











persecution would be measured against East Timor's
new reality. The asylum scekers would have to
demonstrate a well-founded fear of persecution, not
under Indonesian rule, but under UNTAET, the United
Nations Transitional Administration in East Timor.

Again the matter ended up before the courts, but
this time the venue was the Administrative Appeals
Tribunal [AAT). It was the first use of a provision in
the Migration Act which allows the Principal Member
of the Refugee Review Tribunal to refer a matter to
the AAT because an ‘important principle, or issue, of
general application’ is involved.

On 5 October, the AAT ruled against the
Commonwealth. It found that ‘SRPP’ {his real name
was suppressed) is ‘a person to whom Australia has
protection obligations under the Refugee Convention’.
The rcasoning behind the AAT’s decision makes
interesting reading.

First, it had to determine whether East Timor, in
its transitional state, was actually a country for the
purposcs of the Refugee Convention. It found that it
was. Second, it had to determine whether ‘SRPP’
would have a right to enter East Timor under UN
administration and be treated as a national. It found
that he would. Then came the more substantial
question of whether ‘SRPP’ would face persecution
in East Timor. The Tribunal found that therc was ‘an
objective basis for the Applicant’s genuine fear’ of
persecution, not because of any malevolence on the
part of UN authorities in East Timor, but because
‘SRPP’ is ethnic Chinese and a potential target for
racially motivated attacks.

The Tribunal’s finding was bascd on statements
by people familiar with the current situation in East
Timor, including UNTAET chief, Sergio Vicira de
Mecllo. On 27 June, Mr de Mecllo had told the UN
Security Council that he was ‘concerned by attacks
on minority communitics, namely the Muslims, the
cthnic Chinese and the Protestants ...” He also
expressed anxiety about the low priority given to
prisons and courts, and the lack of funding for such
matters: ‘... words can only feebly reflect the chal-
lenges we have to face cach day in East Timor,
challenges which 1 must confess we are often ill-
cquipped to deal with.” The Tribunal was not
convinced that the UN transitional administration
could protect ‘SRPP’ from persecution, given ‘the
concerns expressed by Special Representative de
Mello, the reports on inaction of the police at present
in relation to less serious crimes, and the virtual non-
operation of the justice system, which lacks even the
most basic facilitics.’

So ‘SRPP’ was found to be an East Timorese
national who faced persecution if returned to that
territory. But this was not the end of the matter. The
Tribunal still had to deal with the Portugal question,
and herc it largely agreed with the arguments offered
by Justice Finkelstein in the Federal Court two years
earlier. The Tribunal said that it could not make ‘a

positive finding that the Applicant is a Portuguese

citizen under Portuguese domestic law’. The Applicant

may have a right to acquirc Portuguese citizenship

but the application must be voluntary, and all

applications would be considered on a casc-by-casc

basis. ‘We are therefore not satisfied that the Applicant
will receive effective protection in Portugal’,
the Tribunal concluded.

IHE COMMONWEALTH HAD the option of appealing the
AAT decision to the Federal Court but, much to the
surprise of ‘SRPP’s’ lawyer, it failed to do so within
the 28-day window available. Thus the decision now
stands and has profound implications for other East
Timorese asylum scekers in Australia, of whom the
large majority, like ‘SRPP’, are cthnic
Chinese. It is bizarre but true that neither
DIMA nor the Refugee Review Tribunal is
obliged to sce the decision in ‘SRPP’ as a
precedent that must also be applied in
similar cases. Despite the fact that the casc
was referred to the AAT on the basis that
it involved ‘an important principle, or
issuc, of gencral application’, the decision
is not legally binding.

Thus DIMA could insist that all remain-
ing 1650 cascs be considered individually,
and hope that the situation in East Timor
will gradually improve with time, so that
Representative de Mcllo’s comments even-
tually become redundant.

However, the AAT has provided a
compcelling legal argument that all East
Timorese of Chinesc background should
now be scen as refugees entitled to Aust-
ralia’s protection. The immediate grant of
permanent residence under a special visa
category would save time, money and
administrative effort. There is also a
compelling moral argument that the same
protection should also be extended to the
non-Chinesce among the asylum scekers, in
recognition of the fact that they have now
lived in Australia for several years and estab-
lished new lives herc. As a matter of basic
human decencey, the government must
finally bring an end to the debilitating uncertainty
which the East Timoresc asylum scekers have been
forced to suffer.

At the end of the protest outside the DIMA office
in Casselden Place, the threc Timorese men were cut
free from the red tape, handed symbolic passports and
welcomed to Australia with cheers. It is high time
for real life to mimic art.

Peter Mares prescnts the Asia Pacific program on
Radio National and Radio Australia. His book on
asylum seckers will be published by UNSW Press in
February 2001.
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With an eye on
Jakarta, federal
governments—both
Labor and
Coalition—opposed
applications for
refugee status,
arguing that people
born in East Timor
had an inherent right
to Portuguese
nationality, and
therefore no right to
refugee status in

Australia.,



N THIS SEASON OF PEACE and good will, the federal government
is about to commit itself to increasing defence expenditure by
60 per cent a year on current levels within a decade. This will
bring Australia back to its rightful position beside Israel, India,
Taiwan and Korea as a major middle power of our region. Well
below China, Japan and Saudi Arabia, of course, but again com-
fortably outspending Iran, Indonesia, Singapore and any five of
the South East Asian countries put together.

Defence correspondents are busily adopting the shopping
lists being touted around the various services, and lamenting
the fact that, cven with a lot more money, it will be impossible
to get everything on the wish list. When the Navy starts
mentioning aircraft carriers, you know it is party time.

Even the opinion polls suggest that the public appreciates
that more has to be spent. No doubt this is as much a result of
a sickly feeling, in the middle of the panic about East Timor
last year, that the then budget could not sustain a major
deployment of troops. There is also the obvious instability of
Papua New Guinea, Vanuatu, Kiribati and Fiji, begging for some
intervention we might not be up to. Others might have heard
that we are spending a mere 1.8 per cent of GDP on defence.
Real men, it is said, would not be scen dead with less than
three per cent, the figure the White Paper will set as a target.

In fact, there is nothing obvious or magical about any
particular percentage. The biggest spender on defence in our
hemisphere is Japan, at one per cent of its GDP—but a GDP so
large that it dwarfs everyone in the arca but China. China’s
military expenditure is about the same, but takes more than
five per cent of its GDP. Dear old China, with a population 60
times ours, armed forces outnumbering us 45 to one, and a GDP
nearly twice ours, would almost certainly cream us if we were
each playing away with our air forces and armies. But it lacks
the navy, the transports, or the amphibious equipment even to
attack Taiwan, assuming it wanted to. India has a navy, nuclcar
weapons and three per cent expenditure on defence, but even if
it were not preoccupied with Pakistan, its energics only put it
on about level pegging on gross expenditure.

Of course it is true that Indonesia, China and India can
sustain far more soldiers for a dollar than we can, and that, in
certain situations, numbers count. But our civil infrastructure
is more readily adaptable to military infrastructurce than
anything in any other country (except Japan, bar the fact that it
lacks oil} in our hemisphere. That is even before one thinks of
great and powerful friends and resupplicers.

Ah yes, they say, but to be at the new leading edge costs
much. OQur neighbours, moreover, are as concerned as we are
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about potential instabilit and will spend more. Unless we
increase our pace, they wi  :zatch up.

It is not as simple as that. For one thing, though much of
our equipment is of the 1' 0s and 1970s in conception, there
has hardly been a 1980s, 1990s or 2000s new generation of the
same type of equipment. We may need to maintain and renew
such equipment, supplem: it perhaps with radar and missile
systems, and keep such things as their avionics or clectronics

systems up to date. They are, however, about as good
as one can get for the fi :seeable future.

BUT THIS 1S NOT what the White Paper will argue. The reason
why, however, has little to do with the resources necessary to
defend our population or our boundaries. Defence is now to
involve new roles, about which  ere is no clear consensus. It
is possible to imagine that Australia will play a far greater role
in peacekeeping and, beyo  peacekeeping, peacemaking.

Peacekeeping and peacemaking are becoming more sophis-
ticated, but are much more expensive of manpower than of
capital, even if a progressive upgrade of communications and
supply becomes warrante  The skills our men and women
might need guarding the border between, say, Irian Jaya and
Papua New Guinea, or in intervening to save lives in Fiji, may
well be different from those required for continental defence.
This poses a major challenge for our forces, particularly if the
chief ingredient, manpower. is heavily rationed, a reserve system
is maintained only for puk  relarions purposes, and if there is
no scheme for a rapid build-up of forces. Australia playing
regional citizen does not, in short, mandate a re-cquipment
justifying a diversion of resources from health, education, social
sccurity or, perhaps particularly, foreign aid.

Where our defence forces are almost certainly inadequate
is in their capacity for overscas offensive operations. We do not
have properly balanced torces. Our developing modcl of the well-
cducated, well-trained soli 1 operating with initiative, highly
sophisticated equipment and tactical and strategic intelligence
does notsit well inany As 1 scenario. We (and our imaginable
allies) are no better equip 1 for a war in the jungles of Viet-
nam, the freezing hills of  orca or a sicge in Singapore than
ever we were, and it is doubtful whether a massive re-cquip-
ment would make much difference. This does not mean that
such situations are unimaginable, or that we should do noth-
ing if they do occur or appear likely. But it does mean that we
have to have different ideas about how we cope with them.

Jack Waterford is editor o1 e Canberra Times.



Wrong way, go back

From Jon Greenaway
Peter Mares (‘The Ones That Don’t Get
Away’, October 2000) refers to comments
made by British Home Secretary Jack Straw
after 58 Chinese migrants suffocated in the
back of a tomato truck as they were smug-
gled across the English Channel. Straw said
that a better intcrnational system is needed
to cope with asylum seekers and pointed
out that the 1951 Refugee Convention
allows for the claiming of asylum but does
not compel countries that have ratified the
treaty to allow passage across their borders.
Thercfore, those flecing with a genuine fear
of persccution travel in the same manner as
economic migrants: in the back of trucks,
inleakyboatsand with false documentation.
Surely the manner in which asylum
scekers arrive in Australia, combined with
Australia’s historical fears of being swamped
from the north, fosters negative attitudes
among the general community and this has
allowed the current government to take an
unsympathetic stance. Mares also writes
that Straw observed that refugees sceking
resettlement, should be able to “apply “out-
side country” without having to go through
the hurdles they face at the present’.
Straw’s comments highlight the problem
that the international regimen currently in
place to deal with refugees actually cont-
ributes toillegal migration. Australiaisone
of many countrics, including Britain, to
have a rclatively fair refugece status deter-
mination procedure—that is, for now—
undermined by punitive measures dealing
with illegal arrivals. Increasingly, asylum
scekers move through countries that they
can gain access to more casily, but which do
not offer much by way of refuge, until they
sce a chance to get past the barriers and into
Australia, North America or Europe.
Thailand is onc such country. Many
from the Middle East who are currently
inmates of Woomera, Villawood and Port
Hedland would have passed through
Bangkok on their way to Australia. Thailand
is casy to get to and stay in and, while not
a signatory to the refugee convention, has
many embassies geared to accept applica-
tions for rescttlement after people receive
refugee status from the office of the United
Nation’s High Commissioner for Refugees
(UNHCR). It also has many groups involved
in human trafficking.
If Australia and other countries adopted
a policy of accepting more refugees for

rescttlement from places such as Bangkok,
instead of the few hundred that are screened
through each year (this includes a quota for
Burmese), then perhaps fewer genuine cases
would end up thrusting wads of US dollars
into the hands of smugglers. Certainly at
least it would balance our tough border
policies.

However, there scems little cause to
hope that such a change is in the air.
Department of Immigration and Multicul-
tural Affairs staff take an inordinatc amount
of time to determine applications. Accord-
ing to many cmbassy officials, this statc of
affairs has less to do with establishing bona
fides than with the hope that applicants
will get discouragedand move on toanother
embassy. One family I spoke with last year
was still waiting for a decision after 16
months. During Minister Ruddock’s visit
to Bangkok in July, he distributed a
laughably crude vidceo, designed to be seen
by would-b¢ illegal migrants, that showed
sharks, crocodiles and burning boats along
Australia’s north coast and pcople locked
up in the middle of nowhere.

Implementing Jack Straw’s idea is not
without problems, not the least that ‘out of
country’ locations become asylum-secking
ghettos. Yet a blunt appraisal of Bangkok
might produce the conclusion that it is
better to be that than what it is at the
moment: an illegal migrants’ ghetto. Such
changes would have to be implemented by
all refugee-receiving countries, however.
The UNHCR, which has been limp on the
issuc of asylum scckers during the steward-
ship of Sadako Ogata, nceds to take a lead
under newly appointed High Commissioner
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and former Dutch prime minister, Ruud
Lubbers. Otherwise, anomalies will start
diminishing what protection there is ‘in-
country’. Mr Ruddock noted onc such
anomaly in August: that only five to 15 per
cent of Iraqis and Afghanis detained by
authorities in Indoncsia were considered
refugees by UNHCR, yet in Australia 90 to
95 per cent were being granted temporary
protection visas on the basis of precedent in
the Australian courts.
Jon Greenaway
Bangkok, THAILAND

On balance

From Neil Ormerod, Catholic Institute of
Sydney

Re: Maurie Costello’s letter on Dominus
lesus.

While one may recognise and appreciate
the angst in the letter from Maurie Costello,
one may question its cffectiveness against
its target, the latest Vatican document,
Dominus lesus.

Mr Costello begins his letter with a
powerful affirmation of Trinitarian and
Christological faith. In fact a good half of
the Vatican document is a reaffirmation of
this same faith. The Trinitarian and
Christological faith which Mr Costello
professes 1s based on the historical claim
that ‘Jesus Christ has a significance and a
valuce for the human race and its history,
which are unique and singular, proper to
him alone, exclusive, universal, and absolute’
{Dominus Iesus, n.15). Without that claim
there is simply no belief in Trinity.

Mr Costello goes on to assert that ‘the
Holy Spirit brings salvation to all through
all religions’. In fact Dominus lesus comes
pretty close to affirming the very same
thing—'the salvific action of Jesus Christ,
with and through his Spirit, extends beyond
the visible boundarics of the Church to all
humanity’ (n.12}. But what Dominus lesus
recognises, and Mr Costello does not, is that
such a statement is de facto an assertion of
the special, though not exclusive, role of
Christian faith. Belicf in the Holy Spirit, as
third person in the Trinity, is a Christian
belief, not Muslim, or Buddhist. To read
other faiths as part of the work of the Holy
Spirit is to present a very Christian reading
of them, and to claim to know more about
these religions than they do of themselves.
If thisis an arrogant judgment on the part of
Dominus [esus, then Mr Costello shares it.

Dominus Iesus has been much misrep-
resented in the press. It deals with some
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complex issues with more openness than

has been given credit. It has undoubtedly

caused offence to some, but in its basic

thrust it seeks to preserve the same faith
Mr Costello holds dear.

Neil Ormerod

Strathficld, NSW

Close enmities

From Philip Mendes

Recent events in the Middle East are disap-
pointing and disturbing. Disappointing
because peace seemed so close at Camp
David, yct now scems so far. Disturbing
becausc the local Isracli-Palestinian
national conflict (arguably still resolvable
in a fair and practical way} appears to have
been transformed into a broader Isracli-
Arab and Jewish-Muslim global religious
and cultural conflict.

The latter interpretation was par-
ticularly vivid in the recent SBS news item
whichdepicted a group of young Indonesian
girls running through the streets of Jakarta
thousands of miles from the Middle East,
calling for a ‘jihad’ against the Jews and
I[srael. Most of these girls would never have
met an Isracli or a Jew in their lite. It is also
unfortunately present in local Australian
protests which may have significant
implications for our multicultural socicty.

Forexample, we have witnessed demon-
strations by some local Palestinians which
have included the chanting of anti-Jewish
slogans. There have also been a number of
examples of anti-Jewish vilification and
incitement in secctions of the Arabic-

language media. Perhaps, most significantly,
there was the case of the firecbomb attack on
a Canbcerra Jewish Centre. Instead of
condemning the attack, the local PLO
representative, Ali Kazak, suggested bizarrcly
that the Jewish community may have
committed the attack themselves in order
to distract attention from Israeli actions.

There is no verifiable evidence that any
violent anti-Jewish actions have been com-
mitted by local Arabs or Muslims. Nor arc
any of the above actions necessarily
endorsed by most members of the Aust-
ralian Arab and Muslim communities. In
fact, some Jewish and some Arab/Muslim
groups have continucd to cngage in
co-opcration and dialogue despite the
current hostilities.

It is also not my intention to deny the
legitimacy of Palestinian anger in the cur-
rent circumstances. Palestinians have been
the major victims of the conflict for 52
years, and it is understandable that they
seek to express their solidarity with their
brothers and sisters in the West Bank and
Gaza Strip.

What is of major concern, however, is
when a legitimate political grievance gets
transferred as per the above examples into
broader religious and racial bigotry. It also
has some potentially serious implications
when considered in a historical context.

It is casily forgotten that most Arab
countries have a significant history of
intolerance and discrimination towards
Jews which long predates the cmergence of
the modern Jewish state of Israel. While
certainly not comparable to the genocidal
history of Christian anti-Semitism, this

intolerance culminated in the brutal expul-
sion of over half a million Jews from Arab
countriesin the immediate post-1948 years.

Contrary to the claims of some his-
torical litcrature, this cxodus was not
identical either in cause or motivation to
the Palestinian refugee exodus of 1948. Nor
was it a fair or justifiable population
exchange of Arab Jews for Palestinian
Arabs.

However, just as Israel has never com-
pen: ed Palestinians for its major role in
their exodus, so the Arab states have never
atoned or apologised for the cxpulsion of
their Jewish population. The ironic and
perhaps most pertinent factor is that most
of these Jewish refugees settled in Israel,
and  lay form the backbonc of the right-
wing partics which refuse to recognise
Palestinian national rights.

In considering both the tone and means
of their support for the Palestinians, Aus-
tralian Arabs and Muslims may want to
reflect on this history of intolerance, and its
potc ial lcssons for local Jewish—-Arab/
Muslim relations today.

Philip Mendes
Kew, VIC

For Pius

From Christopher Dowd or

It was predictable that the daily newspapers
reacted without sophistication of historical
judg™ent to Pope Pius IX’s beatification,
but  sappointing that Eurcka Street did
likewise. Fr Dan Madigan {Eurcka Street,
October 2000} laments that the recently

Men of hospitality

Living and proclaiming God’s hospitable love

As lived out by St John of
God over tive centuries ago,
our vocation is to give of
ourselves completely and
treely; to be a brotherly
presence; a symbol ot hope
tor the world; proclaiming
God’s hospitable love to
all.

We are called to a
charism of hospitalicy and
love that promotes healing,

advocacy and reconciliation
for those marginalised by our
soclety.

Our core of hospitality
compels and urges us to
deepen our relationship wi
God. ourselves and wi
those whom we share our
lives.  community  and
NUnstry.

We are the: "Brothers
St John ot God.’

Will you dare to accept God’s
invitation to a life dedicated
to hospitality?

It so please contaet:

Br. John Clegg OH.

Vocations Director.

POy Box BN 1035,

Burwood North, NSW 2134
Australia.

Telephone (012) 9747 1699
Facsimile (02) 9744 3202

Emuail provincialeestjohn.com.au

Website: wwwasgohn.conaa
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An eye for a tooth?

N IMAGE FROM THE EVENING NEws stayed with me as [ made my way to the
opening service of the Anglican Diocese of Melbourne’s Synod in mid October:
a lone Palestinian boy wielding a sling, hurling stones at a heavily armoured
Israeli vehicle. Less than an hour later, in St Paul’s Cathedral, a version of Psalm
122 was being sung as the second hymn of the Synod Eucharist. This psalm
includes the verse, ‘Pray for the peace of Jerusalem: May they prosper who love
you. Peace be within your walls, and sccurity within your towers.” In a powerful
irony, as we reached this point in the hymn, the line of text refused to scan
with the music, reducing the 800 plus-strong congregation to an awkward,
frustrating muteness. It was as though we were faced with an unutterable
prayer.

This frustration was partly eased, partly exacerbated, when Synod consid-
ered a motion concerning the crisis, which included the phrase, ‘... and notes
the disproportionate violence’. While the intention behind the words “dis-
proportionate violence’ is immediately evident, the expression does make you
wonder what ‘proportionate violence’ might look like. Violence is inherently
disproportionate.

In his concisce study, War and Peace in the Middle East, Avi Shlaim (Pro-
fessor of International Relations at Oxford University) evaluates the initiatives
for peace up to 1995 under ‘Pax Americana’—the latest incarnation of the post-
Ottoman syndrome. Shlaim argues that the ‘New World Order’ announced by
President Bush and established by the Gulf War was largely a restoration of the
old order {contrived state boundaries with little or no legitimacy in the eyes of
their citizens) dressed up in the clothes of the new. Yet the solution of the
Arab-Israeli conflict was one point of that administration’s five-point post-
conflict plan that received serious, sustained and cven-handed attention.

President Clinton’s return to the ‘Israel-first’ approach of Reaganism,
however, set a pattern of selective US indulgence towards negotiation-by-force
which was first evident in the 1993 Israeli bombing of Lebanon and which the
one-sided casu  ies of recent weeks continue to bear out. The rhetoric of calling
both sides of the conflict to account fails to square with what Shlaim describes
as America’s ‘derisory’ monetary commitment to the experiment of Palestinian
self-government. Having seen the poverty endured in Gaza and the West Bank,
during a recent visit to Israel, I don’t find it difficult to understand why Yasser
Arafat struggles to contain the anger of groups such as Hamas.

If it is naive to cxpect that those with competing claims to Jerusalem will
‘turn the other cheeld’, then the ancient wisdom of ‘an eye for an eye’—a comimon
heritage of Judaism, Islam and Christianity—must be insisted on. Given the
frightening speed at which chronic instability can devolve into uncontrollable
and—yes—disproportionate violence, ‘Pax Americana’ {of which Australia is
surely still an outpost) must check the posturing of its David-turncd-Goliath.
For a new David has arisen in Palestine, and we all know the unlikely outcome
of that story of disproportionate violence.

Richard Treloar is Associate Chaplain to Trinity College, University of
Melbourne, and teaches in the United Faculty of Theology.
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Your everyday
tragedy

IF YOU TAKE NEws broadcasts as a guide,
there scems to be an inordinate amount of
tragedy emanating from Russia of late.
Bor  going off in underground stations.
Submarines sinking. In August, Moscow’s
Ostankino tclccommunications tower
caug fire, bringing fresh disaster to the
Russian capital. A number of fircfighters
died in the inferno. There was, officials
announced, no guarantee that the tower
would not come crashing down, its sup-
porting cables irreversibly weakened by the
flames.

The one constant in all of these reports
is that we view them through the cyes of
the Western media. And so we are meant to
digest, in predictable style and order, the
footage of shocked relatives and friends,
public recactions, simple outpourings of gricf,
memorial services and indignant politicians
orde g solemn inquirics. It’s a tried and
tested template; butit’s alsoa very Western
onc. And when applied to the Russian
experience, cracks begin to appear in the
tem] te.

So what is going on in Russia? In strug-
gling with that question, we might first
examinc the devices through which we are
viewing the events, rather than the events
themselves. The pressing question seems
tobe whether conventional media coverage
does much to help us understand the nature
of life, death and grief in modern Russia.

It may Dbe a little unfair to target the
Western media in such a way. After all,
such institutions deliver that which we
oursclves expeet and hope to receive: when
tragedy visits, we want to empathise. We
seck out the familics and fricnds of the
victi 3 as human faces of the otherwise
impersonal events. It is not ghoulish to ask
for such things: a will to share sorrow is a
noble-enough faculty. There is also no
reason to suggest that many Russians don't
experience the mostintense and protracted
grief at the difficulties and disasters that
visit their country. But it is folly to suggest
that this or that disaster, among the many
that Russia endures with regularity, will
cquate to a similar event in the West. In
Russia, such eventsare nota cruel anomaly.
They are more or less the expectation of
daily life.

Russia is a nation that has an almost
unic ly guarded approach to tragedy. It is
a posture that seems now to be adopted



almostinstinctively, after hundreds of ycars
of exposure to despotic regimes, invasions,
occupations and the rigours of life in a
climate that can be extraordinarily hostile.

In the last century alone, the Soviet
cra’s doctrinaire focus on the strength of
the collective at the expense of the
individual further eroded people’s right to
express sorrow and abandonment. In the
face of terror, an entire people can become
conditioned to repress natural and spon-
tancous grief. In Russia, when people are
cxecuted, when entire regions are starved
or worked to dcath, the first rcaction is
silence. Indeed, in the 20th century, silence
was a neccessary survival mechanism.
During Stalin’s regular purges, overt sym-
pathising with the victims could be viewed
as an act of potential dissent or disruption.
Unless, of course, the grief had first been
sanctioned by the State.

Anna Akhmatova wrote of the phenom-
cnon when, in her poem Requiem, she
spoke of the sorrow and anger that she was
forced to suppress as she grieved for her son,
incarcerated by the authorities:

Today I have much work to do:

I must finally kill my memory,

I must, so my soul can turn to stone,
I must learn to live again.

Such inhumanities no longer exist on
such a scale in Russia. But the vestiges of
the Sovict State’s will to silence refuse to
drop away: witness the sailor’s mother,
scdated by authoritics for launchinga tirade
against the authoritics and their policies,
the inceptitude of which killed her son on
the Kursk. If no longer completely State-
sanctioned, silence is still the preferred
response in Russia. Silence is golden. It
avoids the messiness, the expectation of
action that follows rigorous democratic
dchate. We who enjoy such privileges—to
the point where they are nolonger regarded
as privileges—should not losce sight of the
fact that Akhmatova’s great poem is still a
valid contemporary parable in Russia. And
while Requiem spcaks of the anguish
involved in the act of suppression, it also
hints at still darker possibilitics: what if
there comes a point when suppressing one’s
grief becomes instinctive and irreparable?

*

[t1s mid August and the nuclear Leviathan
Kursk sank only days ago. On the frantic
Russian newscasts, the older generation’s
response to the disaster is distressingly
taciturn. Newly Westernised Russian hacks
walk the streets of Moscow scarching for

the requisite vox pop, but older Muscovites
are not offering. Regrets are expressed, but
pcople remain guarded when asked for
simple, honest responses to the event.
Discomfort in front of the camceras might
cxplain alittle of this, but there’s more to it
than that. Few of thesc older individuals
venture anything of themselves.

In contrast, younger intervicwees rail
against the government’s handling of the
submarine disaster. President Putin’s
carriage of the matter is called
into question. The military is
berated for papering over inad-
cquate safety levels. These
young Russians arc variously
raging and sorrowful. And just
like people on the streets of
contemporary New York or
Mclbourne, they want heads to
roll after a disaster that appears
linked to official negligence.
They are refreshingly forthright
in their grief, anger, disappoint-
ment and cynicism. But it
would pay us to realise that
such an indignant public res-
ponse is something that Russia
is only now beginning to
exercise with confidence and
impunity. It may take even longer for the
moribund machinery of the Russian
administration to lecarn how to deal
cffectively and appropriately with such
democratic openness.

The machinery of the Russian State is
alrcady working overtime and it is not
accustomed to delivering compassionate
government. While dealing with an
unscrviccable national debt, an outmoded
industry base and an inability to fced itsclf
with poorly run, recently decollectivised
farming practices, Russia is funding and
fighting what military cxperts call a ‘high-
intensity’ warin Chechnya. ‘High-intensity’
is amartial way of saying that the gloves arc
off. Whether onc believes official Russian
casualty reports or not, the fact remains
that thousands of young Russians and
Chechens are being sacrificed and ripped
apart in the Caucasus. When they donotdic
outright, woundcd Russian soldiers are sent
home to military hospitals that often do
not have adequate supplics of anacsthetic
and linen. God only knows what happens to
wounded Chechens.

The alternative to being paid to be a
soldier in Chechnya is at least as hopeless,
if notas vivid. Many young Russians cannot
find work. Alcoholism and narcotic addic-
tion is rife throughout the country, as hope
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incvitably gives way to despair. Those
individuals who do have work are often
paid atirregular intervals, if they are paid at
all. The sailors on the Kursk—the pride of
the Northern fleet—had in all likelihood
not been paid for months.

And beneath these basic social and
cconomic ills there is the insidious Mafia
activity compromising almost every level
of Russian society. The latter’s effect on
daily life cannot be overstated: as long as it

exists, foreign investment—that

‘ global panacea to unemployment

and debt—will stay away.

But there are still more disturb-
ing trends: the incidence of crimes
involving cannibalism is rising
alarmingly. In the southern indus-
trial city of Rostov-on-Don, the
number of serial killings is now,
percapita, the highest in the world.
Russians arc forced to live along-
side such truths every day. In such
a context, on¢ could forgive people
for failing to muster visible collec-
tive grief over one more disaster.
There must come a point at which
the individual contends in vain
against the enormity of cvents.

Technical reports suggest that

the Ostankino fire originated in an clect-
rical short-circuit. Apparently, the modern
telccommunications boom in Moscow had
forced the tower tobe hastily and {probably)
negligently overloaded with hundreds of
new mobile phone and television lines. The
intricacics of a socio-cconomic system that
took the United States over 200 years to
develop find themselves condensed into a
decade in modern Russia’s quest toredefine
itsclf.

And in this mad rush, ¢ven more
Russians suffer, mostly in obscurity. Given
that the nation retains such a powerful
nuclear capability, perhaps we should be
thankful for the stoic patience of the country
as a whole and hope, quictly, that the
vehement compassion expressed publicly
by ordinary young Russians in today’s
streets will manifest itself in the Russian
administration of tomorrow.

—Luke Fraser

This month's contributors: Jon Greenaway
is Eurcka Street’s South East Asia corres-
pondent; Toby O’Connor is the Excceutive
Sceretary of the Australian Catholic Social
Weltare Commission: www.acswe.org.au;
Luke Fraser holds an Honours degree in
Russian litcrature. He has spent time in
Russia and now works in Canberra.
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injunctions, guarantee the right of every employee not
to have to belong to a union to obtain or to retain
employment. More importantly, the frecdom of
association laws also gave every employee the right
to belong to a trade union. In my view, the primary
rcason for enacting these measures was to smash
‘closcd shops'—that is, de facto compulsory union-
ism which still existed in many blue collar industries.

Ironically for the government, which believed
these laws would be used mainly against trade unions,
the freedom of association provisions have been used
rather skilfully by trade unions to protect the rights
of their members. This is because the essence of
freedom of association is to enable workers to under-
take work for employers, whether or not they are
unionists. As employers possess the capacity to hire
and fire, it is employers who must comply with the
freedom of association laws when taking on or when
shedding labour.

The freedom of association laws, I suggest, can
be best thought of as having two limbs: the discrimi-
nation limb and the bargaining limb. A recent example
of the discrimination limb in action was the 1997-
1998 watertront dispute where High Court injunctions
prevented the employer from giving the jobs of its
unionised employees to a non-union workforce. The
bargaining limb of the freedom of association laws is
aimed at protecting not solely the right to belong, but
also the capacity of workers to exercisc their
membership rights. In my view, these membership
rights include the right to be represented by the trade
union in individual workplace disputes, but more
importantly, the right of members to have their trade
union engage in collective bargaining on their behalf.
After all, the primary rcason why employees form and
join trade unions is so that the unions can ¢ngage in
collective bargaining. In this ycar’s BHP and Common-
wealth Bank disputes, the Federal Court was required
to rule on whether and under what circumstances the
bargaining limb of the freedom of association laws
will guarantce the right of unionists to have the terms

and conditions of their employment deter-

B mined through collective bargaining.

HP unperTAKES [ron Ore mining and processing
in the Pilbara region of Western Australia, and until
November 1999 the terms and conditions of its
workers were governed by an award and by collective
agreements made under Western Australian industrial
law. Two other major mining concerns in the Pilbara
region are operated by Hamersley and Robe River, and
for some years these two employers have managed
their mines using individual agreements. They gave
up collective bargaining with trade unions and instead
managed their employees through the use of individ-
ual contracts. The high labour turnover, coupled with
variable wage rates in individual agreements, has led
to a lessening in their labour costs. At Hamersley and
Robe River, trade union membership is now very low.

In November 1999, in order to reduce its labour
costs and to become more competitive, BHP offered
its employees individual workplace agreements and
refused to engage in collective bargaining with the
unions. The workplace agreements contained more
bencficial terms and conditions of employment than
werce available under the existing award and collec-
tive agreements, and by January 2000, approximately
45 per cent of the employces had signed workplace
agrecments.

The unions brought proceedings secking inter-
locutory injunctions, asserting that the offering of
workplace agreements contravened the federal free-
dom of association laws. They attacked BHP on two
fronts. First, the unions argued that those workers who
had not signed workplace agreements had been injured
in their employment. In the view of the unions, the
BHP employees who remained on the award had been
unable to secure the beneficial terms and conditions
of employment set out in the workplace agreements.
This was because they wished their union
to collectively bargain on their behalf, but
BHP had refused to bargain. The union

It is erroneous to

casc had a sccond front: that having regard  drgue that freedom of

to BHP’s workplace agreement campaign
and its refusal to engage in collective
bargaining, the offers of individual
contracts amounted to inducements to
members to leave their union.
Interlocutory injunctions are com-
mands from a court to maintain the status
quo, until the rights of the applicant can
be conclusively determined in a trial
where testimony is given by witnesses for

ass

both sides. In interlocutory procecdings t0 Saying that

for an injunction, the court is required
only to rule that the affidavits and docu-
ments disclose that there is a scrious legal — pr ts
question to be resolved at the forthcoming b

trial, and that the balance of convenience €

is in favour of the applicant obtaining a ch
status quo injunction.

On 31 January 2000, Justice Gray g} to ictise the

granted interlocutory injunctions against fal
BHP, torbidding the company from offer-

ing further workplace agreements until attending reh’gio
worship and related

the completion of the trial. On 7 April, a
Full Federal Court upheld the injunctions,

but via a process of reasoning diffcrent « remonies.

from the rcasons given by the first-

instance judge. In the view of Justice Gray, it was
arguable that the award employces had been injured
in their employment, even though their remunera-
tion and other terms and conditions of ecmployment
had not been diminished. The more beneficial terms
in the workplace agreements, coupled with BHP's
refusal to engage in collective bargaining, injured the
employees in a collective sense. In Justice Gray's
opinion, ‘The concept of membership ... is more than
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a mere formality. It includes the notion of the ability
to have terms and conditions of employment regulated
on a collective basis.” He also held that it was arguable
that the offers of workplace agreements combined
with the refusal to bargain collectively was conduct
that amounted to impermissible inducements to
members to leave their unions. In his Honour’s view,
conduct could amount to an inducement, even where
there was no express intention to impermissibly induce.
For the Full Court, the provisions of the Work-
place Relations Act prohibiting employers from
injuring the employment of employecs had not been
breached by BHP. The judges asserted that thesc
provisions operated in an individual sense and not in
a collective sense. In other words, injury in employ-
ment requires intentional acts directed to individual
employees leading to some actual diminution in the
terms and conditions of employment. Giving
other employecs more beneficial conditions
cannot of itself injure award employccs. How-
¢ver, the injunction was upheld becausc it was
arguable that there had been impermissible
inducements by BHP.

Two further comments on the reasoning
of the judges are pertinent at this point in my
narration. First, in their reasoning, the Full
Court did not hold that the freedom of
association laws necessarily protected the
right of members to insist on collective bar-
gaining. Second, although the reasoning of the
Full Court is somewhat unclear, it also
seemed to be of the opinion that for induce-
ments to be impermissible, an actual intent
to induce must be shown. At the time of

writing, the trial of this procceding has

not concluded.

SINCE ITS ESTABLISHMENT carly in the previous

century, relations between the Common-

wealth Bank and the banking unions have

been co-operative. However, in 1996 the bank
was privatised and endeavoured to become more com-
petitive. At the beginning of this ycar, negotiations
for a new collective agreement took place between
the bank and the Finance Sector Union of Australia;
however, by mid August negotiations reached an
impasse. The bank stated that it had made its final
offer and that it was up to the union to accept it. In
order to place pressure on the union, on 1 September
2000, the bank wrote to its employees offering them
individual workplace agreements, but the offers were
only open for threc weeks.

On 28 September, Justice Finkelstein sitting in
the Federal Court granted the union interlocutory
injunctions preventing the bank from taking further
steps to offer or to process workplace agreements. The
judge was bound by the holding of the Full Court in
the BHP case that the offering of workplace agrece-
ments without altering the conditions of the award
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employees could not constitute injury to their
employment. However, Justice Finkelstein held that
it was arguable that the bank had impermissibly
induced members to leave the union because the
intention behind the offer of the workplace agree-
ments was to pressure the union for the purposes of
any futurc barga ing negotiations. The bank knew

that the otters would induce some cmployceces
I to leave and thus to weaken the union.

N My ViEw, the right to be a union member docs
include the right of unionists to have their terms and
conditions of employment collectively determined
between the unic  and the employer. It is erroneous,
I suggest, to arg  that freedom of association only
protects membership, but not the right of collective
bargaining. This type « argument is akin to saying
that freedom of religion protects the right to be a
member of a chu 1, but not the right to practise the
faith through attending religious worship and related
ceremonies. As Justice Gray put it in the BHP case,
union membership ‘would be a mere shell” if the
members could not engage in collective bargaining.

In my opinion, the central issue in both the BHP
and Commonwealth Bank cascs was in what circum-
stances can an ¢ ploycer who has been engaging in
collective bargaining withdraw from collective
bargaining and instead institute a regime of individual
workplace agreements? In other words, what types of
employer conduct will or will not amount to bargain-
inginbadfaith? U ortunatcly, the collective bargaining
mechanism in the Workplace Relations Act is a crude
mechanism. The statute allows unions and employers
to take industrial action to pressure one another, with
the role of the Australian Industrial Relations
Commission bei ; largely confined to terminating
bargaining only in very exceptional circumstances.

The BHP and Commonwecalth Bank cases show,
in my judgment, that what is required is for rules to
be fashioned concerning trade union recognition for
the purposes of I zaining, as well as rules requiring
unions and e¢mployers to bargain in good faith.
Collective bargaining comprises much more than
using the economic weapons of the strike or lockout.
It is necessary to amend the Workplace Relations Act
to fashion rules governing the holding and frequency
of meetings; the making of offers; the requirement to
respond in good faith to offers and counter-proposals;
the prohibition of employers from unilaterally altering
terms and condit ns of employment during bargain-
ing; and above all, resort to mediation and/or
conciliation. Rather than leaving such matters in the
hands of the courts, which are ill-equipped to admin-
ister ongoing disputes, the administration of these
rules should be in the hands of the Australian
Industrial Relations Commission.

Ron McCallum  Professor at the Faculty of  aw,
University of Sy z2y.









Juvenile detention centres generate recid-
ivists and are so run-down that, recently,
the head of the largest one resigned in
protest at its ‘Dickensian’ conditions.
Criminal justice procedures are still not
designed for children—Thompson and
Venables’ conviction followed a show
trial (which they could not understand)
designed to establish their moral cul-
pability, with tabloids whipping up the
lynch mobs outside. In most European
countries, they would not even have been
legally culpable. Since then the UK has
abolished the ‘doli incapax’ rule, which
required a prosecutor to prove that
children aged between 10 and 14 under-
stood right and wrong. Adult courts
continue to try children charged with
serious crimes.

When is a child’s right, really a right?
Can you imagine a court directing an
adult to sacrifice his life for another?
When is a child’s right as serious as a
court’s opinions?

Moira Rayner is Director of the London
Children’s Rights Commissioner’s Office.
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Deletion incompletions

IN MEDIEVAL TIMES, before the advent of paper, books and documents were written
on specially prepared animal skins known as vellum or parchment. It was scarce,
cxpensive and highly prized—so precious that it was often recycled by washing
or scraping off an carlier text and writing something clse on top. Thus was
created the palimpsest. Strangely, what initially scemed an act of desecration where
ancient ‘heathen’ texts were scrubbed by monks in favour of more godly works,
has turned out to be an unlikely act of preservation. Modern techniques employ-
ing infrared light and digital enhancement can recover much of the erased text.

Most of us, in our offices and studies and homes, are now unwittingly in
the same business as those medicval monks, creating palimpsests. Only this
time the medium is far more familiar—it’s called a computer hard disk. Even
when a file or email has becen deleted, and the disk space reused, traces of what
once was there remain. And using appropriate techniques, it can be exhumed.
In what must be a windfall for investigators of swindlers and child pornographers,
such information can be admitted as ¢vidence in a court of law. These days it's
often not even particularly hard to get hold of data that in the past would have
been shredded. Several helpful features of the modern computer assist.

First, as Judge James Rosenbaum of Minncsota points out in a recent paper
in the law journal, Green Bag, ‘The computer lics when it says Delete.” Instead
of erasing fully what it is supposed to be deleting, the computer simply removes
the address, so it no longer knows where to find it, and can writc over it. But the
information is still there, for the most part in an casily recoverable form. Second,
most files are stored several times for various purposes. Besides the official named
file, there are temporary files, swap files, references in the registry, and more
besides. When the master file is deleted, some of these others may remain.
Finally, traces of the original message persist even after the disk space is reused.
If someonc is determined enough to do it, they can recover them.

In the worst possible casc, the rough draft of that abusive email you thought
better of sending to your insufferable boss, the sexist cartoon some ‘friend’
forwarded to you and the industrial relations proposal the company never adopted,
could all be dragged into court and used. In fact, Rosenbaum argues, the computer’s
capacity always to remember and never to forget endangers freedom of speech.
New Scientist tells of a woman sacked from a British company on the strength
of emails she had sent to a former boss now working for a rival. She had deleted
the emails, but they were retrieved. As the law stands, the magazine reports, it
is possible to libel someonc just by leaving material acceessible on a hard disk.

So what should we do? Rosenbauim suggests a kind of statute of limitation
on deleted data, after which it would be inadmissible as evidence. Others suggest
that this would be difficult to administer technically. And anyway, some argue,
it would greatly hamper our ability to combat organised crime and terrorism.

But if we don’t come up with a practical, commonsense solution to the
problem of computers’ elephantine memory, we will be forced into ‘dangerous
sclf-censorship over our ideas and cxpressions’, says Rosenbaum. A strange
concept indeed in the information age.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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The Beauty of the Lilies which we were reading,
sharing it.

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,
With glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me:
As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free.

This black iron stove is a pleasure. Colin chops
slim logs and it warms the room. It’s a Furphy stove
made by the firm in Victoria at Shepparton. ‘Do you
know the origin of the word “furphy”?’ Herb asked
when he first showed me the stove. ‘I think it means
a sort of white lie doesn’t it?’ ‘Yes, well, it means a
tall story. This company madc water carricrs that were
used in the First World War for the Australian Light
Horse Brigade in Egypt. The men used to gather round
them and fill their pannikins and tell stories and that's
where the word came from; “To tell a furphy”’’

Colin shot a dingo. When he was having smoko
this morning [ asked if he’d read the newspapers I'd
bought for him. ‘No, we had visitors yesterday. Gawd
Kate, I don’t have time to read them papers. I shot a
dingo. A black one. He was on the hill and we shot
him from about 200 yards. He was a big black one.’
[ said that perhaps it was the dingo Lois saw when
she went out with a torch yesterday morning at four
becausc the geese were calling. She saw two cyes
gleaming and thought it was a fox. It was partly
becausce of fear of foxes and dingoes that Exceptional
was brought up near the house. That, and to be nursed.

While Lois boiled the dogs’ food before she left
with Herb to sce Lucia Di Lammermoor, 1 asked her
to tell me what she thought was important in her life.
‘Good friends and family,” she said, stirring the mince.
‘I like to relate to people and animals. You see that's
why [don’t farm crops. You can raise animals or sced.
[ rear animals. Interaction, that’s what I like.” Then
as she pulled a casserole from the oven 1 persisted, ‘Is
there anything more than that?’ ‘Well, I'd like to think
I could call on people when T was old and that they
would call on me. I wouldn’t like to be in a nursing
home. The ideal would be to be like Colin’s father at
90, still in his house. If anything goes on here, Colin
says, “I'll ask Dad about that.” It’d be nice to be able
to give advice. Herb says that in years to come people
will say, “There’s that old woman up on the hill. Her
husband’s been dead for years and she’s still there
talking to her animals.” I think things happen to you
because you're in that place at that time. It’s divine
intervention because God wants something for you.
I think God’s been good to me. [ could’ve been a great
sinner. But I've never been in that position.’

‘Well,’ T said, ‘I think you possibly have been
tempted, you must have been surely, it’s just that you
didn’t choose.’

‘No, I sce girls now who can have onc-night stands
and all that sort of thing, it’s almost expeccted of them,
I was lucky to escape all that pressure. It’s like my
Aunt Ethel said, who I told you about. She told me
because I'd helped her move house when she was
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dying of cancer that I'd meet somebody very intel-
ligent and special and I'd never want for anything.
And that was Herh. I met him soon after that.’

With that she drew out the last  sh of meat,
closed the oven door, waved the gathering flies away
and said, ‘Now does that satisfy you? 've got to shower
now, Herh will be home soon and we must get going.’

Colin said as I stepped on to the verandah as he
brought in a pile of logs, ‘Do you likc snakes?’ ‘Yes,
where is it?’ ‘I buried him. Killed him down there by
the K-wire fence by a little sheet of tin. And when
I dragged that sugar bag past it rcared its head out.
Then when I stopped, it ducked back under. So
[ whacked down with the grubber on top of the iron
and took the iron+  and then killed him proper. And
buried hi in the underground wash.’

‘Why kill it? Aren’t they protected?’ ‘Blow
protection. One k  ed a calf here once. 1 killed him
too. Yes, we don’t like  em,’ said Lois standing to
see from the balcony where the tin lay.

Birth 1d death lic all around us. 1 thit  of life as
ashort period betv  :n the darkness of caves and then
ecstasy. We came from a cave; that cave was our
mother. Then for a while we dance in the light. Then
death’s cave. To dance in the light. It © sound odd
but I think it’s a responsibility to be happy if we can.

E 19th Julv
XCEPTIONAL 1S STANDING. But it is with the help of

a pair of iron callipers clamped around the wings of
her iliac. The tractor hums, holding the hook up in
the air from which she slings pa  ctically. Lois and
Herb arc down wi  her watching. This heroic effort
of erccting the cow is done four or five times a day for
half an hour or more cach time. Exceptional is gently
released and sinks down into a bed of hay. Lois, Colin
and Herb roll her over, prop her with bales and lcave
her to rest.

‘Do you think if we had got her up on her feet
earlicr it would have m ¢ any difference?’ T asked
Herb. ‘Yes, possibly. If it ever happens again, and
please God that it won’t, I'd get it up on the first day.’

The vet in his khaki overalls, with his bag and
assistant, came late yesterday afternoon. By this time
Exceptional’s tail was flaccid as it had not been before,
and movement had also been lost in the other hind
leg. With the deft cfficiency of the undaunted, he
hauled out the clamps, folded two jute bags, padded
the clamps with the bags and screwed them into the
cow’s hips. The tractor was driven close, the ho
the vet had brought linked on and slowly the cow
rose up. The hind legs bucked over. Putting his boot
to the knuckle the vet B rubbed it back, straighten-
ing it saying, ‘While you're having a smoke, any time
you're here, just keep doing this, they’ll straight
up.’

‘What do you think her chances are?’ Herb asked.
‘Er,” he said looking over at the cow swinging like a
wet flag, ‘About 2 ser cent.’



To watch Lois slave to save this animal is some-
thing. She rubs the head, offers a handful of hay, a
bucket of pellets or water and turns to me saying, ‘You
couldn’t do this at first. This brecd arc aggressive after
they've calved. That’s why no Santa Gertrudis calf’s
weight is in the records books. No-one can get near
to weigh them. Sce, she likes to be seratched. You
can sce them rubbing up against posts, they itch.’

I make bread, soup and a lime syrup cake, any-
thing that might give a bit of comfort. Euthanasia is a
big topic now with legislation passed for it in the
Northern Territory. Herb is opposed. ‘It’s our job to
save life. There’s a doctor here who performs hundreds
of abortions a week. I see the cars lined up outside his
surgery when I drive in. That’s murder. But he has his
view of it, and to him it’s not. It’s not for me to judge
him. I just have to usc what talents I have to save life.’

‘Here are three articles in the MJA, one in favour
of cuthanasia, onc opposed and the other, the official
line more or less fence-sitting. It's just arrived, take a
look if you like.’

Brilliant sunny days, the kettle whistles like the
wind. The sun shines, the dams gleam, dark trees on
the hillsides shine, the cattle nuzzle cach other, lic
curled together out of the wind, chew the cud and
thrive. Exceptional hangs in her swing in the wind
and cvery hour increases the odds against survival.

The man and the woman work on Exceptional
from daylight to dusk. When Herb lecaves it is dark
and when he comes back it is noon. They are tender
to this cow. What we don’t say is what we are
thinking. We talk at mecal times about their time
training in Wales near Cyncoed after which they
named this farm. The music they heard in Wales, the
concerts, the choirs. They play records. Tt will take
more now I think than ‘The Battle Hymn of the
Republic’ to brace our fading hope.

The young bulls come up to the fence and watch
Exceptional hanging from the hook. People keep say-
ing this company is good for the cow. Like us they
are more likely to give up when isolated from their
kind.

It is usual I suppose to ask what one’s life is
worth. What’s the purpose? Is any effort worth it?
Before Socrates drank the hemlock, he was learning a
melody on the flute. He was asked. "What use will
that be to you?” He replied, ‘At least T will learn this
meclody before I dic.’

[ asked a lover what he wanted most from life.
He was a professor of English and might have had
time, I imagined, to think this through. ‘Point,” he
replied.

‘What?

‘Point. I'd like to be able to see some point in my
lifc and I can’t.’ It put our affair in its place so I held
my tongue and mulled it over, chastened and shocked.

I remember the women volunteers caring for the
koalas burnt in bushfires. Caring for something, some
creature or somebody, can give point. Devotion lets

the self slip away, gives a moment’s peace from the
frantic ego crying down there in the well. Tt is better
to take water from the well than to drip down honey’s
polluting flattery.

The man I met at dusk on the banks of the Nile
in Uganda, when I asked him later at dinner why he’d
come out of retirement to work with refugees in the
Sudan said, ‘T wanted to empty mysclf. That is what
I wanted. To be empty. This scemed as if it might
help.’ It half killed him T think. At 67, a retired Jesuit,
working in camps of horror, discase, bad food, no trees.
He had malaria and about a dozen other things
I supposc. A man inspired. He wouldn’t wear a hat or
take my sunblock: the people had no such things and
so neither would he. Jack Morris, [ must write to you.
Are you empty yct? Are we only empty at death?

The Matron of Mt Olivett, a hospice in Brisbane,
said she thinks it is important for pcople to be given
the chance to reach a certain development, a stage of
growth and peace, before they die. Growth of the
spirit, that’s what I'd like. To abandon rancour, child-
ishness, the sclfishness.

I see people with moral intelligence and that may
give them point. Sometimes I think it’s just an accrual
of close attention hour aftcr hour. What you do every
hour that gives point in the ¢nd. To pay attention,
that is the great thing.

/ 21st Julv

ELL, WE'VE DECIDED it’s no use, Kate,” Herb said
as he walked into the kitchen. ‘We’ve decided to put
her down.” Lois and he had been out pulling Excep-
tional up on to her legs again while T watched from
the balcony. Both back legs had scemed to move a
little so it gave a glimmer of hope. How slowly hope
is willing to dic. ‘She’s got a spinal injury. It's not
going to get any better.”

Because Lois and T must go to the city today,
Exceptional will be shot and buried while we are gone.
Lois nodded as she walked in, then silently went to
dress.

Later. We came in and passed a mound of tresh
carth in the side paddock. Colin and Lois are spreading
newspaper and straw, on which the cow lay, around
the new rose bed for mulch. As she came up the steps
Lois handed me the first of her 27 yellow Freesia roses
to bloom. She had been putting the geese into the shed
for the night. ‘The first rose. It’s for you for helping
me through this day.” We smelt it in turn; lemon, lime
a whiff of old face powder on a grandmother’s dress-
ing table and on her cheek bent down at the doorstep
to greet a child, Then like a whitf of brandy on her
breath comes the melancholy thought that the cow
is dead. Yet there was no kindness that cow lacked. It
wasn’t for money, although at tirst that came into it.
It was becausce these people are kind. 1t is a metodv
that runs through their lives.

Kate Llewellyn is a freelance writer and poet.
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Open House
for Tony Coady

Please walk only on the overlay

between the cord barriers. Five dollars

for all the hands-off history you can mooch past,
colonial timbers waxed into submission,

long faces framed in gilt, the guns and samplers.
This is not any world I intended to come to.

We used to have a magnificat plan

for slipping a raspberry cushion

into the seat of the mighty.

How do these stone-hard mansions still persist
where my sort of name came only

to clean the toilets or carry the piano?

Title has passcd from under long noses

into deep pockets; new buims

disdain or polish the historic chairs,

rows of the World’s Great Books turn foxy, unread.

Now when the help gather

to chat off the sweat or unify their claims
[ stand offside, framed

in their cheerful or contemptuous chiack,
stranded without a football team, hearing
my once-was-pommy voice

talking about the wrong TV shows

in the wrong words. My in-clan smile
tilts to a small tic of fcar: they’ll label me
‘more brains than sense’, cven suspect
I'm here to sneak reports

for thosc immoveable men with quickfinger minds
who survey from their pillared balconics
this wet gathering of losers.

[ cannot speak

from the name of those who hear me foreign,
who imaginc me in some synthetic boss-skin
my body can’t recall wriggling into.

I should at lcast swear against that skin

but when did I ever beat out

in true black lincs

on thin paper

the full bastard?
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Behind the windows, checking the database, signing
contracts to rationalise an industry

the boss doesn’t hear my 1stle and squeak

in the hush of redundant 1achines.

*

Polite white gloves
show us the exit.
I stare back from the roadway, drawn aside
but bystanders are not necessarily innocent.
I need new plans:
for slipping a crown of thorns into the scat of the mighty
{then let’s sce them turn the other cheek).
*
Beside a late drink T punch your table:
this is not the world we intended to live in.
You are better than I at folding your arms and breathing,
at patiently asking again the Socratic questions
that don’t come as T-shirts or ads.
Perhaps the shatter
of significant bones in your long
tall to hard ground set you that shapc. My falls
are short, absurd. Tangling bruised on public land,
knocked from breath and composure
under the gossip gaze of  eap apartments,
or glimpsing through opt  nt windows
such highly amused eyebrows,
I am barrowed away by practical neighbours
and abandoned on my ov  doorstep.

I am just going outside, I may be some time.

When my freezedried foot has learnt to kick some shit
out of this stubborn constipated world

maybe I'll come back sober.

Aileen Kelly
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‘Hare’ has not come down in the world—
quite the contrary. This is how she
presents it:

‘The Hare’

The hare might almost be a coneept
but is beyond thought,

quick as a crcam-tailed comet,
mute as the colour brown.

The hare strips lychetts,

is blunt and gangling in play
but with a flick and a twist
leads the hounds of hell astray
over cliffs.

Pendulum-bellied cows munch car-of-hare,
they tread hare in but harce is spring

and surfaces again further up the ficld.
The hare paddles the ficld, against

the grain of the grass.

The hare's cars swivel in weather-vanes,

register thunder, echo-sound shoals of wind,

an armada gathering in the channel.

The hare’s nosc tastes the many strains of
air.

The hare's fur is hyperactive
and untouched in a lifetime,

soft and mysterious as moleskin,
fast as fluid.

The hare’s eyes are subterrancan,
earth made them,

the grass laps their glassy balls
and drowns them.

The hare is a blood-song,

a song in the blood, a shivering

up and down the spine, from a time before
words outsped their meaning.

{Dcborah Randall, ‘“The Hare’, in Linda
Frame {ed.} Sixty Women Poets, Newcastle
upon Tyne: Bloodaxe Books, 1993, p228&.)

Often, in poctry, the hare has been at
best a figure of pathos, as at the hands of
Cowper, or of timidity, as when Shake-
speare allows one to beard a dead lion.
Countless exercises in the genre of the
still life reinforce these intuitions.
Wordsworth, by contrast, has the harc
body-out elation, when, in ‘Resolution
and Independence’, he writes that ‘on the
moors/ The hare is running races in her
mirth’. Randall’s poem goes a step
further, so that the hare is apprechended
as both clemental and clusive.

But what hare? Looking at a shrike by
Ted Hughes or a whale by W.S. Merwin,
one realises that things ar¢c moving
according to a quite precise keying or
pitching of consciousness, which itself
yields a distinctive reading of how reality
shapes up—not simply how the shrike or
the whale is, but how the cosmic ensem-
ble, so met, is. There is an inrush of data,
but at exactly the same rate there is a
construal of these, and the construal
speaks of a marrying of mind with all that
is not mind—a marrying susceptible to
many of a literal marriage’s perils, but
still cnacted and displayed. Emblemati-
cally, this is registered in the harc drawn
by Diirer in 1502, where, as Colin Eisler
points out, ‘If you look closely into the
hare’s gleaming cye, there is a revealing
reflection. Not painted in Nurcmberg's
sandy stretches, it poscd on a table in
Diirer’s house, as indicated by a studio win-
dow’s crossbars mirrored in the animal’s
pupil.’ (Colin Eisler, Diirer’'s Animals,
Washington DC: Smithsonian Institution
Press, 1991, p110.) First catch your hare:
but do not expect it, thus caught, to come
naked: it will be clad in the world, and a
singled-out human world at that.

This whole poem is framed—the right
word—between ‘The hare might almost
be a concept’ and ‘... from a time before/
words outsped their meaning’. In between,
Randall writes as though under the baton
of Joubert, who says at one point,

A good mind, in order to enjoy itself and
allow itself to ¢njoy others, always keeps
itself larger than its own thoughts. And in
order to do this, these thoughts must be
given a pliant form, must be easily folded
and unfolded, so that they are capable,
finally, of maintaining a natural flexibility.
{Joseph Joubert, ‘The Notchooks of Joseph
Joubert’, in Paul Auster, TransLations,
New York: Marsilio Publishers, EW Books,
1997, pl36.)

. and at another commends sceking
‘that style which makes one perceive or
discover more meanings than it explains.’
{Joubert, 160). The méticer of the poem’s
bulk is change, whether in the abruption
of the hare’s raking bark off the box-
thorn, or in the fusing of plant with flesh
with season, or in a modulation from field
as literal region, through a ‘fielding’ of
obstacle, to those shifting ficlds of
attention, thunder, wind, and the armada
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which has itself been ‘ficlded’ as mari-
time army. That ‘The harc’s nosc tastes
the many strains of air’ is, in the circum-
stances, both as delicate and as exacting
an achievement as could be wished.

A zoologist, if the name of the
creature were left out of the poem, would
still know it for that Lagomorph which
is born with cyes open, is well-furred at
birth, is on the move shortly thereafter,
can handle 45 miles an hour, jinks in
running, lies low in its form much of the
time, is nocturnal, and is solitary by
preference. Randall’s hare is true to
type, is stabilisced for attention. But it—
and genderless it is—can also be said to
emulate the mind which has delivered
it, changing gambits, revising postures,
turning mercurial. Coleridge found
nature, ‘natura naturans’, nature
re-sclving itself, able to ‘make a toy of
thought’, and Randall’s conceiving of the
hare as at once ‘beyond thought’ and
‘quick as a cream-tailed comet,/ mute as
the colour brown’ is something in the
same vein. A signal quality of her small
beast is its twinning of the palpable and
the fugitive—'fast as fluid’ is as good a
way as [ know of naming our being still
in time. The poem’s strategices do indeed
honour ‘that style which makes one

perceive or discover more mean-
ings than it explains’.

s sucH, ‘The Hare’, like much
poetry, could be called the speech of the
reticent. ‘Mute as the colour brown’ is
not the conceding of an inadequacy but
the characterising of a quality. Asked
about speech being drawn out of silence,
Seamus Heaney once replied (with Ulster
in mind but the world in mind too:

It was highly in place in our minds and in
our dumb beings that the unspoken was
the trustworthy, and the completely trust-
worthy exchange was the intuitive one,
and the making explicit of the intuitive
somchow vitiated it. [ think pocts
especially feel some sympathy with that,
because in some sense their project resides
in that unspoken nub of intuition and
potential.

{Scamus Heancey, in Clive Wilmer, Pocts

Talking, Manchester: Carcancet, 1994, p78.)

It is certainly possible to ‘feel some
sympathy’ with the prizing of the unsaid,
cven when words are being offered
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Local hero

te 20T CeNTURY was a cruel time for
much of humanity. It opened with a series
of brutal massacres of cnormous propor-
tions in Armenia. It moved through two
world wars. Each producced its own sort of
horror, ending in mass destruction and the
slaughter of millions. Yet the century
closed on a remarkable expression of a
small country’s national will. East Timor
expressed a massive referendum vote for
frecedom. The occupying armed forces with-
drew. Howecever, they left behind a
‘paramilitia’ of psychopathological hoons,
well trained and armed by the departing
army. They set about slaughtering around
1000 victims and torching the country.

Two ctfects among many emerged from
all these catastrophes. Each instance some-
how shapes, or, at least, has some cffect on
the lives of people involved. Also, in so
many instances, some people stand out, for
all sorts of reasons, as ‘keepers of the flame?,
as ‘signs of hope against the prevailing
despair’, as ‘inspiring leaders’.

The Catholic Church likes to make
saints of the best within her fold. Nations
with a different purpose promote such
people to the national pantheon of their
heroes. Whatever a gratetul people does
when peace returns, there will be someone
who reminded the people in its darkest
hour that something better is always
possible. One such person was Salvador
Martinho Da Costa Lopes.

Rowcena Lennox stumbled on his story
while visiting Darwin’s East Timorese
communityin 1991, Shelearned the circums-
stances of his death. Then, when her friend,
the New Zealander Kamal Bamadhai, was
killed in the Santa Cruz Muassacre,
12 November 1991, she decided to write of
East Timor's struggle as portraved in the
lifc and death of Martinho Lopes.

Lennox quickly discovered that East
Timor counted for little in world affairs.
During three centuries of Portuguesce
colonial rule, it lived in a state of backward
indolence. Occasionally inter-tribal clashes
took place. A number of serious uprisings
against the hardship and cruclty of
Portuguese administration also ripped the
colony apart.
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The Portuguese never made a scrious
all-out effort tocolonise and settle the country.
For them it provided a scries of staging
posts for ships plying tradce through the
East. There was a ready cyce for extractive
matcerials such as sandalwood and marble.
Coffee became a steady carner once it was
introduced from Brazil in the 19th century.
But penetration of the countryside was slow.

At the same time, the Portuguese
Catholic Church was part of the visiting
ships’ cquipment. Companion to the colo-
nial power, it added its efforts to the slow
expansion. It made small but steady progress
in converting pockets of people to the
Portuguese way of being a Catholic—with
Portugucse names, customs, saints, church
structures, and international connections.
Until the time of the Indonesian invasion
on 7 Dcecember 1975, about 30 per cent of
East Timor's pcople were Catholic. The
rest adhered to various forms of traditional
religion. However, there was a small, stcady
but increasing number of people secking
membership of the church. Eventually about
95 per cent of the people became Catcholic.
This was the political, social, cultural and

religious world into which Martinho
Lopes was born.

NVASION o Timor by Japanese armed
forcesin 1942 brought East Timor on to the
front pages of world newspapers. It also
brought massive destruction and hardship.
Memorices of these days survive. In 1949 the
Indonesian State emerged from the scat-
tered clements of the Dutch East Indics.
West Timor became a provinee of the new
artificial nation—Dbut East Timor scttled
back to quict days.

Lopes was out of East Timor during the
war, studying tor the pricsthood in the
Portugucse colony of Macau, opposite Hong
Kong. Tts bishop had pastoral care of East
Timor. The colony provided a cultural
centrée to Portugal as well for the young
student. He was shaping up to be a man of
widc interests, always intenscly Timorese,
but also a lover of Portuguese ways.

Still a student, he spent 1947 in Lisbon.
He returned home in 1948 to be ordained
priest by the new and first bishop of Dili.
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His country was in a mess. The war had
destroved so much. Economic activity was
poor.. Hstsuccessful ventures wercowned
by Portuguese companics. Subsistence
farming, the source of nearly all food, was
subject to the fluctuating scasons.

Lopes moved through a succession of
churc  appointments in parishes, the
seminary and central church administration
as he acquired skills in leadership and
exercisc of sensitive authority. He also had
a stint in Portugal as a member of the
national parliament, representing Portugal
overseas’.

All the v ile, the nation down south-
cast was recovering from its own injurious
war experiences. Australia was on the edge
of post-war cxpansion. It had minor cco-
nomic interests in East Timor. Perhaps its
major concern was the discovery of oil in
the i orScaand the first tapping on shore
in 1932 at Suai. The general departmental
attitude towards the colony and Portugal’s
dictator Salazar was dismissive. This
approach proved to be of no help in East
Timor's time of need.

Another factor that was formative in
shaping national Australian policy jas it
also atfected the Australian Catholic
Church’s general view of the arcal was the
steadv expansion of Communist influence
in So 1 East Asia. Australia had its own
fair sharc of concern at a possible Communist
takcover of unions, and of Communist-
engineered industrial unrest. At the time,
the scceretive, carcfully orgamised body
callingitself “The Movement’ —inspired by
Catholic teachings on social justice, by a
share of worldwide Catholic dread of
Communistdomination, and with encourage-
ment from hishops and lay people—
penctrated to the heart of church and state.
Even Iy the Vatican intervened. The
organisation stepped sideways but con-
tinued to influence attitudes and policices.
The nation’s relations with Indonesia were
shaped in large degree by this tear, but also
by any cconomic or political advantage that
a friendly relationship might bring. All of
these elements would be disadvantageous
to East Timor's position, and to Martinho
Lopes when the time camie tor help.
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All in together

STARTED READING these three books on a
typical Australian holiday long weckend.
Appropriately, | was camping by a pristine
stream, surrounded by what means the most
to me about my country, what I can love
without reserve—the bush. A pair of
lyrebirds came out at one point and picked
their way through the campsite. It was a fine
place to reflect on the sort of society [ have
lived and am living in.

[ say appropriatcly
because these books take
the reader to the Australia
of living memory. In the
case of the retrospective
collection of articles by
Ken Inglis, it is a trip back
to the 1950s, when Inglis—
now 71 andrctired{though
not removed) from a dis-
tinguished professional
carcer in history—was
beginning to write about
the world around him: the
Australia of my carlv
childhood. Tt is not o 7
difficult to explain to
young people, itis difficult
cven to remember how
different life was in Aus-
tralia. And it is salutary to be reminded.

Try this on a teenager, or even a Gen
X-¢r: when I was a suburban kid, TV was in
black-and-white and transmission ended
for the day around midnight. Everyone who
wanted a job had one. Milk in bottles was
delivered to most homes from local dairies
by a milkman on a horse and cart. Kids
could walk to school {the schools were
local, and the strects were safe). Divorce
was something practiscd only among movie
stars, and American ones at that. The milk-
bar owner knew the kids’ names. And the
shops were closed at night, on Saturday
afternoons, and on Sundays, and no-one
scemed to mind. In some suburbs, you could

cup of
CoFfEE
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go to the local state school and still be ten
or twelve before you heard the word ‘shit’.
It wasn'’t a bad lifc.

In Australia Observed, Craig Wilcox
has gathered 12 of Inglis’ essays on the
structures that supported this kind of life.
Inglis scems not to have written history, so
much asabout the history and use of history:
the ways in which we have looked at and

$2 | 2,

celebrated our past. His magnum opus,
Sacred Places, about Australian war
memorials, was a multi-award-winning
hook in 1999. This collection includes picces
on religion, Australia Day, the Anzac
tradition, the ABC, monuments and
ceremonices, Australian history writing, and
different doctrines (whether officially sanc-
tioned and aptly named, or not: at the start,
racism and in the end, multiculcuralism).
Most of them are commentaries on the
subiccts of his books.

This is Inglis’ second collection of
essays in two years. The History Depart-
ment at the University of Melbourne
published Anzac Remembered i 1998,
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The bibliography at the ¢r  of this book
sugge  how much more matcrial could
have been uscfully collected and enjoyably
rcad. I'm surc ‘Gambling and Culture
Australia’ and ‘Questions about News-
papers’ would be interesting. Inglis cannot
be sa to have pursucd a wide range of
subjects, and that’s not a bad thing, but this
collection could easily have been larger and
more various.

Inglis is an honest
researcher, generous inhis
assessment of others and
rewarded by gencerosity in
his turn. His commen-
tarics before and after
cach picce make them
gquasi-autobiographical,
and cxpand the sense of
history.

He is intriguced by the
idcas and institutions from
which Australians have
derived, or scem to have
derived, meaning. Religion
he believes to have been a
powerft - force, cven in
sccular Australia. Yet the
opening essay, on Billy
Graham’s cvangelistic
crusades in Australia in 1939, cvokes a
fascir  ingbutforcign world, inwhich inter-
church politics were subjects for lively
public dispute. Other ideologics—from the
myths of Anzac to multiculturalism—have
always shifted formal religion out of the
box-scat in Australia. I can remember
thinking, when I'was at school, that An:
Day and VFL football would both probably
dico  T'wasonly temporarily right about
Anzac Day, and right, but  ways I'd not
imagined, about the footy.

The chapter on writing a bicentennial
historv of Australia focuses on the work’s
publi  ing history, which scems a bit nar-
row tor general readers. Inglis attempts to
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trace the origins and history of the terms
‘national identity’, ‘ethnic’, and ‘multi-
cultural’, which is surely a fine way of
reviewing how such ideas have penctrated
our consciousnesses. He is interested in
names and words gencrally; there are
picces (not here: sce the bibliography) on
the names of Australia, and Papua New
Guinea, where Inglis worked at the univer-
sity for some years. The final picce is a
review of Stephen Murray-Smith’s Right
Words, in which Inglis
makes his own contribu-
tions to observing good ' .
and bad writing. It is
uplifting to read scholar- 7 )
ship as clear, learned and
patently applic-
able as Inglis’.

IHL PAST represented
in both Michael Leunig’s
and Tim Costello’s books
is of more cexclusively
recent memory. In fact,
one has to pinch oneself
to remember that it's
over: Jeff Kennett's
Victoria.

Some years ago, soon
after the recently de-
parted Victorian Liberal
government was first
elected, and just as it was getting into its
stride, T heard Leunig being interviewed on
ABC radio. He was very miscrable about
what was happening—he was thinking, he
said, about leaving Victoria. Yet some kinds
of art thrive in oppressive atmospheres, and
onc legacy of the Kennett years is having
the iron put back into the soul of Michael
Leunig.

As another school was closed, or public
instrumentality sold to Americans, or some
new fatuous ‘major event’ announced,
Leunig’s work became more focused, more
incisive. As the rhetoric of the ‘bottom line’
became more and more cynical, so that
financial considcrations were not the final
and decisive factors but the first and only
factors, his faux-naive doubts and ques-
tions scemed more and more accurate.

Leunig is certainly not a caricaturist,
nor even a political cartoonist, and when he
writes about things that have just hap-
pened, he does so obliquely. He does not
usually comment on particular incidents,
but he often uses a topical event as a focus
in sending up the entire discourse. He is
astounded by the things people say, the
jargons that scem to certain groups to be

',
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acceptable or sensible languages in which
to discuss things. The millennium,
ostentatiously frothy coffee, sporting events
owned by media, the cycle of ‘Festivals'—
how can anyone believe in these things or
imagine them to be important?

In gathering his work for the bhook-
buying public, he or his editors scem to
think we’d prefer not to be bothered with
the more topical ones. Yet they are some of
his best. I neglected to collect one last year

Fathler how come You ve
_‘)Of' a bar‘ (O(/e oh jour

(or‘eLeaJ ?

messages in Pcanuts, wrote two very
sophisticated and successful exercises in
popular thcology, juxtaposing Charlic
Brown and Snoopy with Kierkegaard and
Bonhoeffer. John Honner in 1992 put
together a book, A Common Philosophy,
using Lcunig cartoons and extracts from
Karl Rahner.

Leunig gives us the mysterious fable of
the glass slippers that fitted everyone. He
celebrates the right to be ordinary and
contented—tobean Alan,
to delight in father’s
handstand in the sca, to
beina‘bizarre secret cult’
called marriage. He lam-
basts the forces that
promote and scll us lies
{by the truckload), fashions
and slogans and clichés
like ‘Get real” or ‘Just do
it’. He exposcs how weak
and cynical is our attrac-
tion to the transgressive
(the accountant calling
himself ‘Crazy Daryl!).
There is something auto-
biographical about the
way in which the Goat-
person confesses at a

on globalisation (‘How am I feeling? [ don’t
know ... I'm feeling sort of ... global’} and
am disappointed not to find it here. When
The Age started its “Today’ section, they let
Leunig—such is his power—get away with
a terrific onc in which an cditor instructs a
young reporter to get out there and fear-
lessly report back on what groovy peaple
like him and his friends are cating, wearing,
talkingabout—'Thesc arc things,’ the editor
thunders, ‘our rcaders have aright to know!”
It was a tribute to The Age that they
published it, and I think it’s quite perennial
cnough to bear hook publication.

It 1s interesting to compare Leunig's
work with that of two recently departed
cartoonists, Charles M. Schultz, whose
Peanuts cartoons are known to all, and
‘Mad’s Maddest Artist’, Don Martin. Leunig
often points out that in a mad socicty,
things that scem not to fit in represent the
deepest kind of sanity. Many readers scem
to miss the point, or in some cases, the
pointed lack of point, in his work (onc Age
reader wrote in some years back, calling
him ‘Michacl Loony’}). But in lowly things,
such as cartoons, the Divine isoften located.
Robert L. Short, who detected religious
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Writers’ Festival to hav-
ing no ambition to write,
and feeling very ordinary,
and is féeted by the crowd as ‘Amaazing!’
Leunigis the prophet whose works adorn
tens of thousands of Australian fridges.
Prophets arc usually marginal figures, and
Leunig’s doctrines are hard to pin down,
which of course makes him the sort of
prophet with whom Mclbourne Anglicans
feel entirely comfortable. He was interviewed
a few months ago in the diocesan news-
paper. One lives in fear, not so much of his
becoming too orthodox (he may well be
already, privately, for all Tknow), but rather
of his being cherished because he’s amusing
and spiritual without cver being too specific
{like another Anglican icon, the ghastly
Vicar of Dibley). Spirituality can
require a bit of iron in the soul too.

FIUNOT [y

ER soTi LLunic and Tim Costello, there
is a delicate balance to be kept, between
being admired and regarded with affection
by the community, and being owned by its
institutional structures.

It was in the context of a globalising,
privatising, corporatising political culture
that Tim Costello emerged as a public and
political figure, rather than simply a socially
activist Baptist pastor. Being brother to the
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