-
ba’s Church, they followed the lessons in
Hebrew and Greek. Every morning they
read the Bible; the rest of the morning and
the evening were devoted to their schol-
arly work, which included the writing
of letters to academics who shared their
interests, while the afternoon was given
over to their many callers.

In widowhood Agncs and Margarct
shared a double bed with individual ter-
ritory marked out by a tape tied down
the middle. Margarct, the sccond-born,
who always considered herself a mere
adjunct to her sister, died in 1920, ‘How
very inconsiderate of Maggie!” remarked
Agnes, for they had decided, in the natu-
ral order of things, that Agnes should be
the onc to dic first. Separation had always
been unthinkable: c¢ven after a quarrel
they would still go shopping together,
with Agnes, always the dominant sistcr,
walking six feet ahead of Margarcet.

Agnes survived Margarct by six years,
a lengthy period marked by silence, con-
fusion and mclancholy: the unigque loneli-
ness was very hard to bear. It came to an
end in Agnes’s 84th year.

Of the twins their friend Aclfrida Till-
yard said, ‘They were like cach other and
like no one ¢lse.” How right she was.

Gillian Bouras’s ncw book, No Time for
Dances, a memoir of her sister, is due out
soon from Penguin Australia.
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Lranam King

Tt.e law of the land

J.‘r’s' AucusT 1966 and Vincent Lingiari
has had cnough. The Gurindji stockmen
working on Lord Vesty’s Wave Hill cat-
tle station to the north-west of Tennant
Creek are getting paid a pittance. Lingiari
lcads his people in a walk-off and sets up
camp on traditional land at ncarby Wattic
Creek. What begins as a ‘pay and condi-
tions’ stoush quickly becomes a struggle
for land rights. Eight years later, the  ght
has been won as Prime Minister Gough
Whitlam arrives at Wave Hill to present
Lingiari with a title deed. The ‘handful
of sand’ photo, featuring these two great
leaders, is to become an icon in the battle
tor indigenous land justice.

In the heady days of the carly 1970s a
new and exciting vision held sway. Amid
the blossoming of Australian culture and
identity there were calls for a better deal
for Aboriginal Australia. But high school
students still studied Blackstone’s dictum,
and learnt that land ‘desert and unculti-
vated” could be claimed simply by occu-
pancy, because no legal code or land tenure
existed. Any moral qualms about the dis-
posscssion of the Aboriginal people had to
be subjugated. Our whole system of prop-
erty law depended onit. So 20 years slipped
by and indigenous Australia languished.
However, the notion that our first peoples
were entitled to something more had taken
root and would continuc to grow.

In the early hours of 22 December 1993
the Senate crupted in applause. Techni-
cally scnators are not supposed to clap,
Protocol demands that they should instead
strike the table in front of them with the
flat of their hand and chant ‘hcar,  :ar’
in a robust and atfirming manncr. But
this was special, After more than a year
of tortuous negotiation with indigenous
leaders, pastoralists, miners, state govern-
ments and myriad other interested par-
tics, the Native Title Act would become
law. Don Watson describes the scenes
of jubilation in the galleries as ‘probably
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In | 1d-ownership dispu s 1 Australia,
the deck remains stacked against holders of native title

unprecedented in the parliament’s his-
tory’. People wept. Lowitia O’Donoghue
said the Act was ‘the greatest proot yet of
the probability of reconciliation’.

The prcamble to the Act is almost
poetic. It speaks in part of ‘ensuring that
Aboriginal people receive the full recog-
nition and status within the Australian
nation to which history, their prior rights
and interests, and their rich and diverse
culture, fully entitle them to aspire’,

The contribution Eddic Mabo made
to this renewed momentum for land jus-
tice cannot be overstated. Edward ‘Koiki’
Mabo was born and raiscd on the island
of Meriam Mcr in the Torres Strait. Mabo
tired of being paid £17 a month for work-
ing on the trochus luggers at a time when
railway workers on the mainland were
receiving £25 a fortnight. So he moved
to Townsville and drove the eponymous
native title claim that would overturn the
doctrine of terra nullius. The High Court
decision of June 1992 underscored the
fundamental truth that this country was
pecopled by communities with complex
systems of traditional law and custom
thousands of yecars before the Europe-
ans arrived. Tragically, Eddic Mabo died
betore the judgment was handed down.

Six months atter the Mabo decision,
Prime Minister Paul Kcating flagged his
intentions on a hot day in Sydney’s Red-
fern Park: ‘It was we who did the dispos-
sessing. We took the traditional lands
and smashed the traditional way of life.
We brought the discases. The alcohol.
We committed the murders. We took the
children from their mothers. We practised
discrimination and cxclusion.” So it was
that Keating and his Aboriginal Affairs
Minister, Rob Tickner, were midwives at
the difficult birth of the Native Title Act
1993, which gave legislative expression to
the Mabo decision.

Eddic Mabo’s mob on Mcriam Mer
were islanders who cultivated fruit trees,

and designated borders between  their
propertics. These habits were no doubr
comfortingly familiar to the middle-
class, middle-aged whitefellas on the High
Court heneh who decided that native title
had survived.

By contrast, the Wik people of the Cape
York Peninsula lived a traditional hunter-
gatherer  lifestyle. They  had  hunte
fished, practised ceremony and  visited
their sacred sites since time immemo-
rial. In whitefella terms, their land was
desperately marginal, sustaining cattle at
the miscrable rate of one beast for every
25 hectares.  ae Queensland government
had lcascd the land to pastoralists since
the mid-1940s without causing anyonc
undue concern.

In 1996 the High Court Wik decision
allowed the possibility that hunter-gather
tribes on the Australian mainland could
enjoy native title in co-existence with
All hell broke loose as
pastoralists and state premicrs were con-
sumed by fear and loar  ng.

Wild talk abounded as malice and
mischicf became the currency of the
debate. Western  Australian Premicer
Charles Court suggested that Mabo-type
claims might be made on suburban back-
yards. National Party lcader Tim Fischer
lcapt into the fray with both feet. Speak-
ing at a party conference in Wagga Wagga,
NSW, he suggested that the Keating gov-
crnment’s position on Mabo could lead to
the ‘breaking up of 2 tralia’. He added
that the dispossession ot Aboriginal peo-
plc had been incvitable and was not some-
thing to be ashamed of.

In this toxic climate, John Singleton
created his ‘Twister’  vertisement for
the National Farmers Federation. The
little white kid and the little black kid
played the party game until they become
so entangled that they toppled over. Then
the voice-ov we  d 7 Wik de
ston—it's not a game’, in a tonc heavy

pastoral lcascs.









cultural relationship that cxists between
Aboriginal peoples and the Earth. The land
is related to as a country not only where
we may all return, but a place of cultural
richness, depth and comfort.

In early works of his father’'s coun-
try, however, Onus conveyed his sadness
over the way the land had been divided.
He invited the viewer to take part in an
empathic appreciation of Aboriginal con-
ncction with land, and in the shifting
cmotions relating to its inaccessibility.
The theme of land division becomes appar-
ent in paintings such as Twice upon a

time, 1992, where Onus depicted one sin-
gle picce of barbed wire to symbolise the
tencing-off of land and its inaccessibility,
over the image of a landscape containing
a campsite without animal or human life.
It scems as if he was attempting to paint
the colonial, enforced removal of Aborigi-
nal pcoples from their traditional country,
contrasted by the framing of carved, cer-
c¢monial trees that arc a poignant reminder
of the prior occupation of Aboriginal peo-
ples on the land and of an ancient herit-
age. In other paintings, such as the small
gouache on illustration board, Mutjing
(Father's country), 1992-93 (now in the
collection of the Queensland Art Gallery),
Onus made reference to the designs found
on traditional tree carvings in South-East-
c¢rn Australia, by overlaying a hilly land
with the deep regular grooves of the axe.

Then he illuminated everything

with a single bright star.

NUS WANTED to remind people of
the tradition bencath the surface of eve-
rything. He had a way of stimulating
empathy by giving people something to
connect with—not merely on an intellec-
tual level but, importantly, at the level of
the heart. He wanted people to feel with
him and to undcrstand the Aboriginal
cxperience and Aboriginal cultural life,
through engagement with works that
dealt at times with subjects consciously
intended as a learning experience. Some-
times these subjects, such as the theme of
dispossession, arc challenging and diffi-

cult, but he wanted this sharing to be one
where people could have the opportunity
to relate truly to the message he was try-
ing to convey. Jo and Tiriki Onus report
that Onus came to believe that he could
reach a far wider audience with art used
as a political and social tool than with the
alternative of ‘talking to groups of peo-
ple about the plight of his pcople’. He was
convinced that art could transcend the
limitations imposed by other media. Art
promised also to reach a global audience.
Itisinteresting to note that while Onus’s
work might be understood for its politi-
cal and social significance, it is equally
important that it be understood for its
spiritual value. Its spiritual strengths rest
in its ability to communicate Aboriginal
relationship to the land. While land may
be understood as a place of healing, it may
also be read as a site of reconciliation.
Although Onus cxplored a range
of imagery relating to dispossession, he
described himself primarily as a landscape
artist until 1986, when his life’s direc-
tion was intluenced deeply by his encoun-
ter with the late Yulungu clder and artist
from Garmedi outstation in Central Arn-
hem Land in the Northern Territory, Jack
Wunuwun, who adopted Onus as his own
son. Wunuwun was able to offer Onus a
kind of cultural sanctuary by welcoming
him into the Yulungu kinship system.
This relationship provided Onus with
the opportunity to learn Aboriginal tra-
ditional knowledge, which enhanced his
own Yorta Yorta experience of the world.
Through Wunuwun, Onus was given crea-
tion stories that he was permitted to paint,
and an Aboriginal language he could also
access. It scemed to Onus that his experi-
ence of tradition was ‘like a missing piece’
of a puzzle had been found and had ‘clicked
into position’ for him culturally. In her
book Aboriginal Voices (1990), author Liz
Thompson quotes Onus  affirming  his
belief that ‘traditional art will remain the
foundation on which cverything is built
.../ Indeed, it is Onus’s cultural reconnec-
tion with tradition that ultimately gave
him the opportunity to find some of the
missing pieces he was scarching for. These
picces scem to hold the key towards heal-
ing some of the many losses that have been
cxperienced by Aboriginal peoples in so
many areas of Eastern Australia, where the
tremendous onslaught of British invasion
was first experienced from 1788 onwards.
In 1987 Onus was so inspired by his

adopted father that he painted Portrait of
Jack Wunuwun, 1988 (now in the Holmes
a Court Collection, Heytesburyl, scated
before an ochre palette; it is a compassion-
ate, beautiful tribute and expression of
respect. The clder is depicted with a gentle,
relaxed expression, surrounded by imagery
belonging to his country. In the top left
corner, the design is broken by a contrast-
ing night sky, into which Onus has painted
a single star, representing the Morning
Star, because Wunuwun was custodian
of the traditional story associated with it,
and was famous for painting the Morning
Star series. It was the clder’s empathy with
Onus’s sense of cultural deprivation which
led to a relationship that would from this
time onward sustain him.

In Lin Onus’s retrospective catalogue,
Urban Dingo: The Art and Life of Lin Onus
(2000), curator Margo Neale reports that
from 1986-1996, Onus made 16 ‘spiritual
pilgrimages’ to Garmedi. He began to title
his works using the language of his adop-
tive family, and his work developed into
a combination of images of land depicted
both in Western style and Aboriginal sym-
bol and story. In paintings such as Arafura
Swamp, 1990, Onus depicts the interplay
between Aboriginal and non-Aborigi-
nal visual languages. Here, photo-realis-
tic images of water lilics arce interspersed
with rectangular fragments reminiscent
of Onus’s idiosyncratic jigsaw.

Onus’s depiction of land has been
interpreted by art historian Sylvia Klein-
ert as not only a ‘means of retrieving and
rewriting history’, but also vitally impor-
tant because he responded to the land as a
‘cultural archive’. Indeed, it is the source
and the centre from which we can spir-
itually regenerate. In Onus’s works, the
land may be¢ read as a gatcway into rec-
onciliation. Land is a healing medium
because it is a place that remains inside
the heart. Although it mattered to Onus
that detailed knowledge of his Yorta Yorta
language and ceremony had been lost to
him, his work expresses a sceking to comie
home and a desire to reunite with the Land
as an integrative place of personal, spir-
itual ecmpowcerment.

Donna Leslie is an indigenous Austral-
ian, belonging to the Kamileroi people
of NSW, and a Rescarch Fellow in the
School of Art History, Cinema, Classics
and Archacology at the University of
Melbournc.
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Tree fakes

Simon wdtlerson

We all know about the supposedly true books that turn out to be fakes, but perha; even more
remarkable is the way fiction can somehow become fact

N 1841, A CROWD GATHERED at the
New York docks anxious for news of a
young girl in England who was terminally
ill. “1s little Nell dead?” the passengers
who had just arrived from England were
asked as they disembarked. The concern
was real, but the child was not. She was a
character in Charles Dickens’s novel The
Old Curiosity Shop, which at the time
was being published serially in monthly
instalments.

Few deaths in fiction have provoked
such an outpouring of emotion among
readers—understandable in an age when
the infant mortality rate was much higher
in the West than it is now—though subse-
quent critics of the novel poured scorn on
what they viewed as cheap sentimentality.

Aldous Huxley cited Little Nell as a
prime example of ‘vulgarity in literature’,
with the death scene of the child being a
crude appeal to bathos rather than fur-
thering a serious artistic purpose. Oscar
Wilde is said to have commented: ‘One
must have a  cart of stone to read the
dcath of little Nell without laughing.’

Absurd or not, the cffect achicved
by Dickens is not uniquc nor entirely
unknown in our time. We all know about
the supposcdly true books that turn out
to he fakes—the Norma Khouri hoax last
year is just the most recent example—but
perhaps even more remarkable is the way
fiction can somchow become face.

The difference between true fakes and
false ones was illustrated within the space
of one week in January this year with the
controversies surrounding J. T. LeRoy and
James Frey. Frey is a real person accused
of fabricating the details of his autobi-
ography and would thus be considered
a straightforward hoaxcr, or truc fake.
On the other hand, LeRoy, supposedly a
former street kid who wrote fiction heav-
ily based on his personal cxperience with
drugs and prostitution, is himself a fic-
tion. The experience depicted in LeRoy's
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books may be real for some pcople but
the figure of the author was invented by
amiddle-aged couple and impersonated in
public by the sister of onc of its creators.

The news that the film rights to Gre-
gory Roberts’s Shantaram have been
snapped up by Hollywood star Johnny
Depp after huge sales here and overseas
is proof of the success of what could be
called the reverse hoax. Shantaram is a
novel, but it is no secret that the story is
based very heavily on the colourful life
of the author as a notorious criminal and
fugitive, and indeed this is a vital part of
its mass appeal.

As a highly successful home-grown
true fake, Shantaram joins The Bride
Stripped Bare, True History of the Kelly
Gang, Schindler’s List and, going back a
bit, Picnic at Hanging Rock. Internation-
ally, The Da Vinci Code has won count-
less converts to its version of history even
though the book is clearly labelled a novel
and carries the standard disclaimer as
to imaginary characters and situations,
ctc. Despite all this, the argument over
authenticity continues to swirl around
The Da Vinci Code. On his web site, Dan
Brown maintains that the book is a work
of fiction, but also thinks the scholarly
debate over the religious implications of
the book is ‘wonderful’,

Brown’s alternative account of two
millennia of ccclesiastical history is an
object lesson in the power of fiction to
capture readers’ imaginations, and to that
extent The Da Vinei Code follows a well-
established pattern in the construction of
the modern thriller. It is not just the con-
spiracy plot that is characteristic here, but
the effort to make the story seem plausi-
ble, at least in the heat of the actual read-
ing of the text.

It is not just thrillers, or for that mat-
ter science fiction, that can alter our per-
ception of reality. The classic Australian
example is Picnic at Hanging Rock, a his-

torical novel that purports to recount the
events leadine up to the disappearance of
a group of s Holgirls  ar Mount Mace-
don, Victoria, in 1900.

Picnic at Hanging Rock has sold mil-
lions of copies since p  ication in 1967. It
is commonplace to assume that the story
has some basis in fact,  tit seems there is
none. Writers who've combed the archives
looking for traces of a real-life event have
had no luck in finding one, yet tourists
and literary pilgrims tlock to the area con-
vinced that the book speaks true. One lit-
erary detective, Yvonne Rousscau, claimed
that Picnic at Hanging Rock is an claborate
code, beginning with the revelation that
the names of the four lost girls all began
with anagrams of the s ¢ four letters.

Author Joan Lindsay encouraged specu-
lation in her carefully worded ‘disclaimer”:

Whether Picnic at Hanging Rock is fact or
fiction, my rcaders must decide for them-
selves. As the fateful picnic took place in
the year nincteen hundred, and all the
characters who appear in the book are long
since dead, it hardly seems important.

It scems that the author herself did
want to believein the story. Inarecent ABC
interview, actress Ann-Louise Lambert,
who played Miranda in Peter Weir’s film
adaptation, rccalled wandering through
the bush near the set in full costume
and suddenly encountering Joan Lindsay
herself. ‘And she camc up to me and just
threw her arms around me immediately.
And she said directly into my car, “Oh,
Miranda. It’s been so long.” And she was
very emotional. And it felt very ... like a
very powerful, very truc thing, you know,
that she was feeling. She was remembering
somcbody or somcthing that was truc.’

Another Australian  author  who
adeptly straddles the line between fact
and fiction is Pcter Carcy. In Jack Maggs
and My Life as a Fake, C:
‘life’ into fictional ¢l acters, while in
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Drawing from the text

ITH THE PUBLICATION of the
sumptuously produced third volume of
The Diaries of Donald Friend, the grandly
conceived concept of the National Library
of Australia is three-quarters of the way
to completion. This is not just the portrait
of the artist in his own words, but through
his drawings as wcll. Together they are
proof that Friend was not only onc of the
most cloquent and acrid of commentators
on the social and artistic worlds in which
he uneasily lived, but also among Austral-
ia’s leading 20th-century artists.

Astutcely edited by Paul Hetherington,
the diaries cover 17 years of Friend's life
(1949-66) on three continents. There are
two trips to Italy, a five-and-a-halt-ycar
sojourn in Ceylon, intermittent visits to
the artists’ retreat at Hill End that he did
so much to popularisc, and an attempt to
settle in Paddington in the 1960s. In this
period  there were diverse friendships,
for example, and to stay with allitera-
tion awhile, with James Fairfax, Tan Fair-
wcather and Peter Finch. As Friend moved
from his mid-30s to beyond his 50th
birthday, one aspect of his lifc remained
lamentably constant. Hetherington com-
ments that ‘almost incvitably, it seemed,
his love became too claustrophobic an
experience for his lovers’. Friend’s prob-
lem—which Hetherington might ave
identified as also the dramatic and emo-
tional core of Shakespearc’s sonnets, was
that of ‘the ageing man who is attracted
to but cannot control, or finally possess,
the youthful boy”.

Volume Three presents a succces-
sion of such boys. Somce are anonymous,
such as ‘a strange dangerous tough lit-
tle sailor from Abcrdeen’. Others, such
as Attilio (sketched ‘Sulking’], he of the
‘Neapolitan  guttersnipe  soul’, would
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become long-term fixtures in Friend’s
lifc. The warnings of well-wishers were
never heeded. One by one the youths
trecated Friend as the ‘rich fool” that he
despised in himself. Usually they began
as his models. Drawings converted them
into cash which Friend returned with
interest. He was clear-cyed about his
entrancement and entrapment, depicting
himself as ‘a middlc-aged pederast who's
going to sced’, but unable to change.
The last lover to whom we are intro-
duced, the loathsome thief Stewart Hol-
man, is memorably described by Friend
as being like winning ‘some appallingly
demanding and infuriatingly inconven-
icnt thing in a raffle, such as a desert, or
an angry crocodile’.

While periodically he lacerates him-
sclf as the creature of ‘long, unintelli-
gent and unhappy obsession’, so Friend
is unsparing of others. Hetherington
remarks that even the diarics’ gossip
is ‘valuablc as cultural history’. This
understates their pungency and the ways
in which they illuminate the foibles of
so many notables, in particular their
vain self-projections. Sometimes Friend
generalises, describing men at a party as
‘homosexual in the Melbourne manner,
which is a mixturc of raddled effeminacy
and discretion’; deriding censorious Eng-
lish ncighbours who object to ‘colourcd
people arriving’ at his tlat as possessed
of ‘manners devoid of curiosity, minds
devoid of judgment’. Another, who
hates the idea of homosexuals near her
property on the Isle of Capri, is ‘Gracie
Ficlds, that vaudeville monster from the
Midlands’. Closer to home, Frank Clune
is ‘that gross monster’, whilc Friend’s
motheris ‘a uscless old effigy who would
be better dead”.

Friend combined taste for rough
trade with an intensc snobbery. In Cey-
lon he fusses that ‘I will have to buy a car
.. I must also get a s rant’. His family
had been rich {although much was lost in
a probatc casc) and he is clearly better off
than most of thosc around him. Still he
was obsessed with getting and spending;:
‘All T want is love, sex, money,” he dis-
armingly confides. The diaries provide
fascinating information about the ccon-
omy of the art world—prices paid, com-
missions taken, the relationship of the
artist with critics, dealers, other painters.
And Friend is sensible of the larger ccon-
omy: how his shares are faring, what the
Korean War will do to the market, how
to juggle the payment of income tax in
both Australia and Ceylon. For all that,
he seems to acquire money cannily, only
to give it away cavalicrly—to lovers, fam-
ily, fricnds and other unworthy causes.
He carns like an arti
an aristocrat.

Besides the material side of Friend's
vocation, the diaries give insights into his
aesthetics. A London show forces him to
reappraise his distastc i Abstract Expres-
sionism. Like all artists he has an ¢ve on
the competition. The ‘rotund’ Fred Wil-
liams finds favour, as does Fairwcather,
with whom he struck up an intermit-
tent but admiring acquaintance. B
Dickerson, on the other hand, is ‘a weird,
ex-pugilist dauber’; Albert Tucker ‘that
bombastic bearded fake of a painter’. Ot
the promoters of Albert Namatjira Friend
angrily cxclaims that 'it’s a sad sight
see a simple mission black taught the
trick of painting in a dreadful silly way,
made famous, and then dragged around
the city ... by arabble  »ublicity ht s
and politicians” If Roe -t Hughes paints
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Riding out the Romar tic Stor 1
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= HIS FIRST GLIMPSE into the private
writings of one of Australia’s great pocts
reveals a man by turns arrogant and sclf-
questioning, gnostic and dogmatic, origi-
nalandpredictable, voracious and sclective.
The Notebooks are arranged successfully
by subject, emphasising the rush of his
passions and the bite of his prejudices.

Onc life role that A. D. Hope played
was that of Augustan gentleman. Whether
pose or position, this role as guardian of
the classic values ‘in these last years of
the Romantic Storm’ tests his rcaders. It
was a pose in so far as he used it to belittle
worthy opponents with smart-arse com-
ments and to keep himself above the fray.
But it was a position in that it defined
his poctics, special philosophy and world
view, with conscquences sometimes spec-
tacular, sometimes painful.

That an 18th-century man can live in
the 20th century is a supertluous question.
Hope enjoys making fun of modern educa-
tional models and ‘objective tests’ for abil-
ity in English. He quotes the remark, ‘We
were given a simple cxam which consisted
of crossing out stupid answers in order to
leave the least stupid one.” Hope saw these
now familiar forms of inanc examination
at first hand when they were being devised
at Princceton in 1958, and comments:

The deviser ... has to cxclude from his
mind all other possible ways of looking at
the problem than the one he chooses. He
has to climinate imagination, and suppress
his more subtle habits ot manipulating and
recognising the innate ambiguity of lan-
guage. He has to ignore the difference that
“context” makes to a question or a state-
ment and to do this is forced to choose
only run-of-the-mill contexts implying his
own culture and epoch. In other words, he
has to impose dullness on himself in order
to frame his tests. (Book XIX, 1977)
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Here Hope displays the very 18th-cen-
tury valuc of the primacy of intelligence
and imagination as the solution to prob-
lems. The encmies arc just precisely stu-
pidity and dullness. But Hope is morc 20th
century in his scepticism, even rejection
of, systems. He is by turns naughty and
gracious about religion, that lost cause
of the Enlightenment, while science, the
darling that could do no wrong, is a sys-
tem that he mocks at cvery turn. Indeed,
‘context’ and courage to stand by your own
ideas animatc Hopce's writing. Like Blake,
Hope would never be bound to another’s
system. True pleasure abounds where
Hope expostulates on what he is not. He
is not, for example, a Freudian, and has
a uniquc theory for the interpretation of
drcams involving a bunch of ‘back-room
boys’ he calls ‘the dream team’ who for-
ever upset the apple cart of his mind and
send things rolling in all directions.

Negative capability is a term used
prolifically to mean something other
than what Kcats meant, and Hope ingen-
iously applies it as a test for any area of
inquiry. In commenting on lines of Yeats
(‘I'm looking for the face T'had / Before the
world was made’) he says, ‘It is much the
same for a poct as for the woman or the
actor ... a means of looking into a mir-
ror to find something other than oneself,
which is to become oneself for the time of
crcation.” {Book IX, 1966)

In 1969 he can write, ‘A great deal of
the time of my generation has gone into
endless discussion of the “truc nature” of
poetry, the superiority of one technique to
another ... the obsession with “original-
ity” and novelty to a point where it seemed
obvious to many that a ncw method was
necessarily a better method.” Then con-
cludes, ‘A degree of negative capability in
the writer which allows him to c¢ater into
all theories and all techniques, to test and

taste with no irritable concern with right
or wrong, with mine or thine, might be
what is badly needed!”

Of poetry there is much ‘endless dis-
cussion”. To rcad Hope is to re-enter Aus-
tralian English departments of half a
century ago, wherc arg  1ents raged about
genius versus talent, d Leavisites had
a picnic serving storms in teacups. T
was a world antithetical to pocts, though
Hope makes a strong brew himself. His
stance illustrates the rifts in Austral-
ian poetry that began mid-century. He
opposcs all free verse, or ‘elaborate verbal-
isations’. His own astounding command
of the classic forms, in particular the cou-
plet, comes from a lifctime devoted to the
improvement of his abilities. Every poem
is a literary object of good length and vir-
tuosity, according t¢  opc, dependent for
meaning on the hearttelt groundwork of
cach pocm. Other pocts arc cngaged in ‘a
sort of talking to onesclf, or elsc arc ‘the
eccentrics, the cranks, the beatniks, the
pure expression boys ... who have given
up and lct themselves run loose, but
always with a public in view—a kind of
exhibitionism: come 1 watch my pure
ego perform! (Book XII, 1971)

Modern poetry is ¢
sional. There are ways of responding to
Hope’s line. Defence of formal prosody
produced Hope’s works: a gift to the reader.
Mcanwhile, if this defence had remained
the stifling dominant paradigm in Aus-
tralian poetry and editorial we would not
have the peacock tlourishing of styles,
attitudes, and voices 1t t now cnjoy such
sway. In 1968 he groans, ‘I have more and
more often the fecline that T am practis-
ing an obsolcte art 1 - flint-knapping or
water divining. Still it is the only thing [
can dn and all Treally want ta da’ The nric
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A disaster waiting to

OR AT LEAST 40 YEARS experts have
warned that if we don’t urgently change our
ways the Earth will be irreparably ruined.

Other  experts
have replied
that global tem-
perature and
sea levels have
been  tluctuat-
ing for millions
of years and that
we can depend
on human
ingenuity  and
continued eco-
nomic progress
to save us.

The Econo-
mist  recently
described  this

nicely: ‘Some environmentalists ... are
so convinced of the righteousness of their
cause that they will cry “wolf” at any
cvent that might plausibly be thought to
support their view of the world.” This, The
Economist continued, makes it hard for
responsible scientists to know when they
should begin shouting.

It's a lot harder for non-scientists. A
couple of centuries ago most rcasonably
cducated people could understand science.
The whiskery members of the Royal Soci-
cty to whom Charles Darwin presented
his ideas knew more about the classics
than biology, but they were perfectly able
to understand the theory of evolution.

However, over the next hundred or
so years, science grew more complicated,
and by the time Einstein was making his
big announcements, the classicists had
been left far behind. While I was writing
this review I asked several people, all well
cducated (though not in science) and intel-
lectually curious, to explain the theory of
relativity, quantum mechanics and quarks.
Few could do so. People like me don't
understand scientists’ language. How can
we hope to understand their theories!?

[

Indeed, it scems to me that our opin-
tons are probably informed mainly by our
political and cthical predispositions.

Ronald Wright’s A Short History of
Progress is yct another warning. In just
122 pages (plus cxtensive notes) it covers
much the samc ground that others (nota-
bly Jared Diamond) have explored. But it
does so in such an engaging and uncom-
plicated way that the lay rcader has little
difficulty keeping up.

Wright’s message is simple enough.
Time and again civilisations have accom-
plished  their decline and  destruction
by squandcring their natural resources.
Sometimes they acted thoughtlessly, but
in some instances it is hard not to con-
clude that the folly was wilful.

Easter Island is a desolate landscape,
but once it was fertile and well-wooded.
It supported a large population (10,000
people in just 166 square km} with a rich
social structure. At some point the island-
¢rs developed an obsession with Mal-
colm Frascr statues. Disaster followed.
Trees were chopped down to make roll-
ers to transport the statues and rats ate
the sceds and saplings. Eventually there
were no trees left and, in consequence, no
canocs, no houses and no fires. When the
first Europeans arrived in 1722 the Easter
Istanders were thought to be the most
miserable people in the Pacific.

Their downfall was entircly their own
work. No onc knows why they did it:

The people who felled the last tree could
see that it was the last, could know with
complete certainty that there would never
be another. And they felled it anyway.

Bill Bryson, whose A Short History of
Nearly Everything covers similar territory
to this book, tells a similarly poignant story
of the poor dopey dodos of Madagascar:

Indeed, dodos were so spectacularly short
oninsight, itis reported, thatif you wished

happen
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to find all the dodos in a vicinity you had
only to catch one and set it to squawking,
and all the others would waddle along to
sce what was up.

The risc of human civilisation over the
last 10,000 ycars has coincided with an
unusually temperate period in the carth’s
climate. Wright quotes Richard Alley:

[Hlumans have built a civilisation adapted
to the climate we have. Increasingly
humanity is using cverything this climate
provides ... {and) the climate of the last few
thousand years is about as good as it gets.

Climate change, he concludes, is
clearly not in our interest and yet there is
plenty of evidence that that is what is now
happening. In January 2006 the Burcau of
Mecteorology reported that 2005 was cas-
ily Australia’s hottest year since records
were kept. Meanwhile the world’s popula-
tion is increasing by about 10 million a
year. Those who assure us that we have
nothing to worry about have an incrcas-
ingly ditficult task.

Ireckon we ought tobe alarmed. Nature
will be as indifferent to our extinction as
it was to the dodo’s. Even a partial cull of
Homo sapiens would probably be good for
the planct and in the long run would have
little effect on our global civilisation.

During my adult lif¢ we have been
visited by a number of phenomena that
might have achieved such an outcome:
the atomic cold war; the Ebola virus;
rogue astcroids; the Y2K scare; SARS;
bird tlu and, of course, HIV-AIDS. So far
none of these has lived up to its potential,
but I don’t think we can attribute this to
human ingenuity. Sooncr or later, one of
them will deliver.

Denis Tracey teaches philanthropy and
social investment at Swinburne Uni-
versity. He would prefer that the world
didn’t end until Mclbourne wins another
AFL Premicrship.
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OU ENTER THROUGH a door  the
back where a big sign says ALL PRISON-
ERS MUST BE SHACKLED. Prisoners
who have never been to the jail generally
2o to the front door and press the bell and
arc told by the crackling intercom to go
around the back, which they do. To get
to the back door you walk through the
car park, where there are cop cars and
tow trucks. At the back door you wait
with the other prisoncrs.

New prisoners are admitted at seven
in the evening.

Therc arc seven men waiting by the
door tonight. Five are white and two arc
brown. The youngest might be 20 years
old and the oldest might be 60. Four men
have plastic grocery bags with
their personal cffects and one
man has a brown paper bag with
his personal effects and another
man cradles his personal effects
in his arms and the youngest man
has no personal effects that I can
sce.

One man waits by the door for
a moment and then strolls over to
a car across the street. There is a woman
in the car, in the driver’s seat, and he says
somcthing to her but she doesn’t look at
him or speak to him. The man opens the
back door of the car and snaps his fin-
gers and a dog jumps out and nuzzles his
hand and the dog and the man walk off
around the block, the man lighting a cig-
arette as he goes.

Onc of the men by the back door of
the jail is standing with a woman and
two small boys. The man and the woman
and the boys all have short blonde hair.
The woman is talking quictly to the
man. The boys arc maybe six and four
years old and they are running around
and knocking cach other down and bick-
cring and laughing and whining. The
younger boy tries to spit on his brother
but he misses. The woman says some-
thing terse and firm to the boys and for
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Dridn L/Oyle

Going to jai

a half-sccond they settle down but soon
they are crashing around again.

The blonde man watches them but he
docsn’t say anything.

The man with the personal effects
cradled in his arms is surrounded by
a knot of friends who arc not going to
jail this evening. The friends are all jok-
ing and laughing and the man going to
jail banters a little too but then he falls
silent.

After a while a police officer shows
up with a roster of the prisoners who are
to be admitted this cvening. He reads
off the names one by one and as he reads
your name you linc up by the door. When
he has read the names of six of the men

he prepares to open the door, but the sev-
enth man, the man who looks like he
might be 20, says to him, ‘My namc is
Morcno.”

‘I beg your pardon?’ says the police-
man.

‘Moreno.’

‘Sir, I don’t have you on the admitting
list.’

‘I must be here seven o’clock.’

‘Moreno?’

‘Moreno. I have a letter!

‘May I see the letter?’

‘I don’t have the letter now. Morcno.
Seven o’clock.’

The policeman talks to the intercom
for a moment and then he turns back
to the young man and says, ‘Well, we
don’t have you on the admitting list for
tonight, sir, but come on in and we will
square this away, OK?’

‘OK,’ says Moreno.

‘“You have any personal cffects, Mr,
Moreno?’

‘No sir.

‘OK then. Come on in’

The door opens an the men walk in
single file under the sign that says ALL
PRISONERS MUST BE SHACKLED.
Three of the men wi  personal effects
in plastic bags go first, and then the man
who had been walking the dog and smok-
ing, and then the man with his personal
cffects in his arms, and then the blot
man, who kneels down for a moment to
hug the two boys bef  he goces through
the door. Last is Mr  oreno, and then
the policeman.

The door closes with a sigh and
a hiss.

As soon as ¢ door clicks t
blonde woman walks away fast
and the boys run ahead of her, the
older boy chasing the younger one.
The friends who had been jok
and laughing ft away slowly,
and the woman in the car drives
away fast, the dog peering at

from the back seat.

I walk up the street thinking of caged
people and why we o ¢ people and about
the people who love the people who get
caged cvery hour of every day in Amer-
ica, and then I walk] taslew of young
oalk trees all tlittering and glowing in
the late summer light, you know how
in August the sunlight bends and cvery-
thing seems lit up from the inside like
you're in a movie?

Brian Doyle (bdoyle@up.cdu) is the editor
of Portland Magazine at the University
of Portland, USA, and the author most
recently of The Wet Engine, about *
mangle & muddle & music of hcarts’.
His book The Grail, about a year in 1
life of an Oregon vincvard. will be pub-
lished this year by ¢ y Hill  b-
lishers in Victoria.
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